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    SATURDAY, 11 APRIL 2009


  




  My name is Jackson and I can travel through time. Now, wait, it’s not as exciting as you might think. I can’t go back in time and kill Hitler. I can’t go to

  the future and tell you who wins the World Series in 2038. So far, the most I’ve ever jumped is about six hours in the past. Some superhero, right?




  Recently I’ve acquired a sidekick with mad talent for the hard-core science stuff. The one request Adam insists I follow is documentation. A record of nearly every moment from this point

  on. Actually he wanted the eighteen years prior to today, but I talked him out of it – for now. Maybe if I avoid recording detailed accounts of my many fantasies starring a certain incredibly

  hot girl, or the dream where I play for the Mets as a last-minute substitute, I could cut my work in half. But who knows, those entries might be crucial to the country’s economic stability.

  Or something equally important.




  Even though I’m going along with this journal idea, it doesn’t mean I buy into it. It’s not like the world’s going to end just because I can jump around in time. Or that

  I’ll serve some greater purpose, like saving the human race from dying. But as Adam says, I must be like this for a reason and it’s up to us to find out why.




  Cool ending, huh? Actually it’s just the beginning.





 





  chapter one




  TUESDAY, 4 AUGUST 2009, 12.15 p.m.




  ‘How far back should I go?’ I asked Adam.




  We kept a good distance between us and the long line of kids corralling around the polar bears.




  ‘Thirty minutes?’ he suggested.




  ‘Hey, let that go!’ Holly snatched the bag of candy one of the day-camp kids had swiped from a toddler’s stroller and threw an exasperated look in my direction.

  ‘It’d be nice if you would actually watch your group of kids. It’s your summer job too, you know!’




  ‘Sorry, Hol.’ I scooped Hunter up before his kleptomaniac habits got any worse. ‘Hold up your hands,’ I told him.




  He grinned a toothless smile and opened his chubby hands in front of my face. ‘See? Nothing.’




  ‘Let’s keep it that way, all right? You don’t need to take other people’s stuff.’ I set the kid back down and gave him a shove towards the others, who were heading

  for the large stretch of grass reserved for campers having lunch at the zoo.




  ‘Hey you,’ I said, grabbing Holly’s hand and twining her fingers in mine.




  She spun around to face me. ‘You have a soft spot for the klepto kid, don’t you?’




  I smiled at her and shrugged. ‘Maybe.’




  Her face relaxed and she tugged on the front of my shirt, pulling me closer before kissing my cheek. ‘So . . . what are you doing tonight?’




  ‘Um . . . I’ve got plans with this really pretty blonde chick.’ Except I couldn’t remember what we had planned. ‘It’s a . . . surprise.’




  ‘You’re so full of it.’ She laughed and shook her head. ‘I can’t believe you forgot your promise to spend an entire evening with me reciting Shakespeare . . . in

  French . . . backwards. Then we were supposed to watch Titanic and Notting Hill.’




  ‘I must have been drunk when I said that.’ I glanced over Holly’s shoulder before kissing her quickly on the mouth. ‘But I’ll agree to Notting

  Hill.’




  She rolled her eyes. ‘We’re supposed to go see that band with your friends, remember?’




  A little girl from Holly’s group tugged on her arm and pointed towards the bathroom. I darted around her before we could discuss my inability to make plans two weeks in advance and

  actually remember them two weeks later.




  ‘Yo, Jackson, over here,’ Adam said, nodding towards a tree.




  Time for precise and exact time-travel planning.




  ‘Are you coming with us to see that band tonight?’ I asked.




  What I really wanted to know was if he remembered it.




  ‘Um . . . let’s see. Spend an evening with your high-school friends, who, I’ve heard, are like a real-life version of Gossip Girl. Not to mention blowing an entire pay

  check on an appetizer and a couple of drinks.’ He shook his head and smiled. ‘What do you think?’




  ‘I see your point. How about we hang out in your and Holly’s neighbourhood tomorrow?’




  ‘Sounds good.’




  ‘All right, on with it. I can’t eat while smelling camel ass, so we might as well experiment now.’




  Adam tossed my journal on to my lap and threw a pen on top. ‘Write down your goal, because time travel without a goal is just . . .’




  ‘Reckless,’ I finished for him, trying not to groan.




  ‘The gift shop is right behind us. I’ve been watching for the last hour and the same girl’s at the register.’




  ‘You’ve been checking her out, haven’t you?’




  Adam rolled his eyes and pushed his dark hair from his forehead. ‘OK, so, you set your stopwatch and then jump back thirty minutes. You go into the gift shop and do whatever it is you do

  so a girl remembers your name.’




  ‘It’s called flirting,’ I said quietly so no one else would hear. Then I focused on writing my notes before Holly got back from the bathroom.




  Goal: Test theory on someone who has no knowledge of the experiment.




  Theory: Events and occurrences, including human interaction, while travelling into the past will NOT affect the present.




  Non-geek-speak translation: I jump back thirty minutes in time, flirt with the girl in the shop, jump back to present time, walk back into the store and see if she knows

  me.




  She won’t.




  But Adam Silverman, winner of the 2009 National Science Fair and a soon-to-be MIT freshman, won’t confirm this conclusion until we’ve tried it from Every. Single. Angle.

  Honestly I don’t really mind. Sometimes it’s fun, and until a few months ago, nobody except me knew what I could do. Now that the number has doubled I feel a little bit less like a

  freak.




  And a little less lonely.




  But I’ve never been friends with a science geek before. Although Adam’s more of the bad-boy-hacking-into-government-websites kinda geek. Which is beyond cool, in my opinion.




  ‘Do you know for sure you can jump back exactly thirty minutes?’ Adam asked.




  I shrugged. ‘Yeah, probably.’




  ‘Just make sure you note the time. I’ll record the seconds you’re sitting here like a vegetable,’ Adam said, placing a stopwatch in my hand.




  ‘Is that really what I look like when I jump? How long do you think I’ll be like that?’ I asked.




  ‘I’m guessing that a twenty-minute excursion, thirty minutes into the past, will leave you catatonic in the present for about two seconds.’




  ‘Where was I thirty minutes ago, just so I don’t run into myself?’




  Adam clicked his stopwatch on and off about ten times before answering me. He’s so totally OCD. ‘You were inside, looking at the penguins.’




  ‘OK, I’ll try not to end up over there.’




  ‘We both know you can choose your location if you really concentrate, so don’t give me that “I don’t know where I’ll end up” shit,’ Adam said.




  Maybe he was right, but it’s hard not to think about anything but one place. Just one, tiny, half-second thought about any other location than the one I was aiming for, and

  I’d end up there instead.




  ‘Yeah, yeah. You do it then, if you think it’s so easy.’




  ‘I wish.’




  I get why someone like Adam is so fascinated by what I can do, but for me, I don’t exactly consider it a superpower. Just a freak-of-nature occurrence. And kind of a scary one at that.




  I glanced at my watch, 12.25 p.m., then closed my eyes and focused on thirty minutes in the past and on this exact spot, though I really, truly have no clue how I do this.




  The first time I jumped was about eight months ago, during my first semester of college. I was sitting in the middle of a French poetry class. I nodded off for a few minutes and woke up to a

  cold breeze and a door slamming me in the face. I was standing in front of my dorm. Before I even had a chance to panic, I was right back in class again.




  Then I panicked.




  Now it’s fun, for the most part. Even though I still have no idea what day or time I travelled to that very first jump. As of today, my known record jump is forty-eight hours in the past.

  Jumping to the future has yet to work, but I’m not going to stop trying.




  The familiar sensation of being pulled into two pieces took over. I held my breath and waited for it to stop. It’s never pleasant, but you get used to it.





 





  chapter two




  TUESDAY, 4 AUGUST 2009, 11.57 a.m.




  When I opened my eyes again Adam was gone, along with the rest of the kids and my co-workers. The horrible splitting sensation stopped, replaced by the light-as-air feeling I

  always get during a time jump. Like I could run for miles and not feel a bit of ache in my legs.




  I looked around. I was lucky – everyone was too busy looking at the animals to notice me materializing out of thin air. So far I hadn’t had to explain that one to anyone, thankfully.

  I hit the start button on the stopwatch and glanced at the giant clock above the zoo entrance.




  11.57 a.m.




  Pretty close. I strolled over towards the shop and walked inside. The girl at the register looked about my age, maybe a little older. She leaned on the counter, holding her face in her

  hands, staring at the wall.




  Whenever I do these little experiments I have to constantly remind myself of one very important fact: Hollywood gets everything wrong when it comes to time travel.




  Seriously.




  OK, here’s the weird part. The chick at the counter could punch me in the nose, maybe even break it, and when I jumped back to the present time it would be sore or bruised, but not broken.

  Why it’s not broken is a whole different (unanswered) question, but the point is . . . I’ll remember being punched.




  If I broke her nose, then went back to the present, she’d be totally unhurt and wouldn’t remember a thing. Of course, I’m supposed to be testing that theory right now

  (again). Well . . . except I’m not going to punch her. Either way – same outcome.




  ‘Hey,’ I said to her. ‘Do you guys sell . . . sunscreen?’




  She didn’t even make eye contact, just pointed to a wall to the left. I walked over and snatched four different bottles and then dumped them on the counter. ‘So . . . are you at NYU

  or—’




  ‘You know, you can buy these somewhere else for, like, half the price,’ she snapped.




  ‘Thanks for the tip, but I need some now.’ I leaned on the counter right in front of her.




  She straightened up and started ringing up my purchase. ‘Four bottles? Seriously?’




  OK . . . so much for flirting. ‘Fine, I’ll just get one. I guess you’re not working on commission.’




  ‘You work at a day camp?’ she asked disdainfully, eyeing my green staff shirt.




  ‘Yep.’




  The girl snorted back laughter and snatched the credit card from my hand. ‘You really don’t remember me?’




  I had to pause for a second to process her words. ‘Um . . .’




  ‘Karen . . . I sat behind you in economics all semester. Professor Larson called you unbalanced and said you needed to get a better grasp on realistic finances for college students.’

  She rolled her eyes at me. ‘Is that why you have a job?’




  ‘Nope.’ Totally true. I don’t even get paid. I’m a volunteer, but I wasn’t about to tell her that. She had obviously already made up her mind about me.

  ‘Well . . . it was nice to see you again, Karen.’




  ‘Whatever,’ she grumbled.




  I left the store quickly. Jumping back to the present didn’t require the same level of focus as going into the past, mostly because I always have to come back to my present before I can

  jump again. Adam calls the present my ‘home base’. He’s mastered the art of dumbing it down for me to understand. And baseball analogies are my favourite. Hopefully I

  wouldn’t return to a bunch of strangers staring at my catatonic state.





 





  chapter three




  TUESDAY, 4 AUGUST 2009, 12.25 p.m.




  When I opened my eyes again Adam was standing over me. ‘Jackson?’




  ‘Dude, you need a breath mint,’ I mumbled, shoving him to the side.




  ‘You were a zombie for one point eight seconds. I was almost right. Pretty soon I’ll have enough data to produce exact calculations. You didn’t sustain any injuries this time,

  did you?’




  ‘Nope.’




  I knew exactly why he’d asked. Last week, I jumped a few hours back, lost my concentration and ended up in the middle of traffic instead of inside my apartment. A huge truck ran right over

  my leg. When I jumped back to home base I felt this sharp pain shooting up my thigh and then it was gone. A light purple bruise appeared, but otherwise my leg was perfect, even though that truck

  totally should have shattered my bone.




  I stood up and dusted off the back of my pants. ‘Apparently we had a class together. But I totally pissed her off just now. Well, in the past. You know what I mean. So if the theory is

  wrong and I did change something, she’ll be annoyed when she sees me again.’




  ‘Let’s find out.’ Adam waved to Holly. ‘Hey, Hol, we’ll be right back.’




  I grabbed Hunter, who was inching his way off the grass and towards the pile of abandoned backpacks, looking for some loot to stash in his pockets, no doubt. ‘Come shopping with us, little

  dude.’




  The three of us strolled through the door as the girl at the register was dumping a box of key chains into a plastic container. I stopped and stared at her, playing dumb. ‘Weren’t

  you . . . in my economics class?’




  Her eyes lifted and she actually smiled a little. ‘Yeah . . . Professor Larson.’




  Ding, ding, two points for Jackson Meyer. She didn’t remember my pissing her off. Just like I said. Nothing changed as a result of my jump thirty minutes into the past.




  ‘Karen, right?’ I said.




  Her eyebrows lifted. ‘And you’re Jackson, the French-poetry major, right?’




  Adam groaned and shoved past me. ‘Don’t see anything I want in here. Let’s go.’




  I ignored Adam and lifted Hunter up on to the counter. ‘English lit. too. I have a double major.’




  Even though my little excursions to the past didn’t change anything in my home base, there were some advantages, like getting information. So I guess, in theory, time travel to the

  past did change something.




  It changed me.




  Adam, Hunter and I left the store and all of us stopped outside and came face to face with Holly. She had a handful of garbage she was dropping into a bin outside the store. I took her hand and

  pulled her over to a tree that we could hide behind.




  ‘Adam’s got a thing for that chick in the store. I was trying to help them hook up.’




  Holly laughed and I nudged her backwards so she was leaning against the tree. ‘Did Hunter steal anything?’ she mumbled, but my lips were already on hers, preventing her from speaking

  clearly.




  ‘Not that I know of.’ I kissed her again and felt a drop of water land right on my cheek. Both of us pulled apart and looked upward just as the sky opened up and rain came down in

  huge sheets.




  ‘Damn! I thought it was supposed to be nice all day,’ Holly said.




  We left our tree and made a run for the grassy area where Adam and the other staff were already lining up the kids.




  A few of the little ones screamed as a loud clap of thunder rumbled through the zoo. ‘Are we getting on the bus?’ I asked Adam.




  ‘Yeah,’ he shouted over the sudden storm.




  All the kids started running in jagged lines, pulling backpacks over their heads. Holly and Adam ran up to the front of the line and I hung back to push along the stragglers as we jogged to the

  exit.




  Luckily the bus was parked right in front. By that time my clothes and tennis shoes were completely drenched. Just as I lifted the last kid on to the bus steps, I saw a red-haired girl, about

  ten or eleven, standing outside, alone. Her back was to me and all I could see was the hair and the blue jeans and the long-sleeved shirt. Water dripped off the end of her long braid.




  My heart pounded all the way to my ears as theories spun through my head.




  It couldn’t be her.




  But what if it was?




  I moved towards the girl and heard Holly shout through the rain, ‘Jackson, where are you going?!’




  ‘That girl’s not with us,’ Adam said. ‘Come on. Let’s go!’




  My steps got longer and faster until I finally reached her. I tapped her shoulder and the girl turned around instantly. Her eyes widened for a second and then her expression smoothed into a

  smile. If it was somehow her, would she even recognize me?




  The rain pounded against the pavement and a bolt of lightning lit up the now-dark sky.




  ‘Jackson!’ Holly shouted again.




  My heart sank back down. The little girl’s eyes were blue. Not green. It was both a relief and an utter disappointment. ‘Um . . . sorry. I thought you were someone else.’




  I turned around and ran back towards the bus. Dozens of little heads were watching me through the windows. I trudged up the steps and shook the rain from my hair. All the eyes had moved from the

  windows to me, standing in the aisle. Holly’s gaze locked with mine for a second, but I stepped right around her and slid into the seat next to Adam.




  I felt a twinge of guilt when Holly took an empty spot, alone, without asking any questions. And I knew she wanted to. The way everyone was staring, it must have been quite a scene.




  ‘What was with the kid you were chasing?’ Adam asked.




  I had to look away from him. ‘Nothing . . . she just looks like someone. False alarm. No big deal.’




  Adam leaned his head closer and spoke again after a minute of silence. ‘She looks like Courtney, right?’




  I sighed but finally conceded by nodding. ‘It’s stupid. I know.’




  ‘It’s not stupid. It happens to people all the time.’ He drew in a quick breath before whispering, ‘Wait . . . you don’t think . . . hmm . . . it’s an

  interesting theory, but way too many logistical problems.’




  ‘Just forget it,’ I said before he could drill me with questions. ‘Please.’




  There was no way around it. My twin sister was dead. Four years later and it still haunted me. She still haunted me. Mostly because I missed her so much.




  When we were filing off the bus Holly waited for me and stepped in my path. ‘You OK?’




  I stared at her eyes, full of concern, then shrugged. ‘Yeah, why?’




  Her face fell and she turned her back on me. ‘Nothing . . . never mind.’




  OK, so I totally sucked at the personal boyfriend shit. Holly never came right out and said that, but I knew she was thinking it.




  I took her soaking wet backpack off her shoulder and threw it over mine. ‘So . . . you want to come over later . . . maybe dry off before we go out anywhere?’




  She jumped off the last step and on to the pavement before facing me and smiling. ‘Sure.’




  I wrapped one hand around her blonde ponytail and squeezed water out of the end. ‘I think you’re going to need a blow dryer.’




  She reached up and rested her hands on my face, her light blue eyes turning serious, like Adam had been a few minutes ago. ‘Are you sure you’re OK? What were you—’




  ‘I’m just a little bit of a freak sometimes, that’s all.’ I forced a grin and turned her shoulders towards the front doors so we could get out of the rain.





 





  chapter four




  THURSDAY, 29 OCTOBER 2009, 6.00 p.m.




  Tonight, me and my sidekick are implementing a plan that has been in the works for a while: stealing my medical records from Dr Melvin’s office. Adam’s convinced

  we’ll find something in there to indicate why I’m such a freak of nature. But seriously, does he think ‘Crazy Time-Traveller’ will be stamped on the outside of the

  folder?




  I’ve spent the week observing Dr Melvin’s erratic and very inconsistent schedule. Basically he’s always working. Except two nights ago. This experiment will involve a two-day

  time jump into the past (my current record), and some very scientific and devious manoeuvres.




  Adam’s on his way back from College now and is probably pulling out his hair, trying to come up with all the formulae beforehand. I’ve done my part, writing down my goal and now I

  just have to rearrange my plans with Holly. Adam’s trips home have been so last minute since school started that I keep cancelling on Holly. But she’s totally busy with classes and some

  kind of dancing team. She’ll probably be relieved. Besides, I can still make it to dinner, just not the movie . . . speaking of dinner – shit! I’m already 15 minutes late . .

  .




  More data entry later.




  29 OCTOBER 2009, 9.30 p.m.




  OK, so, maybe Holly didn’t take the change in plans as well as I thought she would.




  ‘Come on, Holly, open the door.’




  Two girls zipped past me in bathrobes, giggling.




  ‘She doesn’t want to see you,’ Lydia sneered. ‘This is exactly why I decided against men. I’ve been telling Holly for nearly a month that she needs to do the

  same.’




  I fought back the urge to shout at Holly’s eternally angry roommate. Her arms were spread in front of the door, blocking me. Like I might try to knock it down or something. ‘Lydia,

  don’t you have a Sylvia Plath Fan Club meeting to go to?’




  Music started playing from the other side of the door.




  ‘You’re just darling, Jackson. Now I’m really not giving you my key.’




  I banged my head gently against the wall next to the door. ‘Please let me in.’




  ‘Don’t forgive him. He’ll just screw with you. Again and again,’ Lydia shouted.




  OK, I am seriously going to strangle this chick.




  A door flew open behind us and I turned to look at the girl standing with a thick textbook cradled in her arms. ‘Jackson, I’m really sorry, but I’ve got to study. And Lydia,

  please shut up. No one cares about your angry men-hating rants.’




  The music coming from Holly’s room cranked up even louder. I turned to Lydia and shouted over the noise, ‘I’ll pay you a hundred dollars to hand over your key and disappear for

  the night.’




  I waited for her lecture about violating the dorm rules or some shit about women giving up the metaphorical ‘keys’ in life.




  To my surprise her dark eyebrows lifted and she said, ‘Make it two hundred.’




  I opened my wallet and pulled out a credit card and thrust it in her hand. ‘Just take this.’




  She dropped the key on to the floor in front of me and took off down the hall. I sighed with relief.




  ‘Thank you!’ the girl behind me said.




  I snatched the key from the floor and held it to the doorknob. ‘Hol, please talk to me.’




  The only answer I got was the chorus of a Pink song. I put the key in the door and opened it slowly, expecting to see Holly standing on the other side, waiting for me. So she could steal the key

  and shove me out again.




  A red shoe flew across the room and slammed into the far wall, above the window. I stepped inside and shut the door before glancing around the room. Holly’s feet stuck out from the closet

  along with the ends of her blue bathrobe.




  I wasn’t sure if she’d heard me come in but then again, maybe the shoe was meant for me. Wouldn’t be the first time a girl had thrown a shoe at me, but for Holly it was a bit

  out of character.




  I had to dodge a brown sandal as I crossed the room to turn off the stereo. As soon as the music stopped, she quit digging through her junk, crawled out of the closet and stood right in front of

  me.




  ‘I have good news,’ I said, attempting to smile but it didn’t quite go with the mood. ‘Lydia’s actually willing to turn off her angry-girl mouth for the right

  price. She won’t be back until tomorrow.’




  ‘Seriously? You paid my roommate to leave?’




  There wasn’t even the slightest hint of amusement on her face. A knot formed in my stomach.




  ‘Tell me what’s wrong. What did I do?’ Just by saying this I had admitted that I knew it was more than just cancelling a movie. Very stupid on my part. I reached out my hand,

  but her arms stayed folded over her chest.




  ‘You’re always hiding stuff from me, running around with Adam like a couple of little kids.’




  ‘Are you jealous? I know he was your friend first, but maybe we can work out a schedule.’ Bad. Very Bad. The absolute wrong thing to say. I cringed, waiting for her to shout

  or grab another shoe to launch in my direction.




  She turned her back on me and walked over to her desk, sifting through a pile of papers. ‘Fine. You’re right. It’s no big deal.’




  It would have been impossible to insert even one more drop of sarcasm into her voice. And it hit me like a gust of icy air. I ran my fingers through my hair and tried to come up with something

  decent to say. Or to decide if I should run. Instead I went for a change in subject. ‘Did you . . . lose something? You were digging through the closet?’




  ‘Yes. one of my memory cards.’ She slammed a book against the desk, her back still to me. ‘I really need to study, OK?’




  I snatched a couple of shoes from the floor and tossed them back into the closet. ‘Well . . . maybe I could help—’




  ‘No,’ she said quickly before hitting the power button on her computer monitor. She let out a breath and her shoulders relaxed. ‘Seriously, Jackson, just go so I can get

  something done. Please.’




  The sarcasm had dropped from her voice, leaving only an exhausted and slightly exasperated tone. She was giving me an easy way out of this argument. But curiosity took over and I opened my mouth

  again. ‘Hol, why are you so pissed?’




  She shook her head a little. ‘I’m not . . . mad at you.’




  I let out a frustrated sigh. ‘Then what . . . ?’




  What do you want from me? I had started to say because I really didn’t know. But the words got stuck in my throat when I saw the drop of water fall on to the piece of paper in front

  of her. I took a couple of steps towards her and she turned around, giving me a one-second glimpse of her tears before she leaned her head against my chest, hiding her face. ‘You never tell

  me anything . . . It’s . . . It’s like you have this whole other life and I can’t be in it.’




  Hearing the tears trembling in her voice hit me harder than I expected. I should have run when I had the chance. I wrapped my arms around her and squeezed her shoulders. ‘I don’t

  mean to push you away. I’m . . . I’m sorry.’




  Holly ducked under my arms and flopped down on the bed, her blonde hair spilling around her. She groaned loudly. ‘I hate that I can’t stay mad at you.’




  I released the breath I didn’t even realize I’d been holding and lay down next to her, burying my face in her neck. ‘I thought you said you weren’t mad.’




  She slapped her hands over her eyes and pressed down hard. ‘I was mad. Past tense.’




  ‘Does this mean we get to have make-up sex?’




  She cracked a smile, then her mouth formed a thin line again. ‘Only if you promise no more secrets . . . ever.’




  Not possible. No way.




  I slipped my fingers inside her robe and glided them up and down her back. ‘You’ll cave either way.’




  She raised an eyebrow. ‘Try me.’




  ‘OK, I promise.’




  ‘Liar.’ She laughed and pulled my shirt off, tossing it over the lamp. ‘Lydia’s going to be such a bitch tomorrow.’




  I loosened the tie on her robe. ‘She’s at least two hundred dollars richer, so there’s nothing to bitch about. And when is she not angry?’




  ‘Never. But thank you for one night free of feminist lectures.’




  I leaned over and whispered, ‘Consider it your make-up gift.’




  She wiggled out of her robe. ‘Do I get anything else?’




  ‘Like a new car?’ I asked.




  ‘No.’




  ‘A pound of that really expensive non-dairy chocolate?’




  She kissed the length of my neck. ‘You know what I want.’




  I groaned loudly. ‘Not a chance.’




  ‘Please.’




  ‘You’re turning me into a complete freak. Or worse – a chick.’ I made the mistake of turning my head. One glimpse of the tears still drying on her cheeks and I caved.

  ‘If you tell anyone, I will kick your little ass. Got it?’




  She mimed zipping her lips, then snuggled up to me. ‘Do you think you can manage a British accent this time?’




  I laughed and kissed her forehead. ‘I’ll try.’ Adam and my medical records could wait.




  ‘OK, on with it.’




  I rolled my eyes then took a deep breath. ‘It was the best of times, it was the worst of times. It was the age of wisdom. It was the age of foolishness . . .’




  My ninth-grade English teacher always made us recite Dickens while standing in front of the class. I hated it. For Holly I didn’t mind too much, but I’d never tell her that.




  ‘Do you think he did the right thing?’ Holly asked after I’d recited the first few pages.




  ‘You mean Sydney Carton? Getting his head chopped off so the woman he loves can be with another man?’




  Holly laughed and her lips vibrated against my chest. ‘Yeah.’




  ‘No, I think he’s a complete moron.’ I kissed the corner of her mouth and she grinned at me.




  ‘You’re lying.’




  I pulled her closer and kissed her again, ending the discussion that would inevitably lead to spilling out more secrets than I cared to share.




  ‘You weren’t aiming those shoes at anyone earlier, were you?’ I asked in between kisses.




  She leaned over me, her hair forming a yellow curtain around us. ‘I didn’t even know you were in here.’




  ‘OK, good, because that red shoe had a really pointy heel. You could take someone’s eye out with that.’




  She laughed really hard and then kissed me again before whispering in my ear, ‘I’ll save it for all my other boyfriends.’




  I woke up early the next morning to Holly’s alarm buzzing loudly in my ear. Blonde hair tickled my nose and a strand fell right in my mouth. She slammed her fist into the

  snooze button before mumbling, ‘I set it so you wouldn’t miss your eight o’clock lab.’




  ‘I can skip it today.’ I pushed her hair from my face and kissed the back of her neck. ‘Go back to sleep.’




  She pulled my arm tighter around her, then muttered something nearly incoherent, but it sounded like, ‘Tell me a secret.’




  This was Holly’s favourite game. I usually responded with a random and stupid remark like, ‘I used to have a crush on Hilary Duff.’ But after last night’s argument I owed

  her a little better than that.




  I touched my lips to her ear and whispered, ‘I’m crazy about you.’




  I could practically hear her smile right before we both drifted back to sleep.




  My eyes opened again two hours later. This time to the sound of someone knocking on the door. I reached for my jeans and yanked my T-shirt over my head before shaking Holly.

  ‘I think Lydia’s back.’




  She groaned and grabbed her robe from the floor, then opened the door. Two men pushed past her and strode into the room.




  ‘What . . . ?’ Holly said, grabbing the sides of her robe and tying them tight.




  One of the men, the shorter one with red hair, slammed the door shut. ‘That’s him,’ he said to the other man.




  ‘What’s going on?’ I asked.




  The shorter one looked right at me. ‘Are you Kevin Meyer’s son?’




  My heart rate sped. Something had happened . . . When was the last time I’d seen my dad . . . ? Two days ago, I remembered. He’d been out of the country since.




  ‘Is he . . . OK?’




  Holly drew in a breath and moved closer to me, squeezing my hand. I could guess the theories spinning through her head – company plane crashes into a mountain somewhere, leaving the

  CEO’s only child without a single living family member. Sweat trickled down the back of my neck.




  The taller of the two men reached into his jacket and flashed a badge, too fast to read it. ‘You need to come with us.’




  Cops . . . maybe FBI? Investigative reporters? Or maybe my dad’s pharmaceutical company was being charged with money laundering or some other scandal. My dad and his clan of business

  advisers had drilled into me, on many occasions, the lengths reporters will go to get information for a story. And the quick flash of the badge, not letting me really see what it said . . .




  I shook my head. ‘I’m not going anywhere.’




  ‘Jackson, maybe you should . . .’




  I held my hand up to silence Holly before turning my eyes back on the men. ‘What paper are you with?’




  The two men looked at each other and the taller one shrugged before uncertainly saying, ‘Newspaper?’




  I raised my arm and pointed at the door behind them. ‘Get out. Both of you.’




  Holly slowly sidestepped behind me from her place next to the door, without turning her back on the intruders. From the corner of my eye I saw her inching backwards towards her dresser, reaching

  for something. A cellphone? Pepper spray?




  ‘Are you currently involved with any government agencies?’ the short one asked. ‘Have they approached you with information?’




  These dudes are seriously pissing me off. I quickly scanned the room for a makeshift weapon and slowly reached for a tall floor lamp.




  Before I could open my mouth to speak, one of Holly’s shoes flew across the room and hit the man on the side of the face. His head snapped in her direction. I could see a heel print

  burning bright red above his eye. I felt the blood rush to my face as my heart threatened to beat out of my chest. I swung for the fences. The lamp’s glass shade connected squarely with

  Holly’s shoe print. He crashed backwards, his body slamming against the door. A shard of glass had opened a good-sized gash above his left eye.




  Crouching low, with his arms spread wide, he dived for my legs. Instantly my feet went out from under me and I smashed face down into the tiled floor.




  The other man stepped over our tangled bodies as he advanced towards Holly. She inched backwards with her right hand behind her back.




  ‘Just cooperate, and no one will hurt you,’ the advancing man said to Holly.




  Before he could complete the sentence she revealed her right hand. Her clenched fist erupted in a well-aimed stream of pepper spray. ‘Get out of my room!’




  ‘Hell!’ he shouted, leaning over and rubbing his eyes.




  Holly darted around him and ran towards the door.




  The tall man and I both scrambled to our feet. While he was distracted by his partner’s screams I followed Holly to the door.




  From behind me I heard: ‘Freeze! Don’t move!’




  I turned in time to see the tall man’s hand plunge into his half-unzipped jacket. His hand emerged, tightly gripping a semi-automatic pistol. He aimed directly at my head using his one

  good eye, his vision obscured by the flow of blood.




  I sucked in a breath, knowing I was in over my head. Defeated. Holly’s hands froze on the knob, her back now pressed against the door.




  The short guy held up one hand and kept the other one over his eyes. ‘No . . . not yet. Only if he jumps.’




  Jumps where? Now my heart was really thudding. They couldn’t possibly know about . . . could they?




  I took a large step backwards, but tripped on the lamp now lying on the floor, and felt something catch around my ankle. Once again my feet went out from under me.




  A booming sound rang in my ears, followed by Holly’s scream. Then everything seemed to stop – my heart, my breath . . . time.




  Holly fell to the ground and I wanted to shout, to drop down beside her, but the second the seeping red blood started to show through her robe, I jumped. This time, I couldn’t seem to

  control it.




  But right before everything turned black, I saw it. Her chest rose and then fell again. She was alive and I just left her there.





 





  chapter five




  I spat out a mouthful of something straw-like and realized I was lying face down in the grass. Somewhere. Somewhen. My heart was pounding. It hadn’t even felt like a

  jump.




  The sun warmed the back of my neck. I shouldn’t have felt the heat so much. I didn’t usually in a normal jump. Something was different.




  It must have been a dream . . . or I hit my head. Maybe I didn’t even have a fight with Holly? Maybe none of that happened? Acid churned in my stomach just thinking of the sickening image

  of her lying in a heap on the floor.




  I pulled myself up from the grass and tripped over something, falling flat on my face again. And I felt the painful impact of my body colliding with the ground. Based on how much it hurt, this

  was definitely home base. My black bag lay at my feet. I must have dragged it with me.




  After forcing my eyes to focus, I realized this was Central Park. Right near my building. My legs felt like lead as I stepped closer to the pavement. I pulled my phone from my pocket and tilted

  it so I could see the time. It was completely blank. After banging it against my thigh a few times I gave up and asked a woman passing me on the pavement. ‘Do you know what time it

  is?’




  ‘Four thirty,’ she said as she jogged past.




  The aches running through my entire body were so intense I had to stop and sit down on a bench.




  ‘You OK?’ an old man asked from beside me.




  ‘Fine, thanks,’ I said, leaning my head back. I just needed to rest for a minute. Right before I closed my eyes, the old man’s newspaper came into focus and I jolted upright

  after reading the date.




  9 September 2007




  What in the freakin’ hell is going on?




  ‘Is that . . . um, today’s paper?’ I asked.




  ‘Yes, sir,’ the man said before going back to his casual whistling.




  Nope. Can’t be right. Just some weirdo reading a paper that’s two years old. I stared at it for a few more seconds. A large drop of water fell on to the date at the top of the page.

  We both looked up at the sky to see the dark clouds moving in. The man folded his paper and stood.




  ‘Didn’t say anything in here about rain today,’ he said before walking off.




  OK, so far all I had was a newspaper that said this exact day was two years in the past. Well . . . the past for me anyway.




  I ran down the pavement as the raindrops grew more frequent. I spotted a police officer standing under a tree and raced towards him, not caring in the least about getting soaked.




  ‘Excuse me, officer. Do you know today’s date?’




  ‘The ninth,’ he mumbled, not even looking me in the eye.




  ‘Of September?’




  He snorted a laugh. ‘Yeah.’




  ‘Of 2009, right?’




  He rolled his eyes and pushed past me. ‘Damn kids! 2009?’




  The panic that followed his words felt like caffeine being injected straight into my veins. I used the bottom of my shirt to wipe the rain from my eyes and searched for a third source.




  Henry, one of the doormen at my building, would be perfect, but was there another me here somewhere? Couldn’t risk it. I took off in the opposite direction to my building, towards the

  coffee shop.




  The raindrops were cold as ice and my teeth chattered as I opened the door to Starbucks. The chick at the counter straightened up and smiled. ‘Haven’t seen you for a

  while.’




  I scanned the empty tables for an abandoned copy of The Times. ‘Um . . . yeah. I’ve been busy. With . . . you know, school.’




  She laughed and I turned to face her. She looked a little familiar, but it could just be the uniform. ‘Come on, you’ve been tramping around Europe all summer.’




  I have? ‘Well, it was just a week in Germany.’




  She started working on an order, though I don’t know whose. No one else was standing in line. ‘So, what about the rest of the summer?’




  ‘I’ve been working a lot,’ I said over the whirl of the steamed-milk machine.




  ‘Working?’ She shook her head and then paused in the middle of stirring. ‘Wait, didn’t you say you were staying in Spain until December?’




  ‘Uh . . . plans changed and—’




  ‘So why didn’t I see you in school last week? They gave your locker to some freshman.’ She slid a cup across the counter.




  I couldn’t move a single muscle. I just stared at the cup on the black marble surface as the pieces snapped together. Lockers, meaning . . . high school. Europe . . . meaning senior year .

  . . First semester in Spain, senior year.




  Senior year . . . meaning 2007.




  ‘What the . . . ?’ I muttered under my breath.




  I couldn’t even manage a three-day jump and now here I was two years in the past? Beads of sweat formed across my forehead. And I did remember this girl. She was one of a handful of

  scholarship students at Loyola Academy.




  Loyola Academy, meaning . . . my high school. That I graduated from. In 2008.




  Which, apparently, hadn’t happened yet.




  ‘Jackson? You OK?’ the girl asked.




  She knew my name. My face. I came here every day – in high school – and paid by credit card. With my name on it. So yeah, that made perfect sense. All the other shit didn’t. Or

  it did, but it shouldn’t. My nineteen-year-old self shouldn’t be in the era of my seventeen-year-old self.




  I had to lean forward to keep from passing out. How the hell did I get here? ‘Sorry, I have to go . . . just wanted to say hi.’




  I stumbled out the door and leaned against it, catching my breath. Did 2009 even happen? Never, in all my time-travel experiments, had I felt so disoriented. Actually this time jump, this

  moment, felt as real as the one I had left. Starting with the aches, the cold raindrops, the heaviness of my legs, my heart.




  If I just try and go back, maybe I can fix it. The images flashed through my mind – Holly looking so panicked, Holly bleeding and falling to the ground . . . Holly still

  breathing.




  But for how long? And it was my fault. All my fault.




  I squeezed my eyes shut and forced back tears. The only thing I could do to keep from panicking was try to get back.




  Back to 30 October 2009. Which had officially become the worst day of my life. With my back pressed against the door and rain hitting me in the face, I closed my eyes and forced myself to think

  of 2009.




  Right away I felt the pulling-apart sensation and lost my focus. But it was too late. I was already headed into the unknown.





 





  chapter six




  My eyes were still closed when I inhaled the aroma of cherrywood and lemon-scented furniture polish. No rain. No sound of people. Or trucks ready to crush my legs. Finally I

  looked around and immediately recognized the location.




  My dad’s office.




  Through the clear glass windows surrounding the large corner office I could see the traffic on Fifth Avenue. It was either morning or evening. And a weekday most likely. Adam had always warned

  me about my lack of direction during a time jump.




  ‘Who knows where the hell you’ll end up?’ he had said.




  I shook the thought from my head, reminding myself of my next most important task: to find out the current day and time of this location. So I walked over to the computer and turned on the

  monitor. It was locked, requiring a fingerprint scan to gain access.




  The phone next to the keyboard had numbers on the tiny screen. Just as I leaned closer to look at them, beeping sounds rang from outside the door. Like a code box for a garage or something. I

  couldn’t remember my dad’s office ever having a code to get in. The whole building was secure.




  Unless this was the future! What if I’d gone beyond 30 October 2009?




  I didn’t have time to contemplate that last question because it suddenly occurred to me that if this door opened and Dad or someone came in, there was a chance they’d freak upon

  seeing a version of me that shouldn’t be here. On this day. Or this year. Whatever year that was.




  I stepped into the coat closet to the left of the desk just as the door opened. Footsteps echoed across the floor and suddenly an arm was thrust right past my face. I pressed my back against the

  side of the closet, holding my breath, and watched Dad hang his long winter coat.




  Clue number one: It’s cold outside.




  I could eliminate a few months. The door swung shut, but not completely. A tiny filter of sunlight streamed through, enough so I could see Dad shuffling around his desk.




  A loud buzz sounded through the silent office and I nearly had a heart attack thinking someone must know I was here.




  ‘Yes?’ Dad answered.




  The phone. Duh.




  ‘Everything went as planned,’ a man’s voice boomed from the slightly muffled speaker.




  ‘Full report, please, Agent Freeman.’




  Agent?




  It sounded like whoever was on the other end of the line snorted. Then Dad said, ‘Now!’




  ‘All right, all right, sorry. The two subjects, one male, one female, arrived at the scheduled destination unharmed.’




  ‘I don’t think you understand the definition of a full report, Agent Freeman. Should I dock points from your training exam?’ Dad said in a threatening tone.




  ‘Fine. Thunder walked with the usual friends and arrived in time for jazz-band rehearsal at 7.02 a.m. And Lightning arrived at the scheduled location at exactly 7.58 a.m., two minutes

  before the bell for homeroom. It would have been earlier, but she felt the need to stop for hot chocolate.’




  He had to be talking about Courtney and me.




  Courtney. Who died 15 April 2005.




  But Thunder and Lightning? Code names?




  I couldn’t write it down. Not here. So I closed my eyes, pressed my back more firmly against the closet wall, and forced myself to repeat the facts over and over. I’m pre-April

  2005. Apparently some kind of agent followed us to school and reported back to Dad.




  Yeah, I’ll admit he’s a pretty high-profile guy, being the CEO of a major pharmaceutical company. But having us followed by PIs or whatever the dude on the phone was seemed a bit

  extreme.




  ‘She walked alone?’ Dad asked, pulling me from my thoughts.




  ‘Yes, sir.’




  I could hear Dad pacing the floor now. ‘What about the girl two floors up? Peyton.’




  ‘I heard from a source she has the flu.’




  ‘And you didn’t feel the need to give me this information? Had I known, I would have accompanied—’




  ‘I’ve done six months of life-threatening missions for the CIA, in the middle of the desert. I can handle a couple of twelve-year-olds walking to school.’ There was a pinch of

  annoyance in his voice.




  The CIA followed us to school? Or maybe a retired or ex-CIA agent Dad had hired followed us to school?




  Dad sighed. ‘My apologies. And thank you for the report. This is my first time not tailing them myself. I didn’t realize it would be so hard.’




  What?!




  ‘Stop worrying. You’ve got half the CIA on constant watch. Those kids couldn’t be more safe if you rolled them around in a bulletproof bubble.’




  ‘Agent Freeman, I wouldn’t take any situation lightly. Even walking a couple of kids to school. And you understand my most important policy?’




  ‘Never interfere except when no other option exists,’ Agent Freeman recited. ‘I watched Thunder and a couple of friends drop eggs from his window on to that Russian man’s

  car the other day. Didn’t breathe a word.’




  Dad chuckled. ‘That was two days ago, right?’




  ‘Yes, sir. January eleventh.’




  So it’s 13 January. And I’m twelve. Well . . . not me, the other me. The other me is twelve. I did a quick calculation in my head, concluding that it was 2003.




  2003? Holy shit!




  ‘I’ll take care of it. For the record, that Russian guy is an asshole, but I certainly don’t condone dropping objects from windows twenty floors up. Especially considering the

  fact that it’s illegal in New York. That’s all I needed. I’ll expect an hourly update.’




  I didn’t even hear Dad’s feet move or any kind of sound to indicate he was approaching, but with one swift motion the closet door flew open, a hand clapped over my mouth and he

  pulled me out by the front of my shirt.




  A second later he shoved me against a wall, pinning his forearm against my throat. He leaned his weight forward, leaving me with no escape.




  Actually I had a great escape. Time travel. But seeing my dad’s face, smooth and confident, seven years younger, it wasn’t exactly easy to focus on jumping out of this year.




  ‘You’re younger than the others,’ he stated flatly. ‘How the hell did you get in here?’




  What others?




  His forearm still pressed against my throat and I couldn’t breathe, much less answer him. Right now I was seven years older than the kid he probably had breakfast with this morning. It

  made sense he wouldn’t recognize me.




  The calm expression remained plastered on his face, but his eyes flickered with anger. Maybe even hatred. It sent a shiver down my spine to see my dad look at me that way.




  ‘How do you want to do this?’ he asked. ‘Gun? Poison? Lethal injection?’




  I was literally frozen with fear. He eased his forearm off of my throat, only to grip it tightly with his fingers.




  ‘Or I could kill you with my hands,’ he added.




  I could almost feel the blood vessels bursting in my eyes. On the verge of blackout my vision was narrowing to a small window, just large enough to see his face. I didn’t know if he could

  kill me while in a time jump or not, but the threat alone was a good enough reason to jump out of 2003. So I just left without even saying a word to my dad. A man who apparently possessed the

  ability to kill someone with his bare hands.




  Who. The. Hell. Was. He?





 





  chapter seven




  SUNDAY, 9 SEPTEMBER 2007, 5.05 p.m.




  Rain hit my face again, landing in my open mouth. I felt dizzy, sick . . . freaked. My father had just tried to kill me.




  As in dead. By his own hands.




  Obviously he didn’t know it was me. And he had the CIA following the younger me around just to prevent my death. The craziness of that alone was too much to grab on to at that moment.

  Someone knocked lightly behind my head and I jumped, completely startled.




  That’s when I realized I had been leaning against the door of Starbucks. Again.




  In 2007. Exactly where I left from.




  The girl from behind the counter, and from my high school, poked her head outside and stuck something in front of my face.




  ‘You left your cellphone on the counter,’ she said.




  I took it from her hands and stared at her for a long moment. ‘It’s 2007, right? Senior year?’




  The panic in my voice was such a contrast to the people all around me, strolling the streets of Manhattan on a Sunday afternoon. Didn’t they know the world had just flipped upside down? Or

  that it might end in some catastrophic event preventing me from ever returning to the future?




  Of course not. Only my world had turned over. Not anyone else’s.




  ‘Yep, it’s 2007,’ the girl said to me with a bewildered smile.




  Obviously she thinks I’m nuts.




  ‘And that’s a cool phone. Where’d you get it? I’ve never seen that model and my sister works for—’




  ‘It’s a prototype. I’ve got a few connections. Shouldn’t even have it out in the open.’ I stuffed the phone in my pocket. ‘Um . . . I’ll see ya

  later.’




  The rain had slowed to a very light drizzle, so I took off running across the street and towards the park. Nothing could make anything about the last few hours seem normal. The only activity I

  could do to keep from panicking was to write it all down. Just like I had promised Adam.




  Adam. If only I could see him now. Or Holly . . .




  I walked a little ways until I found a tree to sit under and pulled out my journal, hoping to calm myself down. But the thought of those two names had sent my heart racing. Especially the last

  one. I tried not to think about her . . . tried to focus on the details. The scientific facts. But the truth was, since the first day I met Holly, when she ran right into me, dumping her smoothie

  all over my shoes, I hadn’t been able to stop thinking about her. Something I’d never really come right out and admitted.




  At first Holly was just the girl I couldn’t have. Not only did she have a very devoted boyfriend, but she had a million smart-ass comments about the rich, privileged kids we were in charge

  of. At least she did until she found out I was one of them. That shut her up for a while.




  People always want what they can’t or shouldn’t have. That alone seemed to pull Holly and me together like a couple of magnets. And I know it wasn’t just me gravitating towards

  her. It went both ways.




  I had to get back to 2009. My eyes closed and I forced myself to focus every ounce of energy on where and when I needed to be.





 





  chapter eight




  A while later, I was right back in my spot by the tree, writing down everything I could manage. It was a desperate attempt to stay connected, grounded to reality. Plus this way

  there’d be a written explanation of my recent adventures for Adam or the future Adam, if someone found me lying dead somewhere.




  SUNDAY, 9 SEPTEMBER 2007, 6.30 p.m.




  In the last forty-eight hours, I’ve made seventeen attempts to get back (or forward, actually) to 30 October 2009, and they all failed. The second attempt threw me back

  to February of 2006, outside in the middle of a snow shower. I nearly froze my ass off. Everything is jumbled in my head. Sometimes I feel alive, and other times I’m convinced this is some

  freakish purgatory. There’re too many dates to remember, too many times. Do I even exist anywhere? Am I actually someone if I don’t have a real home base?




  With every attempt, I ended up in some random past date. Then I came back here. As if there’s nothing in the future. Like 9 September 2007 is THE END OF THE WORLD. Right now I’m so

  exhausted I can’t even think about time travel. Maybe if I just close my eyes for a few minutes . . .




  ‘Hey, kid. Get up.’




  Someone shook my shoulders, then jabbed a finger into my chest.




  I sprang up from my spot in the grass and nearly ploughed into the two police officers standing in front of me. The sun had completely set while I slept. I glanced at my watch.




  8.15




  ‘You can’t sleep here,’ one of the officers said.




  ‘Sorry.’ I snatched my black bag off the grass before shuffling towards the pavement. I wanted to throw the stupid bag in the Hudson. It felt symbolic of my selfishness. My stomach

  twisted in knots again. This was my punishment for ducking out. For leaving her there to die. I pressed the heel of my hands over my eyes and forced myself to focus. Stay sane. Curling up in a ball

  of grief two years in the past wouldn’t get me a step closer to saving Holly. Or to figuring out what the hell was going on with my dad and that weird trip back to 2003.




  I crossed the street and walked into a diner. Every step was agonizing. Something must have happened to drag me this far into a state of complete exhaustion. And pain. Like knives poking me all

  over. Was it all the jumping? Or the home-base jump?




  Food. I needed sustenance of some kind to keep me going, even though eating was the very last thing I wanted to do right now. This was like a bad case of the flu, the feverish, delusional state

  my mind was in. A mix of physical and emotional, and I didn’t know which one dominated.




  ‘Is it just one?’ the hostess asked.




  I nodded and followed her to a table near the door. I ran through the nightmare again in my mind. Not the craziness that followed leaving 2009, but the event just before. That was my nightmare,

  and it was still crystal clear.




  Who were those men in Holly’s room? Why were they asking about my dad? About government people approaching me? Did it have anything to do with Dad’s behaviour in 2003?




  ‘That’s him,’ one of them had said. And could they have somehow known what I can do?




  ‘Can I get you something to drink?’ the waitress asked.

OEBPS/html/docimages/cover_ader.jpg
TIME WILL TEAR THEM APART =

R
*






OEBPS/html/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/html/docimages/title.jpg
%

tempest

JULIE
CROSS

MACMILLAN






