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To travel through time is to walk in the footprints of those who came before us, to see through their eyes, to feel the world as they once knew it.
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The drive to Grandma and Grandpa’s house felt longer than usual, Lily thought. She stared out the window, watching the trees blur together as the car hummed along the country road. Next to her, Liam bounced his leg up and down, while tapping a rhythm on the armrest.

“Can you stop?” Lily said, nudging him with her elbow.

“Sorry,” Liam said, his lips tugging into a crooked smile as his eyes sparkled. “I’m just excited.”

Charlie looked at them in the rearview mirror. “You’d think I was driving you to Disneyland.”

“Well, it’s been six weeks since we’ve seen Grandma and Grandpa,” Liam said. “I bet Grandma’s made cookies.”

“And Grandpa’s probably been tinkering with that old tractor,” Lily said. “I swear, he’s been fixing it for years.”

Charlie’s shoulders shook, and a soft laugh escaped him. “Sounds about right. You know your grandparents—always keeping busy. They’ve missed you two.”

The car rumbled down the gravel driveway, each crunch of the tires sending tiny pebbles scattering. Liam pressed his face to the window, leaving a faint smudge on the glass. Lily sat up on her knees, her fingers gripping the edge of the seat. 

“There she is!” Liam shouted, his breath fogging the window. Grandma Rose stood on the porch, waving a dish towel above her head like a flag. Her colorful apron swirled around her knees in the breeze as she called out, her voice lost in the hum of the car. “And Grandpa’s probably around back,” Lily said, craning her neck to look toward the garage.

Charlie parked, his work boots crunching gravel. Running a hand through his dark hair, the sunlight caught the silver at his temples. His jaw tightened as his eyes traced the familiar curve of the porch railing and the weathered shutters, worn in the same spots as when he was a boy. 

“Mom! Dad!” Charlie called, walking up the steps. “It’s good to see you.”

Grandma Rose hurried down to greet him, pulling him into a tight hug. “Charlie! It’s been too long,” she said, patting his back. “And Megan? How is she?”

“She’s good,” Charlie said, stepping inside. “She’s spending the next week helping her friend Karla run a big charity fundraiser here in town. She’s excited about it. Since it’s spring break, I figured this would be the perfect time to bring the kids here and give her some space to work, as most of what she’ll be doing involves legwork from home—making calls, organizing schedules, and coordinating volunteers.”

Grandpa Joe appeared in the doorway, wiping his hands on a rag. His bushy white eyebrows lifted when he saw Charlie. “Well, look who it is,” he said in his low, rumbling voice. “Come on in, son.”

Charlie embraced his father and stepped into the kitchen, where the walls gleamed with a fresh coat of paint. He gestured toward the back wall as he took a seat at the island bar. “Dad, the kitchen looks great. The light yellow makes the space feel bigger.”

Grandpa Joe chuckled, crossing his arms. “Yeah, well, your mother wouldn’t stop nagging me about it. Figured I’d better get it done before she grabbed a brush herself.”

Grandma Rose laughed as she began piling cookies onto a large plate. “He’s exaggerating,” she said, her blue eyes glittering. “But I do like how it turned out.”

Charlie smiled and leaned back in his chair. “How’s the lemonade coming, Dad?”

Grandpa Joe pulled a pitcher from the fridge, pouring a glass and handing it to Charlie. “Fresh as always,” he said. “So, son, how is your job going? Any new bridges or overpasses in the works?”

Charlie took a sip before replying. “Actually, while the kids are on break, I switched to the evening shift. I also scheduled a few meetings to coincide with the time they’ll be here. Plus, in the next two weeks, we’re starting a major project—Summerset Road is getting an overpass.

“Summerset?” Grandpa Joe said, raising an eyebrow. “That’s a well-traveled road.”

“It’ll be closed for a good couple of months, so you’ll want to take the back roads into town,” Charlie said.

Grandma Rose stood by the counter. Grandpa Joe leaned against the doorway, a glass of lemonade in his hand.

“Not long now, kids, and you’ll be thirteen,” Grandma Rose said, beaming at them.

Lily grinned. “Only a couple more months.”

“Yep,” Liam said. “Then we’ll officially be teenagers.”

Grandpa Joe let out a deep chuckle. “Well, I don’t know if the world is ready for two of you as teens at the same time.”

Liam puffed out his chest. “It takes talent to be this amazing.”

Lily flicked a cookie crumb at him. “More like exhausting.”

Grandma Rose laughed, shaking her head. “You two are as lively as ever. “Lily, your hair—it’s getting so long and thick. You look so grown-up already.”

Lily beamed, brushing her wavy brown locks over her shoulder. “Thanks, Grandma,” she said, her freckled cheeks warming at the compliment. Her hazel eyes sparkled as she glanced toward Liam, who was gulping down his drink.

“And Liam,” Grandpa Joe rumbled, setting his glass on the counter. “You’re looking like a fine young man. I see a lot of Charlie in you. Wait, is that... I think I see some muscles forming.”

Liam's cheeks lifted as his lips pulled back, revealing every tooth in his mouth. “Check this out, Grandpa,” he said, flexing his arms in a weightlifting pose. His dark, messy, hair flopped over his face as he lifted a third cookie into his mouth. “Built like an ox.”

Grandpa’s shoulders shook as a deep laugh bubbled out, his eyes crinkling at the corners. “More like you’re eating like one.”

Grandma Rose laughed as she handed Liam a napkin. “Well, at least he hasn’t lost his appetite. And that boundless energy of his hasn’t changed one bit.”

Liam’s green eyes twinkled as he leaned back in his seat. “What can I say? It takes some effort to become this charming and strong.”

Lily’s head dipped to the side, one corner of her mouth curling upward as her eyes danced with amusement at her brother’s antics. “Charming enough to ditch half your chores.” She folded her arms and raised an eyebrow. “Which is why I always end up doing most of the work.”

“I do not!” Liam said, nearly spilling his lemonade. “I’m just creative in how I help.”

Grandpa Joe smacked his lips with a loud pop, shooting Liam a sly side-eye. “Creative, huh? Well, let’s hope you put that creativity to good use today, then.”

Grandma Rose turned back to Lily, her expression softening. “And you, Lily—I guess you’re still keeping your brother in line?”

“More like correcting me every five seconds.” Liam grabbed another cookie and took a big bite, talking around it. “Seriously, she’s like a walking textbook.”

Grandma Rose chuckled and reached for her teacup. “Well, someone has to be the brains between the two of you.”

Lily leaned back in her chair. “That’s what I keep telling him!” She nudged Liam’s arm.

Grandpa Joe cleared his throat. “It’s no wonder—this girl reads more than anyone I’ve ever met. History and science books, anything she can get her hands on. When she was ten, she read that thick Napoleon biography cover to cover—took her, what, two weeks?”

“Oh, don’t remind me. She wouldn’t stop talking about battle strategies for a month,” Liam said, puffing out his cheeks before blowing a noisy raspberry in her direction.

Grandma Rose gently squeezed Lily’s shoulder. “And what about the languages? Last I heard, you were learning a new one.”

“Just keeping up with my French and starting Latin.” She beamed, her face glowing a darker shade of red.

“See? This is what I deal with. Other kids spend spring break relaxing, but my sister spends hers mastering how to talk like an ancient Roman.”

Grandpa Joe sipped his drink before setting the glass down. “And that’s not a bad thing,” he said, turning to Lily. “Some people dedicate their whole lives to soaking up that much knowledge. You, Lily, just come by it naturally.”

Liam slumped further into his chair. “Yeah, yeah, we get it. She’s a genius.”

Grandpa Joe ruffled Liam’s hair. “And you, my boy, have the reflexes of a fighter pilot. I swear, I’ve never seen someone mash buttons as fast as you do.”

“That’s because gaming is a skill, Grandpa. Strategy, timing, precision—it takes talent, you know.”

“That’s what I’m saying! Who knows? Maybe one day, you’ll make a career out of it.”

“Exactly! See, someone gets it.”

Lily let out a laugh. “Sure, because the world needs professional speed-button mashers.”

Liam gasped, pressing a hand to his chest. “You wound me, sister.”

Grandma Rose wiped the crumbs from the table. “Oh, don’t tease him too much, Lily. The world’s changing. Maybe one day, we’ll be watching him win a championship on TV.”

Liam leaned back, hands behind his head. “That’s the dream.”

Charlie stood and pushed his seat back. “Well, now that we’ve established Lily’s a prodigy and Liam’s a future gaming champion, can I get a word in?” He moved between Rose and Joe. “So, Mom, what’s the plan for these two today? I told them they’d be helping out while we’re here.”

Grandma Rose’s eyes twinkled. “Ah, yes. I was just about to get to that. No one has cleaned the attic in years, and it desperately needs organizing. I thought the kids could tackle it a little at a time—two hours a day should do it. And of course, I’ll pay them for their hard work.”

“How much?” Liam said, sitting up straighter.

“Fifty dollars each,” Grandma said. “By the end of the week, that’s 250 bucks apiece.”

“Heck, yeah!” Liam said, his eyes wide. “I’m in.”

“Me too!” Lily added with a grin.

Grandpa Joe picked up his glass, drank the last drop, and set it back on the counter. “You know, this house is full of old things. That attic is packed with stuff from generations back.”

Lily perked up. “Like what?”

He chuckled. “Junk, mostly. But there’s an old chest up there that’s been in the family longer than I can remember. My grandfather used to say it was special, but I never gave it much thought.”

Liam smirked. “Special how? Like, a secret treasure stash?”

Grandpa Joe waved a hand. “Nah, just one of those things that gets passed down. Probably full of moth-eaten clothes by now.”

Grandma Rose laughed. “Don’t put ideas in their heads, Joe. Next thing you know, they’ll be digging through everything up there.”

“Hey, Grandma, how come you and Grandpa have so much stuff stored up there?” Liam asked, already imagining treasure chests and forgotten gadgets.

Grandpa Joe rubbed at his nose. “Because your grandmother is a bit of a hoarder,” he said, shaking his head. “She always said everything had a story.”

“Well, it’s true,” Grandma Rose said with a smile, swatting Joe lightly with her dish towel. “But the attic holds more than just old junk. Some of those things are from my time in the theater.”

Lily put her glass down and fixed her eyes on her, “You were in the theater, Grandma?”

“Oh, yes,” Rose said, her eyes squinting. “I acted in plays and even helped with costumes back in the day. Your Grandpa wasn’t always so grumpy, you know. He used to come to every performance and cheer me on. Sometimes
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