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 CHAPTER ONE

RUTHIE



Three shots rang out in the night. The
man behind the counter looked vaguely bewildered, not quite
believing that he had just been shot, as red splotches spread
across his clean white shirt. By the time his legs crumpled beneath
him and he fell to the floor, the kid with the gun was already
reaching across to the open cash register drawer, helping himself
to a thick stack of twenties.

He had already stuffed the twenties
into his leather jacket and was going for the tens when he realized
that the store was not empty. At the far end of the canned
vegetables aisle, standing with a perfect view of the murder
committed at the checkout counter, was a slender woman with dark
hair and eyes. Her face was twisted in agony at the sight of the
event she had just witnessed. With her was a younger blonde-haired
man with a short neatly-trimmed beard.

For a moment the eyes of the woman and
the thief met and locked together, and then the woman took a step
as if she was going to rush down the aisle and confront the killer.
But her companion grabbed hold of her arm to keep her from doing
anything unwise, for the kid still had a gun, and it probably still
had bullets. The kid did swing the gun around in their direction
but decided against pulling the trigger. With a look of panic on
his face, he chose instead to bolt for the door. A second later he
disappeared into the night.

“Let me go,
Lew,” Ruthie Terwilliger said, freeing her arm from her friend’s
grip. “I have to go to him.”

“Go ahead.”
Lew Browne took a step backward. “There’s nothing you can do for
him now. I’ll watch the door.” He walked casually toward the front
door of the small corner grocery. He didn’t think the kid would
double back and decide to eliminate witnesses, but he had to be
sure. Ruthie and Lew were both capable of stopping a bullet in
flight, but they had to be able to see it coming, and the ability
to freeze time was useless against a gunshot fired from
behind.

Ruthie approached the counter and went
around behind it. The man on the floor was no longer breathing, and
there was blood everywhere, soaking the front of his shirt and
forming a glistening pool on the tiled floor. Ruthie ignored the
blood and concentrated on the face instead. It had been a very long
time since she saw a picture of him, but she thought she
remembered, long ago, finding a black-and-white snapshot of a tall
man with a crewcut and a kind face, and asking her mother who the
man was.

“That’s your
grandpa,” her mother had said. “That’s your father’s
dad.”

She studied
the dead man’s face, convinced that it was the same as the face in
the faded snapshot she had seen as a child. She never knew her
grandfather, who died long before she was born, and she barely
remembered her own father. She wasn’t sure how she was supposed to
feel, seeing the corpse of the man who had fathered her father.
This man was a stranger to her, but she knew she was supposed to
feel something. He looked like a good man. She wished she had had a
chance to know him. If he had lived, maybe things would have turned
out differently. Maybe his son wouldn’t have grown up to become an
abusive drunk who ran out on his wife and five-year-old
daughter.

“He’s gone,”
Lew reported. “I don’t think he’s coming back. How’s...”

“Dead,”
Ruthie told him, no emotion in her voice. “Very dead.”

Lew joined
Ruthie behind the counter. “That’s dead all right. What do we do,
call 9-1-1?”

Ruthie shook
her head. “I don’t think they had 9-1-1 in 1961. Just dial O for
operator, and say we want the police.” She reached over the dead
man and took a dime out of the still-open cash register drawer.
“Here. There’s a pay phone on the wall. Tell them there’s been a
shooting at McDonald’s Grocery on High Street.”

“Okay.” Lew
took the dime and headed for the phone.

Ruthie let out
a long sigh and waited by the bloody corpse. She had gotten
permission to come back to this awful night to see what could be
done, even though this wasn’t the usual type of mission she was
normally involved in. She and her husband Miles had traveled back
into the past many times before, saving people from major
disasters. They had kept the Titanic from sinking,
warned people to evacuate before the Johnstown flood, and prevented
travelers from boarding the doomed Hindenburg. But this
was no famous calamity that would have been remembered in the
history books for decades to come. This was just an innocent grocer
whose store got robbed, and got shot to death during the robbery.
Happens all the time, not much of a great tragedy, except to the
family it happens to.

But the granddaughter of this innocent
victim could travel through time, and she came back to fix
it.

“The police
are on their way,” Lew said, hanging up the phone. “Of course, it
doesn’t really matter, does it? He’s not going to be dead for long,
is he?”

“No,” Ruthie
said quietly. “He’s not.”

“Are you
ready? I figure about a ten-minute jump would be about right,
wouldn’t you say?”

“Ten minutes
should be about right. Let’s step outside. I’ll drive.”

They walked
out of the store. From far off Ruthie thought she heard a police
siren, coming to investigate a murder that would probably, if all
went well, never even take place. She gave a mental command to the
timeband that sheathed her left forearm, willing it to take control
of the corresponding device on Lew’s arm as well. Then she gave a
second command, and they moved ten minutes into the
past.

There was no
noticeable change in their surroundings, until Ruthie looked
through the glass door of the corner grocery, and saw her
grandfather alive again, putting prices on cans of lima beans. She
didn’t see anyone else in the store, which was good — it would
still be a couple of minutes before she and Lew popped into the
vegetable aisle. Even though they could exist in two places at
once, thanks to the timebands, the resulting paradox would cause a
temporal shadow, making their current selves unable to affect the
present. Since that wouldn’t do at all, it was good that their past
selves hadn’t shown up yet.

“There’s our
boy,” Lew said, seeing the young hood approaching the store from
the alley across the street. “Do you know how you want to do
this?”

“Yeah,”
Ruthie said coldly. “Find a place to hide, Lew. Just let him see
me. I’ll handle this.”

“Sure.” Lew
stepped into the shadows behind a tall hedge, making sure he could
see without being seen.

The young man
in the leather jacket was moving toward the store quickly now,
crossing the street with the agility of a predatory beast. He was
close enough for Ruthie to see the bulge under the jacket where the
kid had the pistol stuck in the waist of his jeans. “Hey,” she said
softly. “Got a cigarette?”

The hoodlum suddenly stopped, surprised
by the sound of her voice. He turned toward her and smiled. Ruthie
smiled back, hoping the young man would find her attractive enough
to want to postpone his robbery for a minute. He apparently did,
for he had a pack of cigarettes in his hand at once and started
fumbling for his lighter.

“Thank you,”
she cooed, and she moved very close to the kid in the leather
jacket. “Oh, I’ve got a light.” She reached into her purse, which
had been slung over one shoulder.

His eyes opened wide as she pulled out
a 9-millimeter Glock handgun. Then she shot him in the
face.

“Jesus!” Lew
exclaimed. “I didn’t know you were going to do that!”

“What’d you
think I was going to do? Talk him out of killing my
grandfather?”

“No, but I
thought... oh, man, we’ve got to get out of here!”

“I know.
Let’s go.” Ruthie chose a date two years in the future, took
control of both timebands, and pushed them ahead in time. It was
still late evening, but now it was an evening in the spring of
1963, and the corner grocery store was now a dry
cleaners.

“I can’t
believe you just shot him like that!” Lew was still agitated, but
Ruthie was calm. She was surprised at how calm she felt. She had
had to fire her weapon at people before on previous missions, and
even had killed before, but it had never felt as justified as it
had this time.

“It was the
only way.”

“You couldn’t
have just disarmed him, Ruthie? You could have frozen time, taken
the bullets out of his gun. When he goes to shoot your granddad,
nothing happens — and then I clobber him with a tire iron or
something. We could have done it that way.”

“No. You know
how time works. Change the past in some minor way, and sooner or
later the timeline corrects itself, fixes the change you made as if
it never got changed at all. If I had let him live, maybe he
wouldn’t have murdered my grandfather tonight, but he’d come back
tomorrow or the next week to do it, and the end-result would have
been the same. But this way, there was no murder, because there was
no murderer. You want to get something to eat?”

Lew ignored
the question. “Are you sure? I don’t see a McDonald’s Grocery on
the corner any more. What happened to your grandfather’s
business?”

Ruthie
noticed this for the first time. “He survived, I’m sure of it,” she
insisted. “Call Harvey and find out.”

“Okay. I
guess it’s time to see if this gadget actually works.” Lew produced
a rectangular device from his pocket. It looked like a cell phone,
but it wasn’t. Two years earlier, Ruthie and her team had first
learned of the possibility of a timephone, which could allow
Travelers to communicate across the centuries. It had been invented
by Carlos, the mad Traveler that had ended up being killed by
Ruthie. Her team had spent the last two years trying to replicate
the device for themselves. Now they finally had a working
prototype.

“Hi, Harvey,
it’s Lew,” Ruthie heard him say. At the other end of the
connection, Ruthie knew, was Harvey Broom, the team’s historian. No
doubt he was sitting in their offices in downtown Manhattan over a
century in the future. Harvey rarely used his own timeband, but
instead tended to stay at their home base, monitoring the subtle
changes in history with the resources of his global computer
network.

After a
minute or two, Lew handed the timephone to Ruthie. “He wants to
speak to you,”

Ruthie spoke
into the device. “Yes?”

“I’ve got
some good news and bad news for you,” Harvey said. There was a
strange echoing quality to his voice, and sometimes it sounded like
a tape recording being played at a slightly slower or faster pace.
But otherwise, it sounded like an ordinary telephone connection,
even though the words on the other end wouldn’t be spoken for
almost a hundred and thirty years.

“Good news
first, Harvey.”

“Yeah. The
good news is that you didn’t set off any reality waves when you
removed that punk from the gene pool. Lew told me what you did.
Apparently the course of history goes on just fine without that
shooter or any of his possible progeny.”

“Doesn’t
surprise me. So what’s the bad news?”

“Okay.”
Ruthie could hear him taking a deep breath. “I found records of the
life of the man you saved. James Francis McDonald, born 1928, died
2013. He went on to live a long and happy life, with children,
grandchildren, and great-grandchildren. One of his children was
David McDonald, born 1956.”

“My
father.”

“I know.
David McDonald goes on to graduate from law school at the
University of Chicago and becomes a very successful corporate
lawyer —”

“My father
was a used car salesman, not very successful...”

“Not any
more, Ruthie. I suppose it’s different having a father around when
you’re growing up, than it would be if he’s murdered when you’re
five years old. Because James McDonald lived, his son David’s life
took a totally different course. In 1982 he married Emily Johansen
—”

“Who?”

“He never
meets Miranda Lanier, the woman who should have been your mother.
She doesn’t marry until 1985, and she has two sons, Stephen and
Jason Rowen. Ruthie, I know this is hard, but you prevented your
own birth. You were never born.”

Ruthie
thought about it for a long minute. “So?” she said at
last.

“Did you hear
me all right?” Harvey asked. “I said you were never born. No one
named Ruthie McDonald was ever born to David and Miranda
McDonald.”

“Harvey, I’m
wearing a timeband. You know as well as I do that nothing we do to
the timeline can affect me as long as I wear a timeband. This
doesn’t affect me at all. I still exist. I’m not going to fade out
of existence just because the people who should have been my
parents never meet. I stopped being part of the timeline the moment
I first fastened the timeband to my arm, and nothing that happens
to the timeline can affect me.”

“I know,
but...”

“I came back
to 1961 to prevent a terrible thing from happening to my family. I
did it and I’m glad it worked out the way it did. It sounds like my
father had a much happier life in this version of history. The man
I remember was miserable, and he made my mother miserable for the
few years they were together. If I just erased all those years of
misery with my actions, then everything worked out great. I may not
have been born, but I’m still here, with a family and friends and
an exciting job. So don’t worry about it. This doesn’t bother me at
all.”

“If you say
so. I’ve got to shut down the connection, Ruthie. The power drain
is getting critical. I’ll see you when you return.” The timephone
went silent, and Ruthie handed the device back to Lew.

She saw Lew
was looking at her strangely. “You mean what you said?” he
asked.

“Yeah.” But
Ruthie wondered if she really did mean it. The truth was she didn’t
feel happy or upset; she just felt numb. This bothered her. She
knew she should feel something — she had just killed a man in cold
blood, and in doing so had removed all traces of herself from human
history. And she felt utterly calm about it — just another day at
the office, ho hum. What was happening to her? Had her experiences
during the last three years of her life, from the moment she first
became a Traveler, so changed her so that she was incapable of true
feeling anymore?

She thought
of her friend Ellie, when they first met. Ellie had been a Traveler
for many years at that time, and before that she had been a
government agent, some kind of spy. Ruthie remembered noticing how
cold and ruthless Ellie could be, how efficiently she could
complete a mission without letting personal feelings interfere.
Ruthie knew she wasn’t like that, and she didn’t think she could
ever become like that. As Ruthie got to know Ellie better, she came
to appreciate Ellie’s great heart and fierce loyalty, and the two
women became as close as sisters. Still, there was a side to Ellie
that Ruthie did not like, and she feared ever becoming like that
herself.

Had she now turned into the thing she
feared most? Ruthie didn’t know, and though she wasn’t going to
admit this to Lew or Harvey, it did worry her greatly. She knew
what she needed to do. She had to get home, get back to what
mattered most to her. To Miles, and to little Miranda. Her
family.


 CHAPTER TWO

DENISE



The workers
weren’t happy, and Denise Han
knew it. When three of them stood outside her tent and rapped on
the tent pole, she knew it was going to be a difficult morning.
Still, that was what she was here for. “Come in,” she
said.

“Madame,” the
leader of them said, a huge bearded man in a flannel shirt and
jeans. “The men asked us to talk to you.”

Denise had to
keep from wrinkling her nose at the way the men smelled. “The work
is behind schedule again.”

“Yes, Madame.
The diggers have hit a layer of hard rock, and we’re having a tough
time getting through it. It’s going to be at least another two
weeks before we can start putting in the support beams for the
cellar. And as for the trenches for the water supply...”

Denise
listened to the man explain the difficulties they were having for
several more minutes. She thoroughly understood, but she could not
allow herself to show any sympathy. “Unacceptable,” she said at
last. “The work must be finished on schedule. Your men will just
have to work harder.” She hated herself for saying that.

“Madame, it
can’t be done! We’re working round the clock as it is — I’ve got
men working an eight-hour shift digging by kerosene lamps in the
middle of the night! You’re just going to have to tell your boss
that the job will get done when it gets done, and not a day
sooner!”

No, Denise
did not want to tell Sarah that. She would rather go down into that
rock pit and dig herself before she would choose to go before Sarah
and tell her the project wouldn’t get finished on time. “Will more
gold help your men get back on schedule?” she said at last. “I can
promise an additional ten-dollar gold piece to each man if the work
is completed on time.”

The spokesman
for the workers looked at her in amazement. “A ten-dollar gold
piece? Madame Han, you could offer each man his own personal gold
mine and it’s not going to help get the job done any sooner. You’re
already paying each of us a ridiculous sum of money to come out
here to the middle of nowhere to construct this building for you.
These are some of the best laborers in the territory, and each one
is giving up two months of his life to build this structure for
you, a hundred miles away from any civilized people at all. If you
think more gold can make these men do the impossible for you,
you’re very mistaken. You don’t need construction workers — you
need elves and fairies, or maybe an Arabian genie.”

“Do the best
you can,” Denise said at last. “The work must be completed on
schedule.”

Shaking their heads, the spokesman and
the other workers left the tent. Denise knew that Sarah had to be
told, so she gathered up her notes, put them in her backpack, and
headed out into the blazing heat of the Arizona morning.

She could still hear the pickaxes of
the men trying to bite through the solid rock as she headed away
from the camp, taking a trail that led her down into a little
hollow behind a hillside. When she reached the bottom of the trail,
she commanded her timeband to push her forward to 1971. Immediately
the sound of the pickaxes of the workers back in 1868 vanished,
replaced by the total silence of the Sonoran Desert. The other
noticeable change was parked in front of her, a white Mustang
convertible, right where she had left it.

Denise got in, put the top down, and
drove on the gravel road until she reached the highway. Then she
headed for Phoenix.

 


Sarah Rickert
lived in an expensive house on the outskirts of Phoenix. Denise had
stopped at a gas station to call Sarah from a pay phone to let her
know she was coming, so when Denise pulled up
Sarah’s driveway, Sarah was
waiting at her front door.

“Good to see
you, Denise,” Sarah said, a big smile on her face. Denise was
afraid that Sarah was going to hug her, but thankfully she didn’t —
probably because Denise hadn’t showered in a week. Oh, well, Denise
didn’t mind stinking up Sarah’s fancy house. It didn’t begin to pay
Sarah back for all she had done to ruin Denise’s life.

Denise didn’t
waste words. “Construction’s way behind schedule. It will be months
before the new safehouse is ready.”

Sarah’s eyes
narrowed. “Denise. You told me you could handle all the details of
the project. I expected better of you.”

“I said I’d
try to get it built for you. I’m doing the best I can. But you’re
expecting the impossible — trying to build a modern complex in the
middle of the desert using nineteenth-century technology. It’s not
going to happen overnight. You can’t expect miracles.”

“Of course I
can.” Sarah’s voice was soft and syrupy, and Denise knew this was
when she was the most dangerous. “I chose you for my team because
you were the best, the very best, and I depend on you completely. I
know you’ll finish the safehouse on time.”

Denise had to
keep from laughing aloud when Sarah mentioned her team. There was
no team anymore, just her. Denise was the last one that Sarah had
under her control. Carlos and Ben were dead, Ruthie and Miles had
gone to work for the other side, and Jason had left to become a
hermit in the woods somewhere. Only Denise was left to do Sarah’s
bidding. And that was because of only one thing.

Sarah had
Denise’s son.

Somewhere in
the past, Denise’s son William was hidden. Only Sarah knew where
and when. As long as Denise followed Sarah’s orders, she could see
William again, for brief, carefully-controlled visits. If Denise
ever left Sarah’s service, she would never see her son again. She
felt only a white-hot hate for Sarah, and she felt the same for
herself every time she obeyed Sarah’s orders.

“I’ll do what
I can...” Denise said, turning her head aside. She couldn’t look
Sarah in the eye, couldn’t bring herself to do it.

“Listen,
Denise,” Sarah insisted. “This is important. The locations of our
last two safehouses were compromised. Caesar and his cronies are
searching for us, and they will hunt us down and kill us unless we
set ourselves up in a secure location. We need the desert
safehouse, and we need it as soon as possible. A delay of months
could be fatal.”

They’re not
looking for us, Denise wanted to say. Caesar and his team had no
interest in finding them; this was just a paranoid delusion on
Sarah’s part. But Denise couldn’t say this, not without revealing
how she knew for certain that they weren’t being hunted. She knew
that because Ruthie and Miles said so, several times, during their
secret visits. Denise couldn’t reveal that she had stayed in
contact with her friends, that they had set up times and places for
secret meetings. If Sarah learned that, her life and the life of
her son would be in serious jeopardy.

“Return to
1868,” Sarah was saying to her. “Your men need your personal
supervision. I’ll be traveling to the East Coast for a few days,
but I’ll expect a full report when I return. Make sure your report
includes how the work will be finished on time, all
right?”

“Sarah,
please,” Denise begged. “I don’t know how to get the men to work
any harder. They’re getting paid an obscene amount of gold already
— it was the only way I could get a team of workers to do hard
labor in the middle of the desert and take orders from a Chinese
woman. There’s nothing more I can do or say to get the project back
on schedule.”

“Not another
word, Denise,” Sarah said, and suddenly her voice was cold as ice.
“You will return to the year 1868, and you will get your workers to
improve their efforts, by any means necessary. I think you’ve been
far too lenient with them. Try executing a few of the shirkers, and
see if morale improves. I’m sure if you put your mind to it, you’ll
find some creative solutions to your problems.”

“You can’t be
serious!” Denise said. “I’m the only woman among thirty men, armed
with pickaxes...”

“And you
possess the most powerful weapon on the planet on your left arm.
You’re in no physical danger from any of them. You know that. Go
back there and do what needs to be done. I expect nothing less from
you.”

Denise turned
and headed for the front door, silently. There was nothing more to
say, nothing more than could be said. She would go back to the
desert in 1868, and one way or another, she’d build the damn
safehouse. And then, she promised herself, she’d get her son back,
and then she’d kill Sarah.


 CHAPTER THREE

MILES



Miles
Terwilliger, former fighter pilot, current time traveler, was
babysitting. While his wife Ruthie was out on a mission back to the
year 1961, he was in the team’s New York headquarters in 2091, keeping an eye on their
eighteen-month-old daughter Miranda. This was the usual routine
lately: one of them would be on the job in some other century,
while the other was home with their little girl. Miles did miss the
old days, when he and Ruthie would change the course of history on
missions together. They hadn’t been able to do that for months. But
the truth was, he didn’t mind all that much. He loved being a
father, and he loved watching his little girl grow up. He knew
Ruthie was safe — Lew Browne had accompanied her on this mission,
and Lew was very reliable in tough situations. Yet he couldn’t wait
for Ruthie to return, in part to hear how her mission went, but
also to tell her all about what Miranda could do now and what was
new and interesting about her.

While he waited for Ruthie to get back,
he was trying to get some work done in the complex library. The
team occupied three entire floors in a Manhattan skyscraper, and
its complex included not only its base of operations for the team
but living quarters for the team members. Beside the three
Terwilligers in residence, the building was home for the team
leader, Angelo Rosetti, called Caesar, and also team members Lew
Browne, Ellie Gagnon, Tonya Harrison, Stan Atwas, and Harvey Broom.
It was rare for all of them to be present all at the same time;
most were out on missions for extended periods of time. On this
particular day, only Miles, Caesar, Harvey, and Tonya were in the
complex, as well as little Miranda.

Miles was
doing some research using some old history texts. Harvey had noted
some variations in some historical records, and Miles was now
poring over some old books from that time period, looking for
references to events that should never have happened. This
painstaking kind of research was a skill he learned from his former
partner, Jack Bruno, who was killed by a bomb blast on a mission
back to 2007, three subjective years ago. Jack and Miles used to
spend hours in a Chicago diner scanning newspapers just like this.
It was in this diner that Miles first met Ruthie, who waited on
their table, and it was Jack’s timeband that Ruthie now
wore.

Miles looked up to see that Miranda was
toddling into the room. Miranda had recently succeeded in taking
her first steps, and now she enthusiastically moved from room to
room in the complex on her own two feet, stumbling and falling to
the floor often, but always quickly getting back up again. Talking
intelligibly was still beyond her powers, but she did manage a
steady stream of nonsense sounds, which often communicated feelings
perfectly, if not precise shades of meaning. Miles saw, to his
dismay, that Miranda was not only holding a half-eaten chocolate
chip cookie, but also had a face full of chocolate, smeared nearly
from ear to ear.

“Oh, Miranda,
who’s been giving you cookies?” Miles asked, as if he expected an
answer from the toddler.

“Goo ga ga
ya,” the infant responded happily, holding up the cookie like a
trophy.

“Come on,
let’s get you cleaned up.” Her father picked up the child and
carried her down the hall toward the kitchen. “I’ll bet Auntie
Tonya’s to blame. She must be baking again.”

Miles and
Miranda entered the kitchen, where Tonya was busy taking items out
of the refrigerator. Miles set Miranda on the edge of the kitchen
counter and started wiping the chocolate off of her mouth with a
wet cloth. “Tonya, have you been feeding my daughter
cookies?”

The young
woman set a gallon of milk down on the counter and closed the
refrigerator door. “No, not me.”

“I think you
have,” Miles said. “Here’s the evidence all over her
face.”

Tonya looked
at Miles and Miranda with confusion. “Miles, I couldn’t have given
Miranda a cookie. Look.” She held up an unopened package of
chocolate chips, and indicated the other ingredients on the
counter. “I haven’t made any cookies yet.”

“What?”

“You heard
me. I’m going to bake some cookies. I planned on spending the
afternoon baking. But I haven’t started yet. Right now, there isn’t
a single cookie in the whole complex — Lew and Harvey keep
finishing them off as quickly as I can bake them.”

Miles pried
the rest of Miranda’s cookie out of her tiny fingers. “Then where
did this come from?”

“Beats me.
From a batch I haven’t baked yet. Maybe someone couldn’t wait and
popped ahead a few hours to bring back some cookies?”

“You know
that’s not possible,” Miles said. A Traveler couldn’t move forward
into another Traveler’s future. All timebands were in synch with
each other, and a Traveler’s future hadn’t happened yet. Trying to
move forward to eat cookies that Tonya hadn’t baked yet wouldn’t
work — the cookies weren’t there yet. That Traveler would arrive in
an empty room, with no sign of any other Travelers.

“I know it’s
not possible,” Tonya said. “Look, she must have found a old cookie
somehow. Unless someone has figured out how to use a timeband in a
way we don’t know about yet?”

Miles shook
his head. “I doubt that. But I’m going to check with Caesar and
Harvey anyway.”

 


He spoke
briefly to the team leader, Caesar, who confirmed that none of them
could have moved into Tonya’s
future and brought back a cookie that hadn’t been baked yet. When
he related the event to Harvey, his friend had another idea to
suggest.

“There is
another possibility,” Harvey said. “Farfetched, but it has to be
considered.”

“What’s
that?”

“Miranda did
it herself.”

Miles looked
at the pudgy historian with disbelief. “Harvey, she doesn’t have a
timeband.”

“You’re
right, she doesn’t. Then where did the cookie come from? I know
it’s a farfetched idea, but it has to be considered. Maybe your
daughter can Travel without a timeband, and move out of synch with
Travelers.”

“Is that even
possible?” Miles tried to wrap his mind around the possibility, and
found himself hoping that it wasn’t true. It was hard enough trying
to give Miranda a semblance of a normal life when both parents
could travel through time and might be called away on various
missions to other eras of history. But if Miranda could do it
herself, and do things that no other Traveler could do — what was
life going to be like for any of them?

“Caesar might
know,” Harvey replied. “I don’t understand very much of the physics
that would have to be involved. To tell the truth, I haven’t the
slightest idea how a timeband works, I just know it
does.”

“Same here,”
Miles agreed. “But Miranda doesn’t have a timeband. She’s just a
baby.”

“But she’s
the daughter of two time travelers. The first ever, as far as I
know. We don’t know what effect Traveling has on the human body at
the cellular level — or the genetic level. Maybe the ability to
Travel has
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