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One

Cora

I like learning things. Especially about math and science, because they help explain why the world is the way it is. A famous mathematician once said, “Mathematics is the music of reason.”

I’ve always believed that. The best thing about math is that it makes sense. The actual best thing about math is that everything adds up, all neat and in order.

Here’s what I know about the number twelve: Twelve is four times three. Twelve is six times two. Twelve is ten plus two. This is all simple math, right? Elementary school stuff. Reason and logic. Twelve is also two less than fourteen.

Fourteen is how old Mabel was when she died.

I am twelve today. Someday in the future I will be more than twelve plus two. I will become older than my older sister.

There is no music in that fact. There is absolutely no reason. It does not add up, all neat and in order.

“You ready, Corrie?” Dad asks as he slips on his navy windbreaker. Grams is standing beside him in her puffy red coat. It’s not even that cold outside, and she’s been wearing it for ten minutes already. Grams is always ready before everyone else.

“We really don’t have to go.”

“Of course we do.” Dad gives me a smile and I know it’s supposed to look encouraging, but I can see the sadness leaking out behind it.

“Don’t be silly,” Grams says, draping an arm around my shoulder and pulling me close enough to her that I can smell her hair that always smells like lemons. Grams is the only person I know who washes their hair with a bar of soap instead of shampoo. “We always go to Pete’s.”

This is true. Going to Pete’s for birthdays has been a Hamed family tradition for as long as I can remember. We go—all four of us—Grams, Dad, Mabel, and me. We sit in the same back corner booth—the one with saggy cushions—and order chocolate milkshakes and an extra-large pizza. Whoever’s birthday it is gets to pick the pizza toppings.

For Mabel’s, we’d always get barbecue chicken. Dad usually picks veggie, though I think he only does that because he’s always trying to get everyone to eat more vegetables. (When Mabel and I were younger, he printed off a copy of a nutrition guide, circled the vegetable and fruits section, and hung it up on our wall—Mabel let it stay for a day, before ripping it down and replacing it with a picture of a rainbow she’d drawn at school.) Grams usually chooses whatever the monthly special is, and me? I pick cheese. Mabel used to say that cheese was boring, and well, the truth is, I’m a little bit boring.

Boring is okay with me. Boring is safe. Boring is your sister coming home from school like you expect her to.

“What’s this?” Grams says. She’s been idling on the porch, whereas Dad and I have already made it halfway down the driveway to where Dad’s car is parked. She picks up a cardboard box. There’s a thick piece of duct tape running diagonally across it to keep it shut. “Sweet pea, it has your name on it. Must be a birthday present.”

I give her a confused look. There’s no one besides Grams or Dad who would get me a birthday present. Maybe Owen. My stomach flips a little at that thought and then I feel guilty. Now, of all times, it’s not right for my body to be doing the new fizzy thing it does when I think of him.

Grams studies the box, holding it out toward me. I know exactly who the box is from the moment I see the chunky handwriting that slopes to the left. A sticky knot forms in my throat.

Grams must recognize the handwriting too because she says, “Oh, it’s from Quinn. Did you invite her to come with us to Pete’s?” Grams asks. She casts a quick glance toward Quinn’s house, which is right next door, like it has always been, even though I’ve spent the last ten months trying to pretend like it doesn’t exist.

I shake my head. I can’t bring myself to say words. Grams should know I didn’t invite Quinn. I haven’t talked to her since that day.

The day Mabel died. November 11.

Dad clears his throat. “You could’ve invited her.”

I know I’m about to get another big lecture from Dad and Grams about how I should still be friends with Quinn McCauley. The conversation always goes the same way: they tell me that I shouldn’t hold what Quinn’s brother did against her, that Mabel wouldn’t want me to punish Quinn.

The thing is, though, deep down, I think Mabel would hold a grudge against Quinn, and she’d expect me to, too.

It’s not that my sister was mean or anything, but she was what grown-ups call “a force.” When she got mad, she stayed mad. Even about silly, stupid things. She never forgave David Wilkes for breaking the ceramic bird she made in second grade, and she never forgave Addison Taylor for wearing the exact same red glittery dress as her to the eighth-grade end-of-the-year dance.

Mabel wasn’t always nice. She got mad a lot. Those two things are facts. You simply can’t argue with them.

That’s one of the things I hate the most about Mabel being gone. People want to remember her differently, perfectly. She was Mabel, my sister, my favorite person in the whole world, but she wasn’t perfect. I want to remember her as she was. My memory of my sister is a triangle, made up of bold lines but also sharp angles, and everyone else wants to remember her as a boring and simple circle.

I open the car door and slide into the back seat. Grams holds on to the package from Quinn, cradling it in her lap, as Dad steers the car out of the driveway. I keep sneaking glances at the box, wondering what could possibly be inside, even though I don’t want to be thinking about it.

I don’t want to be thinking about the McCauley family at all.

Outside the car window, the sun is hanging low in the sky, about to slip below the horizon, and it’s making a hazy orange trail. We drive by tree-lined streets and manicured postage-stamp–sized lawns where leaves have been raked into neat piles by the curb.

September, my birthday month. It used to mean new school supplies, freshly sharpened pencils and blank notebooks. School used to be a place that was safe. A place where I learned things. But last year, I learned the worst thing: no place is really safe.

So these days when I think of September, I think of it as the time of year when night starts earlier and lasts longer—a darkness that comes and doesn’t leave.

Dad steers the car along the road that will lead us to downtown. Chestnut, my hometown, is one of a collection of small Ohio towns that are along the old railway line, which means we have a little downtown-type square. It’s mostly shops and restaurants with one hardware store, and also a new fancy pet-food place that just came in. Grams thinks the pet food place is wild. “People are feeding their dogs more expensive food than I eat!” she says, but the store always seems to be crowded. That’s Chestnut for you.

Pete’s Pizza is in this downtown square. Dad parks the car and we all get out. He holds the restaurant door open for Grams and me. When I walk through, he says, “Twelve. I can’t believe my little girl is twelve. I’m probably going to have to stop calling you my little girl soon, huh?”

I blink the tears away from my eyes before Dad can see them. I have to be strong for him.

I’m the only Hamed girl left.

Dad gently presses his hand into the small of my back. As we walk toward the booth, I look over my shoulder. I spot our car in the front row of the parking lot. In the passenger seat, I can make out the shadowy outline of the cardboard box. The fading sunlight hits it in a way that makes it look like it’s winking at me.

I take a deep breath and turn my head away.
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Two

Quinn

Dear Parker,

I only ever saw you cry once.

It was in the woods. It was after you helped me down from the tree.

Do you remember?

Dad always told us not to cry. Especially you.

The time I saw you cry, it wasn’t because you were sad.

I haven’t cried since it happened, but I’m pretty sure I’m going to cry when I see you again.

Your sister,

Quinn

It’s been three days since I put the box on Cora’s doorstep, and I still haven’t heard anything from her.

The last bell of the day rings, and I jolt toward the library. As I scramble to get there before anyone spots me, I imagine the scene being narrated by one of those voices from the boring documentaries we sometimes watch at school. The kind of voice that speaks in a stiff and funny-sounding way, like: Quinn McCauley races down the tiled halls in the hopes that none of her classmates will notice her before she has once again disappeared from view.

“Hi, Quinn,” Mrs. Euclid greets me as I walk into the library.

Before last year, I hardly ever went to the school library. Maybe because I’ve never thought of myself as a great reader or Language Arts student. Whenever I get one of my writing assignments back, there’s so much red on it, circling all the things I did wrong, that it looks like it’s bleeding. I mean, I think I have okay ideas. But I’m never able to get them down without lots of spelling and grammar mistakes or something else wrong.

I lose track of my thoughts a lot. I have so many of them that by the time it comes to write them down, it ends up coming out all wrong, and my teachers start to think I don’t have any thoughts at all.

I’m also never able to memorize facts from books, so I sometimes do badly on reading quizzes. I mean, I could tell you why I liked the book. Or why I didn’t. Or how I felt about the characters. But my teachers always want to know things like what color glasses the main character wore, and those are the types of details that slip my mind. Those are also the type of details my brain forgets when I get nervous. And I’m always nervous during quizzes.

Anyway, I didn’t think the library was for me. I figured it was only for kids like Cora who are really good at school.

But after last November, I started coming in here all the time. And when school started back up this year, I found myself here again. I’ve figured out that I kinda love the library. The long line of shelves, the quiet hum of the ceiling fan, and the smell. The library totally smells a certain way. Kind of musty, but also welcoming. It smells like a place where you can belong.

I sit down at a table in the back, and Mrs. Euclid pushes a cart of books toward me.

“We just got a book in that I think you’ll like.”

“Really?”

Mrs. Euclid smiles, and I notice her bright-colored purple lipstick. Mrs. Euclid is Black and wears her hair in long box braids that almost reach her waist. Today she has on earrings shaped like BB-8 and her shoes are ballet flats that look like mice. Mrs. Euclid always has the best shoes.

“It’s on your favorite topic. Time travel!” She reaches down and fishes a book off the cart. She hands it to me.

The cover has a boy standing in the middle of a light tunnel.

“He travels all the way back to the Jurassic era. Pretty cool, huh?”

I turn the book over in my hands. I stare at the boy on the cover, and irritation itches inside me. This boy did what I want to do. Also, for some reason, it’s almost always a boy on these type of books. Super annoying.

I point at the cover. “Isn’t that kind of a spoiler?”

“How so?”

“Because he’s standing in that light tunnel, so we already know that he managed to time-travel. Why should I read the book?”

Mrs. Euclid laughs a little. “I think the book is more about what happens after he time-travels. Not so much about whether or not he is able to.”

“Hm.” I’m not sure this book will be that useful for my research, but I thank Mrs. Euclid anyway.

I can hear kids talking in the hallway outside the library. Once upon a time, this was my favorite part of the day. School can be tough because it’s so much sitting.

But the end of the day was great. It’s when I got to see all my friends. Cora has always been my best friend, but I used to have other friends, too. Lots of them, actually. Like Scarlett and Ainsley, who I played soccer with on the weekends, and after our games, we’d beg our parents to take us out for ice cream, and then we’d have a sleepover at Ainsley’s house, building massive pillow forts in her basement.

And there was Jacob and Bea and Emerson, we’d all been friends since kindergarten. Last year before it happened, I ate lunch with them every day and then played tetherball with Bea at recess. I was always a better player than Bea, but I sometimes let her win when I knew she was having a bad day.

Now none of those kids talk to me.

They talk about me, sure.

But they don’t talk to me.

It’s okay, though. I even kind of actually get it. Like they can’t look at me and not see what my brother did. And I mean, I can’t look at me and not see what Parker did, so I don’t really blame any of them. Even though I’d be lying if I said that it doesn’t feel like sandpaper scratching my skin every time one of them turns away in the hall, pretending like they don’t know me.

But like I said, it’s okay.

It’s okay because I’m going to fix it.

Mom has this lipstick that’s a shade of red called “Leading Lady.” Back before everything happened, when Mom still was busy with work, she would wear that lipstick. She said it was a bright spot that could get her through even the toughest and hardest of days. It was a fake-it-until-you-make-it sort of thing.

That’s how I feel about this plan. You see, whenever I think about Parker, I end up missing him so much I feel sick. I feel sick because what kind of person misses someone who did what Parker did? And then my sickness turns to anger, an anger so hot that I feel like I could spit lava. When my anger gets that hot, I go back to thinking about my plan. And boom. Bright spot. The lava cools down.

It’s actually better than a bright spot. It’s a changer of spots. It’s a fixer, my plan.

I call it my plan, but really it’s Cora’s. She’s the one who has always been interested in time travel. That’s how I came up with this whole thing.

One night, I was sitting at the computer, listening to Mom and Dad argue about the things that they keep promising to one another that they won’t argue about in front of me (money, the guns, everything with Parker) and I didn’t want to listen to them anymore, so I distracted myself by clicking on random article after random article.

Mom teases me that I turn into a zombie when I’m on the computer, clicking from one thing to another. I used to find that joke funny, but then Parker actually did become infected by things on the internet, and when I think about that, I get that lava-vomiting feeling again.

Anyway, I don’t really know how I found the article. Maybe I was missing Cora, and somehow that led me there. I saw the headline, and it seemed like something she might be interested in, so I clicked on it, even though I knew I wouldn’t understand all the science-y language. I clicked on it because I hoped that reading it would make me feel like I was talking to her again.

Even with all the science-y language, I was able to understand a few things. I was able to understand that a very smart scientist who worked at one of those super-famous schools, the type of school that Cora talks about wanting to go to for college, was saying that time travel was possible. He used all these other strange words like wormholes and fabric of our universe and light speed, but what stuck with me was the word possible.

Even a girl like me who doesn’t understand a lot of science-y terms knows what possible means.

Possible means it’s real.

Possible means it could happen.

I remember in fourth grade, my teacher, Mrs. Banks, told us about this old guy in ancient Greece named Archimedes who shouted “Eureka!” in the bathtub when he figured out the answer to a really tough math problem. Since I’m never the one who figures out the really tough math problem, that story was sort of lost on me, but as I read this interview with this very smart scientist, I whispered, “Eureka.”

This was it.

This was the solution.

Time travel was possible, and I was going to do it. I wish I could say that I started my research that night. But I didn’t. That all came later.

Instead, I ran to the corkboard in my room, where I keep old photos of Cora and me. My corkboard is a collection of things that I love. On it, I’ve pinned a small poster of the US women’s soccer team, the menu from my favorite hamburger place, a picture of my soccer team from last year, and one of me with my mom on a beach in North Carolina when we were visiting Gammie and Papa. I used to have a photo of my whole family, but I took it down last November. I couldn’t stand to look at my brother’s face.

And the rest of my corkboard is filled with photos of Cora and me. Even after it happened, even after Cora stopped talking to me, I didn’t take down any of the pictures. There are photos of us at all ages, including what I think is the first picture of us ever. It’s from Cora’s birthday party when she turned two. That was her first birthday after her mom left.

I never met her mom. Or if I did, I don’t remember. I don’t remember the party either, but I’ve always loved this picture because it proves that Cora and me go way back. I would look at it whenever I felt moody that she was spending so much time after school with the Talented and Gifted club or wasn’t able to eat lunch with me because she’d been invited to a special pizza party that was only for kids who got an A on the math test. It helped remind me that she really was my best friend. My best friend since forever.

In the photo, my face is smeared with chocolate cake, and my white freckled arms are squeezing Cora’s waist. Cora’s smiling perfectly for the camera, and there isn’t even a speck of chocolate icing around her lips. While my striped purple shirt has sloppy brown splotches all over it, her pink dress is completely unstained. My light red hair was already long, falling in front of my face in a tangled mess. Cora’s hair hadn’t come in all the way yet, but you could already tell that it was going to be thick and curly like her dad’s. She has his same dark olive skin tone, too. Grams has always said that Cora’s golden-hazel eyes come from her mom, but I’m not sure. I just know that her and Mabel had the same eyes. Cora was always proud of that.

After last November, looking at that photo felt like pressing on a bruise. I would see it and it would remind me of everything that was lost.

But that night, after I read the article about time travel, I saw potential when I looked at that photo. I saw the word possible.

Maybe Cora and I had become friends for this very reason. Because we were meant to fix everything.

“Eureka,” I repeated, staring at our two-year-old faces.
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Three

Cora

We’re supposed to be memorizing state capitals, but Mia and Owen are busy arguing about Junior Quiz Bowl strategy. Mia thinks it’s best to always reach for the buzzer, even if you only have a vague idea of the answer. Owen thinks you shouldn’t hit the buzzer unless you’re more confident.

“What do you think?” Mia says, leaning over toward me. I’m sitting between the two of them, pretending to be completely engrossed in the map of the United States that’s in front of me. Really, I’m pretending not to be thinking about what could be inside the box from Quinn McCauley that’s sitting upstairs at my house.

I shrug, trying to forget about the box. But I can’t. “I think you’re both wrong. You only hit the buzzer if you’re going to get the answer right.”

“That’s what I’m saying!” Owen holds his hand out for a high five.

I shake my head. “No. You said if you feel more confident. I’m saying, I only want people who always know the answer.” I give both him and Mia a teasing smile.

“Ugh!” Mia says, poking me right in the ribs. “You are seriously annoying.”

I shrug again. “I just like to win.”

“Okay,” Owen says, snatching the map of the United States from me. “So what’s the capital of Vermont?”

I was literally just staring at the New England states, but my brain goes mushy. When I try to picture the image of Vermont, all I see is the outline of the unopened box from Quinn. Not helpful.

“Um—”

“Montpelier,” Mia interjects.

“Ding, ding!” Owen says.

Mia is admittedly better at state capitals, but I still think I’m a little better of a Quiz Bowl player overall. I’m more well-rounded in my trivia knowledge. Or that is, I was a better player until today. Today, I can’t focus at all.

Quiz Bowl is new this year. Even though our school is for grades five through eight, only grades seven and up are allowed to join sports teams. Quiz Bowl is a sports team. To participate, you have to get a physical. This made Dad and Grams laugh and laugh, but I took my blood pressure results seriously.

Quiz Bowl practice takes place in Coach Pearlman’s room. Or rather, Mr. Pearlman. He’s Mr. Pearlman when he’s my science teacher during sixth bell. He’s Coach Pearlman when we meet after school for Quiz Bowl.

We practice twice a week and compete once a week in meets against other local schools. If we have a winning season, we’ll qualify for the regional playoffs, and if we do well in the regional playoffs, we’ll make it to state. That’s the goal.

The questions at the meets vary from presidential history to wildlife biology to state capitals to solving mathematical equations. It’s basically one big mix of nerdy trivia, and I’m 100 percent here for it.

“I hope the noise I’m hearing over there is the sound of future glory and not fooling around,” Coach Pearlman says, looking up from his desk, where he’s grading science quizzes. I resist the urge to ask if he’s gotten to mine yet. I’m worried that I might have gotten question number three wrong, but I feel good about the rest of the quiz.

“We’re state-capital experts,” Mia assures him.

Coach Pearlman twirls his pen between his fingers. “Good, because I don’t want another Birmingham-Montgomery mix-up.”

Owen’s face flushes. That was his mistake at our first meet of the year, but it just as easily could’ve been mine.

“We’re on it,” I say, and give Owen a reassuring smile.

There are seven members on the Quiz Bowl team. We’re a small but mighty bunch. A team, yeah, but we’re also competitive with one another because only three of us get to play at a time.

“Coach is just teasing you because you’re a good player and he knows you can take it,” I tell Owen.

“That and you royally messed up,” Mia teases. She tugs at the sleeves of her T-shirt. It’s made from this recyclable material that looks scratchy, but she keeps insisting it isn’t. Her squirming tells another story, though. Mia’s new thing this school year is she is only going to wear clothes that are sustainable. She also announced that she’s only going to wear natural deodorant, which, okay, cool, but I really didn’t need to know that. There’s only so much time you want to spend thinking about your friend’s armpits.

“Owen’s still the best there is at remembering the election year for all the presidents,” I say.

Mia gives me a funny look, her sharp blue eyes narrowing in a way that makes me think she knows my secret. The secret being that sometimes when I’m around Owen these days my stomach feels like a soda can that someone shook up. That’s another thing that’s new since summer.

“You’re right,” Mia finally says, and I let out a shallow breath of relief. If she knows at least she didn’t say anything in front of him.

“So how was your birthday?” Owen asks. He taps his new red Converse sneakers. Owen’s really into indie rock bands whose lead singers all wear Converse sneakers. His record collection is growing. Who even has a record player? Well, Owen does. He bought one at a garage sale last year.

The record collecting is a hobby that I don’t understand, but I wish I did. I even asked Grams to buy me a T-shirt of one of the bands he likes. It came in the mail a few weeks ago, but I haven’t worn it yet. I’m worried he’ll notice if I do. Or I’m worried he won’t notice. I don’t know.

Owen’s cool in a way that Mia and I definitely aren’t. He’s never mean about it, but people just like Owen. Mia and me are more of what Grams calls “an acquired taste.”

We’ve all been friends since second grade, when we got grouped together for a project about caterpillars. We made an awesome papier-mâché cocoon. Over the past couple of years, Mia and I have stayed hopelessly nerdy, and Owen has gotten, well, cooler. He has all these new friends that he talks about concerts and music blogs with. I was actually nervous he wouldn’t do Quiz Bowl, but I was glad when he proved he’s still got a lot of nerd left in him, too.

I grab the map back from him and stare at it again. “Uh, my birthday? It was fine. I didn’t really do anything.”

That’s my way of trying to tell them that it’s not like I didn’t invite them to my party. I just didn’t have one. I know a long time ago they used to get jealous that I only invited Quinn to come with my family to Pete’s. But things with Quinn were different. She wasn’t a school friend. She was—

Well, it doesn’t matter. Things are different in a different way now.

“Man, I love my birthday,” Owen says.

“Me too,” Mia adds. “Especially the cake.”

“The presents and the cake are great, obviously, but the best part is it’s the one day of the year that Mom and Dad pay more attention to me than Erika.”

“Oh, please, I’m sure it’s not the only day of the year,” I say.

Owen’s face is serious. “You don’t even know. They SPOIL Erika. She gets away with everything.”

Erika is Owen’s adorable younger sister. She’s in third grade, wears polka-dot everything, and everyone loves her.

“That’s because she’s the youngest,” Mia says. “My two brothers get away with everything, too. But, hey, I’m going over to the eighth-grade table for a second. It looks like Peter has an updated list of practice questions.”

Owen and I share a smile. Only Mia would be that thirsty to see new practice questions. We watch as she quietly tiptoes toward Peter. Technically, we’re all one team, but since we’re younger, we all are still definitely intimidated by the eighth graders. Even if we won’t admit it aloud.

“For what it’s worth, I don’t get the impression that your parents like Erika better. Look, the bulletin board in your parents’ office is full of your schoolwork, not Erika’s.”

Owen’s mom, Dr. Tanaka, is my dentist. His dad is also a dentist. They run a practice together. I think it’s really cute that his parents are so proud of his perfect quizzes that they hang them up. I always look at them while I wait to get called for my teeth cleaning.

“That’s because I get better grades!”

I give him a look. “I think it’s because you’re the oldest.”

“You don’t understand how much they spoil Erika Sakura.”

Both Owen and Erika have their first names, and then what they call their Japanese names, which are also their middle names. They use their middle names at home and when they visit their family in Japan. Owen’s is Daisuke. He shared that with me in third grade. It made me feel special to know it.

“Okay, kids,” Coach Pearlman says, standing up from behind his desk. Coach Pearlman is white and tall and broad-shouldered and has a completely bald head except for two wisps of gray hair. He looks like someone who might be the football coach instead of the Quiz Bowl one. “I know today was more of a free-for-all practice, but on Thursday, we’re going to do a scrimmage. Once I see how you all perform in the scrimmage, I’ll get a better sense of a good game plan for our next meet. Sound good?”

We all nod. I sneak a glance at Mia, who is very happy to be sitting with the eighth graders. She’s paging through the new practice questions.

Coach Pearlman gives us each a high five on our way out the door. Mia, Owen, and I cluster back together once we’re in the hallway. Owen and Mia go back to arguing about buzzer strategy as we head toward our lockers. It’s only when they stop talking all of a sudden that I realize something is going on.

That’s when I see Quinn McCauley standing right in front of my locker.

Mia looks at me. We’ve never talked about what went wrong with Quinn and me. There wasn’t much to say. It was an equation where x was really, really obvious.

“We’ll see you tomorrow?” Mia asks.

“No,” I say, shaking my head. “I just need to get my math textbook, and then I’ll walk outside with you guys.”

I don’t look at Quinn when I say this, but I step closer to my locker, hoping she’ll move out of the way. When I glance up, she’s still standing there. She’s wearing a navy-blue hoodie and jeans, and her long red hair is partially obscuring her face. When we were younger, Grams used to constantly tell her to push back her hair or she was going to get sties in her eyes. Quinn and I would laugh whenever Grams said that because of the rhyme. “Sties in your eyes,” we’d sing together as we walked into kindergarten. We were probably really annoying, but it was hilarious when we were five.

My throat is dry when I open my mouth to speak. “Could you please move?”

Quinn’s eyes meet mine. I flinch and break eye contact, but I hear her sneakers squeaking against the floor.

“Cora,” she says. “Did you get . . . ?” She trails off.

When she was younger, Quinn was in speech therapy. She would stutter and she wasn’t always able to fully complete sentences. It mostly went away as she got older, but it still happens sometimes. We developed a code where I would blink at her to see if her brain was doing what she called a “freeze-up.”

Without thinking, I turn and blink at her.

She blinks back. Twice. That means Yes, but I’m okay.

I push past her, and she steps out of the way to let me in. I fiddle with my locker, my hands shaking. I mess up the combination once but get it right on the second try. I grab my math book and place it in my backpack. I open my planner and do a quick check that I don’t need anything else.

When I shut my locker, Quinn says, “Cora, did you open the box? Did you see? I’ve found a way to fix things.”

I turn around to face her. Blood rushes to my face. The whole hallway tilts on its axis. I feel like I’m upside down. “Fix?” I say. “How dare you even say that? There’s absolutely nothing that could fix what your brother did. I’m sorry, Quinn, but I can’t talk to you. Not now. Not ever.”

Mia and Owen are waiting for me at the end of the hallway. I’m not sure how much of this conversation they’ve heard. Hopefully not any of it.

“Please, Cora!” Quinn shouts out. Her voice echoes against the lockers. “It’s time travel. You know all about it. It’s—it’s—it’s . . .”

She doesn’t complete the sentence, and I don’t turn around. But even though I don’t turn around, the words time travel knot inside me. What is she talking about? A staticky feeling tingles in the tips of my fingers. I shove my hands into my pockets, trying to ignore it, but it lingers.

I jog to catch up with Mia and Owen. When I reach them, Mia’s lips are a straight, pursed line, and Owen’s awkwardly shuffling his feet.

“Are you okay?” Mia asks.

I shake my head. “I don’t want to talk about it.”

Mia’s lips stay pursed. We all stand there for a couple seconds. Mia keeps looking at me like I’m a math problem with a remainder that she’s not sure what to do with.

Finally, I raise my hand in a little wave. “Well, I’ll see you guys tomorrow.” I peel away from the group to walk toward Grams, who I spot waiting for me in the parking lot, that tingly feeling still in my fingertips. Time travel.
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