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      PROLOGUE

      2140

      “I’m going to travel back to 1933,” Jack said to his parents. “I have two months off, and I want to see Broadway in it’s infancy. I want to see Rockefeller Center when it was first built, see Radio City Music Hall. I’m fascinated by the Rockettes and how they were formed.”

      “Look it up on Wikipedia,” Jack’s father, Scott said in a flat tone as he tried to keep his concern in check.

      “What? Why?” Jack asked startled by his father’s answer and his tone of voice.

      “You’re a big Broadway star, son, don’t take time off. You’ll lose your momentum.”

      “Dad, I’m burned out. I’ve been constantly working since I was a teenager. I need a vacation. Desperately.”

      “Let him have his vacation,” Jack’s mother, Maggie, said as she walked into the living room. “He deserves it.” She gave a stern glance to her husband and said, “Dinner’s ready.”

      Once they’d settled themselves at the table, Jack said, “Dad, you and Mom time traveled way back when. You came out okay. Aunt Shauna developed time travel for her company to make sure it was safe.” Jack smashed his fork into the meatloaf his mother had made. “I want the adventure, the first hand knowledge.” He put down his fork and let out an exasperated sigh. “Even cousin Max time traveled. It’s my turn.”

      “This isn’t a matter of taking turns,” Scott said, his voice getting heated. “I get that we have a time traveling family. But it can be dangerous. Look what happened to Max when he went back to the year 2030. He became the focus of mobsters!”

      “You went back to 1925! Look what happened to you! You were lost, with no way to come back until Shauna found you and devised a way for you to communicate across time.” Jack had stopped eating.

      “Thanks a lot, Jack,” his mother said. “You wouldn’t be here arguing with your father if he hadn’t gone back to my time and met me.”

      “Great, now we’re all angry with each other.” Jack slapped his napkin on the table and rose to leave.

      In a quiet voice filled with anger, Scott said, “Yes, I accidentally traveled to 1925. Yes, I met your mother, who, as you know, is the love of my life.” He gave her a loving look. “But I didn’t do it for a lark, or to be a tourist.”

      “You think I’m doing it for a lark? To be a tourist?” Jack slammed his chair back and stood up, fast. The chair fell over and made a light ringing sound. “I’m doing it for my mental health!” He took a huge breath. “It’s the constant pressure of living up to my ‘image’, he put his fingers up in air quotes. I have to disguise myself just to go to the store. I can’t get on a multi-use vehicle, ride an air scooter,  or anything. Yes, I’m grateful I’m successful. Yes, I’m grateful you guys have supported me my whole life. Yes, I’m grateful I have family and friends that care for me, look after me. And I’m grateful for my health.” He ran out of anger. “I just need to take a reset, Dad. That’s it. Nothing else. A vacation.” He turned to his mother. “Thanks for dinner, Mom.” Jack left the eating area to go home.

      A flash of tangerine light lit up the living room for a blinding few seconds. It turned to orange, then gold. Jack disappeared, and was home in an instant.

      He couldn’t believe it. His father talked to him as if he was still a fifteen-year-old boy, not a twenty-seven-year-old man. He was hurt and insulted. He’d been paying his own way since he was ten-years-old. He’d had jobs on Broadway, singing as a child, and now as a headlining adult. Along the way, he’d contributed to his parents finances, after all, they’d supported him his whole life. Why didn’t his dad understand he needed this?

      He was going anyway. Jack packed his bags for a two-month stay in 1933, with or without his parent’s blessing. He didn’t need it, but he’d wanted it.

      Jack used his travel device to land in Shauna Wentworth’s office. His Aunt Shauna had created time travel and she was head of her company’s worldwide travel division. She also headed the department that watched over every person who traveled to make sure they were safe. He loved his aunt. She was funny, and kind, and brilliant. She would understand.

      He popped into her office and it set off alarms. He knew it would, it was set to do that. Aunt Shauna and her husband Mike raced in.

      “Jack,” Shauna said. What are you doing here?”

      “Dad doesn’t understand how desperately I need a vacation. I’m burned out. I need to regain my love of performing. I’m going to 1933, to see Broadway in its infancy.”

      “Oh, Sweetheart, I understand,” Shauna said in a soft, calm voice. She continued to talk soothingly to Jack, while hiding her hand in her skirt pocket. She pressed a button on her master travel device calling her husband’s brother and wife to their home as she continued her conversation. “Jack, will you give Scott a few days to reconsider?”

      “No.” He held out his travel device and touched the button on the top right side. Just as he was about to push it, his mother and father popped into the office.

      “Don’t go, Jack!” His father said with concern. “We can work this out.”

      “We can’t, Dad. You just don’t understand.”

      With that, Jack pushed the button and a bright tangerine cone of light flooded over him.

      “Stop him, Shauna,” Scott shouted.

      The light turned to orange, and within a second it turned to gold.

      Jack disappeared from the office”

      “God Damnit!” Both Scott and his brother Mike shouted at the same time.

      Shauna turned to her sister-in-law, Maggie. “What’s wrong with the Forrester men?”
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      “One day I’ll be a dancer for the Roxyettes, I will,” Gracie, muttered to herself. They were a new, a precision dance team whose shows were taking New York by storm. She walked home after her night shift from the diner by way of Radio City Music Hall and pictured being on stage with the other girls doing the high-kicks the Roxyettes were becoming famous for.

      She loved the newly built Radio City Music Hall. It was the flagship building in the new Rockefeller Center. It’s Art Deco design had geometric shapes and a limestone facade that was just beautiful. Too bad there were no Christmas decorations on it. The depression hit everyone hard, and decorations were not going up this year. Gracie knew the stunning entrance to Radio City Music Hall would be incredible with green, red, blue, silver, and gold lights shining overhead.

      Dawn hadn’t arrived yet, and the early morning darkness comforted Gracie. A few cars drove down the street, but she didn’t see or hear them lost in dreams of being on stage. As a little girl, Gracie knew she wanted to sing. She saw herself dancing and singing, making people happy, and giving them a place to forget their worries. Something that was desperately needed during the depression.

      She stopped at the entrance to soak in the cool wind and the atmosphere of the building. It held so many possibilities. Her life, her future.

      Out of the darkness, a tangerine light flashed, almost blinding her. What was that? She held her hand to cover her eyes, and turned toward the light, but it was gone. A deep morning blackness filled the area and her eyes needed to adjust to the darkness again. Taking a step forward, wondering if she’d really seen the light, she saw the outline of something. She cautiously stepped closer to check it out, and saw a man standing near her. How come she hadn’t heard him walk up? Her heart raced with fear, and she turned to leave. But he stepped forward at the moment she turned, and accidentally knocked into her, hard. She would have hit the cement if he hadn’t reached down and grabbed her arm, saving her from falling. He pulled her a bit too hard and she fell into his arms. They wrapped tightly around her. His touch sent a sizzling feeling, almost a crackling, through her body. She sucked in a breath. She knew he felt something too, because his arms tightened around her even more. Home. The feeling was so strong, Gracie sighed. She’d never felt anything like it before. She looked into his face, but couldn’t see well because of the darkness.

      “Are you okay?” he asked.

      His deep, resonant voice washed over her, causing her knees to buckle. The man tightened his hold. Breathless from his touch and the sound of his voice, she nodded her head, but realized he couldn’t see it.

      “Y-Yes. I’m fine,” she sputtered. A deep sigh came from the man as his chest rose and fell. He loosened his grip, but didn’t let go. His hands moved lightly up and down her back as he pulled her closer to him. Gracie was shocked. He felt like forever, yet how could that be? She gently pulled away from him. He didn’t let go for a long moment, then reluctantly removed his hands and stepped back to put distance between them.

      “You sure you’re not hurt?”

      This time she laughed.
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        * * *

      

      Jack sucked in his breath as chills raced up his spine from the pleasant sound. Her laugh was light, musical, happy. What was happening to him? His body felt as if he was standing on air. Like a butterfly drawn to a flower, he felt a need for this stranger.

      As the dawn sky lightened, Jack saw the outline of her face. It was perfect. Delicate arched eyebrows, lips that were just right, brown eyes that sparkled with gold. Eyes that drew a person in, welcoming and open.

      Jack coughed to cover his rapid breathing and shook his head. Why did he feel this way?

      “Thank you for saving me,” the woman said in a low, melodic whisper. “That was very kind of you.”

      “You’re welcome, since it was my fault,” he said with a bit of a smile.

      “Well, I should be going.” She gave him a wide grin. “It was nice bumping in to you.”

      The man laughed. As she turned to leave, he said, “Wait! Don’t leave yet.” He couldn’t let her go. He felt as if part of him was leaving.

      “We haven’t even introduced ourselves, he said quickly. “I’m Jack Forrester,” She stepped closer to take his outstretched hand and smiled at the man. “Another tingle raced through him. He let out a long sigh, again.

      “I’m Gracie Arthur.” She could barely say the words, her heart was beating so fast, she felt out of breath.

      “Do you live around here, Gracie?”

      “Yes, just a couple of blocks away. You?”

      She tilted her head at a cute angle. God, he’s acting like a teenager mooning over this woman.

      “I’m just visiting for a while. This is my first day here, and I wanted to take in the sights.” Jack rushed through the words, worried she’d leave before he could get to know her. “Would you be willing to show me around?”

      Gracie hesitated. He felt her fear rise. She didn’t know if she should trust him. He was a stranger, after all.

      “I’m sorry, Jack, I don’t feel comfortable escorting you on a tour of Manhattan. I don’t even know you.”

      He slowly stepped closer to her, not to frighten her, but he felt compelled to be near her. In a calm tone he said, “Let’s change that. Let’s have breakfast somewhere. Then we can spill the beans about ourselves.”

      “I know a great diner close by,”she said.

      “Good, let’s go where there will be people and waitstaff around. I want you to feel safe, Gracie Arthur.” She nodded her head.

      They walked to the diner and sat at a table.

      A waitress came up, and without introducing herself she said,“I thought you went home to sleep.” She handed them menus.

      “I did, then I bumped into this guy at Rockefeller Center.”

      “Daydreaming again?” the waitress asked.

      “You know me, Diane.” Gracie laughed, then turned to Jack. “I work here, this is my friend and roommate, Diane. She puts up with me.”

      Jack smiled at Diane and said,” Nice to meet you. Is she really hard to get along with?” He saw the beginning of a swoon in Diane’s eyes. He was used to that.

      Diane leaned forward and put her hands on their table. “She’s the most difficult person to be around. Why, you ask?” Before he could answer, Diane continued. “Because she is always nice, kind, neat, and funny. Who can live with that?” She stood up, stepped away from the table and put her hands on her hips. With an exaggerated stance said, “And, she sings and dances like an angel.” With a shrug of her shoulders she blew a kiss to Gracie. “Coffee anyone?”

      Gracie laughed a full-bodied laugh. Jack’s pulse raced. “You nut. Yes, coffee for me, cream.”

      Diane looked at Jack. “Coffee black, please,” he said but he never took his eyes away from Gracie.

      “Coming right up!” Diane left.

      Silence filled the moment until Jack asked, “You sing and dance?”

      “Yes. I’ve wanted to be on a stage since I was a child. I’d dearly love to be a Roxyette.”

      “What’s a Roxyette?”

      “Jack! You’ve never heard of them?” Gracie asked, shocked. “Everyone in New York has heard of them.”

      Jack instantly knew he’d blundered. Crap. Keeping his time traveling a secret was going to be harder than he thought. His mind raced and sputtered. He said the first thing he could think of. “Oh, uh, well, I just got here.”

      Gracie looked him straight into his eyes for a long moment.

      He figured she was deciding if she should take him on a tour. A guy who didn’t know who the Roxyettes were, a stranger, could be dangerous. He decided to change the subject to eliminate any more unanswerable questions.

      “Are you any good?” Jack raised one eyebrow to let her know he was teasing.

      Diane came back with their coffees just in time to hear Jack’s question. “Is she any good? She’s terrific! The best singer I’ve ever heard, putting Annette Hanshaw and Bessie Smith to shame!”

      “Oh, yeah? Will you sing something for me?” Before she could answer he said, “I dare you.”

      “That’s it!” Gracie jumped up from the table, grabbed Diane and another waitress and they burst into “It’s Only A Paper Moon,” by Ella Fitzgerald. Someone went to the piano in the back of the diner and played along.

      The trio was stunning. Jack got chills. He’d never heard three women sing together like that, their harmony was fantastic. And, in his time he sang and danced on Broadway. Both Gracie and Diane belted out the song, their friend singing with them. They danced an incredible jazz routine to it. When the song ended, the diner erupted into shouts and applause. Gracie hugged Diane, then came to the table.

      “So?” She sat down and tilted her head while she waited for his response

      He leaned forward, took her hands in his, trying to ignore the sizzle that raced up his arms and said, “I’ve never heard anything so fantastic before! It was incredible. You have an amazing voice. Did you take lessons?”

      “I grew up singing. When I was old enough, I applied, and was accepted, to Julliard. I just graduated two years ago.”

      “Julliard?” He’d gone to Julliard, but he wasn’t going to tell her that. After all, how could he explain he came from the year 2140? Time travel was normal and affordable in his time, not in Gracie’s. She’d think him mad.

      “Yes, it’s the premier school for the arts here in New York. It’s been around since 1905,” Gracie said with pride.

      Jack stared at her, his mind racing a mile a minute. How would he tell her? When would he tell her? Could he ever tell her? His feelings were so strong for Gracie, he didn’t know what to do.

      “So, did you really like our routine?”

      Her question knocked him out of his dilemma. “Did I really like—” Jack went to the piano player and said something. When he returned to the table, he grabbed Gracie’s hand and pulled her into his chest. The piano player played the song, “Let’s Have Another Cup ‘O Coffee,” by Irving Berlin, and Jack sang the first verse. The women in the diner all sighed at the same time. Jack smiled, causing a few groans from them. But Gracie’s face was all he needed to see. Her mouth had dropped open, and her eyes closed as if to savor and taste the sound. After she collected herself, she joined him and they finished the song together with a little dance.

      Every patron in the diner stood, and along with the employees cheered Gracie and Jack.

      “You can sing!” Gracie said with excitement as they returned to their table. “My goodness, what a voice. Are you trained, too?”

      “No.” His heart fell. He couldn’t tell her he went to Julliard in 2128. After a long moment, he said, “I started singing when I was about ten and this voice just came out. My parents were shocked, and so was I. But they couldn’t afford formal lessons for me.” Jack felt terrible about the lie. But how could he explain the two-hundred and seven year difference?

      Diane brought their breakfasts and nearly dropped them on the table. “Oh, goodness! Your voice is spectacular! What a show you guys put on. The customers, Jack, will never forget it. I will never forget it!”
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        * * *

      

      Gracie stole glances at Jack as she ate her breakfast. He was very handsome. Tall, lean, dark hair, blue eyes, the deepest blue she’d ever seen. He moved with strength and grace, a masculinity and fluidity that most men didn’t have. He turned heads. Women glanced at him, then outright stared. He seemed to ignore it, but she wondered what he thought about of all the attention. She looked up and saw a wistful facial expression, one that tore at her heart.

      “Penny for your thoughts?”

      He snapped back to her. After taking a sip of his coffee, he smiled. Gracie’s heart flip-flopped, and she lost her appetite. She put her fork on the table and rested her hands in her lap.

      “I was thinking of my parents.” He sighed. “The last time I talked to them, we had an argument.”

      “What kind of childhood did you have?” Gracie asked softly to get a bit of his background, maybe find why he had that look. She knew from the sadness on his face, he must be regretting the argument.

      “A wonderful one.”

      Jack’s face filled with love and happiness. Gracie sucked in a breath at the beauty she saw there. “You’re very lucky. Most people didn’t have that.”

      “I know.” Jack put his fork down and looked straight into Gracie’s eyes. Her heart beat rapidly. “When Mom and Dad heard me sing in the shower at ten-years-old they took me to a singing coach. The woman flipped out. After that it was a flurry of auditions for an agent, then when one took me on, I started getting jobs. Luckily, the jobs gave Mom and Dad the money to afford singing lessons for me.”

      “What about school?”

      “Oh, school came first, then homework, then singing. It was a ritual, but I loved it.”

      Gracie took in a breath to bolster herself for her next question. “May I ask what the argument was about?”

      “My future,” Jack said flatly. “They didn’t want what I wanted.”

      Gracie didn’t say anything. It wasn’t her place to pry anyway. She finished her coffee and said, “Want to go for a walk?” Jack perked up. His eyes brightened and he leaned forward.

      “Don’t you have to sleep? Weren’t you up most of the night working your shift?”

      Gracie shrugged. “Yes, but I bumped into some guy, who saved me from a fall.” She smiled. “I can catch up later today.”

      “How about you go home for a while, sleep, and I’ll check into my hotel. We’ll meet back here at two o’clock?”
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        * * *

      

      Gracie studied his face. “What’s the first thing you want to see this afternoon?”

      “Rockefeller Center in the daylight.” He laughed. “I’m familiar with it in the nighttime.
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        * * *

      

      Jack settled into his hotel room and immediately called home. He was grateful Aunt Shauna had made the travel devices to be able to communicate between centuries. She was a brilliant scientist, and had changed millions of people’s lives. His family had gladly been her guinea pigs, and luckily, everything worked out for time travel to become normal.

      When Jack pressed the communicate button on his communicator, a hologram popped up in the middle of the room. His parents stood there with anxious faces.

      “Jack! His mother said. “Are you all right? Did the transfer go okay? How’s 1933?”

      Jack laughed. “Hi, Mom, Dad. Yes, I’m fine, the transfer was perfect and I haven’t seen much of 1933 yet, but I bumped into a very nice girl and she’s a local, so she’s taking me sightseeing this afternoon.”

      Silence greeted his statement. Then his father said, “You just met her and she’s already taking you sightseeing?”

      Jack felt his father’s anger and concern. “She’s a dancer and an incredible singer, and wants to be a Roxyette, that’s the previous name for the Rockettes. She’s nice, Dad,” he said frustrated. “Maybe you can trust my judgement, just once in a blue moon. I’m not ten-years-old anymore.”

      Maggie was quick to intervene. “Come one you two, let’s just have nice conversation. “How did you met this girl, Jack, and what do you know about her?”

      “I literally bumped into her at Radio City Music Hall when I landed in 1933.” He told them about the meeting, then their time at the diner getting to know each other. “She doesn’t know what time I’m from. I don’t know how to tell her about time travel, so I’m making up some of my childhood.”

      “So you’re lying to her,” his father said in a flat, dry tone filled with condemnation.

      Anger pushed Jack to stand and pace the hotel room. “Yes, I’m lying to her. What’s the difference here? You lied to Mom when you met her in 1925!”

      Chagrin crossed his dad’s features. But before he could speak, Jack turned to the hologram and said, “I have every intention of telling her who I am and when I’m from.” He said it slowly and clearly. “And, I won’t wait too long to tell her.”

      “Okay, Jack. You’re right⁠—”

      “It’s time for me to go, Dad. After all, I’m on vacation, remember?” He clicked out of the travel device and threw it on the bed. “Damn it!”
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        * * *

      

      Gracie barely slept. There was such a strong connection between Jack and her. She’d never felt anything like it before. He was kind, and interesting. He seemed to have love for the theater, as she did, and yet, he was hiding something. He’d get these far away looks, as if he was missing someone, or something.

      She plumped her pillow and sat up. What could it be? Had he been in jail? Did he have a criminal record? Gracie shook her head in denial at her fanciful questions. Jack was a good person, she felt it in her bones. And the way he looked at her. She sighed. Gracie wanted more of those looks, maybe even a lifetime of them.

      She jolted straight up at the thought. Where did that come from? She’d only known the man for less than a day. Impossible. Gracie didn’t believe in love at first sight. Even at her young age, she’d seen too many relationships break up, and the heartache that followed. She didn’t think she knew anyone who’s parents truly loved each other. Maybe it was the Depression. Life was hard. People had lost everything in the stock market crash in 1929. Now there was no work to find anywhere. Families were starving.

      She tossed back her covers and dressed in her workout clothes. No use lying in bed, wondering about things she couldn’t do anything about. A wave of tiredness flooded her body, but she pushed it aside. Tomorrow, she was going to the Roxyette’s open call for auditions at Radio City Musical Hall. Today she had to stretch and practice. She walked the three floors down to the street level, stopped at her favorite coffee and bagel cart, then walked to the studio she practiced in.

      Just thinking about her audition gave Gracie butterflies. She desperately wanted this. Had dreamed of being on a stage singing and dancing. When she’d learned about the Roxyettes last year, she knew she wanted to be a dancer with them. She also knew their dancers didn’t sing, but that was okay for now. She stretched her legs, making sure they were straight and above her head. The stretch felt good. She practiced her tap dancing, and ballet. She loved ballet. That alone was a great workout for the body. After an hour, she drank her bottle of water, went home, took a quick shower, then went to meet Jack.

      Her diner was bustling. Gracie saw Jack immediately, and her heart lightened. She didn’t realize she was smiling when she sat in the booth across from him.

      “You’re happy, what’s up?”

      “Tomorrow the Roxyettes are holding auditions. I’m going.”

      “You are? That’s wonderful! I’m happy for you.” He took a sip of his coffee.  “How long have you wanted to be a Rockette?”

      “A what? They’re the Roxyettes,” Gracie said, puzzled.

      Jack knew he’d blundered, again. His mind raced and he came up with the first thing he could think of. “Oh. I thought you said Rockets.”

      Gracie looked at him for a long moment. His face was flushed. Hmm, she wondered again, what is he hiding?

      “Let me tell you a little something about the Roxyettes.” Gracie leaned forward. “They are the finest precision dance team in the nation. They’ve only been here a year, but their shows are a sensation. It takes forever to get tickets. It’s mostly rich people that go, what with the depression, but some of the patrons here at the diner who have seen their shows, rave about them. Also, the rumor is they’re opening a new show, something called the Christmas Spectacular. I’d love to be in it.”

      “I’ll look into them,” he paused and looked at his menu. Once he decided, he said, “What time is your audition tomorrow?”

      Ten o’clock. I’ll be there at nine.”

      “Tell me where it is, and I’ll meet you there.”

      “I don’t think they’ll let you in to watch,” Gracie said.

      “Then I’ll wait for you there. I want to hear everything about your audition.” He smiled such a genuine smile, one that lit up his eyes, it caused Gracie’s stomach to lip-flop.

      Why did this man affect her like this?
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distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
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OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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