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Dedication

For Noah, Piper, Wendy, Mom & Dad. 

Very special thanks to my friends Jeri and Trina for their continued support and advice.




[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1

[image: ]


[image: image]

Max shivered in the cold, dark jail cell. The seventeen-year-old paced along a worn path grooved by inmates before her. An orange jumpsuit enveloped her body, a sad reminder of her failed plan. She had destroyed her grandfather’s collection but did not stop him from trying to rebuild it with Brody and Emma. 

Why did he try to rebuild the collection with those other kids? Max ran her fingers through her long blonde ponytail.

The police took her clothes and jewelry, including her quartz bracelet from the crystal cave. Now she was stuck. Stuck in the future. She needed her bracelet to activate the time portal that would take her home.

“I should be in 1792,” she mumbled, pacing faster and faster from one cement wall to another. “I could have just stayed there. My parents are there. I can jump in the cave whenever I want because I still have my bracelet there.” Max glanced at her empty wrist. With a heavy sigh, she slumped onto the squeaky cot bolted to the back wall of the cell. Her face sank into her thin hands. 

“I was so stupid to scare myself into trying to jump through time and help Grandpa,” she mumbled.

“Shut up!” another inmate yelled from three cells away. Max did not realize that anyone was listening. She must have sounded crazy.

Tears crept down her cheeks. She quickly wiped them away. 

Stop it, Max. You did this for a reason. You did it to save the family. Now get your act together and figure this out. You’ve been in tougher situations.

Max stood and stared at herself in the blurry mirror that hung over a dirty sink. She wiped away more tears and smoothed her hair. Max took a deep breath and paced the cell again, this time, formulating a plan to go home. 

“Maxsina Caulfield!” a guard yelled, breaking her train of thought.

“That’s me.” Max slightly raised her hand like a schoolgirl. 

“Come with me,” the guard ordered. He opened Max’s cell door, cuffed her hands in front of her waist, and pulled her into the hallway. 

Max glanced at the other inmates to her left and right then back again as she trudged along the corridor. A thick layer of gray paint coated the gloomy cinder block walls, the same gray as the cell bars. A muscular woman reached through the bars for Max’s hair as she passed. The inmates were not friendly even though many were barely older than Max. 

How did they turn bad at such a young age? Max wondered, dodging the hands that grabbed at her.

The inmates taunted her, but Max was not listening to their words. Her mind swirled frantically. 

How do I get out of this prison? Worried, she moved along the hall as quickly as the guard would allow. 

This jail was bigger and stronger than the one she, Emma, and Brody broke out of in Castleton when she was just nine years old. Max could not see any weakness in this building as she studied each of the doors and heavy locks. Every metal door had a lock that was different and much stronger than the one Brody picked in England. These locked with electricity. Every time Max and the guards approached a door, a buzzer sounded, and the latch released long enough for them to slip into the next bleak hall before the door slammed behind them. Guards stood at every doorway with loaded guns, making her tremble.

Max was still happy to get out of the lonely cell, but she did not know where she was being taken, which made her more nervous. Her stomach felt sick. 

Don’t throw up, she thought.

Max followed the guard through a maze of halls and locked doors until they reached a small room.

“Sit,” the guard ordered then handcuffed her to a large metal ring in the center of the table. He exited the same door. Max could barely raise her hands. She studied the small, dingy room with drab gray walls that matched the rest of the prison. Suddenly, a second door to the room opened and the same guard entered, leading the way for her ten-year-old self and her grandfather, who Emma and Brody called Mr. M.

“You have ten minutes,” the guard barked then quickly slammed the door. Max could see him standing just outside the door like one of the soldiers who guarded the Blue John’s Cavern.

Max let out a long, shaky breath. “I’m so happy to see you.” Tears slid down her cheeks once again. She glanced at her grandfather but her eyes rarely left the younger version of herself that was staring back just as intently.

“It took us a little while to get in here.” Her grandfather lowered his voice so the guard could not hear through the glass. “You don’t exist in this time.”

“I know. Now two of us exist. This is not good.” Max looked at the younger version of herself sitting across the table. 

“This is really bad,” the younger Max said. “You know that we are never, ever, ever supposed to meet ourselves. What were you thinking?” Her voice was getting louder with every word.

“Uh, I...” Max tried to speak, but it was weird being yelled at by yourself, and she could not get any words to form.  

“Girls, stop,” their grandfather cried, looking from one girl to another. He quickly stood and crossed the room, out of the guard’s sight. “This needs to end. Now.”

“Yes, Grandpa,” they recited in unison. The girls giggled as they realized they had been yelling at themselves.

“It’s so weird to see you...um, here.” 

“It’s weird to see you too,” Max replied to her younger self.

But they both knew that what she meant was that it was weird to see each other at all. 

“Why did you come here when you know that rule number one of the cave was to never run into yourself in another time or place since it can completely screw up the timeline and our entire lives?” 

“I know, rule one is never see yourself, but I didn’t mean to see you,” seventeen-year-old Max tried to explain. 

“It doesn’t matter. We made this rule ourselves so that this, right here, would never happen. Now we’re both here and things are a mess!”

“I had to. It was the only way to save the family.”

“What are you talking about, Max?” Her grandfather put his hands over hers on the table. 

“I have so much I have to tell you,” Max said as the guard opened the door.

“Time’s up,” he growled, uncuffing Max’s hands from the table and yanking her to her feet.

“But wait,” her Grandpa protested. “We need to talk to her a little more. Please, another five minutes.”

“Sorry, Sir, you and your granddaughter will need to leave through that door behind you.”

He glared at Max. “Back to your cell.” The guard started to pull Max through the doorway that led to the jail cells when the younger girl burst into tears and ran screaming toward her.

She grabbed Max around the waist and hugged her. Mr. M pulled the young girl back, but she clung to the teenager’s jumpsuit pockets desperately trying to hold on. Mr. M and the guard slowly tugged the two girls apart. 

Max looked at her younger self. She could see fake tears mixed with a few real ones. “Are you alright,” she asked pulling against the guard's grip.

The younger girl straightened her shirt and sniffled. “I’m okay, I’ll see you soon.” Her eyes widened as if she had realized a secret. “Wait, how old are you?”

“Seventeen,” Max answered quickly as the guard tugged hard on her arm pulling her toward the open door. 

“I apologize,” their grandfather told the guard. “We will go now.” As they turned to leave, young Max winked back at herself before disappearing through the door.

“I’ll see you at home,” Max said, smiling. 

The guard pushed her through the door and they retraced their steps down the corridor to her solitary cell. Once she was securely inside, the guards checked the cells and turned out the lights for the night. A single pale beam of moonlight streaked high across the cell wall, its ray split between the bars that covered the tiny window at the top of the outer wall. Max stared out the window, watching a dark cloud move in front of the moon, canceling her light. In the blackness of the jail cell, Max dug her hand into her pocket and found the crystal bracelet that her younger self had dropped there during the frantic hug at the end of their visit. Max smiled. She was about to be free. 

Max sat and listened. She waited to hear the quiet breathing of the inmates in the adjoining cells, indicating that they were asleep. She worried about the guards. Would they walk the hallway during the night? Would they hear her open the portal and stop her? Max could hear the guards’ shoes clicking on the concrete floor and knew that they were nearby. She waited for the clicking to stop. Soon, the jail was silent, for the moment. 

“It’s now or never,” she mumbled. “I hope everyone is asleep.”

With a deep breath, Max laced the quartz bracelet to her wrist, closed her eyes, and thought about the cave, summoning it to her jail cell as quietly as she could. Within seconds, a swirling vortex appeared in the cell. A welcome window to another time and place. The wind spun through the cell and echoed through the hallway of the jail. The deafening sound was like a tornado inside the building. The time portal pulled on Max as she heard the inmates wake up and the guards come running down the hall. 

“What is going on?” the guards and inmates yelled.

Max had jumped into the cave hundreds of times before but never with such happiness. With one quick step, she let the power of the crystal cave take over and pull her from her jail cell back to her home and her own time in 1792. 

Max gleefully glided over colored rainbows and reached for the cotton ball-shaped clouds. The cave’s time portal took only a few minutes to transport Max to safety as she fell into the woods by her home in Penmar, West Virginia. 

Max laid in the forest on a comforting bed of leaves, safe from the confines of her jail cell. However, the rest of her family was still not safe. She had to find a way to help them. She needed to return to her grandfather without being arrested again by the police. But for now, she was back home and had a little time to figure out how to save the future. 

Max drew in a deep breath, filling her senses with the scent of the West Virginia countryside’s fragrant flowers. She let her breath out slowly as she leaned on her elbows and surveyed the landscape just beyond the trees. The gently rolling hills looked different in 1792 than they did in her grandfather’s time. Max could see the rise and fall of the mountainside ahead of her. The big brick buildings in the future obscured the view of the tree-covered landscape. Diamond Falls, West Virginia was very different in Max’s lifetime. The town’s name would not be changed to Diamond Falls for over one hundred years. 

In 1792, the area was called Penmar, West Virginia, named after Joseph Penmar who built the first homestead in the area. Sophie Penmar, Joseph’s granddaughter, was Max’s best friend. Max and her family moved from Washington, D.C. to Penmar when she was ten years old. She thought that it was a sign that her family settled in the same town where her Grandpa lived in the future but her mother, Bridgette, did not care. Bridgette felt abandoned by her parents and wanted Max to stay away from them too.

Max was thrilled to be back at her own house, in her own time, living without electricity or cars or cool clothes as long as it meant no jail cell. When she traveled, Max always returned near the forest to keep her traveling hidden from her parents. She was working on her landings and making sure that she did not end up in the top of a tree. That had only happened twice before she got the hang of controlling her landing spot. 

Max walked deeper into the woods and found the stash of clothes waiting for her in the hollowed-out stump near the center of the forest. Over the years, her grandmother helped her make several identical petticoat dresses so that she would always have something familiar to wear when she returned from traveling. So far, her parents had not noticed that she was always in a fresh dress because they were all the same dark blue wool and white lace trim with two layers of stark white petticoats beneath the skirt. 

Despite their objections, Max originally hoped that her parents would someday travel with her to visit her grandparents in the future so that they could see how exciting their lives could be.

“It is important that we stay here and keep our family line alive,” her mother, Bridgette, would say. “Your Grandpa is being selfish by moving to an easier time.”

“Not just easier, but better, more fun with cool stuff like phones and cars and clothes that are not made of hot, itchy wool,” Max would argue. 

“If you move to the future then have children say in 2030, how would you explain the two hundred and fifty-year difference between your birthdays?” she would say. Max argued that they could try to keep it a secret, but she knew that secrets like that always come out.

Although she never admitted it, Max did understand what her mother meant. After meeting Rose in Australia, Max also knew that she would never leave her own time because Rose had once confided that she was born in 1819.

When she understood that moving to the future would ruin her destiny, Max asked her parents at least to visit the future so that her mother could make up with her Grandpa. Bridgette was bitter that her parents would leave her and she always refused to consider a single visit. So Max continued to travel in secret.

She pulled a scratchy blue wool dress over her head and adjusted the petticoats so that the skirt was full and fluffy. Max folded her orange prison jumpsuit into a neat rectangle and placed it in the back of the hollowed tree stump. She often took her clothes from the future back to her grandparent’s house when she visited just in case her parents ever found her hiding spot. Now that she was a fugitive in the future, she wanted to get rid of the prison wardrobe. Max braided her long, blonde hair and placed a bonnet over her smoothed locks. She walked from the forest being careful that no one saw her and headed for her house. 

When she reached home, her parents were gone. Her mother left a note written in chalk on her slate tablet, saying that she had gone to the town store and her father was at work in the mine. Max figured that she had at least an hour or more before they returned so she decided to tidy the house and read her schoolbooks. Max had already finished most of her schooling, but she wanted to learn more about rocks and minerals so that she could someday be a geologist like her grandfather. One of her teachers helped her find reference books about the science, and Max was studying them every day so that she could one day go to college. It would be a great surprise to tell her grandpa that she earned her geology degree and could work with him on projects. Only, she had destroyed his latest and most important project. Max was sure that he was upset with her and did not understand why she behaved that way.

Max ruined his collection for the natural history museum for a good reason. At least, she thought she did. Guilt washed over her as she reflected on the many times she and her grandfather traveled to different times and places seeking interesting rock and mineral samples. She never thought the collection would become so important. She also never thought the collection would turn out to be so dangerous. She destroyed it to save her family and now hoped that her actions were not all for nothing. 

As Max finished cleaning the small house, she heard a knock at the door. 

“Hold on, Sophie,” Max called as she finished wiping the kitchen table. Her friend often came to visit in the afternoon. The girls would do their schoolwork together and then help each other with leftover chores. 

Max tossed the cleaning rag onto her shoulder and opened the door to find her ten-year-old self smiling back at her.
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“What are you doing here?” Max grabbed the girl’s hand and pulled her inside the house. 

Max hugged her older self and jumped up and down. “Oh my gosh, it worked. You found the crystal bracelet that I stuck in your pocket. I knew you would. I mean, you are me, right, and you would figure out that you would do something to help yourself?” 

“Slow down,” Max said with a laugh. “You are talking so fast I can’t understand all of your words.” The two girls sat at the small, wooden dinner table and stared at each other for a few minutes. 

“This is so weird I’m sitting here talking to myself in my house, which apparently doesn’t change at all in the next seven years,” the younger one said, examining the kitchen. 

The walls were plain wood and all the furniture was made of the same lumber as the house. They were sitting at a wooden table with three chairs in the kitchen, which also doubled as a living room. Since televisions were not invented yet, there was no need for living rooms. The house had two bedrooms, one on each side of the kitchen. The large fireplace in the center of the home kept all three rooms warm in the winter. The kitchen had a small stove for cooking and rows of shelves along the walls which Max’s dad installed to keep track of their few plates and pots. Most of the food was kept deep in the root cellar where the temperature of the ground rarely became warm, even in the summer. The inside of the house appeared sparse but was clean, warm, and cozy.

“That’s right, you must have just moved here. This is weird.  And, yes, you saved me from that jail. Thank you.”

“You are welcome. I couldn’t just let us rot in there,” young Max said.

“That would have been bad,” Max agreed.

“Where are Mom and Dad?” 

“Oh, Mom is at the store, and Dad is working. They will be gone for a little while still.”

“I need to know what happened. Why did you break into Grandpa’s house and destroy his collection?” 

“To save the family. You aren’t going to believe this, but a really old version of us told me to do it.”

“What?” Young Max slapped her hands on the top of the table causing it to jump.

“Yep. It was weird. I was in the forest at the tree stump changing my clothes. I had just come back from a trip to see Grandma and Grandpa in the future, but more in the future than you go now.”

“What? I think this time traveling is going to make my head hurt,” young Max complained and rubbed her temples.

“Sorry. I go visit them about seven years or so after you do now. I try to keep to the same age timeline. Each year they get older, and so do I.”

“Confusing.” 

“I know but it makes it less confusing for Grandma and Grandpa.”

The younger Max shook her head. “Whatever you say.”

“Don’t worry. It will make more sense as you get older.” The older girl stood and paced the small house from one side to another.

“So how old are we when we came back to find you? Me? Us?”

“I’m not sure, but unfortunately, our hair was gray.” Max’s eyes widened as she nodded to her younger self.

“No!” The younger Max cupped her hands around her long blonde ponytail. “I don’t want to be gray.”

Max shook her head. “I don’t think it is an option. Anyway, that isn’t the important part. The really old me, er...us, told me that Grandpa’s rock and mineral collection had to be destroyed because if he kept adding samples to it, then our entire family would be wiped out and the crystal cave would die.”

“How is that possible? How could a rock collection kill the family and the cave?” The ten-year-old raised her palms inviting an answer. 

Max poured each of them a cup of water from a pitcher on the kitchen counter. “This might take a little time to explain so let’s go down by the river in case Mom and Dad come back.” 

The two girls carried their drinks the short distance to the edge of the New River. The grassy bank was thick with tall, dark green blades that tickled their ankles as they walked. Bunnies and squirrels jumped about looking for a snack. The rushing water wound its way through the trees along the edge of the forest that outlined the riverbank. The sounds of the water and the birds overhead made the recent jail cell seem like a distant memory.

The girls had a favorite climbing tree and sat under it enjoying the afternoon shade. They sat quietly listening to the world around them, trying to figure out how to make sense of the recent events. After a few minutes, Max began to tell her younger self the story that someday she would live through unless they fixed the future now. Or, maybe she still would live through it. 

Oh, time travel is making my head hurt, she thought.

“It all started one day when I was traveling around just before Christmas. I took presents to Grandma and Grandpa, and they sent some back with me for Mom and Dad. Grandpa still thinks that if he can get items from the future to Mom and Dad in the past that maybe they might be willing to at least go for a visit.”

Young Max giggled. “He sure doesn’t give up.” 

“Nope, he doesn’t change at all.” Max rolled her eyes. “So I had just returned and was changing in the forest when a really old version of us appeared next to me. She was excellent at traveling and her landing was perfect
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