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  CHAPTER ONE




  

    

      DAY 1


    


  




   




  I stood in front of the cell staring at . . . well . . . staring at me. The caged, unshaven, animal version of me. The way he looked, not at me but through me, brought

  on the sudden self-awareness that I probably hadn’t survived the bleeding brain or whatever the hell happened to me when I jumped into the future. My eyes dropped to my arms as I lifted a

  hand towards my face. Transparent. I was transparent.




  A magnetic force seemed to pulse in the space between the two versions of myself, pulling us together. Footsteps echoed from behind me and I jumped out of the way as Senator Healy stalked right

  up to the cell, opening the door and somehow cutting off whatever force had been dragging me forward. The other me stood up slowly, shakily, bruises marring his face and legs.




  ‘Senator Healy!’ I tried to croak, not hearing a sound outside my own mind.




  ‘Come on, son. Let’s get you out of here,’ Healy said, his voice gentle, barely above a whisper. It reminded me of the way he had spoken to me while I had hung my head over a

  sink after watching Mason get blown to pieces. Even just thinking about what happened still made me feel nauseous.




  The other me shuffled closer, leaning heavily on Healy for support as if his legs weren’t used to walking. The urge to somehow unzip him and crawl inside so I could be seen and heard

  intensified. I had to find a way! Somehow I just knew that I was dying. And then the old warehouse dissolved and pain shot through every inch of my body.




  ‘He can’t breathe! We’ve got to do something!’




  A truck.




  A truck sat on my chest and every ounce of energy I had was devoted to shoving it away. Air. I needed air. Nothing would enter. Nothing would exit.




  ‘His lungs are full of fluid! Open him up!’ someone shouted.




  And I felt the stab to my chest, skin splitting open and my ribs cracking. I had to get out of here. People aren’t supposed to feel these things.




  ‘Pulse is fading and then coming again . . . I can’t get it steady.’ A woman’s voice spoke right next to my ear.




  ‘He’s jumping,’ someone said.




  Silence followed for a full five seconds, then I heard Dad’s voice in my other ear, sounding more terrified than I’ve ever heard him in my life. ‘Jackson, just stay here . . .

  please.’




  But I couldn’t. There was no way to control it.




  ‘Are you all right, son?’ Healy said to the other me, hand clutching his shoulder.




  The other me had sunk to his knees with a loud crack as his kneecaps made contact with the hard floor. He clutched his chest, a look of panic in his eyes, and then raised his shirt. A faint line

  appeared slowly down the centre of his chest, blood trickling from the wound.




  Which one of us is dying? I thought it was me. He’s not in the future. How can he feel what is happening to me?




  A gunshot rang from right behind me, breaking my concentration. Healy fell to the ground, blood oozing from his head. Eyes wide open.




  ‘What the . . .’ the other me said, staring at Healy’s body. Then he looked up, right at me. Or through me.




  ‘Who . . . who are you?’ he stuttered, still on his knees, attempting to stand.




  Was he talking to me? No, he was talking to whoever had just shot Healy. But for some reason I couldn’t make my body turn around to see who it was. I needed to breathe air. To feel my

  heart beat again.




  ‘I’m the only one with enough guts to do this,’ the deep voice boomed from behind me.




  Chief Marshall. I didn’t have to look.




  ‘Do what?’ the other me said, his eyes wide.




  Using all my willpower, I forced my body to start to move. The gun fired again. Not just once, but three times. I heard myself scream inside my head . . . heard the other me’s scream cut

  off as he slumped to the ground.




  Thump . . . thump . . . thump.




  My heart gave three quick beats as I finally turned, just in time to see Chief Marshall vanish.




  





  CHAPTER TWO




  

    

      DAY 5


    


  




   




  ‘He’s waking up.’




  ‘Jackson? Can you hear me?’




  I found my hands and brought them to my face, rubbing the sleep from my eyes. The room came into focus – white walls, a few grey cabinets, a table beside the bed. The bed had metal rails

  and white sheets that covered my legs. It looked a lot like a hospital room in 2009. Maybe this wasn’t the future after all?




  Dad and Courtney stood at the foot of the bed, watching like they’d been staring at me for weeks and I had finally moved.




  ‘Chief Marshall,’ I managed to say, looking at Dad. ‘He killed me.’ I took a breath, slowly letting the scene fall into place in my head so I could articulate it.

  ‘The other me. He killed the other me. And Healy. He killed Healy.’




  My heart raced, causing a searing pain to rip through my chest like it was being split open all over again. ‘Healy told me before . . . he said that he had someone doing his time-travel

  changes for him, someone doing the alterations like putting Holly and Adam in the CIA! He did that, Dad. But he said it’s not Thomas. It’s Marshall! I know it is. He vanished

  right in front of me. He can time-travel!’




  Dad’s eyes widened, but not because of what I’d just revealed but because of the loud beeping on the monitor beside me. ‘Jackson, I need you to calm down. Breathe . . . focus

  on the present for the moment and then we’ll figure out what you saw or think you saw.’




  ‘I know I saw it . . .’ The pain in my chest increased, shutting me up. I relaxed back into the pillow, closing my eyes briefly, breathing as slowly and deeply as possible without

  aggravating my pain. After a couple minutes, the monitor stopped beeping and Dad let out a sigh of relief.




  ‘Good, very good.’




  I opened my eyes again. ‘Where are we? Did we make it back?’




  Dad shook his head and patted my foot over the covers. ‘It’s still the same place. Same year.’




  My heart sped up as I touched the back of my head, feeling a large bandage behind my ear. Then I remembered my dream, or was it a half-jump? My fingers fumbled around, moving towards my chest. I

  drew in a deep breath and felt the tightness of stitched skin pulling apart. There was another bandage horizontally placed between my sternum and left armpit.




  ‘I’m not dead?’ I looked up at Dad and Courtney, who were both standing still as statues. ‘Obviously, I’m not dead . . . I just . . . I thought I was.’




  Before they could respond, a man with light brown hair and a striking resemblance to Thomas walked into the room, followed by a red-haired woman. I remembered her welcoming us here with Dad,

  just before my almost death.




  The man held up his hands as if in surrender. ‘I know, we look alike, but don’t worry, my name isn’t Thomas and I’m not a clone either.’




  Courtney laughed and my eyes bounced to her and then back to Dad, who seemed at ease, not worried at all about these strangers.




  I sighed with relief.




  ‘I’m Grayson and this is Lonnie.’ He nodded towards the redheaded woman ‘You met her five days ago.’




  ‘Five days.’ I could hardly wrap my head around the idea that I’d lost that much time. More details about how we’d ended up here hit me all at once. I tried to sit up too

  quickly and was instantly knocked back down as pain shot through my head and chest. ‘Holly . . . Emily . . . Mason . . . are they—’




  ‘They’re all fine,’ Dad said.




  ‘Except for the being-stuck-here part,’ Courtney added.




  After holding a stethoscope to my chest briefly, Grayson held up a giant syringe with a long needle. ‘Pain medication. I wanted you to wake up first and see how your heart and lungs were

  functioning.’




  He plunged the needle into my IV. ‘You’re going to experience some drowsiness in about five minutes. Luckily, you guys got trapped on an island with a doctor who’s practised

  medicine in two different centuries. I used a combination of new technology and old-school methods to relieve the pressure in your skull and stop the bleeding as well as saving your collapsed

  lung.’




  ‘Wow . . . so I was pretty messed up?’




  No one said a word for several long seconds but I could see it all over their faces. I really had almost died.




  Dad gripped the rail at the foot of the bed with both hands and looked me in the eye. ‘Grayson says you’ll be good as new in a few days.’




  The pain in my head and chest reached an almost unbearable level and I tuned out until Grayson, Dad, and Lonnie left the room to get supplies and talk about me behind my back.




  Courtney walked closer and sat beside me on the bed. ‘I really, really hate you for scaring me like that. And Dad, he’s been in hell for the past five days.’




  I moved my hand closer to Courtney’s and squeezed her fingers tight. ‘I’m sorry.’




  Tears spilled from her eyes but she started laughing at the same time, wiping her cheeks quickly. ‘God, this is so weird. I still can’t get over how old you are and how old I’m

  not. And this thing with Holly. She’s not saying much but we all heard you. Loud and clear.’




  The fogginess of the drugs started to set in, but not enough that I didn’t feel a sudden sense of alarm. What had I said to Holly?




  Oh right.




  I love you.




  I looked down at my hand, now covering my sister’s. ‘I thought . . . I thought it was you,’ I lied.




  Courtney’s eyes widened. ‘Seriously? You were saying goodbye?’




  A knot formed in the pit of my stomach. ‘Yeah, something like that.’




  I wasn’t quite swept under by the pain meds yet, but I closed my eyes anyway, pretending until it really happened so we could end this conversation.




  When I woke from my drug-induced sleep, Courtney was gone and Holly sat in a chair beside my bed, knees pulled up to her chest, arms wrapped tight around her legs. Her eyes were focused on the

  monitor to my right, but she blinked rapidly and yawned.




  I didn’t speak at first because my mind was so groggy I had to remind myself which Holly this was. What had we done together? How did she feel about me?




  It came back in an instant. Agent Holly. The one who saw her best friend Adam lying dead on the floor in a puddle of blood. The one who thought I’d killed him. The Holly who wrote that

  terrible letter about herself, about the hopelessness of her life now and how survival – self-preservation – was the only reason she had to get up in the morning.




  The ache of these revelations hit me like a punch in the stomach.




  ‘Hey,’ she said, noticing I had woken up.




  ‘Hey.’ I suddenly felt very insecure about the state of my personal hygiene and the fact that I had tubes and wires coming out of way too many body parts. ‘Where is

  everybody else?’




  ‘It’s the middle of the night.’ Holly yawned. ‘We’ve been taking turns watching the heart monitors, switching the bags of fluids. Stuff like that.’




  My eyes carefully avoided hers. ‘Well, that answers my question about whether or not you’ve decided to continue working for Eyewall.’




  ‘Nobody’s enemies here. What’s the point?’ Holly sighed and gave me a tight smile. ‘This is awkward, isn’t it?’




  I finally looked at her and knew in an instant that I was going to lie, just like I had with Courtney. Not because I smelled bad and looked like hell but because I couldn’t imagine being

  in Holly’s position: having someone tell you that another version of you was in love with this person you sort of hate. A person who held you at gunpoint and dragged you into the

  future.




  Everything that had happened since I left August of 2009 trying to save the other version of Holly had created a hell on Earth for this version of Holly. She had had no choice about any aspect

  of her life from the point that Adam had first asked her to help with a CIA mission. This time around, I was determined to make damn sure she got to choose who she fell in love with, if anyone at

  all. From now on, Holly would be in full control over the course of her life.




  Eyewall had her boxed in with no way out and I wasn’t about to do the same thing to her. Not after getting her trapped here. I still couldn’t believe, after all my efforts to keep

  Holly safe, she’d ended up working for 2009 Eyewall, a division of the CIA that seemed determined to take down my own division, Tempest. And Eyewall hadn’t exactly been a pleasant work

  environment for Holly. I hated to think about being the reason she was stuck here, but at the same time, I couldn’t forget what had happened when I ‘held her hostage’ before the

  jump to the future. Her own people, her own division, had been poised to write her off without a second thought.




  ‘I know what you think,’ I said to Holly, making a quick decision.




  Her eyebrows lifted as if to ask if I also had mind-reading abilities in addition to time-travel powers. ‘What I think is . . . that you know me a little better than I know you. And

  I’m not sure how I feel about that. How would you feel?’




  ‘I don’t know.’ I rubbed my face with my hands. ‘About what I said, Courtney filled me in and honestly, I thought it was her. You have to realize, I hadn’t seen my

  sister in years, and then she’s here and I’m dying.’




  ‘So you were trying to tell Courtney you loved her before you died?’ Holly clarified.




  My eyes froze on hers, unwavering as I forced my pupils to stay normal-sized. ‘Yes.’




  ‘But you did know me, things I don’t have any memory of because of time travel, right?’ She looked so focused, so incredibly on-task that it occurred to me for the first time

  that Holly probably made a fantastic CIA agent. A lot better than I would have if I didn’t have superpowers.




  Now for the cover story.




  ‘Adam,’ I said, forcing calm. ‘Adam was my best friend. We were working together on time-travel stuff. He was also your friend, so obviously I knew you then, too.’




  ‘But you didn’t know I was an agent, did you?’ she asked, drilling me as if I were a hundred per cent healthy and not at all in danger of heart failure or whatever.




  ‘That kinda shocked me,’ I admitted, because it lined up perfectly with my cover story. ‘Which I’m sure you noticed.’




  I could tell she was deep in thought, reviewing those memories, but after a few seconds she nodded. ‘Yeah, I noticed.’




  The back of my throat felt like sandpaper and I coughed a few times before asking Holly if there was water or anything to drink. She jumped from her chair and opened a cabinet, pulling out this

  flat, round water bottle. When she unscrewed the cap, a rubber straw popped out.




  ‘Weird.’ I looked it over carefully before taking several big gulps. It hurt like hell, but I was too thirsty to care. ‘What’s it like out there, anyway?’




  Holly took the bottle from my hands and set it on the table before sitting down next to me again. ‘It’s so odd, seriously. There are a few cabins and some tents, and a building with

  all this weird-ass technology and supplies. It’s like they want us to stay alive but also not be all that comfortable. Mason thinks they’re watching us constantly. Most of the area

  isn’t all that futurelike considering the year.’




  ‘If we’re being watched, why don’t they just kill us?’ I asked, regretting my choice of words immediately. ‘Sorry, that wasn’t the positive thinking I had

  been trying to display.’




  Holly laughed. ‘Believe me, that was the first thought to go through my head. But I think Mason could be right. We’re in some kind of guinea-pig maze. Like a social experiment or

  something.’




  ‘How many people are here?’




  ‘Mason, Courtney, Emily, your dad, me,’ Holly rattled off. ‘Grayson, Lonnie, Sasha, and Blake.’




  ‘Making friends?’




  Holly rolled her eyes. ‘Yeah, it’s just like summer camp.’




  ‘I’ve met Lonnie and Grayson. I have no idea who Sasha is,’ I said. ‘Blake? Why does that name sound familiar?’




  ‘The guy with the ponytail,’ she said, reminding me that I’d already met him. ‘He’s our age. They’ve been here awhile, you know?’




  ‘How long?’




  ‘Almost two years,’ Holly said.




  Our eyes met again and we sat in silence, letting the gravity of two years sink in slowly. If there was a way out of here, they would have found it by now.




  But did it even really matter to me how long we were stuck here? I had Courtney, Dad, and Holly with me. Three people I loved more than anything else.




  Could I secretly be happy in this place?




  I had a feeling if I brought this up with anyone else, I’d be in need of more medical attention. Or maybe they’d excuse it and label the behaviour as one of the weird things that

  happens to people after they almost die.




  





  CHAPTER THREE




  

    

      DAY 10. LATE AFTERNOON


    


  




   




  ‘Doing OK so far?’ Courtney asked, holding a hand out as if preparing for me to topple over any second.




  ‘I’m not hooked up to needles and tubes, I can go to the bathroom on my own, I’ve showered, and I’m wearing normal clothes, preparing to see actual daylight for the first

  time in nearly two weeks.’ I smiled at her. ‘So yeah, I’m doing better than OK.’




  Sunlight hit me right between the eyes as we stepped outside. The muggy air hung with dust but I took a deep breath anyway, filling my lungs.




  Emily’s face lit up when she saw me and Courtney. She kicked up dirt and grass running over to us. Her cheeks looked rounder and more colourful than they had the night Kendrick and I found

  her wandering around Central Park, starving and lost. Lily Kendrick. My Tempest partner. I wonder if she’s OK?




  Emily was still scrawny as hell but no longer to the point of being sickly.




  I took a minute to look around while Emily grasped my hand, tugging it gently towards a fire pit a hundred feet away. A small brick building sat behind the pit and several wooden cabins and

  tents were scattered around the grassy area. In the distance the grass was much taller, or maybe it was weeds, and there was also a small lake with bluish green water.




  That must be the source of the fish they’ve been feeding me for the past four days. Blake – the guy with the ponytail, someone I hadn’t seen since collapsing and nearly dying

  ten days ago – stood on the far side of the big fire pit, swinging an axe, splitting wood in half.




  No wonder they called this place Misfit Island. It was like a weird, forced-camping experience.




  Just as I was contemplating walking over to say hi, Blake suddenly dropped his axe and looked up, his face filled with alarm. ‘Get away from each other!’




  Both Courtney and Emily stayed at my side, frozen and confused. Blake ran towards us, grabbing Courtney’s arm and pulling her away.




  ‘What the hell—’ I started to say and then I smelled it. The sense of smell is supposed to leave the longest-lasting impressions. And I remembered this. Too well. The metallic

  scent filled my nostrils and I did exactly what Blake had said. I hauled ass away from Emily and Courtney, and the abrupt movement caused pain to shoot through nearly every inch of my body. I might

  have been better, but I wasn’t completely healed yet.




  Suddenly, Adam Silverman lay at my feet. I stopped, completely frozen. ‘Adam, what are you doing here?’




  His face and leg were covered in blood and he wasn’t moving. His eyes stared up at me, questions . . . too many questions in them. Questions I couldn’t answer. I dropped to the

  ground, panic setting in, causing me to lose sight of reality, which wasn’t this at all. I pressed my fingers to his leg, applying pressure to the wound that I’d seen once

  before. ‘Adam, you’re OK! There’s a doctor here. It’s OK.’




  I shook him hard, trying to get him to wake up. I’ve seen this before . . . I’ve been here before. What is this?




  Memory gas.




  I blinked my eyes several times and focused on the object in front of me. It wasn’t Adam. Somewhere in my mind I knew it wasn’t Adam. I pulled my shirt over my nose and held my

  breath, squeezing my eyes shut.




  When I opened them again, a giant log sat in front of me. My hands were scraped and bloody, splinters covering both my palms. My heart began to slow down and I breathed normally, testing the

  air. The metallic smell was gone. I hadn’t almost murdered someone this time thinking he was Thomas, like I did during training, when Chief Marshall tested the gas out on several of us

  unsuspecting trainees.




  Chief Marshall.




  I ground my teeth together at the thought of his shooting Healy and the other version of me. When I had told Dad and Grayson about it in more detail a couple days ago, they both concluded that I

  had probably done a half-jump, despite the invisible force field over us preventing time travel. Of course, being able to do a half-jump did absolutely no good considering my body was still here

  and we were no closer to escaping from the year 3200. But the half-jump did provide an important piece of information: Chief Marshall was a bad guy.




  Very bad.




  A high-pitched scream brought me back to reality. I stood up and saw Courtney covering her face, screaming at the top of her lungs. Dad came barrelling out the door of a nearby cabin, racing

  towards her.




  Emily was closest to me, and I reached her before anyone else. She was huddled in the grass, knees pulled to her chest, crying quietly. I picked her up, feeling a pull in my chest where the long

  scar was still working hard to hold my skin together, and let her bury her face in my shoulder while I carried her towards Courtney.




  Dad shook Courtney’s shoulders a little, then tried to pry her hands from her face. ‘It’s not real, honey. It’s just an illusion. You’re OK.’




  Her hands visibly shook but she dropped them to her sides. Her face had gone completely pale. In fact, she looked a little green, like she might spew any minute. She sank to the ground and Dad

  sat beside her. ‘Put your head between your knees, it helps.’ He looked up at me and Emily. ‘You OK?’




  ‘Yeah, fine,’ I said, glancing around.




  Mason pulled himself off the grass, his face colourless.




  Emily sniffled a few more times, then lifted her head. ‘I’m OK.’




  I set her down on the ground and counted heads. Blake and Grayson stood near each other, appearing less shaken than the rest of us. I could see Lonnie and Sasha, the dark-skinned girl with the

  almond-shaped eyes, down by the lake.




  ‘Where’s Holly?’ I asked no one in particular.




  ‘I think she was sleeping in one of the cabins,’ Courtney said between shaky breaths.




  I headed for the closest cabin and had to check three more before spotting blonde hair and white tennis shoes huddled in the far corner.




  ‘Holly? You OK?’ I walked slowly towards her still figure. Too still. I squatted on the floor beside her and barely rested a hand on her back.




  ‘Don’t touch me!’




  Startled, I fell back on to my hands and scurried away, putting a few feet between us. ‘Holly, it’s OK. It wasn’t real, it’s this stuff—’




  ‘Don’t touch me!’ she repeated, shouting into her knees. Then she lifted her head and I was surprised that her cheeks were dry, no sign of tears. Her eyes were hard and cold

  when they zoomed in on me.




  Was she seeing me or an illusion of someone else? And if so, who?




  ‘OK . . . I’m not going to touch you.’ I moved back a couple more feet and held up my hands. ‘It’s me . . . Jackson.’




  ‘I know who you are, asshole,’ she snapped. ‘I know it’s not real. Just leave me alone. Go help someone who actually needs it.’




  Stung by her words, I scrambled to my feet, slightly dizzy from all this movement after ten days of being in bed, and left her alone. When I went outside again, everyone was sitting around the

  fire pit. Blake tossed some logs into the hole and followed them with a flaming match.




  I couldn’t fathom why we needed a fire in this heat and humidity. And it was more than strange to see them gathered together like it was story-and-song time.




  Mason caught my eye and gave me a smile that was more like a grimace. ‘Just like old times, huh, Agent Meyer?’




  I let out a breath. ‘At least this time I only injured my hands and not another person.’




  That’s when I remembered Blake, yelling at us to get away from each other. I turned my eyes to him. ‘Has this happened before? Where’s it coming from?’




  ‘We’re not sure how it’s released into the air.’ He laughed darkly. ‘And yes, it’s happened many times. First time since you guys arrived, though.’




  Grayson stood up from his spot next to Blake. ‘Blake, Lonnie, Sasha, and I have a tradition after each memory-gas episode. We sit out here and tell each other what hallucination manifested

  from our minds. We’ve done this twelve times, and it seems to reduce the intensity of the next episode.’




  ‘I have a theory,’ Blake said. ‘I think when you talk about the hallucinations out loud, it moves the memory it is based on from the subconscious to a different part of the

  brain. Somewhere the gas can’t reach.’




  A door swung open and Holly emerged from the cabin she’d been holed up in. She breezed past me and took a seat next to Mason. Her face was calm and collected. As if she hadn’t just

  screamed at me and called me an asshole.




  ‘I’ll go first,’ Sasha said. ‘On one of my trips to Eyewall headquarters, I got attacked by the faceless men. One of them had a razor blade to my throat, my legs pinned

  to the ground.’




  Courtney pressed her hands over Emily’s ears and I moved closer to the fire, sitting down beside them.




  ‘I didn’t know if they were going to kill me,’ Sasha croaked, choking on her words a bit. ‘Somehow I managed to get away, but it was the closest I’ve been to

  death.’




  Grayson spoke next. ‘My first delivery in 1985, I hadn’t studied childbirth enough in that year, it was stupid for me to think I could handle it. Probably the biggest regret of my

  life.’ He cleared his throat, regaining composure. ‘Anyway, the shoulder got caught on the pelvic bone and the cord was wrapped around the baby’s neck. I should have caught it

  earlier. We got her into the OR but the baby had been without oxygen for too long to not suffer a great deal of brain damage.’




  Everyone was silent for ten long seconds and then Blake spoke up. ‘I watched someone kill a good friend’s mother, father, and younger brother. I just watched and I couldn’t

  stop it.’




  Lonnie told a story about her mother dying, and Mason’s memory was of getting caught and interrogated by several Iraqi soldiers when we were doing training in the Middle East. I remembered

  the area he was talking about, but it must have been a mission with his Tempest specialty group. Something I didn’t have the privilege to know. Dad didn’t look too surprised so I

  assumed he probably wasn’t hearing about this for the first time.




  When it was Courtney’s turn, she laughed and her face flushed. ‘I can’t tell you mine. It’s going to sound so frivolous after all these horrible stories.’




  Mason rolled his eyes. ‘No it won’t. Just tell us.’




  ‘All right.’ Courtney smiled a little, then glanced sideways at me. ‘I watched my brother fall out of a tree and break his arm when we were six.’




  I started laughing, too, realizing that Courtney, at this point in her life, had had it pretty easy. Dad was grinning too and he lifted his hand to indicate his turn. ‘That was actually

  mine, too. Same memory.’




  Grayson’s eyebrows lifted and I looked at Dad and then back at Grayson, who had probably done this with him already in the four weeks that Dad was stuck here with him before we arrived. I

  seriously doubted that my broken arm was at the top of Dad’s horrible-events list. His list was probably worse than anyone else’s here. There was Courtney’s death, Eileen’s,

  probably several close calls with me that I didn’t even know about.




  I spoke quickly, interrupting everyone’s train of thought before they had a chance to figure out that Dad was lying. ‘I saw my dad smoking a cigarette in 1953.’




  Everyone laughed and Mason threw a twig in Dad’s direction. ‘Don’t you know smoking can kill you, Agent Meyer?’




  ‘A slow death spread over the course of fifty years,’ Dad said. ‘Sounds nice, actually.’




  ‘My turn,’ Emily said. ‘My chicken died.’




  Courtney squeezed her around the shoulders. ‘I lost a hamster when I was your age. Dad tried to switch him for another one but I could tell the difference.’




  I scratched the back of my head, diverting my eyes from Courtney’s. Dad coughed loudly as if telling me to come clean. ‘Actually, he didn’t die. Not right away . . .’




  I felt Courtney’s eyes burning a hole in the side of my face. ‘Jackson!’




  ‘He seemed really unhappy locked up in that cage. I thought he might want to go outside. He was on the balcony, totally fine. I didn’t know he would walk right off the ledge. I think

  he had brain damage even before he fell. Not the smartest hamster in the litter.’




  Mason snorted back a laugh, but Courtney’s glare stayed on me. ‘I can’t believe you did that!’




  ‘It was an accident,’ Dad said, holding back his own laughter, although when we were eight, I had gotten seriously chewed out by Dad for that event.




  ‘Yeah right,’ Courtney said, snapping her head in Dad’s direction. ‘He accidentally opened the cage, removed Jell-O, walked him to the balcony, put him down, then watched

  him waddle to his death? Explain how that works, Dad?’




  ‘Your hamster’s name was Jell-O?’ Mason asked. ‘Why?’




  Grayson clapped his hands together, interrupting the family feud. ‘Holly, you’re up next.’




  Everyone looked at her and her light blue eyes widened as she sat up straighter. The fear only lasted for a split second before her face became totally unreadable. ‘It’s too hot to

  sit by this fire any longer.’ She brushed off her jeans and then stood up. ‘And I don’t agree with Blake’s theory. It doesn’t help to talk about it, and my guess is at

  least half of you are lying, anyway.’




  Mason let out a low whistle as Holly took off towards the lake. ‘Somebody is obviously trying to damage our happy circle of feelings.’




  I rolled my eyes at him. ‘Lay off her. She’s just freaked out.’ I turned to Grayson. ‘Who’s doing this? Setting off the memory gas and keeping us here?’




  Grayson let out a breath, glancing first at Lonnie then Blake and Sasha, getting nods from each of them. ‘The four of us are a lot like you, Jackson. And I guess like Courtney and Emily,

  too. Except your existence is a direct result of our existence, and I know that the logic seems mixed up since we’re from . . .’




  ‘The future?’ I prompted. ‘My future, anyway.’




  ‘That’s right.’




  ‘Time travel was always going to happen,’ Lonnie added. ‘The four of us evolved naturally. In our present times, no one knew who would possess the ability to

  time-jump.’




  ‘As opposed to the cloned people who were made for it?’ Mason asked.




  ‘Exactly,’ Grayson said.




  ‘So, like, a whole ton of people can time-travel in the future?’ I asked. That seemed like one nasty mess if it was true.




  All four of them shook their heads. It was Blake who explained, ‘We only know of seven true, naturally evolved time jumpers. I was the second to last to be discovered. Sasha wasn’t

  even born yet, wouldn’t be for a long time.’




  ‘Eyewall headquarters is in this year,’ Sasha said. ‘It’s quite a ways from here. About a two-day walk.’




  ‘But if you guys are from my future,’ I asked, ‘maybe you can tell me what time period Thomas showed me in a time jump?’




  I took a minute to explain to them about the perfect future I saw with Thomas. The green landscape everywhere, right in the middle of New York City. The eerie quiet, the perfect temperature, the

  children with their superhuman powers, climbing and jumping.




  All four of the future time travellers were quiet for a while, exchanging weary glances. Grayson took a deep breath before speaking. ‘You’ve studied history, right? World War

  Two?’




  ‘Yeah,’ Courtney, Mason, and I all said together.




  ‘A utopian society that evolves by creating a master race,’ Grayson said. ‘That’s what you saw. Not the aftermath of World War Two but of a similar war, a war that caused

  the destruction here, and in the outcome Thomas showed you, the new Hitler won.’




  I knew there was something weird about that place. I didn’t feel the warmth of the world when I was there, nothing good, but it was so hard to judge because it had looked amazing.

  It seemed perfect.




  ‘And they keep us here,’ Grayson said. ‘Because we’re rare and Dr Ludwig can’t bear the thought of getting rid of us. He doesn’t even want us to suffer too

  much. That might make it more difficult to use us for whatever experiment he’s working on. Notice we’re given plenty of supplies – food, sources of water, medical

  equipment.’




  ‘It’s not because they care so much,’ Lonnie said, bitterness spilling from each word. She glanced behind her at the bright sun, moving lower in the horizon. ‘We should

  get our gear. The sun’s about to set.’




  Courtney touched my arm. ‘It gets really cold at night for some reason. The temperature drops a lot – like going from summer to winter.’




  Grayson stood up, prepared to follow Lonnie, but then turned to face me, Dad, Courtney, Mason, and Emily. ‘I think the best thing you can do right now, all of you, is accept this place as

  home. Don’t let the negative thoughts creep in and do something stupid. There’s no fight to be won, nothing to make this life seem temporary. Make the choice to accept it and to be

  happy with what you do have.’




  Hadn’t I decided that already? But what about Dad and Courtney . . . and Holly? What did they want?




  ‘Jackson,’ Grayson added, ‘if you have more questions, Blake can tell you his story. He’s seen a bit more of Eyewall than I have.’




  Everyone began shuffling around, heading for supplies in different cabins. I moved over and sat beside Blake, who hadn’t made a move to leave. I glanced up at the sky, pink and purple from

  the setting sun. ‘So, they’re up there, watching us in this bubble, like gods.’




  ‘They’re not gods,’ Blake said firmly. ‘They’re human. Unfortunately, it seems they’ve forgotten that fact.’




  ‘Right,’ I said, not sure exactly what he meant by that.




  Blake’s gaze darted around, and then he lowered his voice. ‘Can I show you something?’




  I followed him into the small building and then into a tiny room with several computer screens lining one of the walls. All of the screens were blue and blank. Blake sat on the tile floor and

  removed an army knife from his pocket. He yanked off his right tennis shoe and his white sock. ‘I’ve been waiting almost two years to do this.’




  And before I could stop him, he sliced a hole in the bottom of his foot.




  





  CHAPTER FOUR




  

    

      DAY 10. EVENING


    


  




   




  Blood oozed from his foot on to the floor. ‘Dude! What are you doing?’




  ‘Just wait,’ he said, leaning forward, pressing his fingers inside the cut. Finally, he held up something silver and bloody between his fingers. ‘In the year I’m from, we

  all have memory files. Usually behind the ear.’ He tilted his head and I had a good view of the one-centimetre scar behind his ear.




  ‘Here.’ I spotted a sink in the corner of the room and ran over to it, grabbing handfuls of paper towels. ‘Use these. That’s gonna bleed for a while.’




  ‘When everything started going bad,’ Blake said, pressing paper towels to his foot with one hand and wiping the floor clean with the other, ‘Grayson took out my original memory

  file, put a fake one behind my ear, and then we hid the real one. I needed to remember what happened. To have those thoughts with me at all times just in case. With the others, I’ve told them

  my story. But I want to show you these instead so that our world and where we came from makes more sense to you.’




  ‘I doubt anything’s going to make much sense to me.’




  ‘Well, it’s possible I have other motivations outside of Grayson’s goals for showing these to you,’ Blake said, wiping the tiny metal chip clean. ‘But we’ll

  get to that part later.’




  He stood up and walked carefully on the ball of his right foot. I waited quietly while he fiddled with a computer and slid the chip into a tiny slot.




  ‘Just so you know, in case you need it for anything, this room is virtually soundproof.’ One of the blue screens turned black. ‘Some of these files I recorded on to the chip

  myself as a journal entry and some were plucked from various regions of my brain. I couldn’t save everything. I just kept the important ones.’




  A robot voice filled the tiny space, ‘December 8, 2873. Audio recording by host.’




  Then Blake’s voice came through, though it sounded a little different, younger maybe. And the words moved across the black screen accompanying the audio.




   




  

    

      I never imagined my parents would be so eager to hand over their fifteen-year-old son to the US government. But boy were they ever. It happened on my way to school two days

      ago. My outer gear is fourth-hand, passed down from my three older brothers, and has lost its wind-resistant ability. The air was bitterly cold, my eyes half closed, and I could hardly put one

      foot in front of the other, when suddenly, sunlight hot enough to be July beat down on me. It took me several seconds to realize what had happened. What I’d just done. Unlike my parents,

      elation wasn’t my first reaction. It was utter panic. I didn’t know how I’d done it and how to get back.




      My legs had never moved as fast as they did in that first time jump. I tore my outerwear open as I ran home, bursting through the front door, yelling for them to tell me what

      day it was. My mother took one look at my clothing and dropped the glass dish she had been holding. My father came running into the kitchen after hearing the glass shatter.




      Turns out I had jumped almost exactly three months into the past. I couldn’t even spit out the words to reflect my fear of getting stuck there or just of the unknown

      because Mom had already picked up her telecom, making the one call every parent dreams of making. And even in my panic, I did feel a small surge of pride as she said the words to the dispatcher

      on the other line, ‘My son has just come from the future.’ The way she said my son meant something entirely different now. Before it just meant one of four nearly identical

      boys, almost exactly three years spacing each of us apart. Now these words seemed to separate me from the three shadows I had chased my entire life.




      My moment of pride only lasted a few minutes, until my father returned with a slightly tanner, sweaty, and confused version of me. This was how they proved it. The only way to

      know for sure. Not that time travellers are discovered all the time. I’m only the seventh in the history of mankind. No wonder my parents are so proud.




      As I stood looking at this barely younger version of myself, I couldn’t grasp much else. The government workers showed up almost instantly. Their navy uniforms crisp and

      stiff in an inhuman way. They recorded the details I gave them – when did you leave? Approximately what time? What was your location?




      Then they gave my family and the other me memory injections so we would spend the next three months knowing nothing of what would happen on December 6, 2873. Once the shock had

      worn off and reality set in, I knew how to get back.




      The cold wind returned, freezing the air into my lungs, but still, as I turned to walk back home, I slowed my pace, knowing they were there. Waiting to take me away. Waiting to

      make me the envy of every boy and girl in my class. Possibly the envy of everyone in the country. Everyone except the five others like me.




      I only had ten minutes to pack my bags and say goodbye before being teleported to an apartment in the nation’s capital, New York City. The apartment is twice the size of

      my family’s home, and instead of sharing space with five others, I’m only sharing with one. His name is Thomas and he looks about ten years older than me. I only met him briefly

      this morning. He came in with a navy-suit worker and told me to try not to feel overwhelmed and that we’d talk later. That was hours ago and now I really just want to call home, but I

      can’t find a telecom anywhere.




      I guess receiving this honour, having this rare talent, requires a great deal of patience. A virtue I have yet to acquire.


    


  




   




  Blake hit a button on the control panel and the words froze on the screen.




  ‘So Thomas is one of the originals! That explains why he’s able to do the complete jumps so easily. He can go back and forth in the same timeline like regular time travel. Is that

  the only kind of jump you guys do?’ I drilled Blake. ‘Or can you bounce off World B, too? I know I’m the one who opened that portal, and I also know that cloned time travellers

  have jumped over there.’




  ‘Until your dad arrived and told us about you, I hadn’t really heard of any other way of time travel besides the complete jump, as you call it. And yes, Thomas is one of the original

  time travellers and we are the strongest. Last I heard, the clones hadn’t been able to come even close to matching us.’




  ‘Except Emily.’




  He nodded solemnly. ‘She’s a special project. Thomas’s own brainchild.’




  I knew this already, but thinking about Thomas’s bringing a child into the world under those pretences left me completely disgusted. I had to change the subject. ‘So . . . you were

  only fifteen and you had to leave home. That sucks. And living with Thomas, what was that like?’




  Blake’s eyebrows lifted. ‘You ready to hear more?’




  I nodded. There was never any way to stop my curiosity when it had latched on to something. I had no idea what Blake wanted me to get from this info, but I wanted to know about this world where

  time travellers naturally occurred and were worshipped and adored by all. That would have made my life a hell of a lot easier. Except the living-with-Thomas part.




  The audio robot began again and I watched the words on the screen, reading them quickly.




   


  

   




  

    

      14 DECEMBER 2873.




      AUDIO RECORDING BY HOST.


    


  




   




  

    

      Everyone has been so nice to me this past week, even the navy-suit workers. Well, they aren’t exactly nice, but they’re not mean either like when they first came to

      my house after my mom’s call. The scientists in the lab, the ones taking all my data and doing test after test, have bent over backwards to get me everything I need and a whole

      bunch of stuff I don’t. Thomas keeps asking how I’m doing, telling me how special I am, that he was seventeen years old before he did his first time jump, and before me, he was the

      youngest reported time traveller in history. So, not only am I one of a handful in the world who can travel through time, I’m now the youngest, at fifteen, ever to time-travel.




      Thomas thinks in another thirty or forty years, we’ll have small children who can time-travel. I know he’s twenty-five and much older than me, but still, I

      don’t ever spend time guessing what might happen in thirty or forty years. Thomas is like that, though. He sits in on conferences with all the other scientists working for the government,

      studying the Tempus gene, and it’s like he’s one of them. I’m so behind. And so immature. Thomas is very well respected among the entire crew of government workers. He has

      this aura that shines the minute he walks in a room. I need to work harder, to study more, so that Thomas and the others will have just as much respect for me.




      A couple of days ago, I met two of the other travellers: Nora and Jean. They live in our building downtown. Nora is twenty-six and Jean is eighteen. Jean has the brightest red

      hair and green eyes I’ve ever seen. Thomas says it’s a sign that these physical traits could be a future indicator for identifying time travellers before their first jump. I just

      think she’s really pretty which means, like with all the pretty girls at my former school, I’m going to have a lot of trouble talking to her. Nora is super nice and almost motherly

      to Jean, and now to me, too. So, even though she’s also very attractive, I don’t have any trouble talking to her because she reminds me of my own mother and fits a little better

      into that category than any other.




      So far, I’ve been showered with gifts, expensive clothing (brand-new, not handed down from my brothers), the most amazing entertainment devices that my family could never

      afford, not to mention the food . . . better and larger in quantity than anything I’ve ever had before. But I still miss my family, my friends, my hometown, my school and all its quirks.

      Thomas says it’s best to sever contact, at least in the beginning, but I really wish there was a way to have both worlds.




      I wonder if they miss me, too?


    


  




   




  ‘Every time I’ve seen Thomas,’ I said once Blake had frozen the words again, ‘he’s been much older than twenty-five. Probably thirty or

  thirty-five. Maybe even a little older. When did he change? He seemed all right at twenty-five.’




  Blake stared over my shoulder, deep in thought. ‘It wasn’t like you’d think, a sudden shift due to one influence. I think he was always working towards a different goal than

  everyone else, but his ideas, his theories and views of the world were so close to being right and yet so wrong at the same time that I couldn’t see it, not for a while. And as he got smarter

  and more powerful, more respected, it made changing our system easier.’




  ‘Lots of grey areas,’ I concluded. ‘That’s why you can’t pinpoint one moment that made everything go wrong. Sometimes I wonder if time travel is wrong, and by wrong

  I mean unethical. I know your ability evolved naturally, but just because we all have the capability to murder someone doesn’t mean we should do it.’




  ‘I agree a hundred per cent,’ Blake said.




  ‘Where are Jean and Nora? Why aren’t they trapped here?’




  ‘Jean’s infatuation with Thomas led her to follow him. But I know deep down she doesn’t share his beliefs,’ he said. ‘And Nora . . . I don’t know exactly

  where she is but Grayson does and I’m pretty sure she’s safe.’




  The words moved again as the computer voice said the date.




   




   




  

    

      1 FEBRUARY 2874.




      MEMORY EXTRACTED FROM HOST.




       




      Thomas grasped my arm and I could almost feel the weight of his effort – the brainpower it took to make this kind of jump and take me along in the process. I felt the

      warm air before I even opened my eyes. Then I heard it. Both Thomas and Dr Ludwig, who’s sort of like our brainpower coach, prepared me for the noise, but I had no idea it would be this

      loud.




      Cars. I’d read about them in the education files on my computer, but seeing them move so recklessly, people running in front of them, I wasn’t at all prepared.




      ‘It’s chaotic, isn’t it?’ Thomas said, releasing my arm and then resting a hand on my shoulder.




      ‘I don’t even know what to look at first.’




      He pointed to a building right in front of us. The sign on the outside said NYU MEDICAL CENTER. ‘This is the 1987 version of a medical-treatment

      facility.’




      ‘OK, but what are we doing here?’




      Several people darted around us as we stood in the centre of a sidewalk, throwing us dirty looks as if we had ruined their day by slowing them down.




      ‘Don’t worry about them,’ Thomas said. ‘You’ll never see any of these people again. And to answer your question, this is why we’re

      here.’ He pulled several small vials of a cloudy white substance from his pants pocket and held them out for me to see before stowing them away again. ‘You understand how the Tempus

      gene works, right?’




      ‘Yeah . . . I mean, mostly,’ I stammered, still distracted by the honking and screeching going on around me. I fought off the urge to cover my ears.

      ‘It’s not here in this year, right? Not a fully formed Tempus gene, anyway. It’s first discovered in the year . . .’




      ‘2234,’ Thomas finished for me, not carrying one bit of the condescending tone some of the navy-suit workers had whenever I didn’t know the answer to a

      question they asked. ‘But it took all the way until early 2800 for time travel to show up and that woman was thirty-four when she discovered her ability. You and I are proof that the gene

      is evolving over time. Eventually, the entire human race may possess the ability to time-travel and possibly at an age even younger than fifteen.’




      ‘Wait.’ I’d known there were still two remaining time travellers I had yet to meet, but I hadn’t really thought about the age difference being so huge.

      ‘One of us is that old? Is she still alive?’




      Thomas grinned. ‘Stick with me, kid, and you’ll get the real answers. And no, she’s not alive any more. She passed away a couple years ago. And the Tempus gene

      shows up in our history maps in earlier years because of missions like this one. But don’t worry, you and I are still part of the original group. Nothing can change that. We’ll

      always remember that information because we hold all the versions of our lives within our minds even if we alter history. Even if we alter the future.’




      ‘But what are the vials for?’




      ‘The Tempus gene,’ Thomas said as he took a step across the sidewalk and pulled open the door to the medical centre. ‘We’re introducing it earlier,

      hoping the future looks different.’ I couldn’t move for several seconds even though so many people would have loved for me to vacate the middle of the sidewalk. This wasn’t a

      small little adventure for the fun of discovery and creating accurate records of our country’s history. This was big. Very big. And I couldn’t believe Thomas would allow me to take

      part in it.




      Finally, Thomas reached out a hand and pulled me through the door. ‘I had a feeling you’d be impressed with this mission. But don’t forget the number one rule

      of time travel . . . always blend in with your surroundings.’




      Thomas breezed past security guards and official-looking people like he owned the place. I saw several men and women squeezing themselves into what I knew from studying history

      in school was called an elevator. Thomas shook his head and opened another door, leading to a flight of stairs.




      ‘Never trust technology in this year,’ he said in a low whisper. ‘Those things are held by cables and a pulley system. Can you believe how they pack themselves

      inside, like there’s no risk?’




      We went down three flights before reaching a door with a security code that Thomas had obviously been given. He used another code to enter a lab where a guy, probably a few

      years older than Thomas, stood wearing a white coat and safety goggles.




      ‘Always taking the stairs, huh?’ the guy said, not even looking up at us.




      ‘I think President Healy would be a bit perturbed with me if I killed myself riding in an elevator when a perfectly good set of stairs was available,’ Thomas

      said.




      The guy turned his back completely on us and stuck his face in what looked like a microscope – a device I’d learned about in history class.




      ‘Of course, President Healy. Wouldn’t want to do anything to disappoint him,’ the guy said.




      Even I could hear the edge in his voice. Thomas cleared his throat as if to alert him that they weren’t alone. ‘Grayson, this is our newest recruit,

      Blake.’




      Grayson looked up at me suddenly, and his smile was warm and didn’t carry any of the edge he’d had just seconds ago. He stuck out a gloved hand to shake mine.

      ‘Nice to meet you, Blake. Thomas mentioned a newbie a while back, but I didn’t realize how young you were. You can’t be more than—’




      ‘Fifteen,’ Thomas finished. ‘Broke my record by two years.’




      I stood up straighter, trying to grow instantly. ‘I’ll be sixteen in a month.’




      Grayson smiled and it went all the way to his eyes like my mother’s smiles. I hadn’t seen an expression that honest since I left home. Impassiveness is something the

      government instils in all workers.




      ‘How are you getting along so far?’ Grayson asked me.




      ‘Good . . . I mean . . . this is my first mission, but it’s been pretty exciting these last couple of months.’ I got a good look at Grayson’s face now

      that he had turned towards me. His hair colour was light brown like Thomas’s and his eyes were also blue like both Thomas’s and mine. The similarities were too great to ignore. It

      was like seeing what I might look like in ten years with Thomas and in twenty years with Grayson.




      ‘But it must have been hard for you,’ Grayson said. ‘Leaving home. I was nineteen and already on my own. Thomas was raised in the White House, he didn’t

      need any adjusting. But you’re just a boy.’




      Thomas rested a hand on my shoulder again. ‘That’s why Dr Ludwig is taking it slow with him. It’ll be a while before he’s doing his own

      missions.’




      Grayson stared at me for a long moment, then his face formed the emotionless smile I had become used to in the last couple of months. ‘Well, let me show you what

      we’re doing here today.’ He turned to Thomas, who dropped his hand from my shoulder and removed the vials from his pocket. ‘Thank you. Now, Blake, we have sixteen women who

      will undergo a procedure called in vitro fertilization in this hospital today. Basically, traditional methods of conception, in this year, anyway, haven’t been successful for them and

      they’ve sought the assistance of a fertility doctor.’




      Grayson pointed to his chest, indicating that he was the fertility doctor these women sought out. He walked over to the centre lab table and pointed to a small dish with clear

      liquid in it. ‘All of the women today have husbands who have donated specimens – sperm—to be joined with their wives’ eggs. You understand how this process works,

      correct?’




      I gave a quick nod and felt my face heating up at the mention of conception, though this was a very technical scientific version that didn’t seem to involve contact

      between the two parents at all. But still, my mind couldn’t help but wander to thoughts of more traditional methods, and I hoped with all my power that these thoughts wouldn’t show

      up in the mission report.




      ‘What we’re going to do today,’ Grayson said, ‘is supplement the fathers’ specimens with that of a man carrying the Tempus gene in your

      present.’




      ‘Do they know this?’ I asked. ‘The parents? Won’t they know that there’s no genetic link between the real father and the child, at least after

      it’s born?’




      Grayson nodded his approval. ‘Very good. You’re a smart one. All my patients sign a clause as part of our research programme. The procedure cost is more affordable

      for a larger percentage of families, and in return, we get their permission to use a substitute specimen as needed to increase the probability of successful conception.’




      ‘In other words,’ Thomas added, ‘we tell the families that the father’s semen has a low sperm count, whether it does or not, and they consent to a donor

      because having a child is that important to them. Something I can’t even fathom, but it’s a very useful motivation for the purpose of our experiment.’




      I was so blown away by the complexity of this project and the importance of our missions that I barely spoke for the rest of the trip. I watched Grayson carefully as he went

      through the steps to prepare each specimen for the procedure.




      Later, when Thomas and I returned to our apartment, after being debriefed in the White House by Dr Ludwig and his team, I finally asked him the question that had been on my mind

      since first being introduced to Grayson.




      ‘So, is Grayson’s mission a long one? Like a few months? He seemed very comfortable in 1987.’




      ‘He’s been on the same mission in the past for two years and hasn’t done a time jump since,’ Thomas said. ‘Before that, he had a bad habit of using

      his time travel for personal reasons. He jumped too often and sustained an injury. His last jump for this current mission nearly killed him. The risk of bringing him back was too much. Dr

      Ludwig decided that he needed to stay and be the field man for the Tempus gene experiment. He still has a chance to heal; it’s very possible he will in a year or two.’




      ‘Wow . . . I don’t even—’




      Thomas waved my response off as if to say there was no need to feel sorry for him. Maybe because he did it to himself? Or maybe because he was happy in 1987? How could he enjoy

      living in that chaotic and dangerous world?




      ‘Now we need to verify our impact,’ Thomas said, opening my handheld computer and holding it out for me. ‘What was that year I mentioned earlier? The first

      detection of the Tempus gene?’




      ‘2234,’ I said right away.




      ‘Correct.’ He pointed to the tiny screen in front of me. ‘Look it up, again.’




      I typed in the question and nearly dropped the computer on to the hard floor. ‘2208 . . . how . . . I mean . . . we did this? Changed the date by twenty-six

      years?’




      Thomas’s face split into a wide grin. ‘Yes, we did this. This is why you’re here, Blake. Do you understand how important you are now? How much of an impact you

      can have on creating a future that is bigger and better than every man and woman in 1987 could ever imagine?’




      All I could do was nod and try to hide my shock. Could I really be that special? That important? Me, the fourth son of Jessica and Stephen? A hero to my entire country?




      And I knew right then I’d do anything to make sure I didn’t let them down. This was too important.
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