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Chapter 1

Safe

CLUNK. The last tumbler inside the lock fell in place. Caleb Fisher let out a long breath. He turned the handle slowly and the door to the safe silently opened. He reached inside and pulled out a two-foot-long metal pipe. He fought the urge to jump for joy. The pipe looked like any old bit of plumbing, capped at the ends, but Caleb knew that rolled up inside was a priceless painting by the old master Rembrandt van Rijn.

And he was about to steal it.

No biggie. If he didn’t, the painting would be lost forever—just like the man who’d collected it, and hundreds of other people on board the doomed ship. Caleb gave his head a shake. He couldn’t think about them. What had happened, happened . . . and must happen. It was a mantra the Old Salts, as Caleb called them, repeated over and over back at the Hangar.

The moment passed. He felt the coolness of the pipe in his hand. This was all he could save. And that would have to be enough.

He wanted to unscrew the cap and take a look for himself, but there wasn’t time. He slid the pipe carefully into his leather satchel, then reached back inside for more of the precious treasure. A Renoir. A Monet. Pipe after pipe until there was only one left in the safe.

As his fingers wrapped around the final metal tube, Caleb was already pivoting his feet to bolt out the door.

The door. A panicked thought flashed in his brain. Had he locked the door when he’d slipped inside a few minutes ago?

Click.

No, he hadn’t.

“Idiot.” He cursed himself for his stupidity.

The hinges squeaked slightly as the door to the room opened.

“What on earth!” A man with a faint Irish accent. Hugh Lane, the art collector. His room. His safe. His paintings.

“Step away from there, you rapscallion,” Lane said. Caleb took a second to react. His earpiece was quickly translating the words he didn’t know, but there was always a bit of a lag as it adjusted for local dialects and contemporary language usage.

“I’m stepping away,” Caleb said. He was still prepared to run, but he raised his hands and took a step back. Better safe than sorry. There was always a chance someone transporting priceless pieces of art would be armed and ready to defend them.

He turned to face Lane and relaxed slightly. Lane wasn’t holding a weapon. Still, his fists were clenched, and he looked fit and ready to charge. Caleb hoped he would try. He’d escaped similar scrapes by being nimble and quick—and small.

He bent his knees and got ready to sidestep Lane and bolt for the door.

“Explain yourself!” Lane said, still standing in the open doorway, his eyes darting from Caleb to the empty hallway behind him, as if he hoped a police officer might be strolling by, ready to arrest a pint-sized burglar. That would complicate things, a lot.

“Look, this is going to sound strange, but I’m actually saving these. Your ship is—” Before Caleb could finish, there was an enormous BOOM from outside, and the ship gave a violent lurch.

The force threw Caleb to the floor. “ARGH!” He yelped in pain as his shoulder slammed into a chair leg. He lost his grip on the last pipe and it skittered across the floor.

This proved fatal, for Lane.

There was another BOOM and the ship lurched again.

The door swung inside, knocking into Lane and tossing him into the room. He wildly swung his arms to keep his balance, and for a moment he looked like he’d be okay.

Then he slipped on the pipe.

His legs flew up and he fell backward. There was a sickening thud as Lane struck his head on the edge of a dark wooden table and collapsed in a heap.

“Lane?” Caleb said. No answer. “LANE?”

The ship continued to slip sideways as Caleb crawled across the floor toward him. He saw immediately that there was nothing to do. Lane’s neck was twisted at an awkward angle, his blank eyes staring up at the ceiling.

Caleb fought the urge to throw up. He wasn’t sure if it was the throbbing in his shoulder or the sight of the man who had died too soon, or both.

“CALEB, GET OUT NOW!” His father’s voice blasted in his ears. There was no hiding the worry in John Fisher’s voice. Caleb called this version of his father “Scared Dad.”

“You can always tell,” Caleb would say to the Salts, “because his voice gets higher and more shrill.”

Caleb slid the last pipe from under Lane’s leg and tapped the mic in his earpiece. “The attack wasn’t supposed to happen for another ten minutes.”

“Well, it’s happened. And according to the mission brief, you’ve now got exactly fifteen minutes to get back here.” His dad’s voice lowered a bit. Caleb called this “Almost Happy Dad.” “Successful?”

“Yes.”

“That’s my boy.”

“Thanks, Dad. Okay, I’m on my way.”

“Starboard side.”

“Got it.” Caleb could clearly hear the panicked footsteps and screams as the passengers and crew stumbled their way to the top deck and the lifeboats. He had the escape route mapped out in his head and had done practice runs at the Hangar in as fast as five minutes. But time could pass very quickly when you were fighting to move in a crowd.

Still, he paused a second to close Lane’s eyes and fold his hands over his chest. He couldn’t save him, could never have saved him, but he could let him go down with the ship with some dignity.

As he smoothed Lane’s jacket, he felt a bump in his chest pocket. Caleb hesitated, but only for a moment. He reached inside and pulled out a silver cigarette case. The flag of the Cunard shipping line was embossed above the name of the ship: RMS Lusitania.

The words from the mission brief came back and echoed in his brain. “The Lusitania was struck midship by a German torpedo on May 7, 1915, and sank within minutes.” That was a fact that couldn’t be changed by Caleb or anyone else.

Lane must have bought it as a souvenir on board the ship.

Caleb ran his fingers over the smooth top of the silver case. It wasn’t one of the items listed on the manifest. Caleb quickly weighed the risks of bringing it back. It was so small. There was no way it would trigger a time variation.
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He slipped it into his pocket.

Caleb crawled through the doorway. His shoulder hurt less now, thank goodness. Not broken, then. Just wrenched. Like that time he’d fallen off the rock wall at the Hangar. Still, better not to look injured in front of his dad. “Worried Dad” was always looking for a reason to stop bringing Caleb along on missions. Caleb gripped the railing in the hallway and pulled himself up the stairs, pushing through the stragglers, their eyes wide in panic.

The scene up top was pure chaos. The ship was listing heavily toward the starboard side. Hundreds of people stretched their arms toward the swaying lifeboats, but, because of the Lusitania’s tilt, the boats now hung too far away to reach.

A few people jumped for them, missed, and fell into the choppy waves below.

More people rushed to take their places at the railing, effectively forming a wall between Caleb and escape. Time was running out.

Caleb tapped his earpiece again. “Starboard no good. Port.”

“Okay. On it. Hurry!”

Caleb pushed his way back out through the growing crowd, losing his footing a few times on the slick decking. But, as he expected, the port side had now been largely abandoned. The lifeboats here sat uselessly jammed against the hull and couldn’t be lowered.

In a few minutes the Lusitania would be gone. But his own ship, a time ship, piloted by his father, was on the way. He ran toward the railing, the heavy satchel banging against his thigh.

Then he stopped. He’d heard a sob. He turned. A mother and child huddled together in a doorway. She was gently singing a happy song to her child, but as she looked up at Caleb, her eyes were filled with tears. His legs began to shake but he couldn’t look away, couldn’t move.

Safety was only a few steps away. The Fish, their ship, was rising above the side of the Lusitania, smoke and steam billowing around the thick metal hull.

“Caleb? What are you waiting for? Jump!”

Caleb could take the woman’s hand, ask her to join him. Save her. Save the child.

No. That would certainly trigger a variation warning at the border. A big one. And that meant death.

“CALEB!” His father’s voice shook him back to the moment.

Caleb croaked, “I’m so sorry,” to the woman. He turned and sprinted toward the edge. He landed a foot on the top of the railing and leapt into the cold, damp air.
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Chapter 2

Haunted

Caleb landed with a thump on the thick iron hull. A metal pole rose from up near his feet and he grabbed hold of it.

“Hang on,” said his father.

Caleb’s fingers wrapped tightly around the pole as The Fish began to bank upward and away from the disaster.

His heart was racing. He took deep breaths to try to calm himself down. “Keep it together,” he said. Caleb was rattled. He had to do his best to hide it. He stole a look down at the smoking remains of the great ocean liner. It was almost completely covered by water. Then the scene was obscured by the thickening clouds of smoke.

“Time to come in,” said his father. “I’ll level us out.” The Fish stopped climbing. Caleb held on to the pole and knelt down as the entry hatch opened with a hiss. He let go of the pole, which began to retract back into the hull, and stepped inside. He paused for a moment at the top of the ladder, his heart still pounding. How red were his cheeks?

“You good?” his father called up.

“Yup,” Caleb said quickly. “Just a little winded.” He closed the hatch.

“Okay. Well, hang tight for another second. There aren’t enough clouds to hide us, so I want to get us up a little higher and out of sight.” His father pulled back on the steering column and The Fish banked up again. Caleb could see the shadows of the few passing clouds scuttling across the floor below.
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Then it was just bright sunlight, and they began to level out again high above the sea. “Clear,” said his father.

Caleb hurried down the last rungs of the ladder. He gave his dad as quick a nod as he could, then rushed down the stairs into the hold of The Fish. His dad, luckily, was too absorbed in the readings on the navigation system to take a close look at Caleb’s shaking hands.

Caleb breathed a sigh of relief. Worried Dad was always hovering below the surface, even on successful missions. He’d congratulate Caleb on a good job and then, in the next breath, say, “This job is too dangerous for a kid.” He’d threaten to leave Caleb behind the next time, and the next. The last thing Caleb wanted to do was give him more ammunition by looking scared.

Still, the woman’s eyes haunted him. And his hands still shook as he secured the satchel in the quarantine trunk deep in the hold of The Fish. He locked it, then leaned against it, suddenly exhausted.

Lane’s eyes haunted him too. He took the silver case out of his pocket and ran his fingers over the etched words: “RMS Lusitania.” He felt a sharp pang of guilt and stood up. Their special hazmat suit, silver and shiny, hung across the way.

Caleb knew, thanks to a happy accident, that the suit would camouflage just about anything, blocking it from the sensors at the border. He was being overly cautious. A small item like this probably wouldn’t get picked up. But, as always in this business, he thought, it was better to be safe than sorry.

He unzipped the front of the suit and dropped the case inside. He zipped it back up.

Now he just had to hope the case didn’t set off any of the other alarms.

His dad called down from the bridge. “Time to go. The tether is starting to pull us back.”

Caleb took a deep breath and hurried up the ladder. He sat down in his chair, saying nothing in case his voice cracked.

His father was seated in front of the ship’s console—too focused, thought Caleb with relief, to notice anything off about his behaviour. Two circular windows looked out onto a brilliant blue sky.

They were alone. It was peaceful, and safer, to travel back to a time when there were no jet airplanes or transcontinental flights. The Fish could float undetected until the wave they were suspended inside carried them home.

“You sure you’re good?” his father asked.

Caleb’s alarm bells started to go off. He was being too quiet and “Detective Dad” was suspicious. Caleb shook the image of the woman and child out of his head and went for the one topic he knew would throw his dad off any scent.

“I was just thinking about upgrading our ship.”

His dad groaned and turned his attention back to the controls. He flipped a switch, and solid metal shields lowered over the windows. It looked like the ship was going to sleep.

“This again?” John Fisher said.

“Why can’t we have a cool ship like Nadia’s?” The Viper was sleek, with cool stripes painted to look like the scales of a striking cobra. “Ours looks like a bloated carp.”

The Fish got its name because Caleb had said this same thing, years ago, in front of the Old Salts. “The Fisher Fish.” They broke down in laughter, and the name had stuck.

“Safety is more important than style,” his dad said, for the thousandth time. “The force of these waves can push time itself, so just imagine what it can do to a poorly designed ship.” He reached up and banged his palm on the metal hull to back up his point.

“Nadia’s gone on plenty of missions, and she’s come back with all sorts of stuff.”

His father grunted.

“And she looks cool doing it,” Caleb mumbled. “I wish that were our ship.” He tried to sound as much like a petulant kid as he could.

This time his father didn’t say anything. But he turned his head slightly to stare at a framed black and white picture bolted to the console. A slightly blurry image of a woman and man dressed as cowboys, sitting in front of a wooden barrel, smiling for the camera.

Caleb’s dad and mom. The only picture he’d ever seen of a woman he had never known. All he knew, all his dad would tell him, was that she had died when Caleb was born. The Old Salts, who’d helped raise him, would only say she’d died so Caleb could come into the world.

His dad’s head lowered for just a moment and he gave a deep sigh. Caleb felt a wave of guilt and worry. He’d succeeded in deflecting his dad’s attention, but he’d clearly pushed it too far. He wasn’t even sure why. What did the picture have to do with The Viper? Or with treasure? He hadn’t even mentioned his mom.

But John Fisher’s moods could instantly go up higher and down even lower than the waves they constantly surfed. When up, he was amazing. When down, it was better for Caleb to slip away for a while. His dad wasn’t violent or cruel; he would just be somewhere else. And now Caleb had sent him to that place again.
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“Dad . . .” he began but was cut off by the ringing of an ancient ship’s bell. One of many “souvenirs” his father had used to decorate the inside of the ship. A small vial in a bubble on top began to glow green.

Caleb watched as his father kissed his fingers, then gently pressed them to the picture.

“Here we go,” said his dad. “Strap in.”

Caleb tilted his chair back. A series of belts rose from the sides of the chair and began to criss-cross his body. It was like being folded inside a tight blanket or a mummy’s cocoon. A helmet flipped up from the top of the chair and lowered over his head. There was a click, and Caleb was now locked in place. Ready to ride out the shocks and bumps of the return journey.

Caleb was both thrilled and frightened by this part. He and his father did the job well, but it was a dangerous job. The full force of the universe gave them the chance to go back in time, but that same force could tear a ship like The Fish apart molecule by molecule.

In the darkness of the helmet, the woman’s eyes reappeared. They began to float in front of him, now merging with the blurry eyes of his mother. He tried to push them all away, but they seemed to burn a hole right through him.

Then, the wave began to release its hold on them with a gigantic BOOM. The Fish shook as if gripped by a giant’s angry hand. In the darkness, Caleb made a silent wish not to die.
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Chapter 3

The Border

Everything went absolutely still. “Home,” said his father as the safety harnesses released them.

“Or dead,” Caleb said.

“Only one way to find out.” The back and forth was one of their traditions. Dark matter humour, his dad called it. So, Happy Dad was back, at least for now.

The shields on the windows rose. “Argh. There are some cracks in the port side window,” said his dad. “That won’t be cheap to fix.” He swore.

Caleb could still see outside despite the cracks. They were floating in the air. Exactly where they had been in 1915—high above the clouds. But now it was a full moon that shone down. Full but dimmed. Earth was so covered with cities that the glare drowned out much of the moon’s brilliance.

The moonlight glistened off the surface of a transparent orb, a third the size of The Fish, hovering a few feet away. Seated inside was a woman in a long black cloak. She had on a red cap, the symbol of her position.

The border guard.

A small vial, exactly the same as the one on the bell, glowed green in a bubble on the console in front of her.

The tether.

Entangled particles inside each vial anchored the salvage ships to a point in time, even as they dove headfirst into the waves, and into the past.

The woman was waiting to make sure the surfers achieved their missions and declared their salvage. She also had to make sure that was all they had done.

From the woman’s perspective, only an hour or so had passed since The Fish had disappeared. But had time changed?

Caleb made a silent wish that all the shaking hadn’t loosened the silver case from the leg of the suit.

The guard’s voice came through the speakers. “Transmission of your sealed historical record and manifest, please.”

The addition of the polite “please” always sounded a little fake to Caleb, but the woman nodded as his father synced their ship’s log to the computer inside the orb.

“Transmission complete,” said the woman. “Prepare for scan.”

A blue beam shot out from the top of the orb and began sweeping back and forth over the hull of The Fish.

The woman gazed intently at the screen in front of her, her eyes glancing from her historical record to the record provided by Caleb’s father. The one on The Fish was a snapshot of the world they’d left before heading into the wave. The one on the woman’s computer was the history of the world they’d returned to.

Any deviations could lead to anything from a fine to . . . well, much, much worse.

The beam stopped after the third pass.

“Two human heat signatures. Two heartbeats,” said the guard.

Caleb held his breath as she looked up from the screen. This was the moment of truth.

“No variations found in the historical records,” said the woman.

He let out the breath.

“But there is a discrepancy with the manifest.”

He held it again.

“Discrepancy?” asked his father.

“The manifest that you received before your departure stated that there would be twenty-four pipes of approximately two to three feet in length, containing paintings requested by the Grand Council. The scan has detected twenty-five inside the quarantine chamber.”

Caleb gulped. The guard could easily order a physical search, and that could definitely uncover the cigarette case.

His father shot a look at him that said Be quiet. He spoke into the microphone. “There were twenty-five pipes in the safe. The research was wrong.”

The woman paused for what seemed like an eternity.

Caleb began re-counting the pipes he’d grabbed before the encounter with Lane. Had he lost track of the final number? It was certainly possible. All the records they’d been sent suggested there had been only twenty-four paintings when Lane had left New York on the ship. But they could have been wrong.

Or . . . his dad had just made a colossal bluff.

If so, he hoped the border guard didn’t call it.

The woman pursed her lips, thinking. It seemed to take forever, even though it was just a few seconds.

Finally, she spoke. “The Collectors will be expecting twenty-five when they come for the salvage. You are free to go.” The orb went opaque. It began to fall back down to Earth, soon disappearing as a dot, lost in the maze of streets and skyscrapers.

The light on the tether went out, and his father fired up the engines. They turned and headed for the Hangar.

His father didn’t talk, but Caleb could see the muscles in his shoulders tense.

The Hangar came into view, looking like an overturned bowl floating high in the sky. The large antigravity zone that surrounded the Hangar was only temporary. It stayed active during launch and return, to allow the ships to get in place. It buoyed up The Fish, making it almost feel like they were floating on the sea instead of the thin air. Caleb liked that feeling of being on water, of having to set his legs apart to surf the bobbing of the waves.

A door opened in the side of the Hangar and a platform rolled out toward them, like a diving board at a pool. His father stopped The Fish just over top of the platform, then swung his head around and stared at Caleb. “What else did you take?”
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Chapter 4

Good Luck

It was no use lying. “I grabbed a silver cigarette case. It’s even got the name Lusitania etched on the cover.”

His father tried to look angry, but Caleb couldn’t miss the trace of the smile on the edges of his mouth.

“You send a thief in to do a job, then he’s going to do some thieving. I guess that explains why you’ve been acting so odd.”

Caleb accepted that explanation with relief. “I thought it might get us some cash on the side market.”

“You’re not even supposed to know about that. I’m such a bad father. This job is too—”

Caleb knew where this was heading and he needed to cut it off. “There’s no way you would have been able to get in and out of that ship, or that room, without me. We’re a team.”

This was Caleb’s one irrefutable argument, his trump card, and he was careful not to play it too often. A kid was never suspected. Even if someone noticed his clothing wasn’t quite right for the time period, his use of language not quite contemporary, they’d find him odd but still overlook him as “just a kid” and move on to other adult concerns.

That meant he could sneak around and get stuff no adult would even risk trying to get close to. It had made him and his father one of the most successful teams in the Hangar.

Even Hugh Lane hadn’t been scared when he’d seen a kid stealing his precious artwork. That hesitation had helped Caleb stall for time—until the torpedo moved things in a different and deadly direction.

“And is it in any way possible that there are twenty-five pipes in the satchel?”

Caleb shrugged. “I grabbed everything in the safe, but I lost count when Lane—”

“Lane came into the room?”

Oops. Caleb had hoped he could keep that, and a few other details, secret. But his dad had a way of always getting the full story.

“Yes,” Caleb said with a sigh. “The explosion, um, knocked him out, and I was able to get away. I would have been able to slip by him anyway.”

“With a satchel filled with twenty-five heavy lead pipes?”

“I’ve been doing some workouts with Jonesy. On the rock-climbing wall, and with weights. I’m stronger than you think.”

Caleb flexed his biceps and his dad stifled a laugh. “I better dock this baby and see whether we have all the paintings or if I need to come up with a top-tier lie when the Collectors show up.”

Danger averted, Caleb thought. For now.

“Want to update the book?” asked his father.

“Heck, yes!” Caleb tapped his heel three times against a panel under his chair. A hidden drawer slid open. He reached down and grabbed the ancient-looking book and pen that lay inside. The private log for The Fish. He opened it and began jotting down what they’d salvaged, including the case.

Caleb always got a thrill doing this small task. Updating a secret but true story of their adventures. He dated the page, then flipped the book open to the beginning, or at least the beginning of their work together.
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The first few pages had been torn out. Caleb had asked his dad about this once, but his father just got quiet. “The past is past,” was all he’d said.

Something was different. The pages were still gone, but the inside cover seemed to shimmer like silver. Caleb tapped it and it glowed for a second.

“You been tweaking the book?” Caleb asked.

“Always tweaking something,” his father said. “I added a tablet. And it just read your fingerprints and took a picture of your face.”

“Why?”

“I’m not sure yet. I just wanted to see if I could do it.”

Typical dad, Caleb thought. John Fisher was always inventing stuff for kicks, then seeing how it might help.

Caleb put the book back in the drawer.

The Fish landed on the docking platform with a clunk. His father shut off the engines. The platform carried The Fish back into the Hangar. Caleb stared through the cracked window as The Fish moved from darkness to bright light. It was like being swallowed by a whale. The ceiling of the Hangar rose up high above them, the metal beams like enormous ribs.

A hole in the very top of the dome let in a beam of moonlight that mingled with the bright lights of the bustling Hangar floor.

Three other ships were also coming back, settling into their moorings. A shiver ran down Caleb’s spine. There should have been four.

The wave had been a good one, with lots of activity. Lots of chances for a surfer to head into the past. Lots of chances to save “lost” treasures—and get paid.

But hanging over the heads of every surfer, on every mission, was the risk they’d never make it home. Caught. Sunk. Pulverized.

And one ship, The Comet, sleek and jet blue, was missing.

“Oh no, Jonesy,” said Caleb.

His father said nothing. He opened the side door and shooed Caleb out. “I’ll grab everything from the hold. You get us secured.” Then he disappeared down the stairs into the bottom of the ship.

Caleb began the work of securing The Fish, turning it from their ship into their home. He connected the electrical lines to recharge the batteries, folded down the flaps and tied off the hitches. All the while, he kept glancing to the empty spot where The Comet should have been moored.

An old man with a bushy beard called over to him. “Patience, young squib. No need to worry twice for something that might not happen.” Caleb knew the man only as SOS (pronounced, he’d told Caleb, like “sauce.” It stood, he explained, for Saltiest Old Salt).
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He was puttering around The Bathysphere—the only ship MORE boring than The Fish. It looked like a giant steel bowling ball. There weren’t even windows. It was the oldest ship in the Hangar. The first to ever make the journey to the past and back. “I started this operation,” SOS loved to say, “and there’s only one way I’ll retire.” To illustrate, he’d stick his tongue out of his scruffy, bearded face and roll his eyes back, pretending to be dead. Caleb always laughed, but he hated the idea of a world without SOS and his stories.

The Viper was back in its stall. Caleb could see Nadia’s shadow through the window, moving around the bridge. “Such a cool ship,” Caleb whispered.

And Patrick was unloading his ship, The Hound. Square, like an old-fashioned tank.
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It made sense, Caleb figured, because Patrick’s specialty was saving artwork from old war zones. Patrick pulled a satchel out of a secret compartment under the starboard wing. He caught Caleb’s eye and held up his finger to his lips. “Shhh.” Then he scurried away into the shadows. So, Caleb wasn’t the only one who’d successfully nabbed some extra booty.

Caleb was just tying up the last line when he heard the grinding of gears, and The Comet’s entrance portal began to open.

He ran over to the docking platform and waved as Jonesy guided The Comet into the Hangar. The blue paint was almost completely scraped off, as
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