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“We didn’t know what we were doing,” a voice whispered near Jonah’s ear.

Jonah struggled to pay attention. He and his younger sister, Katherine, had just traveled through time, from one foreign era to another. He was becoming an experienced time traveler—a thirteen-year-old expert, you might even say. So he’d learned that when he first landed in a new place and time, he just had to expect his brain to be a little fuzzy.

And his eyes.

And his ears.

And … Really, for all Jonah could tell, he and Katherine might be seconds away from being burned at the stake or tortured on a rack or trampled by stampeding horses fleeing a war. And he wouldn’t be able to see or hear or notice any of those things until it was too late.

Anything was possible now.

No, no, Jonah told himself. It’s history. Everyone knows how it’s supposed to go. JB wouldn’t have sent us here if we were going to be in danger. Not right away, at least.

JB was the true time-travel expert. It had taken a while, but Jonah trusted JB. The problem was, Jonah didn’t have a very high opinion of the past. Twice now he and Katherine had gone back in time with other kids. They’d been sent to fix history and save endangered children. Each time, their mission had gotten a little complicated … and endangered them.

Jonah could have drowned.

Katherine could have died in battle.

Their friends could have been murdered.

Near misses, Jonah thought. Those two words, together, had more meaning than Jonah could bear to think about at the moment.

And what’s supposed to happen now? Jonah wondered. I don’t know anything about what happened in … 1611. He was proud that he could remember the year they’d been sent to. But the pride was followed by a shiver. What if this is the year that fate catches up with us?

That word—fate—prickled at his brain. It was too much for him to think about right now. He blinked and squinted, trying desperately to bring his vision into focus. A moment ago he’d managed to read a paper held close to his eyes. But beyond that range everything was just a gray fog around him. The only thing he could hear was a muffled thump-thump, thump-thump, off in the distance. He could feel some cold, hard surface beneath him—wood, maybe? Wet wood? Why would he be lying on wet boards?

“Jonah? Katherine?” The voice spoke again, sounding so tinny and distorted that Jonah could barely understand. Jonah wasn’t sure if the problem was his ears or the fact that the person was speaking to them from another time. “We tried. We really tried….”

“JB?” Jonah moaned.

“Who else would it be?” the voice said.

“Maybe … Second,” Jonah’s sister Katherine whimpered nearby. “Second was talking to us on the way here.…”

“Second was talking to you again?” JB asked, clearly alarmed. “Oh, no….”

Once upon a time—well, once upon a time in the distant future—Second had been JB’s most trusted employee. They’d worked together restoring history to its proper course after unethical time travelers had messed it up.

Then Second himself had decided to change the past.

He’d sabotaged Jonah and Katherine’s trip to return their friend Andrea to the year 1600—and to her original identity as Virginia Dare, the first English child born in North America.

Second had set up a reckless scheme to shift time from its intended path—to improve it, he said. He’d manipulated Andrea and Jonah and Katherine and their new friends Brendan and Antonio. He’d risked their lives.

And he’d achieved everything he’d wanted to in 1600.

He’d even managed to break down the barriers protecting time after 1600, so the results of his changes had rippled forward, changing everything along the way. Now all of time—and history itself—was in danger of collapsing, unless Jonah and Katherine could keep 1611 stable.

No pressure, Jonah told himself. Nothing to worry about.

It was too overwhelming to think about saving all of time, all of history, all of humanity from the year 1611 on. Jonah focused his thoughts a little more narrowly, on just one person:

Andrea.

Second promised, Jonah thought. He promised if we fix 1611, we can rescue Andrea….

Actually, it was a package deal. Second had promised that Jonah and Katherine could rescue Brendan and Antonio and JB as well. All of them were stuck in the past. And, sure, Jonah wanted each of his friends to be safe. But it was Andrea he thought about the most: Andrea with her soft gray eyes, her gleaming brown hair, her stubborn hope that …

Katherine slugged Jonah in the arm.

“Stop daydreaming about Andrea,” she said. “We don’t have time for that.”

Sheesh, how did she know? Jonah wondered. He stopped himself from looking again at the drawing of Andrea on the paper he was holding in his hand. The drawing was torn from a book that had dropped on him only moments after they’d arrived in 1611, and it proved that Second’s changes had arrived too. But it also proved that somewhere back in time Andrea was still okay.

Jonah realized Katherine was waiting for an answer.

“I wasn’t daydr—,” Jonah started to protest, but Katherine interrupted.

“Yeah, you were,” she said. “You’re looking all lovesick and gloopy again.”

“You mean, the way you look any time you’re around Chip?” Jonah taunted. He was trying to think of a better put-down, when something else struck him. He managed to raise himself slightly on trembling arms and turn his head toward his sister. “You can see my face already?” he asked. “You’re getting over the timesickness that fast?”

He squinted but could see Katherine only as splashes of color in the general fuzziness. Was that blur of yellow her hair? Pink, her T-shirt? Blue, her jeans?

It seemed wrong, all those bright colors in the midst of the gray haze.

We don’t belong here, Jonah thought, shivering. Katherine doesn’t. I don’t.

Which would make fixing 1611 even harder.

“I—,” Katherine began, but stopped, because JB was talking again.

“I see that we made even more mistakes than I thought,” JB said.

Now Jonah could tell where JB’s voice was coming from: a small metal box that had fallen between him and Katherine. It looked like some antique meant for—what? Jonah wondered. Holding a candle? Scooping flour?

It didn’t matter. Jonah knew that the box was anything but antique, and that its appearance was completely fake. If it was transmitting JB’s voice, it was actually an Elucidator, a device from the future that could camouflage itself to fit any time period. In Jonah’s time—the early twenty-first century—it always looked like an ordinary cell phone.

Having it look so primitive now probably meant that the technology in 1611 would be really, really lame. But Jonah was just glad to have an Elucidator. On their trip to 1600, Second had made sure they lost it. They’d been entirely cut off.

And exposed.

Jonah managed to hold himself back from grabbing the Elucidator and clutching it like a little kid with a security blanket. But he did interrupt JB to ask, “Shouldn’t we set the Elucidator to make us invisible? Right away?”

Invisibility was one of the Elucidator’s best apps.

“Um … no,” JB said nervously. “Not just yet.”

This was odd. Usually JB was all about being cautious, not taking chances. Staying hidden.

“Listen,” JB said. “We don’t have much time. We really messed up.”

“We know,” Katherine said. “We saw what happened in 1600.”

Jonah shivered again, practically trembling. This was odd too—he didn’t remember shivering as a symptom of timesickness before.

“That’s not what I mean,” JB said. “What we thought about time itself—a lot of that was wrong. You have to understand—time travel was so young then. We were as confused as all those early European explorers in their Age of Discovery. All their crazy notions … Did you know they thought that in the summertime the North Pole would be as hot as the equator, because of the constant sunshine?”

“So then someone went there, saw the glaciers, and figured out they were wrong,” Katherine said impatiently. “Just like you guys went back in time, figured out what it was like, and—”

“No.” JB’s voice was hard suddenly, almost angry. “We didn’t find out that quickly. Time travel is not like geography. There are so many complications. So many extra variables. Things that don’t show up until you’ve made mistake upon mistake upon mistake.”

Jonah realized that his vision was clearing. He could see past the Elucidator now, past Katherine. Beyond her a thin layer of ice shone dully on a weathered wood floor and a cluster of equally weathered-looking barrels. And beyond that—Jonah squinted—was fog.

So I still can’t see everything, he thought. He snorted, because the salt water in the air was stinging his nostrils. No, wait—that’s real fog! That’s why I can’t see anything!

He sat all the way up, swaying only slightly. Now he could see the spot where the wooden floor met a wooden wall of sorts. But the wall rose up only about three or four feet. After that—Jonah looked toward the gray, foggy sky—there was an intricate arrangement of ropes leading up to billows of dingy, tattered white cloth.

Sails, Jonah thought. Rigging. We’re on a ship.

The ropes also had a sheen of iciness. Icicles hung from the side of the ship.

Jonah finally understood why he couldn’t stop shivering: He was wearing only jeans and a T-shirt, and it was absolutely freezing here. The world around them seemed like the kind of place that never thawed.

He gasped.

“Are you sending us to the North Pole?” he asked.
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“No, no,” JB answered. “This is 1611.”

He said the date as if it was supposed to mean something to Jonah and Katherine. When neither of them jumped in with something like, “Oh, yes! Of course! 1611!” he sighed and started to explain.

“By 1611 the early explorers had figured out that sailing over the pole wouldn’t work,” JB said, sounding like a teacher who really, really wished he were dealing with smarter kids. Or at least more educated ones. “You’re in James Bay, in what’s going to be Canada. You are on Henry Hudson’s ship—for a little while longer, anyway—and he was the one who disproved that whole ‘warm seas near the North Pole’ theory. But you’re on a later voyage of his—his last, in fact.”

Jonah shivered again at the ominous tone in JB’s voice.

He glanced over at Katherine, and she was actually grinning.

“Henry Hudson?” she said, sounding almost as excited as if they were talking about one of the Jonas Brothers, not some dusty old explorer. (Or, Jonah thought, some icy old explorer?)“One of the kids stolen from history was named John Hudson, right?”

“Correct,” JB said.

“Same family?” Katherine asked.

“I think you can figure it out,” JB said. “John was Henry Hudson’s son.”

Katherine gave Jonah’s shoulder a shove, almost knocking him down.

“So that’s who Jonah really is!” she practically squealed. “He must be, since you didn’t bring back any other missing kids!”

Jonah felt his stomach lurch. He didn’t think that he could blame timesickness anymore. Maybe it was sea-sickness?

He’d known that he was one of the missing kids from history, stolen from time by the unethical kidnappers/baby smugglers from the future, Gary and Hodge. He’d known that at some point he would have to go back to his original time period, to repair the damage Gary and Hodge had left behind. He knew that he should have asked ages ago exactly who he was, what time period he’d come from.

But it was scary knowing he was supposed to be someone other than Jonah Skidmore, ordinary kid, adopted by an ordinary family.

No, it was terrifying. Jonah’s general strategy had been to try not to think about it.

Katherine—who wasn’t adopted, who’d never had to worry about being anybody but herself—had no such fears.

She slugged Jonah’s shoulder again.

“Way to go, Jonah!” she exclaimed. “Son of a great explorer!”

“You want him to be the son of Henry Hudson?” JB interrupted her rejoicing. “Son of an explorer whom history has accused of being crazy, monomaniacal, or possibly just really, really bad at managing underlings?”

“JB,” Katherine said in a low voice, as if she were trying not to let Jonah hear. “You really shouldn’t say things like that if we’re talking about Jonah’s biological father.”

“Fortunately, we’re not,” JB said drily. “Jonah is not John Hudson.”

Jonah felt a wave of relief. Suddenly his stomach felt fine. Just … hungry.

He remembered that back in 1600 they’d eaten nothing but fish. Jonah had never been a big fan of fish, mainly because he could eat a bunch of it and be hungry again fifteen minutes later.

Time travel kind of threw things off, but Jonah really did feel as if it’d been eleven years since he’d had anything to eat.

“Crazy, monomani—whatever. Who cares?” Jonah said. “What I want to know is, does Henry Hudson have lots and lots of food on his ship?”

JB gave a low chuckle.

“Ah, his story could have turned out so much differently if he did,” JB said.

“Please!” Jonah begged. “Can’t we have some food before we do whatever we’re supposed to do here? I’m starving!”

“Sorry, but no,” JB muttered. It was hard to tell with his voice just coming from the Elucidator, but Jonah had the sense that JB was looking guiltily side to side, glancing back over his shoulder. His voice varied that much in volume.

“Couldn’t you just yank us out of time, let us eat, then bring us back?” Katherine asked. Usually she made fun of Jonah for being hungry all the time—if she was asking too, things must really be bad. “Or let us have something we can eat fast, without making any noise? We won’t leave any crumbs, we promi—”

“No!” JB exploded. “I can’t! We don’t even have time to talk about food right now! Everything’s about to start!”

Jonah’s stomach started churning again. But it wasn’t just the hunger. There was something about the way JB sounded—as if he was even more scared than Jonah and Katherine. And was it Jonah’s imagination, or was there just the faintest hint of a siren sounding through the Elucidator along with JB’s voice?

“What’s about to start?” Jonah challenged. “You have to tell us—”

“We’re out of time,” JB said tensely. “There! Do you see the tracer?”

A ghostly figure appeared on a narrow stairway from below the deck. It glowed faintly, throwing its eerie light into the fog around it.

Jonah knew that this wasn’t actually a ghost, just like the Elucidator wasn’t actually an antique metal box. Long ago, on their first trip through time, Jonah had learned about tracers, the mostly see-through figures that represented what people would have done—how time would have flowed—if time travelers hadn’t intervened. Only time travelers could see them; they didn’t really exist.

Jonah still thought tracers were creepy. His experiences in the year 1600 had made him even more suspicious of them. He watched this one warily.

“Is it just that one tracer, coming up those stairs?” Katherine asked in a barely audible whisper. “Or are there any real people behind him? Do we need to hide?”

“Don’t worry about that yet,” JB whispered back.

The tracer walked unsteadily to the side of the ship. It was hard to tell anything about the tracer’s identity, because he was wrapped in a ragged, dirty cloak. Then the tracer leaned out over the railing. The wind knocked back the hood of his cloak, revealing a filthy tangle of light-brown hair and a bony, pockmarked face.

“Allow me to introduce John Hudson,” JB muttered. “Ship’s boy for his father’s last four voyages.”

“That’s a kid?” Jonah asked. “His face is so shriveled up I thought he was an old man.”

“That’s from frostbite, scurvy, knife fights … It’s been a rough winter,” JB said grimly. “And spring.”

The tracer of John Hudson turned away from the railing and yelled back toward the trapdoor.

“Ice is breaking up!”

It took Jonah a moment to realize that the hoarse, creaky voice didn’t come from the tracer’s mouth—even though his lips moved in perfect sync with the words. Instead the voice came from the Elucidator.

“JB?” Jonah asked. “What are you doing? Whatever happened to not changing time? And—”

“I’m not changing time. I’m trying to keep time on track.” The voice coming from the Elucidator sounded like JB again, though a very hushed, tense version. “The rest of John Hudson’s shipmates are supposed to hear the boy yell out about the ice breaking up. Since no one can hear a tracer, I had to do it for him.”

Jonah squinted at the Elucidator. His brain still wasn’t working at its usual speed, but something seemed odd about JB’s answer.

“Why didn’t you just bring the real John Hudson back a few moments ago and let him say it himself?” Katherine asked. “Wouldn’t that be easier?”

“Yes, it would,” JB said, and now it sounded as if he was talking through gritted teeth. “That’s how we would have preferred to do it.”

“Then why didn’t you?” Jonah asked, catching up. “What’s the problem?”

“That’s one of the things I’ve been trying to tell you,” JB said.

“What?” Katherine asked, sounding exasperated.

JB paused. Jonah was almost eerily aware of the seconds ticking by—seconds marked off by the ship bobbing up and down in the water; the icicles dripping on the deck; the wind blowing the raveling end of a rope back and forth, like a pendulum. Time was not waiting for JB’s answer.

“I’ve been trying to tell you,” JB finally said, “that we lost the real John Hudson.”
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“Lost!” Jonah exploded. “You mean, like, he died?”

“Oh, no,” JB replied. “At least, he hasn’t yet.”

“I know, I know!” Katherine said. “Is it like that old movie—what was it called? Back to the Future?—where time travel almost made it so this kid and his brother and sister were never born? Did some time traveler before 1611 make it so John Hudson never existed?” Katherine clapped her hand over her mouth and turned about two shades paler than her natural color. “Did we do that in 1600?” Now she clutched her brother’s arm. “Oh, Jonah, I hope that doesn’t happen to you!”

Thanks a lot, Katherine, Jonah thought. You’re really helping here.

“Calm down!” JB commanded. “That’s not what happened. First of all—John Hudson was already born before 1600. He’s a teenager, can’t you tell?”

“Oh, yeah,” Katherine said, a little sheepishly.

“I’m sure the real John Hudson is absolutely fine, not in any danger of being extinguished from history,” JB assured her. “It’s just, we had a little … uh … technical difficulty getting him back here in time.”

Jonah watched the tracer, hunched again at the railing. Now he really did seem like a ghost, some empty husk of a boy who might as well have died.

With all the time-travel worries Jonah had tried to avoid thinking about, he’d never once thought to worry about it being impossible to get someone back to his native time.

What if that happened with Jonah and whatever time period he was supposed to belong in?

Does this mean that John Hudson doesn’t really belong here after all? Does this mean that JB might be wrong about … everything?

Jonah’s head was starting to hurt.

Katherine slammed her hand down on the deck. She was already jumping to another question.

“So what are you going to do?” she asked accusingly.

“Oh, we’ve figured out a plan that ought to work,” JB said faintly.

“What is it?” Katherine asked.

Back home Katherine had been agonizing over whether, the next year in seventh grade, she would try out for cheerleading or basketball. She’d made it sound like the decision of a lifetime, the chance to choose her true identity: Was she a girly girl or a jock?

Now Jonah saw that she already had a true identity. He could see her future very clearly: She was going to grow up and be a prosecuting attorney. She already sounded like one.

And JB was answering her questions. He was answering meekly, almost humbly, as if Katherine deserved to have the upper hand.

“Let me explain,” JB said. “See, Gary and Hodge were just a little premature snatching John Hudson out of time. They were so sloppy.” The scorn in his voice was palpable. “If they’d just waited a few hours, they could have pulled John Hudson out with no problem, no possible chance of damaging time.”

“So why didn’t they?” Jonah asked, curious in spite of himself.

“Because it’s a lot easier for time travelers to land on the deck of a seventeenth-century, three-masted sailing ship—rather than in a tiny rowboat bobbing among the ice floes,” JB said contemptuously. “Especially if they’re lazy.”

“Oh,” Jonah said. He could understand wanting to take the lazy way out.

“So John Hudson is supposed to end up in a rowboat?” Katherine asked. “In ice?”

“There’s a mutiny afoot,” JB said. “We’re just seconds away …”

A crash sounded below the deck. The tracer version of John Hudson straightened up and rushed over to the stairs. He peeked over the edge, then slid down the icy steps.

Silence.

“Is the real John Hudson supposed to be doing something down there?” Jonah asked.

“No, no, just hiding,” JB said. “Watching. Waiting. Until …”

“But he’s not really there!” Katherine said, sounding panicked. “He’s not going to end up in any rowboat! What’s going to happen then?”

Katherine’s panic was contagious. Jonah started thinking about all the awful things that could happen if John Hudson missed some crucial moment in his life: time ruined forever … me never getting to eat again … Andrea and the others stuck in the past forever … Oh, Andrea …

“Don’t worry!” JB said sharply. “John Hudson doesn’t actually have to be in the rowboat. His shipmates just have to think he is!”

“Well, what’s going to make them think that if you can’t get the real John Hudson back?” Katherine asked.

“Our brilliant backup plan,” JB said. “Jonah’s going to play John Hudson’s part.”
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For a moment even Katherine was stunned into silence.

Jonah thought about how John Hudson’s tracer had looked: the wild, uncombed thatch of hair; the hollow, scarred cheeks; the sunken eyes; the missing teeth. Granted, Jonah hadn’t looked in a mirror in a while. But he didn’t think he looked like that.

“Um, I’m not a very good actor,” Jonah said, because if nobody else had noticed that Jonah didn’t look anything like the grotesque John Hudson, Jonah would feel really stupid trying to point that out. “And I wouldn’t know what to say or do.”

It wouldn’t be like in the past time periods they’d visited, where their friends had joined with their tracers and instantly known everything the tracers were thinking, and how to act. People could mesh only with their own tracers.

“It’s not really a matter of acting,” JB said. “You’re just being a space filler. A prop. All you have to do is stay in the general vicinity of the tracer when he comes back up the stairs. This situation coming up—it’s all about Henry Hudson. Not his son.”

“Hold on,” Katherine said. “You said there’s a mutiny about to happen? What if someone shoots Jonah? Or stabs him to death?”

Jonah hadn’t thought of that. He stopped worrying that he might look as hideous as John Hudson.

“Let’s just say his costume will be both bulletproof and stabproof,” JB said. “Even his wig and mask.”

Oh—a costume, Jonah thought. Wig. Mask. Of course.

“I’m game,” Jonah said, immensely cheered at finding out that he would only have to pretend to be wild-haired, frostbitten, pockmarked, gap-toothed and disgustingly scarred.

“Are you crazy?” Katherine asked. Jonah couldn’t tell if she was aiming her question at him or JB.

But the words weren’t even out of Katherine’s mouth before Jonah felt something rough and scratchy settle over his shoulders. He looked down at what appeared to be an exact replica of the black cloak John Hudson’s tracer had been wearing. Or not an exact replica, Jonah told himself. Not if this one’s bulletproof. His face felt oddly stiff, and when he reached his hand up to touch it, he discovered craters and crooked scar lines. One seemed to be lightly oozing blood.

“Jonah?” Katherine whispered. Her eyes were wide with horror. “Is that really you in there?”

“Sure,” Jonah said, but even his voice came out sounding as if it belonged to John Hudson.

“We embedded voice modification software in the teeth overlays,” JB explained. “Pretty amazing, isn’t it?”

Jonah ran his tongue over his teeth—which suddenly seemed chipped and broken-off and crooked, as if he’d just gone through some kind of reverse orthodontia. He gagged, and choked back nausea. Even though it fit loosely, the woolen coat suddenly felt as if it were suffocating him. He tugged at his face, at his hair, trying to pull off the mask and wig. They didn’t budge.

Jonah couldn’t breathe. He whipped his body from side to side, struggling to escape.

“Katherine—slap him!” JB ordered. “He’s going into hysterics!”

“I’m not going to slap him!” Katherine snapped. “Not when he’s in agony like that!” She threw her arms around his shoulders. “Oh, Jonah, I know you’re in there! Don’t worry—we’ll get you out! I love you! You’re the best brother ever!”

This was so ridiculously sappy that Jonah couldn’t help himself: He started laughing.

Maybe that was all he needed, because when he stopped laughing, he found he could breathe fine.

“Can I keep this costume when we go home?” he asked JB. It was still weird to hear his voice come out sounding like somebody else’s, but he was able to hold the panic at bay. For now. “This would be great for Halloween! Look how easy it was to scare Katherine!”

He lifted his arms in a zombie/Frankenstein/monster-type move: “Argghh!”

Katherine shoved him away.

“You are so mean!” she said. “I was really worried about you! I thought you were actually scared.”

“Not me,” Jonah bragged, even though it was a lie. “Nothing scares me.”

“Would you two focus?” JB asked. “The tracer’s going to be coming up the stairs again in a moment. With other people, real people—”

“Then you have to make Katherine invisible,” Jonah demanded. He might tease Katherine like crazy, but he wasn’t going to leave her exposed in plain sight in the midst of a mutiny.

“I’m trying,” JB said grimly.

“What do you mean, trying?” Jonah asked.

Then, in the next instant, Katherine became as transparent as a tracer. Jonah had seen his sister—and himself and others—turn invisible before. But it was still bizarre to watch. He knew that anyone from 1611 would be able to look right through Katherine; the ship’s crew wouldn’t know she was there. Only Jonah, as a time traveler, was able to see her faint outline.

To him it looked like she’d turned into glass.

“What about the Elucidator?” Katherine asked, since it was still sitting on the deck, in plain sight.

“Oh, um, right,” JB said, sounding distracted.

For a moment the Elucidator seemed to quiver, but it never quite turned invisible.

“I can’t do it,” JB said. “Jonah, quick—put it in your pocket—”

Can’t do it? Jonah thought. Can’t? First they’d lost John Hudson, now the Elucidator’s invisibility was failing—what else could go wrong?

There wasn’t time to ask. Jonah snatched up the Elucidator and tucked it and the picture of Andrea inside his cloak. Just then the dim glow of John Hudson’s tracer appeared at the top of the stairs. The tracer walked purposefully to a door beyond where Jonah and Katherine were sitting. He lifted his hand as if he were about to knock.

“Should I go stand there and knock?” Jonah asked. “If I’m playing his role …”

He was already standing up. But that was as far as he got. It was hard to keep his balance on the rolling deck. And he had another moment of fear: What if he did knock? What if someone answered the door? What was Jonah supposed to do then?

“Go stand over there, but whatever you do, don’t knock!” JB whispered tensely. “The tracer’s going to chicken out.”

Indeed the tracer had frozen, his hand poised by the door. Then he backed away.

Jonah noticed that the tracer’s lips were moving.

“What’d he just say?” Jonah asked.

“He said, ‘He never likes to hear bad news. And I’m not sure …,’” JB whispered back.

“Should you say that for him? Should I?” Jonah asked.

“No, no—nobody could hear him, so it doesn’t matter what he says,” JB whispered.

Like that whole ‘if a tree falls in a forest …’ question, Jonah thought. If no one hears him, who cares if there’s a sound or not?

Jonah was feeling light-headed, and still wasn’t entirely certain that his thoughts were making sense. Was it from the timesickness? The panic? The effort of trying to figure out what he should do as John Hudson?

He stepped carefully into the space that John Hudson’s tracer occupied. Crazily Katherine stepped up right behind him, as if they both needed to stay within the tracer’s dimensions.

Or maybe she was scared too.

A strangled cry sounded behind them, and both of them whirled around. A man’s head was just dipping down out of sight at the top of the stairs.

Jonah had no clue what the tracer was thinking—Jonah had no idea what to think himself. Had the man slipped on the icy stairs? Had someone attacked him?

The tracer began creeping toward the stairs, stealthily, as if he wanted to see what had happened to the man but didn’t want anyone to see him. Jonah shuffled forward too, not quite getting the rhythm of the tracer’s steps.

Oh, yeah, you kind of have to wait between rolls of the ship. Is the water always this rough? Jonah wondered, lurching forward, catching his balance, then lurching forward again.

Jonah reached the edge of the stairs only a split second behind the tracer. He peeked down into the—what would it be called? The hold? But he couldn’t really see what had happened, because his eyes hadn’t adjusted to the darkness below. He squinted, trying to make out shapes.

Then he heard screaming above him.

“No! You are not going to hit my brother! Jonah! Watch out!”
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Jonah whipped his head around to see a giant club descending toward him. It was already too close to dodge, but Jonah tried anyway. He hunched his shoulders and brought his arms up to protect his head and rolled to the right and …

And how is it that that club hasn’t hit me yet?

He realized that he’d squeezed his eyes shut, defensively, but now, still rolling, he dared to open one eye partway.

The club was still poised above him, but he was no longer directly in its path. He scooted a little farther to the right. The club still hovered overhead.

It wasn’t moving.

“What the …,” Jonah muttered.

He pulled himself together enough to sit up and look toward the handle end of the club. A cruel-faced sailor was holding on to it with filthy, infected-looking hands.

The sailor wasn’t moving either.

Looking around—more leisurely now—Jonah realized that John Hudson’s tracer was frozen in place as well, sprawled across the deck in the exact spot where Jonah had been only seconds before. The tracer seemed completely unaware of the man above him. And his head was directly below the club, the perfect target.

The tracer wasn’t moving at all, not even with the rolling of the ship.

For that matter the ship wasn’t rolling anymore, either. It was also frozen in place, at the peak of a swell lifting its right side up and plunging its left side down.

“So, JB,” Jonah said, calmly taking the Elucidator out of his cloak. “Why’d you decide to freeze time?”

“I’ve got to stop Katherine from screaming over every little thing,” JB complained from the Elucidator. “Or else—”

“Little?” Katherine shrieked, darting out from behind the club-wielding sailor. “Jonah, that man was going to kill you!”

Jonah saw that she’d been tugging on the sailor’s arms, trying to hold them back.

“Bulletproof! Stabproof!” Katherine sputtered. She grabbed the Elucidator out of her brother’s hands and yelled directly at it. “You made it sound like Jonah was going to be safe! How’s a lousy costume supposed to protect him against being clubbed to death?”

“Katherine,” JB said. “Jonah. Look at the man holding that club.”

Jonah looked.

The only thing Jonah had noticed before was the filth and the cruel expression. Now he studied the sailor’s face: the eyes even more sunken than the tracer’s, the cheeks pitted with sores, the cheekbones and chin jutting out sharply, as though they could break right through the papery skin.

“I’ve seen skeletons in better health,” JB said. “He can barely even lift that club.”

It was true: Even frozen in place, the man’s arms looked as though they’d been trembling with the exertion of holding the club in the air.

“He couldn’t have really hurt Jonah,” JB said. “But John Hudson—the tracer—he isn’t in very good shape himself. One little tap, and he would have been out of the action until he’s on the rowboat.”

“So I’m supposed to go through a whole mutiny pretending to be unconscious?” Jonah asked. Sure, he’d been worried about what he was supposed to do and say. But wasn’t this a little … insulting? “Couldn’t you just have used a dummy to play this role, and left me out of it?”

“Wouldn’t have worked,” JB said, the tension back in his voice. “There wasn’t time; we didn’t have enough control….” Jonah felt an icy blast of air, and the ship lurched slightly to the left, before locking into position again, still seriously tilted. “Hurry! I can only hold this for so long! Jonah, get back into place!”

Jonah shot a glance at his sister. Generally Jonah was a pretty obedient kid. Life was easier that way, he thought. Spend two minutes taking the trash out to the curb, and then you didn’t have to listen to a forty-five minute lecture about how “everyone in the family has responsibilities; everyone has to pull his own weight” and “Jonah, we’re just trying to prepare you for adulthood, when you’ll have to take care of yourself and other people too….” And on and on and on.

But Jonah had also always been around grown-ups—parents, teachers, coaches—who were big on explaining everything. “The reason you have to clean your room is …” “You have to show all your work on that math problem because …” “If you pass the ball instead of trying to take the shot on goal yourself, then …”

Jonah wanted to yank Katherine aside—was there a way to doubly pull someone out of time? He wanted to be able to confer with her privately, somewhere JB couldn’t hear them. What if obeying JB was a really, really bad idea? What if they couldn’t trust JB after all? What if he was lying? Should Jonah and Katherine be staging a mutiny of their own?

Jonah tried to convey all of those questions in one quick glance. He didn’t know if Katherine understood any of them, but she scrunched up her face into an agonized expression.

Then she shoved the Elucidator back into his cloak and muttered, “Go ahead. I’ll watch out for you.”

Jonah thought about throwing back a sarcastic comment like, You and what army? You’re barely five feet tall! And do you even weigh eighty-five pounds? But really, she probably was strong enough to overpower the skeletal sailor.

Cautiously, Jonah lay down on the deck, awkwardly trying to fit his body into the space occupied by the tracer. At the last minute he turned his head back, defiantly. Maybe he was stupid enough to let himself be hit in the head by a club, but he wasn’t going to do it blindly.

Wham!

The club slammed into Jonah’s forehead. Jonah reeled back.

Okay, maybe the sailor wasn’t strong enough to swing that very hard himself, Jonah thought. But … gravity! Wasn’t anybody thinking about how gravity would pull the club down? That was a hard hit!

Automatically Jonah lifted his hand to his head, to rub the sore spot.

“Jonah, you had better pretend you conked out, just like the tracer, or else he’ll hit you again,” JB whispered, very, very softly.

Jonah dropped his hand and let his body go limp.

“Jonah!” Jonah heard Katherine wail, as she flung herself down to crouch over him.

The sailor who’d hit Jonah had to have heard her too.

“Witchcraft? Bedevilment?” he muttered in a frightened voice.

Jonah opened one eye just a crack, just enough to see the sailor looking side to side, his eyes bulging in terror.

“Katherine, shut up! Jonah’s fine! He’s just acting, the way he’s supposed to,” JB hissed, again so softly that Jonah was fairly sure the sound couldn’t travel up to the sailor’s ears.

Jonah couldn’t see what Katherine was doing, but the sailor shrugged, as if deciding he had other things to worry about than devils and witches.

“I found the pup,” the sailor called down into the hold. “I gave ’im what was coming for ’im, I did.”

As far as Jonah could tell, nobody answered. But the sailor began tugging on Jonah’s legs, pulling him toward the side of the ship.

If he lifts me up like he’s about to toss me overboard, I am not lying still for that, Jonah thought. I don’t care what JB wants me to do.

It was hard enough lying still while being dragged. The sheen of ice on the rough deck probably made Jonah’s body slide more smoothly, but it stung the bare skin of his face.

So much for the protective mask, Jonah thought. He didn’t want to think the next thought, but it came anyway: What if there isn’t a protective mask? What if it’s just ordinary makeup?

The sailor stopped tugging on Jonah’s feet—now he was wrapping a rough rope around Jonah’s ankles, looping the rope around Jonah’s wrists, and tying all of them together. Then he shoved Jonah’s body into the dim area behind a row of barrels.

“And that’s where you’ll stay,” the sailor muttered. “Cur!”

A big watery blob hit Jonah’s cheek.

One huge droplet from a melting icicle? Jonah wondered. Spray splashing in from the sea?

“Jonah!” Katherine’s urgent whisper sounded right beside Jonah’s ear. “That man just spit on you!”

“Eww, sick!” Jonah barely remembered that he had to whisper, barely remembered to open his eye halfway and make sure that the sailor had turned away before Jonah brought his hand up to his face and rubbed away the spittle. Because his wrists and ankles were tied together, he had to jerk his feet up at the same time.

“Loosen the rope, will you?” he asked Katherine. “Just in case …”

Katherine bent near him, picking at the knots.

“Ow—broke a fingernail,” she muttered, with an exaggerated pout.

“You’ll live,” Jonah muttered back.

“Shh!” JB hissed at both of them. “Don’t change anything!”

Katherine paused for a second, glared down at the spot in Jonah’s cloak where he’d tucked the Elucidator, and then went back to picking at the knots.
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