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Time has always been fascinating to me, from when I first saw the Enterprise travel back in time in Star Trek’s “Tomorrow is Yesterday.” Who wouldn’t want to adventure into the past? My family has a historical house built by my great-great-grandfather, Haviliah Babcock. I would love to go back in time and watch it being built or even meet him.

So, of course, I had to dip into writing stories about time travel.

The first story, “Time Sinkhole” is Story #46 from the Great Challenge. That was a challenge to write a short story a week for a year. I paired time travel with Hollywood because movies are a form of time travel.

In my next entry, “Late So Soon,” I pictured time shattering like glass when disrupted.

“Nothing Town” is about a woman who feels cursed because of her family legacy. Then one day, that legacy causes time to stick.

“Blink of the Moment” was inspired by an anthology call with the required first line: “No shit, I was there....”

A real historical event called the Battle of Los Angeles from World War II formed the basis for my flash fiction piece “Time Drop.” There’s a lot of speculation that UFOs were involved in that “battle,” but it was more likely scared soldiers expecting an attack from the Japanese.

Rounding out the stories is Story #20 from the Great Challenge, “Sticky Time.” I’m fascinated with using objects that time can cling to, because that object you get from your relatives has the power of memories.

I hope you enjoy your time travels with me!

Linda Maye Adams

Arlington, VA

December 15, 2021
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Woody Cantrell resisted the urge to look back inside the antique store to see if the owner ended the staring contest. The sour-faced man fixed his beady eyes on Woody and his partner, Kay Oliver, from the moment they entered the store to when they left, his mouth twisted into a permanent frown.

“Won’t stay in business long, that one,” Kay murmured.

Woody knew the type. Got into antiques because he thought he could get rich. Hated dealing with people. Anytime Woody drifted near a humpback trunk or a parlor table, the owner startled him with, “Are you going to buy that?” Twice, Woody nearly dropped his time device, a more expensive item than all the antiques in the store.

Wearily, he tucked the device into the back pocket of his boot cut jeans. To the rest of the world, it looked like a smartphone. A ringtone or vibration alerted him to the presence of sticky time. It also created feedback fields to keep time sinkholes from expanding. If they got to them in time.

His feet ached after nearly an entire day of traipsing through antique stores, thrift shops, and curio shops. The Los Angeles summer sun worked at trying to bake him into the pavement. Not a cloud in sight in the azure sky to provide any relief. He would have moved into the shade provided by the antique shop, but the sour-faced man would call the police on him. Neither he nor Kay wanted to explain to the police they were on a mission for the Time Council.

“Where do we go from here?” he asked.

Kay pulled out a scrunchie from her leather purse and bundled her honey brown hair into a tail. “We’ve exhausted all the stores.”

Woody shook his head. “Then we missed one. The council traced the problem to this area.”

He’d seen the map showing all the time sinkholes opening. Smack in the center? This outdoor town center.

The location was a holdover from the past, built while outdoor malls were still popular in Los Angeles. Following the Northridge quake, many of the aging malls had been replaced with earthquake safe multi-story malls. More stores, air conditioning, comforting scents. Not like this outdoor mall with shoebox-shaped stores built in the 1960s. From the signs over the storefronts, a cluster of them might have been in business since then like the beauty school promising cheap haircuts, a movie store advertising a cursed movie, a restaurant selling “good food,” and a movie theater that sold dinner and beer.

Woody’s stomach rumbled in answer to the thought of food.

Kay glanced at his stomach, her grin lighting up her tanned face. “Yeah, me, too. How about we hit the pretzel stand?”

They’d passed the stand on their way to this last antique store. A short walk in the shade of the buildings brought them to the serving window for easy access. The yeastiness of soft pretzels made Woody’s mouth water. They each bought one and a frozen lemonade. Kay added a cream cheese dip, and Woody decided on caramel.

A beach ball yellow umbrella over a dirty table provided shade. Woody used three paper napkins to clean the grime from the table. He didn’t want to put his elbows in that, especially not if he had to report back to the big boss bad news. They both avoided the metal chair with white splotches on it.

“We’re missing something.” Kay unfolded a paper napkin for her pretzel, arranging the plastic dip cup catty-corner to the upper left. Lemonade went next to it.

What did they know? Woody leaned back, stretching out his long legs. He took a pull on the lemonade. Icy cold, too sweet, and perfect for this day. Paper crackling, he took his pretzel out of its pouch and tore off a hunk. He dipped the end in his caramel, savoring the sweet and salty flavors.

“Usually when we get time sinkholes, it’s one object or a small batch from a single source,” he said.

“Like an estate sale.” Kay scooped up a finger of cream cheese, smearing it on the end of her piece of pretzel.

Time usually disappeared like dust blown away by the breeze. But sometimes an event or a dark history caused time to stick to objects. They become like landmines, waiting to open a sinkhole. Three times in the last month, Woody had to dive into one of those to rescue a person who became trapped. The child would recover faster. The two adults would be in counseling for months.

The terror on their faces after what they’d seen would be imprinted in his brain for the rest of his life.

Woody sucked down more lemonade, glad he’d gotten the jumbo size. He needed every bit today. “But there’s been a lot of these popping up.”

Kay pressed her raspberry red lips together, eyes distant. “A sale maybe?”

“Must be a pretty good sale.”

With shoppers addicted to sales these days, stores constantly ran them. Brought people, but not crowds. Woody twisted to scan the area. Mostly dog walkers and joggers in leggings. No one standing in line in front of a store. But many of the window fronts promised “Sale! Big Savings!” A dress store advertised, “Everything must go!” That place always gave the impression it was going out of business, though it had been here for years.

“Have to be a big place.” Kay said. “I don’t think this many objects are coming from a hole-in-the-wall thrift shop.”

Woody ate the last bite of his pretzel, amazed at how fast he’d eaten it. He stuck his finger into the caramel in the bottom of the tiny cup, scooping up the rest of the sweet goodness.

Kay threw a crumpled napkin at him. “Men! You should use a spoon.”

“Why? Fingers work pretty well. You going to have the rest of that cream cheese?”

She snatched it closer to her. “Mine.”

A thought stirred in the back of Woody’s mind. He stared at a heavyset blonde woman waiting patiently by the dress store. Her dog, a black one with so much hair he couldn’t tell where the head was, stretched the leash to its full length, investigating a spot. Nothing there he could see.

The thought swirled around and coalesced. “How about a place that’s going out of business?”

Kay nodded thoughtfully. “That would get people rushing into for deals. It’s gotta be a place that doesn’t look like it sells old objects. Otherwise we would have found it.”

Buoyed by this thought, they made a circuit of the entire town center. A surprising number of stores were going out of business. They passed on most of them as being too small, checking in an export store and a furniture store. Both big enough but didn’t have any objects with sticky time.

Maybe the store wasn’t advertising the sale on the outside?

The sun dipped in the sky, but the heat didn’t let up. It radiated up from the asphalt, bringing with it the rank oiliness of tar patches. As they returned to the sour man’s antique store, Woody’s eyes latched onto the movie store.

The building was big enough.

“Let’s check it out,” he said.

Kay twisted the strap of her purse around her fingers. “It sells old videos.”

He shrugged
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