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    For my students and my parents—
my greatest teachers and my first believers.

      

    

For my students and my parents—

my greatest teachers and my first believers.
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The letter had arrived without warning. Cassidy froze in the kitchen, staring at the envelope from the Smithsonian Museum in D.C. Her heart hammered. This was it—the reply to her inquiry about the assistant curator internship after finishing her master’s in Philly. The dream. Moving to D.C., working at one of the most famous museums in the country... she could practically taste it.  

She held the envelope like it might explode. Milo and Sage weaved between her legs, meowing and reminding her they existed—meal time clearly mattered more to them than the Smithsonian. Ignoring them, Cassidy took a shaky breath and ripped it open. 

Nope. Not today.

She slammed the rejection letter onto the counter, huffing. “I am a freaking time traveler, and I DON’T HAVE ENOUGH EXPERIENCE? Unbelievable!” Her hands pounded the counter in frustration. Deep breaths. Okay. She could still show them. She was made for this job. And she would make them see it.

This was not something Cassidy took lightly. Somehow, the rejection lit a fire under her, and she was completely determined to prove them wrong. She paced through the kitchen, lost in thought, before finally giving Milo and Sage the attention they’d been begging for. Cats really had it made—love, sleep, food on demand. What a life.

After one last glare at the letter, Cassidy ripped it into pieces and tossed them into the trash. Huh—what day is it? Right. It’s Tuesday. I have to meet Mom for dinner. 

The start of her second year at the University of the Arts was tomorrow. She needed to prep for classes, hoping to create exhibits that would wow her professors—and, if she played her cards right, impress the Smithsonian too.

The Smithsonian had been her dream since seventh grade, when a school trip to D.C. had blown her mind with its incredible exhibits and history. That trip had sparked her love of history, and now, knowing she was tied so tightly to it as a time traveler, working there wouldn’t just be a prize at the end of the rainbow—it would be something even bigger.

Cassidy grabbed her hoodie, still grumbling under her breath about the Smithsonian, and headed out into the cool evening air. Milo and Sage watched her go, tails flicking in what she imagined was judgment—or amusement. Probably both.
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THE RESTAURANT WAS warm, the smell of garlic and breadsticks making her stomach rumble despite her earlier pacing. Her mom waved from a corner booth, smiling.

“Cassidy! There you are,” her mom said, patting the seat across from her. “You’ve been texting me like a maniac. Everything okay?”

Cassidy dropped into the seat, letting out a dramatic sigh. “The Smithsonian doesn’t want me. Me—a freaking time traveler—and they say no. Can you believe that?”

Cassidy’s voice had come out too loud, too sharp. A couple at the next table turned their heads. 

Her mom leaned in, eyes wide. “Cassidy. Not here.”

“Sorry, Mom.  I’m just really frustrated.”

“Well, I can imagine how you would feel. Your opportunities lately should push you to the front of the line.  But you can’t use your abilities to benefit from.  And besides, they don’t even know what they’re missing. But hey... rejection isn’t the end of the world.”

“It feels like it is,” Cassidy muttered, pushing her hair back. “I’ve been planning this forever. Classes, projects, exhibits—I had a whole timeline in my head. And now...”

Her mom reached across the table, placing a hand over hers. “Cass, you’re brilliant. You’ll figure something out. And sometimes, life has a funny way of pointing you somewhere even better. You just have to... notice the signs.”

Cassidy blinked. “Signs?”

Her mom leaned back, a sly smile tugging at her lips. “You know... things that don’t quite add up. People who show up when they shouldn’t. Places that seem familiar in ways they shouldn’t be. Pay attention. Sometimes, the universe—or history—gives you hints if you’re looking.”

Cassidy sunk further down in the booth, uneasy and irritated. Her mom had always said strange things like this, but tonight it hit differently. Maybe it wasn’t just motivational talk. Maybe there was something waiting—something new—just around the corner. 

Her mom gazes across the table, wanting to comfort her, but didn’t really know how to do it. She glances down at her menu, and then looks back up at her frustrated daughter.

“If I could, I would bring back your father to answer all these questions that you have.  I don’t know how else to help you.”

“I know, Mom. I appreciate it.  I just wish these answers could be given like a blaring neon sign or something. It just seems so unfair.  I want D.C.! I want the Smithsonian.  That’s where I want to be.”

“I understand Sweetheart.  But right now, you need to focus on this year.  You don’t know what opportunities might come up for you.  I know this is a disappointment, but that doesn’t mean you throw out all your hard work.  You will graduate.  You will do the best job you possibly can, and you will become a curator.  Just try to keep an open mind.”

Cassidy grins at her mother, whose eloquence and compassion begins to finally put her at ease. 

“And how’s Aiden?,” she spies.

Cassidy rolls her eyes.  “He’s fine. We’re fine. Everything is just fine.”

“Oh, well if things are fine, then I guess I shouldn’t worry.”

“Mom, it’s only been six months.  We are good.  We are busy.  He’s doing his architecture thing, and I’m doing my thing.  We are in a good place.”

“Have you told him yet?”

Cassidy’s eyes widen and glares across the table. “No, Mom, I haven’t.” She huffs again.  “It’s not exactly an easy conversation to have, ya know.  It’s not something I can just talk to him about over breakfast or something.”

“I know.  When your father told me, I was in disbelief for weeks.  I thought he was trying to, how do you kids say it, ghost me.”

“Oh, mom– don’t- just don’t try to talk like my generation, okay?  It’s weird.”

Her mother chuckles and then sips some of her iced tea.  “Okay, okay.  How about we order, huh?”

“Sounds great.” Cassidy smiles again.

Dinner ended with laughter and the clinking of glasses, their earlier heaviness softened by small talk and shared memories. By the time Cassidy hugged her mom goodbye in the parking lot.

Back in her apartment, she kicked off her shoes and tossed her bag on the couch, the silence rushing in to fill the space her mother had just left. For a moment, she stood in the middle of the living room, staring at the necklace on her dresser—the one that still carried so many questions. Her mom was right; she couldn’t solve everything tonight.

Cassidy curled up on the couch with Milo and Sage. The cats purred, content, while her mind spun. Her mom’s words lingered: keep an open mind. Tomorrow was the first day of her second year—a chance to prove herself all over again. On the coffee table sat a stack of books on twentieth-century history. She glanced at the cover of one—Pearl Harbor. The anniversary was coming up. Eighty-five years since that morning. Cassidy exhaled slowly, a mix of nerves and excitement fluttering in her chest. Tomorrow was going to matter.

Sleep didn’t come easy.

And then she was there. Palm trees swaying in the early sun. The hum of engines overhead, distant but growing. Explosions ripped through the air, smoke curling into the sky, screams cutting through the chaos. Cassidy’s stomach dropped as she realized she was running—her feet moving on their own—toward the harbor, toward the noise.

A hand grabbed hers. Strong. Familiar. Her father. He pulled her behind a low wall as a ship trembled in the distance. “Cass! Stay close!” His voice was urgent, protective, grounding her in a swirl of panic.

And then another figure appeared—Caroline. Calm, poised, eyes scanning the horizon. “We need to get you out, now,” she said. Cassidy barely had time to register her presence before a deafening roar made the world tilt.

She jerked awake, gasping, heart pounding, limbs shaking. Milo leapt off the couch, hissing at the sudden movement, while Sage curled protectively against her side. The morning sun streamed in, bright and unrelenting. She sat up, unsettled. The echoes of screams still burned in her mind. These dreams—warnings? Or her subconscious weaving history into her sleep? She hadn’t traveled in weeks, and that in itself felt strange. But she forced herself to breathe, to shake off the lingering panic. 

Today was the start of her second year. A clean slate. A chance to prove herself—not just to the Smithsonian that had rejected her, but to herself. Her mom’s words lingered at the edge of her thoughts: Keep an open mind. You never know what opportunities will reveal themselves.

August can still get pretty hot in Philly, but the breeze can also hint that autumn was definitely coming.  Cassidy walks to campus, planning to attend her next class called Curatorial Theory and Exhibition Design.  Cassidy remembered her first visit to Middleton Conservatory — the smell of old books in Ashford Hall Library, the warm glow from The Lantern, the on campus cafeteria, and the quiet hum of students preparing exhibits for the annual Heritage & Arts Festival. 

On her way, a familiar voice came from behind her.

“The skies are gorgeous today, don’t you think?”

Cassidy turns around to be surprised by her friend Beau.  She smiles and laughs. 

“Is that a pick up line you use on all the girls?”

“Haha! No. Not at all.  I just saw you as I was walking and I thought it was a good opportunity.”

“It’s good to see you, dude.  Where’s Vicki?”

“Oh, her classes aren’t until later this afternoon.”

“Oh, well that must be nice!  Get to sleep on the first morning of classes.  Yep, that definitely sounds like V.” She laughs. “How are things going with you two?”

Cassidy’s eyes flicked between them, and she caught herself smiling despite the weird flutter in her stomach. Vicki and Beau dating was... awkward, sure. She’d known them both forever, and, well... yeah, maybe she’d had a tiny crush on Beau once. But she was six months in with Aiden now. She was happy. Content. Totally fine.

“Things are really good actually.  She brought me to meet her parents over the weekend.  Her mom is really nice.  Forced me to eat my weight in food, but you know how moms can be,” he jokes.  

“Did you meet her dad?”

“Yeah, he was a character.  Just kept going on and on about the New York Giants.  I’m an Eagle fan.  Do you have any idea how hard it is to talk about football with a rival fan?”

“I could definitely imagine the awkwardness of that conversation.”

“That’s just it.  Ironically, he had the nicest things to say about my Eagles.  It was weird because all I wanted to do was make fun of the players on his team.  He was much more mature than I wanted to be.”

“Well, it sounds like it went well, anyway.”

“Yeah, for the most part.  Her mom isn’t the best cook, which is weird coming from an Italian family.  I was expecting the works with tons of pasta and meat.  Was not expecting what we had for dinner.”

“What did her mom make for dinner?”

“Meatloaf.”

Cassidy smirks.  “Well, was there at least mashed potatoes?”

“Yeah.  It was a little too well done, if you know what I mean.”

Cassidy laughed.  

Beau looks at her and smiles. “You know who makes the best meatloaf, right?”

“Who?”

“Your mom.”

“Oh, god. Really? You like her meatloaf?”

“Aw, heck yeah. She’s like a food savant. She should have her own cooking show.”

“I don’t know about all that, but I will pass along the review.”

Beau laughs.

By the time they reached the conservatory, it was time to part ways. As Cassidy watched him go, a memory surfaced—her mom in the kitchen back in sophomore year, cooking for the four of them, Vicki included. Cassidy and Vicki had tried their own concoction that night. Disaster. Then her mom swooped in, turning chaos into something amazing. Cassidy couldn’t remember exactly what she made, only the laughter, the smiles, the warmth of friends and family sharing a perfect, ordinary moment.

She walked into Pruitt Hall, headed for class.  This was going to be a great day.  She could feel it. The familiar scent of old books and polished wood would greet her senses. Students clustered in the hallways, chattering about summer adventures, schedules, and projects. She waved at a few familiar faces and made her way to Curatorial Theory and Exhibition Design.

Professor Matthews’ lecture hall was buzzing with energy. As Cassidy found a seat near the middle section, she let her eyes wander across the room, taking in the sunlight streaming through the tall panes. Her heart thumped with a mix of nerves and excitement. This year felt like a fresh start.

Professor Matthews clapped her hands, quieting the chatter. “Welcome back, everyone. I hope you had a restful summer, because we’ve got an important project ahead. This semester, each of you will be assigned a single exhibit—one that you’ll research, plan, and design from start to finish. Think of it as a culmination of your skills.”

Cassidy’s stomach flipped. This was it. Her chance to shine.

“I’ve assigned each of you a specific event in history,” Matthews continued, scanning the room for a student. “You will find the assignment online on the school platform, what you and what your partner is assigned to.  You will need to work together on this exhibit.

Cassidy flips open her laptop, and loads it up.  As she locates the school’s platform and notices that her and Beau are on the same exhibit: 


Beau Thomas/Cassidy Slade: Pearl Harbor- 85th anniversary of the attack- focus on historical accuracy, emotional impact and immersive design. 


While Cassidy’s mind buzzed, she zoned out while Professor Matthews was giving out more instructions and helping students with their topics.

Pearl Harbor. She’d read the books, seen the documentaries, even studied it in school—but now, it wasn’t just history. It was her responsibility to tell this story to others. The weight of it sank in, but so did a spark—excitement, challenge, purpose.  She opened her notebook and wrote the title at the top of the page: Pearl Harbor: December 7, 1941. She stared at it for a long moment, feeling the familiar thrill of history pulsing through her veins. 

This was what she lived for—unraveling stories, giving them life. And maybe, just maybe, keeping an open mind would lead her to discoveries she hadn’t even imagined yet. Within her excitement, she remembered her dream the night before.  The planes. Palm trees.  The screaming.  Oh you gotta be kidding me.  What am I, a psychic now? Now I’m getting hints to where I’m going to be going? 

That was just it.  Just as the dreams and visions of the awakening of the American Revolution hit her last year, they are starting again.  It was almost like an alarm system.  Where she would be going to.  It’s so strange though.  How could she trigger a time jump to 1941?  It would take a lot of focus.  So the first thing she did was head to the library—if she was going to make sense of this, she needed answers. 

Cassidy, still distracted, Beau taps her on the shoulder, signalling that Professor Matthews dismissed them, and suggested they should head over to the library to begin doing some research.  

Cassidy, thoughts in tow, agrees and they both head over to the conservatory library. She wandered to the section on twentieth-century history, her fingers brushing over the spines until she found the books on World War II. She pulled a few off the shelf—titles on Pearl Harbor, the Pacific Fleet, and personal accounts from survivors. Sitting at a nearby table, she opened the first book and scanned the pages. Her pen hovered over her notebook, jotting down names, dates, and events. But something in her chest tightened, the same uneasy flutter she’d felt in the dream. 

Palm trees. Planes overhead. Screams. 

She shook her head. 

Focus, Cassidy. It’s just research.

Her eyes caught a small, old journal tucked between two books. The leather cover was cracked, the pages yellowed with age. It had no catalog label. Curious, she opened it—and froze. The handwriting inside was familiar, somehow... as if she’d seen it before, in another time.

The first entry read:


"December 7th, 1941. The morning begins like any other. But the sky will change. Smoke will rise, and the world will never be the same..."



Cassidy’s pulse quickened. She glanced around the library, half expecting someone to appear and scold her for touching a rare find, but the tables were empty. Her mind raced. This... this is exactly what I saw in my dream.

She closed the journal carefully, her heart pounding. The exhibit wasn’t just history —something else was tied to it. Something she needed to understand before she could even imagine stepping into 1941. And somehow, she knew this library was the first place to start. Cassidy rubbed her hand over the journal’s cover—and suddenly, a wave of dizziness swept through her. Her vision blurred, and then images began flashing in her mind’s eye. She saw planes streaking across the sky, heard the screams, smelled smoke and fire—and then... she saw him. Her father.

Her heart jolted. She shook her head, trying to break free of the vision. How could he be there? Was her mind playing tricks on her? Or... was he trying to send her a message from beyond the grave? He’d been gone for years. How could he appear in 1941?

Cassidy sank into her chair, heart still racing, the journal clutched tightly in her hands. Her fingers tingled from the touch, and the memory of her father’s face haunted her. It can’t be real... can it?

She shook her head, trying to steady her thoughts. The vision had felt too vivid, too precise to be just imagination. The planes, the screams, the palm trees... and him. Her father.

Okay. Focus. Cassidy muttered to herself. Think like a curator. Think like a historian. There has to be an explanation.

She opened the journal again, scanning the entries. Words she had skimmed over before now seemed to jump off the page—dates, names, locations—almost like the journal was trying to point her somewhere specific. She traced a finger along a line: “The morning begins like any other. But the sky will change. Smoke will rise...”

Her pulse quickened. Could this really be a warning? Or worse... a guide?

Cassidy leaned back, eyes narrowing. If she could harness this, focus her mind... maybe she could experience it firsthand. See it. Understand it. Time travel. The thought sent a thrill through her, but also a wave of fear. One wrong move, and who knew what could happen?

Her heart thumped. A warning? A guide?

Cassidy leaned back, eyes narrowing. Maybe—if she could focus, really focus—she could see it. Experience it. Time travel. Excitement raced through her, but fear followed close behind. One wrong move... who knew what could happen?

She set the journal down and drew in a deep breath. 


-  Step one: research Pearl Harbor. Cross-check the journal. Separate fact from... whatever this was.

-  Step two: Riskier. Trigger the connection again. Focus. See if she could reach it—maybe even make the jump herself.



Her fists clenched. She had never backed down from a challenge before, and she wasn’t about to start now. But her mind kept drifting back to one impossible question: Why her dad? He had appeared in the visions. That didn’t make sense. The handwriting... her father had died when she was a kid. She hadn’t even seen his writing.

She thought back to Caroline, and the stories about the family bloodline—how it ran in them, the way some ancestors could see across time. Cassidy had always assumed it came from her mom. That had to be it, right?

And yet... the more she stared at the journal, the more it felt like a thread leading back to him. Her dad. If that was true... then this journal... could be his. Left for her. Across time.

Her pulse raced. A message. From her father. From the past. Just for her.

Stranger things have happened to me.

Cassidy closed the journal, her mind racing. She had finally connected the dots: her father had been the author. The thought alone made her chest tighten—questions bubbling, things she had never imagined now possible.

She needed answers. And there was only one place to start.

Grabbing her hoodie, she hesitated at the door, her fingers brushing the journal one last time. Everything she knew—or thought she knew—was about to change.

Her mom would have to know something. She had to. Cassidy’s stomach flipped at the thought of the conversation ahead. There would be tough questions, and maybe answers she wasn’t ready for. But she couldn’t wait. Not now.

Determined, she stepped outside, the crisp September air snapping her senses awake. One thought repeated in her mind like a drumbeat: I have to know. I need to understand. And I’ll start with Mom.
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