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  A Time To Mourn


A cry of pain echoed through Bridgewater High School. I glanced over my shoulder. Ted Prenning had come off his skateboard. Probably doing something stupid. He lay in a bloody mess on the concrete, clutching his leg. Was it broken? 
A cluster of other kids gathered around him. Ted never had any time for a nerd like me, but I hated to see anyone suffer. Lucky for him, I had the unique ability to do something about it. Reaching into that secret place inside me, I created a time bubble around myself. The rest of the world paused. Student’s faces were locked in awkward poses, like the freeze-frame on a paused movie.
I stared at Ted’s face. He was clearly in a lot of pain. He wouldn’t appreciate this. He wouldn’t even know I’d done it, but it was still the right thing to do. I wound time back slowly.  Ted rose into the air and flew backward as if pulled by an invisible tractor beam. The skateboard jumped from the ground and clung to his feet. He settled down onto a squat concrete wall and skated backward across it.
I paused the backward passage of time. That should give me enough time to warn him. I released the bubble and time resumed its forward momentum.
“Careful, Ted. You’re gonna fall,” I called out, moving toward the wall.
Ted slammed his foot on the back of the skateboard, slowing it to a stop, leapt up, and landed on the ground next to the wall, catching the board in his hand.
“What’s it to you, loser?” He shoved me hard as he walked past. “Poor Flynn is scared I’m gonna hurt myself.” His mates laughed. “What a freak!”
They walked on toward the locker room. A small group of girls giggled nearby.
My attempts to alter the past to help people sometimes made me a laughing stock. I couldn’t exactly tell them outright that I knew the future. I cared nothing for Ted’s insults, but in a way he was right about me being a freak. I’d had the ability to manipulate time since I was five. I’d been living with it for nine years now. It wasn’t always big exciting stuff, like the time I prevented a Hobart office building from exploding. Most of the time, it was just little stuff, like today.
My abilities had manifested out of the blue one day. Nothing happened to cause it. At least, nothing had happened yet.
Dad said the origin of my abilities was still in my future. Something would happen to me as an adult. Exposure to some kind of particles that operated outside of time. He said the effect would move throughout my timestream in both directions. At school, they taught us about cause and effect. But in my life, those two don’t always happen in the right order.
Dad never explained how he knew of my supposed future, no matter how many times I asked him to. He’d only say that he’d had a glimpse of the man I would become. It was funny to think that somebody could develop genuine superpowers here in a little place like Tasmania.
As I entered the locker room, several students looked my way and sniggered. I could change that, of course. I could wind back time and not save Ted. Nothing can really hurt me, not when I have infinite redos. But then Ted would still be in pain, unable to play football this weekend. I’d be letting down the whole school.
Sometimes being a hero sucked. But in times like these, I was always reminded of a verse my dad would quote to me constantly: Luke 12:48.
“From everyone who has been given much, much will be demanded; and from the one who has been entrusted with much, much more will be asked.”
That might sound like a rip-off of Spider-Man, but the Bible said it first. I still didn’t know what I thought about all of that. My parents viewed my powers as a gift from God, one which I had a responsibility to use appropriately. It was just hard to believe in God, or at least rely on Him, when I felt like a god myself. I could remake the world any way I wished. There was no mistake that couldn’t be undone.
I placed my bag in the locker, grabbed my books for English, and closed the door. As I turned, she was standing right behind me. Carissa. 
Carissa had moved to our school at the start of the year. She and I had become friends. I wasn’t even sure how it had happened. She was reasonably popular and much too pretty to be hanging out with a nerd like me. We’d worked on an assignment together during her first week, and started talking. It had just grown from there.
“I heard some of the other kids making fun of you,” she said.
“It’s nothing.” I shrugged. “I don’t even care.” We strolled down the hallway. 
“I just wish they’d take the time to get to know you like I have. They’d find you’re actually a cool guy.”
I gave a little snort of air. Taking compliments always made me blush. Especially from Carissa. 
I stopped walking and faced her.
“You know something, I like you.”
She chuckled. “I know. I like you too.”
“No.” I reached out and took hold of her hand. “I mean, I really like you.”
Her eyes widened as understanding dawned. 
I froze time.
She remained locked in position, her face frozen in an expression I had never been able to read. There was surprise, sure. But what else? Was she happy about my revelation? Repulsed? I’d confessed my feelings to her more times than I could count. But I’d always paused time before giving her a chance to respond. Someday I would get the words just right. Then maybe, just maybe, I’d have the courage to let her answer.
Taking a deep sigh at my own cowardice, I wound time back a few seconds.
“I just wish they’d take the time to get to know you like I have. They’d find you’re actually a cool guy.”
“Oh well. Their loss, hey?”

      [image: image-placeholder]I spent the morning absorbing Shakespeare and quadratic equations. It was all really dry stuff, but if I was to become a genuine hero when I was an adult, I’d need a very wide base of knowledge. There was no telling what I’d need to know in order to solve the problems I’d tackle.
Lunchtime seemed to come quickly. The other boys had given up mocking me by this point. They were more focused on playing basketball. Lunch was a lonely time for me. Carissa usually played hockey on the grassy oval. I’d considered joining the game from time to time, just so I could hang out with her, but that would just give the other boys another reason to tease me. Hockey had a reputation for being a girl’s game, a far cry from the ice hockey played by big burly blokes in Canada.
My other friend, Dylan, had a piano lesson today. So, I was on my own. After eating, I pulled out my phone. We weren't allowed to have them turned on during class, but could get away with it at lunchtime.
I scanned the news headlines to see if there were any problems I could solve. Using my abilities to help was the one thing in life that made me feel powerful. In the mundane things of life, I was so powerless. There was flooding in Queensland. Nothing much I could do about that. I hadn’t yet figured out how to control the elements, but give me time.
There was the war in Ukraine, but even if I could get to that part of the world, any hope of preventing the conflict would require me to go back several years. I’d have to relive those years in total. Mum and Dad had settled on a rule. I wasn’t to ever go back more than a few days. That was more than could reasonably be expected of me.
I read a book for a while and then glanced at my watch to see how long until the bell. About ten minutes. As I looked up, I noticed an ambulance. The paramedics were wheeling a stretcher into the back of the vehicle. A girl was lying on it. I stood and took a few steps so I could see better. Wait, that was Carissa!
I ran as close as I could before a nearby teacher told me to stay back.
“What happened?” I asked another boy.
“She collapsed on the oval.”
I watched, my mouth dry, as the ambulance pulled away and drove rapidly down the road, sirens blaring.

      [image: image-placeholder]The afternoon went by in a blur. I couldn’t even tell you what classes I had. The teachers were understanding. They were probably as distracted as we were.
As soon as school was over, I sprinted for the bus stop. Instead of taking my usual bus home, I leaped onto one headed for town. The trip seemed to take an eternity-one stop after another. Finally, it pulled up at the stop I wanted. I walked the rest of the way to the Royal Hobart Hospital.
“Which floor is Carissa Webb on?” I asked the woman at reception.
“Level 2.”
“Thanks.” I jogged for the lift. When the doors opened on level 2 I took a calming breath and approached the nurse’s station.
“Can I help you?” the nurse, a middle-aged man, asked.
“I’m here to see Carissa Webb.”
“I’m sorry,” he said. “She’s not able to take visitors right now.”
“Can you tell me how she’s doing?”
“Are you family?”
“No. Just a school friend.”
“I’m sorry. I can’t tell you anything at the moment.”
A gut-wrenching moan sounded down the hallway. The anguished cry of a woman who had just received heart-breaking news. My veins froze. It couldn’t be. 
I walked home in stunned silence. At some point I hopped on a bus. I barely remembered the trip. Was Carissa dead?

      [image: image-placeholder]My fears were confirmed the next morning at school. The principal was waiting with our teacher when I arrived at homeroom.
“I have a very sad announcement to make,” he said, clearing his throat. “Most of you will know that Carissa Webb was rushed to hospital yesterday. I’m very sorry to have to inform you all that she passed away from a heart attack shortly after arriving.”
My entire body went cold. My chest ached. Carissa was dead. I wanted to cry out, but my throat wouldn’t make a sound.
The feeling made no sense. I had the power to go back and change the past. But the emotions hit me all the same. I’d never felt such grief before. Carissa was so young. How could a fit teenage girl drop dead of a heart attack just like that? I needed information. If I was to do something about it, I needed to understand.
I swallowed to moisten my throat and raised my hand.
“Yes, Flynn?” I’d never heard the principal speak in such a soft voice before. There was a compassion there I’d never known he possessed.
“How did this happen? The ambulance took her to hospital.”
“I don’t have all the answers. I’m certainly not a doctor, but Carissa wasn’t a well person. Sometimes in these matters, every moment counts.”
So that was it. The ambulance hadn’t gotten to her in time. Maybe if they’d been there sooner, they could have saved her. Well, that was easy.
I froze time. I took a moment to steel myself, and wound the world around me back to yesterday lunchtime. It was a bit of a strain. I don’t often reverse time that far. 
I was sitting in my English classroom, right where I’d been before lunch. The bell rang, signalling the end of the lesson. As soon as I’d walked outside, I pulled out my phone and turned it on. It seemed to take an eternity to boot up. Once it was up, I dialled triple zero.
“Emergency Services. What is your emergency?” a calm and professional woman asked.
“Uh, I’m at Bridgewater High School.” I tried to put on the panicked voice of a kid who had just witnessed a friend collapse. I didn’t have to act too hard. Technically, I was lying to the emergency services. Carissa’s heart attack hadn’t happened yet. But I had to get them here in time. “A girl just collapsed on the oval. I think she’s having a heart attack.”
“We’ll send an ambulance right there.”
The woman asked me a couple of other questions as I made my way toward the oval and I hung up. Now the waiting game.
I spotted Carissa. She was walking toward the hockey field, stick in hand. She didn’t look like someone who was about to die.
I glanced at my watch. I didn’t know the exact moment when it would happen.
A siren broke through the
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