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  RUNNING TIME


  Prologue


  Key Largo, Florida,


  Thanksgiving Day, 2006,


  7:10 p.m.


  Just as Eric Holcomb entered his living room, the floor lamp winked on and the recliner swirled around, revealing a tall, muscular man with a diamond stud glinting in his right ear. He wore an expensive suit, shiny Italian shoes, and his hands were folded on a briefcase in his lap. His buzz cut said ex-military, but Holcomb flashed on a scene from a Mafia movie where the loan shark wore brass knuckles and a sidearm and threatened to bust kneecaps unless money was forked over.


  His mouth went dry. His heart thumped and throbbed like an engine badly in need of an overhaul.


  “Fantastic view, Mr. H.” The man stabbed his thumb over his shoulder, indicating the moonlit view of the Gulf off the back deck. “New dock, fruit trees all over the property, metal roof, three thousand square feet of hardwood floors and tile, every upgrade imaginable. And a foreclosure notice.” He clicked his tongue against his teeth and shook his head. “It’d be a shame to lose all this.”


  Holcomb didn’t see a weapon or brass knuckles and relaxed a little. “I don’t recall borrowing money from you. And since I don’t owe you money, get the hell out of my house.”


  “I may be the answer to your financial woes, Mr. H. Please, have a seat.”


  “I’ll stand.” He whipped out his cell and was punching 911 when someone behind him snatched the cell from his hand and pushed him down onto the couch.


  “You’ll sit.” A black man stepped out in front of him, gun aimed at Holcomb’s chest. Dangerous eyes, broad shoulders, arms the size of tree trunks. “And you’ll listen to our proposition.” He pocketed Holcomb’s cell.


  Holcomb’s eyes flicked from one man to the other, anxiety eating like acid through his stomach. He willed his son to stay in the apartment over the garage, which he was cleaning in anticipation of his girlfriend’s arrival tomorrow.


  “Your gun is making Mr. H nervous, Ben,” said the white man.


  “That a fact?” Ben’s arm dropped to his side, the gun still clutched in his hand. “Better, Mr. H?”


  “At the moment, ‘better’ is relative,” Holcomb said.


  The white guy laughed. “A sense of humor. Good. I admire that in a man.”


  “And you are… ?” Holcomb struggled to keep his voice even, to mask his emotions, his fear.


  “Wade.”


  “Wade and Ben.” Like a vaudeville team. “Okay, and how are you going to be the answer to my financial woes, Wade?” And how the hell do you know about my finances?


  Wade sat forward, his face entering the circle of light cast by the lamp. Holcomb now saw the sharp angles of his face, the cruelty of his mouth. The veneer of a businessman was as phony as Holcomb’s courage. His panic deepened.


  “In return for perhaps six months of your time, your terrible credit rating will be wiped out, the foreclosure order on your house will be canceled, the existing mortgage will be paid off, and what you owe to the IRS will disappear. In addition, you’ll be paid a million dollars.”


  Holcomb exploded with laughter. “Right.”


  Wade and Ben didn’t laugh. They watched him the way an entomologist watches bugs. “Who the hell are you people?”


  Wade calmly popped open the lid of his briefcase and removed stacks of bills that he arranged neatly on the coffee table. “Here’s an advance on that million, Mr. H. Fifty grand.”


  Holcomb stared at the stacks of money, each bundle perfectly symmetrical, neat, bound with a rubber band. Jesus God, is that money real?


  “If you agree to work for us, the foreclosure process on your beautiful home here will be stopped with the touch of a computer key. …” He tapped a computer case next to the chair. “The back property taxes and back mortgage payments will be paid off, and the next six months of mortgage payments will be paid as well. You have ten minutes to decide. And all of that and the fifty Gs happen tonight.”


  “Ten minutes,” Holcomb repeated, his thoughts racing, stumbling over themselves. “I don’t even know if that money’s real.”


  “Ben, if you’ll do the honors,” Wade said.


  Ben went over to the coffee table, reached out to pick up a bundle of cash, but Wade touched his arm. “Let Mr. H choose. Just so he knows we’re on the up-and-up.”


  “That one and that one.” Holcomb pointed.


  Ben picked up the bundles Holcomb had selected and handed them to him. Thanks to his job as a bank clerk when he was in law school, Holcomb could spot a phony bill in a heartbeat. Granted, the bills—genuine and bogus alike—had changed in the years since then, but as Holcomb riffled through the bundles, he knew the money was real. He tossed the bills back onto the coffee table.


  “And for all these fantastic benefits, just whom am I supposed to kill?”


  “Now why would you automatically assume you have to kill anyone?”


  “Why else would you offer me this kind of money?”


  “We’ll get to that. Right now, rest assured that you only have to use a stun gun.”


  “A stun gun,” he repeated, and laughed again. “C’mon, you guys break into my house, one of you is armed, the other is carrying a shitload of money, and you’re offering me the deal of a lifetime. What’s the catch?”


  “How’s your memory these days?” Wade asked.


  “As far as I know, it’s excellent. Why?”


  “Would you say your memory is still as good as it was when you took the Florida bar exam and placed second in the state for that year?”


  They obviously had some very personal information about him, the kind of stuff you could get if you worked for the FBI, CIA, Freeze, NSA, or any of those acronym spook agencies. “Since I took the bar twenty years ago, it’s hard to say for sure, but I’d say my memory is still good.”


  “Eidetic, that’s how one of your professors described your memory.”


  “It sounds like you probably know my cholesterol level and the last time I got laid. Okay, I’m impressed.”


  “We know you’re up shit creek, my friend, that for months now your life has been a seven forty-seven in a nosedive. We know that four years ago you were charged with misappropriation of funds in a land deal, got fired from the law firm where you’d worked for ten years, and became an untouchable in Dade County legal circles. Even though the charges were dropped, the damage had been done, Mr. H. Wife divorces you, gets custody of son and the house in Miami, and you get this place and a pile of legal bills. Now you’re a legal consultant here in Key Largo, but let’s face it, the pay is shit.” Wade threw open his arms. “And now the seven forty-seven has crash-landed.”


  True, all of it. Holcomb just sat there in a kind of horrified trance wishing Wade would shut up. But he wasn’t finished yet.


  “We know that your ex-wife’s new husband has nearly as much money as ExxonMobil, that your seventeen-year-old son lives in the caretaker’s cottage on the stepfather’s Palm Beach estate, that he hates Palm Beach, but remains rooted in his mother’s custody because of his lovely girlfriend. In fact, young love and hormones can’t compete with wealth and privilege, the yacht and the private jet, the endless parade of celebrities and their groupies. We know this house is your last refuge as father and son and now the bastards at the bank are planning to foreclose and …”


  “I get your point,” Holcomb finally managed to say, his voice tight.


  “We’re just offering you an alternative, Mr. H. If you accept our offer, training starts on Monday and lasts for about a month. It’s vigorous, exhaustive, but if your memory is half as good as they say, you’ll do fine. At the end of that month, you get another two hundred Gs regardless and you have the opportunity to opt out. If you opt out, you keep all the benefits for just signing up. If you’re still in, you get the remainder of the million when the mission is accomplished. But in one respect, you’re in for good.”


  “I thought you just said you need only six months.”


  Wade’s slow, creeping smile chilled Holcomb. “You’ll be given a security clearance so high that if you ever betray it, you’ll pay with your life.”


  It was such a ludicrous line that Holcomb felt certain he was on a reality show filmed in secret, like the old-time Candid Camera. But then he caught something in Wade’s eyes that whispered of a childhood spent jamming lit matches down inside anthills, teen years pulling petty crimes, a young adulthood pretending he was Brando in On the Waterfront. And he suddenly knew that the ridiculous line Wade had uttered was true.


  CIA? Was that it? Was Wade part of some black op group with the ultimate spooks? The kind of person you read about in spy novels but never met personally? Never mind that he lacked the class of Bond, that he didn’t hold a candle to any of the spies in Graham Greene’s novels. He was the new breed of maverick spook—and proud of it.


  “I need more information before I can make a decision like this in ten minutes. Other than vigorous training and the stun gun, what else is involved?”


  “I’m not at liberty to say, Mr. H.”


  “How convenient. Just who do you think I’m going to tell? My ex? She can’t stand the sight of me. My son? He’s got his own life and couldn’t give a shit. A lover? I’m in a very dry spell. My former colleagues? I’m an untouchable to them. This is for me.”


  Wade and Ben traded a sly, knowing glance that made Holcomb distinctly uncomfortable. “Maybe you’re not the morally compromised cripple we think you are,” Ben remarked, with a smirk.


  “Really, Ben.” Wade clicked his tongue against the back of his teeth and smoothed one hand over his jacket. He gripped the briefcase in the other. “That wasn’t nice.”


  Ben shrugged. “Hey, it was truthful.”


  “Now that’s important,” Wade said, holding his index finger in the air, as if testing for the direction the wind was blowing. “Ben is our honesty barometer.”


  “And you two think I’m a morally compromised cripple?” Holcomb laughed again, that quick, staccato laughter that came out when he was nervous or had had too much to drink. He hated the sound of it, but couldn’t stop himself. “Then what’s that make you?”


  “Oh, make no mistake about it, Mr. H.,” Wade said. “We’re corrupt, but…”


  “… you have scruples. Honor among thieves and all that. Yeah. Save your breath.”


  Ben snapped his fingers. “Wade, he reads minds.”


  Wade came around the side of the coffee table and leaned down, his face so close that Holcomb could smell mint on his breath. “What do you think about time travel, Mr. H? Is it possible? Possible in a tangible, practical way?”


  “How the hell do I know? I’m a lawyer, not a scientist.”


  “Now that is the right answer,” Wade said, then reached for Holcomb’s hand and shook it. “It’s been a pleasure speaking with you. One of us will be back in ten minutes for your decision.” Then he released Holcomb’s hand, glanced at his companion. “Ben?”


  “Yeah, we’re outta here.”


  They didn’t walk away, didn’t move at all. One moment they were there, occupying space, breathing the air Holcomb breathed, and the next moment they were gone.


  Impossible.


  Holcomb shot to his feet and ran for the sliding glass doors that opened onto the back balcony. Still locked and closed. He spun around and raced for the front door, threw it open, and loped out into the driveway. No cars speeding out of the cul-de-sac, no sound except the rustle of wind through the trees, the chatter of palm fronds as they rubbed together.


  He trotted to the end of the driveway and then up the street. Nothing unusual. The parked cars that hugged the curb were fewer than usual, probably because of Thanksgiving, and he recognized them, knew to whom they belonged. They were parked in the street because the houses lacked garages, carports. Besides, when he and Mike had turned onto the street half an hour ago, nothing had caught his attention. And he was accustomed to checking. A man whose credit card debt hovered at a hundred grand, who hadn’t paid a mortgage or property taxes since summer, whose home owner’s insurance had been canceled months ago, whose car insurance was barely at the legal level… well, he had to be vigilant, a man like that.


  He ran back into the driveway and nearly collided with his son. “You okay, dad? You look spooked.”


  “Did you … see anyone leaving?”


  “When? Just now?” Mike’s large, soulful eyes fastened on Holcomb, as if he didn’t quite know what to make of his father’s question.


  “Uh, yeah. When I went into the house, there were two guys who …” Who offered me the deal of a lifetime and then disappeared. He couldn’t bring himself to say it. “Never mind. Just some wacko calling my cell. What do you need for the apartment?”


  “Nothing. Everything’s in there. I’m still cleaning. Listen, you’ll love Ann.”


  The girlfriend, heiress to nothing.


  “We’ll go fishing,” Mike rushed on. “Maybe we can get the old Harley up and running.”


  “Right. You bet.”


  “I’ll be over in half an hour so we can watch the movie.” Which movie? Holcomb couldn’t remember. “I’ll make some popcorn.” And hide that money.


  He hurried back inside the house, those last few moments with the two men playing in his head, an endless loop of images.


  People don’t just disappear.


  But he knew what he had seen. And he was sure of it when he went over to the coffee table and started counting out the bundles of cash.


  Ten minutes later, Wade simply appeared just inside the sliding glass doors, a laptop tucked under his arm. “Hope your wireless service hasn’t been cut off, Mr. H. You ready?”


  “How … how’d you do that?”


  “Do what?”


  “Disappear and reappear.”


  Wade set down his laptop, flipped open the lid, went online. “I told you.”


  “Actually, you didn’t tell me. You asked if I thought time travel was possible in a tangible, practical way.”


  He rolled his eyes. “You’re splitting hairs, Mr. H.”


  “I need to know what I’m getting into.”


  Another roll of the eyes, an exaggerated sigh. “All right. I’ll give you a taste. Fair enough?”


  “A taste. And what’s that me—”


  Before he finished his sentence, Wade clasped his shoulder, and Holcomb felt a mounting pressure at the back of his skull, as if something were jammed up against it, something with weight and a blunt edge. A piece of concrete, a block of wood. His ears rang, nausea gripped him, the pressure at the back of his head exploded, and suddenly he was on his hands and knees in brilliant sunlight, vomiting onto the largest flower he’d ever seen. A flower the size of his head, with blood-red petals and velvet leaves half the size of his anus that twisted and curled at the edges. Rich, fecund smells assaulted him—of earth and water, sky and green, every odor excessive. The air around him, the ground against his hands, vibrated, trembled, shook.


  Holcomb rocked back onto his heels, blinking against the brilliance of the light, the staggering blue of the sky. And there, against all that blue, all that vivid color, loomed the impossible, the incomprehensible. He scrambled back on his hands and knees, a stream of unintelligible sounds spilling from his mouth, his hands grabbing at the gigantic flower, as if to cover himself with it. But the dinosaurs continued to stampede toward them, their long necks bobbing in the brutal light. Shrieks and cries exploded through the air, the earth kept shaking, rumbling. Overhead, skimming the tops of the trees, flew tremendous birds with wingspans that stretched several dozen feet. They emitted strange, shrill songs that echoed across the savannah. His head spun, more sounds ran from his mouth, he thought he was about to pass out.


  “Shit,” Wade hissed. “Somewhere in the Jurassic era. Seen enough, Mr. H? Can we go home now?”


  “Jesus,” he whispered and toppled sideways, into Wade, his vision blurring, all the colors melting together like hot wax.


  “Stay conscious, man. You’ve gotta stay conscious.” Wade struck him across the face, grabbed the front of his shirt, and shook him like a dog with a bone. “C’mon, stay with me. Or you won’t get back.”


  Conscious, conscious, the word slammed against the walls of his skull, ringing, vibrating, and then he was on his kitchen floor, stomach churning, the taste of bile surging in the back of his throat. He clutched bits of bright red flowers, silken grass, black earth.


  “Drink some of this, Mr. H.”


  Wade, crouched beside him, pressed a bottle of Gatorade to Holcomb’s mouth and he clasped it with the awkwardness of a toddler. He guzzled, coughed, drank some more. His vision began to stabilize, the nausea ebbed. Wade handed him a wad of paper towels and Holcomb wiped his mouth, his hands. He stared at the clump of vegetation on the floor beside him, petals and leaves from that gigantic flower. Then he raised his eyes. Wade looked amused.


  “Well, Mr. H? Was that enough of a taste?”


  “Sign me up,” he said hoarsely.


  PART ONE


  Refugees


  For much of our lives, time moves within like a circle.


  —Jay Griffiths, from A Sideways Look at Time


  1


  Kincaid & McKee


  The biochip will transform life as we know it.


  —Mariah Jones, 1980


  Aruba, March 15, 2007, 3:33 A.M.


  Alex Kincaid bolted upright, listening hard for the noise that had awakened him. But all he heard was the island’s music, that strange, rhythmic beat that played here 24/7— wind shaking the trees like tambourines, then strumming the branches as though they were the strings of Jimi Hendrix’s guitar.


  His fingers twisted around a corner of the damp sheet and he swung his legs over the side of the bed. Even though the window was open, the air conditioner was also on, his and Nora’s concession to his need for fresh air and her insistence on comfort at night. The apartment’s AC unit hummed and clattered, and he had to concentrate to find the noises beneath and behind this sound and that of the wind. The soft cries of the parched earth, the sad and lonely howl of a stray dog, the crash of waves against the nearby beach, the squeal of tires against the road: business as usual.


  Any messages or codes preserved within nature’s undercurrents were apparently meant for senses more sharply honed than his. The wind ruled, end of story. Just as he started to stretch out again, the dog growled, low menacing growls that signaled danger. And it was close.


  Kincaid quickly joined Sunny at the window. The golden retriever’s paws rested on the sill, her ears twitched, she kept growling. He ran his fingers through her fur, which stood straight up along the length of her spine. “What is it, girl?” he whispered.


  She whimpered and licked his hand and kept staring out into the moonlit field one story below. The misshapen branches of the diva-diva trees swayed in the wind like hula dancers. Off to the right stood an abandoned school bus, windows busted out, the front squashed in like an accordion. Beyond the field lay the road that looped around the island. On the other side of the road rose the first of the resort hotels, grand, sprawling places, most of them American, that were the heart of the island’s economy.


  At this hour of the night, there wasn’t even a car in sight.


  Kincaid started to turn away, but Sunny barked, an event rare enough so that he glanced back, frowning. “It would be so great if you could learn to speak English,” he said.


  She dropped her paws to the floor and trotted over to the bed, waking Nora, Sunny’s version of a dog snub. Who needed English?


  “You have to go out, Sunny?” Nora murmured sleepily.


  “I’ll take her out,” Kincaid said, even though he doubted this was about a need to pee.


  Whimpers, another bark, then the dog seemed to be staring at something in the hall and suddenly shot through the bedroom doorway.


  Now Kincaid was spooked. He peered through the window again, and saw what Sunny had sensed, several figures making their way through the moonlight, toward the old bus.


  Kids? Not at this hour.


  Thieves? Possibly. But thieves would target lone houses in neighborhoods, not a cluster of apartments that catered to windsurfers.


  “What is it?” Nora whispered.


  “I’m not…”


  Something tore through the open window, eclipsing the rest of his sentence. “Grab Sunny!” he shouted. “They’ve found us!”


  Nora vaulted out of bed and sprinted through the bedroom door. Kincaid lunged toward the dresser, snatched up his and Nora’s packs, and raced after her, one hand covering his mouth and nose as a canister rolled across the floor spraying tear gas everywhere. He kicked the door shut, ducked into the bathroom and snapped towels off the rack, then pressed them up against the crack under the door.


  It might buy them a few moments.


  Already, the tear gas seeped into the towels, and in minutes the front door probably would burst open. Fortunately, they were in the process of moving out of Waverunner, the apartment complex where they had been living these past months, and most of their belongings were in the new place they had rented in Santa Cruz, thirty minutes inland. They also had cleared all the syringes out of the freezer and taken them inland as well. So whoever had shot the tear gas canister, he thought, was welcome to whatever remained in the apartment.


  The glow of the night-light plugged into the wall under the living room window provided enough illumination for him to see Nora checking the dead bolt and chain on the front door, her cell pressed to her ear. She spoke in a hushed, urgent tone, warning the others, telling them to get out of their apartments now. Sunny had found her Frisbee and was carrying it in her mouth as she moved closer to Nora. She knew the drill. They all did.


  Kincaid swept Sunny’s leash off the coffee table and paused long enough to part the blinds with his fingers and peer outside. From here, he could see the moonlit parking lot, the lush vegetation that surrounded the swimming pool off to the left, and the row of hedges that ran along the wall on the right, marking Waverunner’s property line. The figures came from that direction, materializing from the shadows with the stealth of the assassins they were.


  He counted half a dozen of them, all wearing dark clothes. No telling what agency they were from, which country, which rogue group. It didn’t matter. They ran, hunkered over, through the moonlight, crossing the parking lot and vanishing into the trees around the pool.


  “Here they come,” he said, and hurried over to Nora and Sunny, both of them crouched now against the far wall. He passed Nora her pack, and she slung it over her head, then adjusted it so the pack rested against her hip.


  “We’ll meet the others at the house three hours ago,” she whispered as she wrapped one arm across Sunny’s back.


  The front window shattered. The explosion of glass tinkled like wind chimes when it struck the tile. Three tear gas canisters rolled across the living room floor. The stuff spread so quickly that within seconds, Kincaid’s eyes watered, his lungs burned, the dog wheezed, and Nora stifled a violent spasm of coughing. A heartbeat later, a fourth canister slammed into the wall behind the couch, spewing tear gas that spread quickly through the air pouring out of the AC vents.


  Kincaid grasped Nora’s hand and flung his other arm across the dog’s back. “We’re outta here.”


  An excruciating pressure seized his head. The darkened living room of their apartment at Waverunner vanished and the next thing Kincaid knew, his knees hit a hard surface, he fell back onto his ass, his stomach lurched, his head spun, and everything listed to the right. His eyes still burned, his lungs ached. The faint stink of tear gas lingered in the air. But he also recognized the smell of fresh paint and the sweet scent of the flowers that Nora had bought at the market yesterday. Roses.


  The pressure in his head eased, the fluid in his inner ears stabilized, and his vision returned to normal. There, right in front of him, was the kitchen clock, hands at twelve twenty- two. The window beneath it was dark. And in front of the windows stood the wooden kitchen table, six chairs around it, each with a pumpkin-colored cushion that matched the color of the walls. They had bought the cushions from a local woman who made them by hand.


  In a vase in the center of the table stood the roses, each one a different color. A light over the sink was on, casting just enough illumination to give the room a soft, fuzzy texture, as though it were a room in an old photograph.


  His pack slipped off his shoulder, and he managed to stand. He still felt weird, as though his legs were made of warm rubber, and he lurched over to Nora with the gracelessness of Frankenstein’s monster. She rocked back and forth on her heels, face pressed into her thighs. The dog was huddled beside her, breathing hard, as though she’d been running, Frisbee on the floor just in front of her. She wagged her tail when she saw Kincaid, then struggled up, weaved over to her bowl, and lapped up water.


  “Rough, I know,” Kincaid murmured as he rubbed the back of Nora’s neck.


  “I feel sick. Can you get me a damp towel?” She kept her face pressed to her thighs as she spoke. “With ice cubes rolled up inside it?”


  “Sure.”


  The sink seemed very far away, though, and he moved toward it at a snail’s pace, his hands constantly seeking something to hold on to. The back of a chair. The edge of the counter. Every transition was different, some tougher than others, but this one struck him as particularly debilitating, perhaps because of the tear gas. Or the suddenness with which they were forced to act.


  He splashed water on his face, then ran a towel under the faucet and rolled ice cubes into it. By the time he made it to Nora with the ice pack, she was sitting back on her heels, her face as pale as her hair was dark. He handed her the towel and she pressed it against the back of her neck. After a few moments, she struggled to her feet, lurched toward the fridge, opened it, and removed a bottle of ginger ale. She fought with the top, apparently too debilitated to open the bottle quickly. She finally sank onto one of the chairs, got the cap off, gulped from the bottle.


  Kincaid pulled out one of the other chairs and collapsed into it. He felt totally wasted, spent, used up.


  “Who are they?” she finally asked.


  “It doesn’t matter who they are. How’d they find us?”


  She shook her head and pushed the bottle of ginger ale toward Kincaid. “Drink some. It’ll help.”


  As he grasped the bottle, even his hands felt strange to him—his but not his, fingers clumsy, joints popping. He tipped the bottle to his mouth and sipped. And sipped again. She was right. The ginger ale settled his stomach. His equilibrium seemed almost normal.


  “Are we safe here?” she asked. “Will they find us? Can they trace where we went?”


  He heard the anxiety in her voice, the uncertainty, and it hurt him. He felt as if he had failed her, failed all of them. Then again, they had been living with this possibility for nearly five months, constantly perched at the edge of anxiety, always alert, prepared, ready for the unexpected. They were all so paranoid after the events of last fall that everyone was suspect: the cleaning women at Waverunner, the Dutch couple who rented them the house into which they were nearly moved, the waiter at a restaurant in downtown Oranjestad, the workman who had installed their wireless system, the satellite TV guy. Their suspicion of everyone and everything was an insidious thing and had begun to infect the ways they related to each other.


  “I don’t know,” he admitted.


  Nora rubbed her hands over her face, nodding. He didn’t know what the nod meant. Acceptance? Denial? Suppressed anger? She, like Kincaid, still wore the clothes she had slept in, gym shorts and a T-shirt. Her feet were bare, her jaw- length black hair uncombed. He remembered her best as the long-haired brunette in the Blue River College library, a graduate student in psychology who had devoured books the way other students devoured meals. Their three-year affair had been the most intense of his life, had ended through no fault of their own, and she subsequently had married Kincaid’s close friend, Jake McKee, an English professor.


  It astounded Kincaid that for the five years of that marriage he had been able to keep his feelings to himself. But at some level, he had known that sooner or later McKee would slip up and Nora would see him for what he was, a bright and seductive charmer who couldn’t keep his pants zipped when it came to his young, lovely students. In fact, the day she intended to tell McKee she wanted a divorce, he was arrested, hauled away for alleged subversive activities, just as Nora’s mother had been when she was ten.


  Now they knew, of course, that Catherine Walrave, mother to both Nora and her older brother, Tyler, had been disappeared by a black ops government agency—Special Operation Temporal, SPOT—that for more than thirty years had been disappearing subversives, dissidents, and other undesirables into the past. Catherine supposedly had been dropped on a deserted road in Blue River, Massachusetts, in January of 1695 and had either perished or survived.


  McKee had been sentenced to Vietnam—specifically My Lai—but had been spared through a series of events that ultimately had brought Kincaid and Nora back together. Now, here they were, a group of six humans and one dog who had brought down SPOT and were trying to build normal lives for themselves. But normal, he thought, watching the golden retriever sink to the floor, apparently wasn’t their karma.


  Tyler Walrave, Nora’s brother, and his wife, Diana, suddenly emerged near the couch in the living room. Kincaid could see them through the doorway, their heavy packs bulging from their backs like tumors. Sunny’s head snapped up, her tail started wagging, and she struggled to her feet and made her way slowly into the living room to greet them.


  The dog divided her time among the six of them and apparently considered all of them her charges, as though they were sheep she was supposed to herd, or Frisbees she was supposed to retrieve. Of them all, Sunny had been chipped the longest, since somewhere back in the seventies, when the chip’s inventor began her experiments on animals. As far as Kincaid knew, she was the only dog that was ever chipped. Her longevity brought up speculations and questions about the chip and aging that none of them had been able to answer. The biochip that made time travel possible was like the dog herself: the ultimate conundrum.


  Kincaid pushed up from the chair and went into the living room. As he neared, he could see that Walrave, wearing pajama bottoms and a wrinkled T-shirt, was doing okay. But Diana’s head was tilted back, her hands pressed to her nose, blood seeping through her fingers. The sight of the blood alarmed Kincaid. He knew what it meant. Her body was rejecting the biochip.


  Sunny licked at Diana’s arm, her leg, trying to comfort her, to heal her. “It’s okay, Sunny,” Diana murmured. “I’m okay. Really.”


  “Keep your head back,” Walrave told her as he helped her to her feet. Then, to Kincaid: “Who the fuck were those people?”


  “I don’t know.” And he was sick to death of being asked. “Nora,” he called, “we need ice. Di’s got a nosebleed.”


  “It’s not just a nosebleed,” she said, drops of blood hitting the floor. “My body’s getting rid … of the chip. Oh my God, I can feel it… moving in my sinuses.”


  “That sensation will pass, hon,” Walrave said, his voice gentle, loving.


  They steered her into the bathroom, where Kincaid jerked a towel off the rack and pressed it up against her nose. She took it and crouched in front of the toilet and when the towel dropped away from her face, the blood poured from her nose.


  “Keep your eyes shut,” Walrave told her. “So you don’t get nauseated.”


  And you won’t have to see the chip, Kincaid thought, then stepped out of the way as Nora hurried in with an ice pack. “When did her nosebleed start, Tyler?” Nora asked.


  “I’m not sure. Maybe with the first whiff of tear gas, maybe as we were emerging.”


  In the moments that they spoke, Kincaid looked from brother to sister and marveled, as he always did, at their physical similarities. It was as if they were supposed to be twins—both of them six feet tall, dark haired and dark eyed, but born seven years apart. When their mother had been disappeared, Nora had been in elementary school; Tyler had been a college freshman.


  Nora knelt beside Diana, pressed the ice pack to the back of her neck, and started talking her through it—that she should breathe through her mouth, that it would be over soon, that she should try to remain calm, centered. Kincaid touched Walrave’s arm. “C’mon, Tyler. Leave her with Nora.” Once they were in the kitchen, he added, “She’s going to need a new chip.”


  “She’s done with chips.” Walrave jerked open the fridge door and helped himself to an apple and a bottle of local beer. “She’s pregnant.”


  “Pregnant.” The word rolled off Kincaid’s tongue with a gross unfamiliarity, as if he’d never heard the word before. “How do you know?”


  “She took a pregnancy test, Alex. I’ve never seen a damn thing written about the chip and pregnancy, but I’m pretty sure that’s why her body is rejecting it. Three months pregnant, all those new hormones pumping through her, the white cells rallying around the invader, and poof there goes the chip.”


  “Christ,” Kincaid whispered.


  “Yeah. It means doctors, hospitals.”


  “But you were a paramedic. You’ve delivered babies.”


  “Not for years.”


  “But you can deliver a baby.”


  “Sure, I can do that—if the birth is normal. But I’m no OB. Who the hell is going to monitor her pregnancy? I’m not qualified to do that.”


  “She won’t be the first woman to give birth, Tyler.”


  “No.” He guzzled down half the beer. “But as far as we know, she’ll be the first who has been chipped for at least three months of the pregnancy. And she’ll be the first in our group to give birth. And what’s that mean, Alex? How’re we going to keep running if we’ve got a baby?”


  “We’ve got another six months to figure it out.” Right now, he was frankly more concerned about how they had been found.


  “But you can see what this transition just did to her,” Walrave said. “What’s it doing to the baby? What’s it going to be like when she’s six months pregnant and we have to escape?”


  “Hey, we’ve been safe for nearly five months. That’s longer than I thought we had.”


  Walrave pressed the beer bottle to his forehead. “I’m thinking that Di and I will pick a spot in the past, transition there, and just stay until the baby is born.”


  Maybe this, maybe that, Kincaid thought. Their entire lives now seemed to be predicated on maybe, what if, suppose. “Do you have a spot in mind?”


  “Not yet.” He set the bottle on the table. “We’ve pretty much been going day to day, just like you and Nora. We do the training with Ryan and Kat, study up on whatever era they want us to target, and then we transition, get a brief taste of what the era is like, and they evaluate our precision. I mean, the whole point of this training is to get us up to speed so we can retrieve Mom. But now that we know Di is pregnant, everything has changed.”


  “You can still go, Tyler.”


  “Sure, and Di can, too, if one of us transitions her. But I think that’s too risky. Aside from the effects it might have on the baby, it means that Di wouldn’t be able to get back unless one of us transitions her.” He shook his head. “The whole game is different now, Alex. I think you and Nora are going to have to do the retrieval by yourselves while Di and I look for a spot to live until the baby is born.”


  Before Kincaid could reply, the door to the garage burst open and Kat Sargent exploded into the kitchen, her eyes stricken, her clothes bloodstained. “I need help getting Ryan inside. He’s hurt.”


  Kincaid and Walrave shot to their feet. Walrave said he’d get the medical supplies and clear an area in the house for Curtis. Kincaid threw open the cabinet door under the sink and grabbed a handful of dish towels. He hurried after Kat, into the garage, where Ryan Curtis sat on the floor propped up against the freezer, sucking air in through his clenched teeth, his pale face bright with sweat. His left hand clutched the upper part of his right arm, where bright red blood bloomed against his T-shirt. It rolled down the underside of his arm and seeped into the long, white drawstring pants he wore.


  “Bastard sliced me … just as … we … were transitioning,” he said, his voice thick and soft.


  “Move your hand, Ryan,” Kincaid told him. “Let me wrap this towel around your arm so we can get some pressure on it.”


  As soon as Curtis took his hand away, Kincaid grimaced. If this were his arm, he would want to see a doctor, get an X-ray to make sure the knife hadn’t struck bone, have it stitched up professionally. But when he suggested as much, Curtis shook his head.


  “It’s midnight. There’s only one hospital on this island and I’m not going to the ER. These guys know they sliced me. I’m betting the word has gone out to the hospital and the island doctors.”


  Kincaid thought of the doctor in the Dominican Republic who had inoculated them, provided them with antibiotics, and asked no questions. In return, they had donated ten grand to help build his new clinic. But before he could mention it, Curtis said, “Just help me inside.”


  He and Kat propped Curtis up between them. At six five, he towered over them both, this man who had spent seven years with SPOT. In the beginning, Kincaid had hated him. He had turned their lives upside down and inside out the day he had arrested McKee. But during their months on the island, he had come to admire and trust him.


  They got him into the living room, where Curtis collapsed onto the couch, which Walrave had covered in a plastic tarp and towels. Thanks to his paramedic experience in Boston, long before he had started his computer software business, Walrave was the closest thing they had to a doctor. But he didn’t have an X-ray machine, couldn’t perform any kind of surgery.


  After washing up and snapping on latex gloves, Walrave unwrapped the towel from Curtis’s arm and cut away the sleeve of his shirt. Kincaid nearly passed out when he saw how deep the slice was. Walrave didn’t look any too happy about it, either.


  “Jesus, Ryan. I don’t know. This looks deep. If the knife nicked the bone, you’re going to need surgery so the bone doesn’t get infected.”


  “The bone’s not nicked,” Curtis said through clenched teeth.


  “You don’t know that.”


  “Yes, I do” he hissed. “Just clean it up and stitch it shut, Tyler. Please. We have penicillin, right? I’ll need a shot of penicillin and then I’ll start Augmentin tomorrow. It’ll be fine.”


  “The blade may have sliced through muscle, Tyler,” Kat said worriedly, biting at the edge of her thumbnail, shifting her weight from one foot to the other, over and over again.


  “We’ve got some other problems, too,” Walrave said.


  When he told Curtis why he and Di wouldn’t be part of the retrieval for his and Nora’s mother, both Curtis and Kat looked stunned. “When will the baby be born?” Kat finally asked.


  “In the fall,” Walrave replied.


  “How far back are you going to go?” Curtis asked.


  “I don’t know,” Walrave replied. “But I think all of us should be giving some serious thought to finding a haven in the past where we have supplies and a place to live and establish identities.”


  “I thought that was what we were doing here,” Nora said as she and Diana came out of one of the bedrooms.


  Diana had changed clothes and although she looked unsteady and spent, her nosebleed had stopped. “I thought that’s what this house was about,” she added.


  “Whoever these people are, it won’t take them long to track us down,” Curtis said. “The island’s too small for us to hide here for very long. I’m surprised we’ve lasted this long.”


  “So we, what!” Kat exclaimed. “Run again?”


  “He’s not running anywhere for a couple of days.” Walrave gestured at Curtis. “For all we know, if he transitions too soon, he could hemorrhage.” He was cleaning the cut now, squirting Betadine over it, then preparing his needle. Curtis turned his head in the other direction.


  “Is that true?” Nora asked, directing her question at Curtis. He knew more than any of them about the parameters of the chip and the logistics and dangers of transitioning.


  “It might be,” Curtis admitted. “With the older versions of the chip, SPOT lost Travelers who got injured in the past and died when they were trying to get home. But we’ve got the newest versions of the chip and we just don’t know enough about how it works to say that anything is certain.”


  “But we just rented this place,” Diana said, throwing out her arms. “What do we do about that?”


  “We’re paid up for six months,” Kincaid said. “The only people who know we’re here are the owners, and they’re in the Netherlands now. We paid them in cash, they filed the paperwork. No Realtors, no middlemen. We give them notice now, that gives them five months to find other tenants. For the next few days, we disguise ourselves when we go out. We shop somewhere other than Santa Cruz. We can extend our stay here long enough for Ryan to heal, for Nora and I to go back to retrieve her mother. In the meantime, Kat and Tyler can start looking for new havens. Sound like a plan?”


  Sunny, sitting at the edge of the group as if she were listening to everything, suddenly barked—no growls, no teeth bared, nothing menacing.


  Nora laughed. “I think Sunny just cast her vote for your plan, Alex. You’ve got my vote, too.”


  “Okay, that’s three out of seven,” Kincaid said.


  “Do you feel you’re ready to transition back more than three hundred years, Alex? Just you and Nora?” Curtis asked.


  “We managed to live for a while in 1968 and did pretty well for a couple of amateurs,” Kincaid replied. “We even nabbed you, Ryan.”


  Curtis winced as Walrave finished stitching and began to bandage his arm. “It’s not the same thing. Nineteen sixty-eight is recognizable, okay? We’re talking about the darkest period of Blue River’s history, when three women were executed for practicing witchcraft, when women were chattel, didn’t learn to read, and were basically suspect if they weren’t married. We’re talking about the fucking Puritans, Alex. The era of Bible-thumpers and hell-and-brimstone preachers. Can you immerse yourself in that culture? Because that’s what it’s going to take. Immersion. For a few days, a few weeks. You simply won’t know until you get there and start looking for Catherine.”


  Kincaid and Nora exchanged a glance. Are we ready? his eyes asked.


  Absolutely, her smile replied.


  “We’re ready,” Kincaid said.


  “Then your plan has my vote,” Curtis said.


  “And mine,” Kat echoed.


  “Ditto,” Diana said.


  “Yeah,” Walrave added, then tapped an imaginary gavel in the air. “The vote is unanimous.”
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  Prison


  It may well be that every action we take, every thought we have in the present, alters our entire history.


  —Lynn McTaggart


  He came to with shocking suddenness, gasping for air as if he had been held underwater. He couldn’t see. Couldn’t move. His mouth fell open, but the scream that raced across his tongue stumbled out as a dry rasp. OhGodohGodwhat’shappenedwherearnlwhat…


  His mind emptied of everything except fear and it drummed through him, hurling open adrenaline floodgates until his heart hammered and sweat poured off him and tears streamed down his cheeks. Shudders tore through him. Where’s my dad?


  The floodgates slammed shut, and Mike Holcomb’s body went still. An image leaped into his head and danced across the screen of his inner vision. I am backing out of my stepfather’s estate one evening when three cars shoot out of nowhere, blocking them in. Five men leap out and drag me from the car and inject something into my neck. Then: nothingness, blackness.


  When did that happen?


  He had no idea.


  He noticed that the air smelled of ocean, desert, heat. He focused on that, on the odors, and gradually his heartbeat stabilized, and his panic dove underground. He sniffed at the air, following the threads of other scents—the flatness of the air around him, the faint tendrils of food, the stale stink of cigarettes. He realized he wasn’t blind, that something soft and thick covered his eyes, a blindfold of some kind. And he felt cuffs around his wrists, ropes around his ankles, and knew he was tied to a bed. Memories now rushed through him, popping into his consciousness like air bubbles as he surfaced from some deep, underwater place.


  He had been kidnapped, taken to a place where the wind blew relentlessly, swallowing other sounds—a dry, greedy wind that smelled of water. That narrowed the geographical choices considerably. Island? Yes. That was his first guess.


  In his sweat, Mike smelled the weak residue of the drug that had knocked him out and stolen some of his memories. Small doses, administered in short periods of time. Not enough to kill him, just enough to keep him confused, groggy, controlled. He could see the face of the man who had drugged him, a black man with homicidal eyes and impeccable clothes. Ben.


  He moved his tongue around in his mouth, struggling to work up enough spit so that he could shout loudly. He cleared his throat and bellowed, “Hey, someone. I need to take a leak.”


  Silence. Mike counted silently to twenty. Then the door creaked, he heard footsteps. A man said, “Next time you scream, I gag you.”


  Ben. That was Ben. Jailer. Caretaker. Asshole. “I’d like to use the bathroom.”


  “I think we can arrange that.”


  “And I’d like something to eat.”


  “Sounds fair. What day is it, kid?”


  “I don’t have any idea. You tell me.”


  Ben laughed. “You’re a bright kid. You’ll figure it out.” The blinds clacked together as Ben raised them. “Okay, I’m removing the blindfold first. Lift your head.”


  He raised his head and Ben untied his blindfold. Mike blinked hard, his eyes adjusting to the soft glow of a nearby lamp, to the starlight that glinted through the huge wall of glass. He didn’t see moonlight, so either the moon hadn’t risen yet or it had set already. His gaze slipped to Ben, standing beside the bed, wearing his creepy smile and his fastidious clothes, the pants with perfect creases, a silk guayabera shirt. His dark eyes glistened like marbles in his even darker face. The muscles in his biceps seemed to ripple, as if he had just worked out.


  “You know the rules, kid,” Ben said. “You pull any shit and you end up gagged and bound inside a closet. We clear?”


  “Yes. Did you already do that to me?”


  “You don’t remember?”


  “You give me so many fucking drugs, how can I?”


  “We give you drugs to keep you calm. If you stay calm, there won’t be any drugs.”


  “Not even in the food?”


  “Not even in the food.”


  “And I’m supposed to believe you just because you say it?”


  “I don’t lie.”


  Well, then, how comforting.


  Ben reached down under the cuff of his pants, pulled out a knife, and sliced through the ropes around Mike’s ankles. His muscles screamed and twitched simultaneously, making the release nearly as painful as the restraints. “Can I sit up now?”


  “Sure thing, kid.”


  “I have a name, you know.”


  “To me, you’re nameless,” Ben replied.


  Mike snapped forward, swung his legs over the side of the bed, and held up his cuffed hands. Ben unlocked the cuff from his left wrist and it dangled against his right forearm. “When do I get a shower?”


  “Now. You’ll have five minutes. Clean clothes are in the linen closet. Everything you need is in there. I’ll be outside the door.”


  He stood on legs that felt rubbery, not quite real. “Am I going to get to eat or do I just get the shower?”


  “Your food will be here when you finish.” Ben gestured toward the picture window. “Don’t even think about leaving through there. We’re fifteen stories up.”


  “I’m not stupid.” He hurried past Ben, into the bathroom, quickly shut the door, turned the lock.


  The lock was just a formality, Ben could get in here any time he wanted. But it gave Mike a sense of privacy, however small and false. He quickly turned on the water and suddenly remembered something else. He went over to the linen closet, opened it, stooped over, and dug through the towels on the middle shelf. He found the pen he had hidden here— When? How long have I been here? How many times have I gone through this?—and the tiny vertical lines he had made on the wall to his left. Six of them. One mark for each shower. He drew a seventh line. But did one shower equal one day?


  He moved the towels around until he found the tiny vertical lines on the right wall. These lines represented meals. There were thirteen. If he was eating three meals a day—and he couldn’t say for sure that he was—then he had been here slightly more than four days.


  The problem with this system for marking time was that he had no way of knowing what equaled what.


  Mike suddenly remembered something else, dropped to his knees, and shoved his arm in between the wall and the hot water heater. He dug under the stacks of loose tiles until he found the screwdriver. He needed to sneak it into the bedroom, but every time he came out of the shower, Ben patted him down. He remembered this clearly, Ben’s powerful hands moving over his body in a way that felt disgustingly intrusive, intimate. He grabbed a washcloth off an upper shelf, wrapped it around the screwdriver, and shoved it back farther into the closet, right behind the water heater.


  He didn’t know who had left the screwdriver or the pen in there, but was grateful for the oversight.


  He showered in under sixty seconds. It cleared his head, more memories surfaced, and with each memory he reclaimed, his fear ebbed a little farther. He was alive. One way or another, he could get the fuck out of here.


  With the shower still on, the water covered any noises he might make. He dressed quickly in clean clothes that had been folded on an upper shelf in the linen closet. Not his clothes. But his size. Shorts, T-shirt, but no socks. You might hide something in them, Ben had told him.


  Yeah? Like what? Sand? Soap? A screwdriver?


  He lowered the lid of the toilet, stepped up onto it, climbed onto the back of the toilet tank. He must have done this before, it made sense. But he had no memory of it. He peered out the small window, the tip of his nose pressed against the glass. He couldn’t see much: a sprinkling of lights far out in the blackness and, closer in, a single spotlight that illuminated a beach. Ben was probably telling him the truth about being fifteen stories up. He craned his neck, peering upward. He saw the edge of an eave and what looked like metal bars climbing up the wall to his right.


  Penthouse? Was he in a penthouse?


  He stepped down again and dropped his head back, studying the ceiling. Panels, large, square panels, the kind that could be pushed up and slid to one side. If he could find something to stand on … The sink? Would that give him the height he needed? No, better yet, the shelves in the linen closet. If he could stand on the top shelf without the whole thing collapsing … yeah, it might work.


  Just then, banging on the door. “Your five minutes are nearly up, kid!” Ben shouted.


  “I’m done,” Mike called back and turned off the shower. He rubbed his hair with a towel, picked up the electric shaver, opened the door so Ben could see he was about to shave. “Can I finish up?”


  “Grow a beard,” Ben replied, poking his head inside the bathroom.


  “There’s no toothbrush or toothpaste in here.”


  Ben rolled his eyes. “I’ll get them. Your food’s not getting any warmer.”


  He turned on the electric razor, rubbed a clear spot in the mirror, and saw that Ben was no longer in the doorway.


  Now, he thought. Fast.


  He turned, the razor still on, and hurried over to the linen closet, dug out the washcloth with the screwdriver inside, and poked his head through the doorway. Clear. The coast was clear. He dashed into the bedroom and looked around frantically for a place to hide the screwdriver.


  Under the mattress. Quick, Jesus, quick.


  He lifted the upper left corner of the mattress, tucked the screwdriver under it, and was sitting at the table near the window, eating his meal, when Ben returned with a toothbrush and toothpaste.


  “Oops, almost forgot,” Ben said and motioned for him to stand. “Get up. You know the routine, kid.”


  He got up, spread his legs, extended his arms. As the pat down began, he said, “I think you enjoy this, Ben. I think there’s a perv inside you.”


  Ben’s hands went totally still, pasted to Mike’s ribs. Then, suddenly, Ben squeezed hard, lifting Mike off his feet as though he weighed no more than a flower, and threw him up against the wall. He slammed into it, air rushed from his lungs, his knees buckled. Before he hit the floor, Ben grabbed him by the front of the shirt and pinned him to the wall with one hand and pressed the muzzle of a gun to his cheek with the other. The barrel sank so far into Mike’s skin he felt its outline and weight against his upper molars.


  “Listen real close, Mike Holcomb. I don’t like being your fucking caretaker any more than you like being here. I hate kids. I especially hate teenagers. I’d love nothing better than to shoot your goddamn head off. If I did it now, right snug up against your cheekbone like this, the bullet would shatter the inside of your mouth—teeth, roof, and tear out part of your tongue, too. If you were really unfortunate, it would rip away pieces of your sinuses, your nose bone might collapse, and, depending on the angle of entry, it might take out your eye. But you’d probably live because the bullet would exit through your other cheek. So just think about that, Mike, before you piss me off again.”


  Tears rolled down his cheeks, his breath had stalled in his chest, the inside of his mouth had turned to dust, his eyeballs felt as if they had tom free of the tendons and muscles that rooted them in the sockets. Any second now, his bladder would surrender.


  “Do we understand each other, kid?”


  “Y-ye-yes,” Mike whispered.


  “Good.” Ben’s arm dropped to his side. He brushed at the front of Mike’s T-shirt, then shoved him back down into the chair. “So eat your goddamn food.”


  Mike’s hand shook as he dipped his spoon into the soup. He blinked back hot, burning tears. He felt scooped raw inside, as though the marrow in his bones had been vacuumed out, sucked clean. He thought of the screwdriver under the mattress and wondered how many people he would have to stab to escape this place.
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  Nora


  Using time as God-given, we have created the laws of physics.


  —Fred Alan Wolf, 1988


  Nora McKee watched the digital clock flip to the next minute: 2:19 a.m. But since they had gone back three hours when they had transitioned from Waverunner around 3:30 this morning, then the real time, her body time, was what? Six-thirty? Seven? She wasn’t sure. She was never sure. It was a kind of jet lag.


  Insomnia, that trickster, that little devil, danced around her. Every time she shut her eyes, she saw Kincaid at the window in their bedroom at Waverunner, a silhouette against the moonlight, Sunny beside him with her paws on the windowsill. It was one of those mental photos that would stick with her for months or years, she thought, its clarity faithful to the most minute detail. Her head was filled with such photos.


  She finally threw off the sheet and swung her legs over the side of the bed. She needed one of her soporifics. A glass of milk. A bite of cheese. And if those failed, then a melatonin or a glass of wine. Kincaid stirred as she stood, but he didn’t wake up. Neither did Sunny, passed out on a rug at the foot of the bed.


  Nora made her way up the hall, past the bedrooms where Curtis and Kat slept, where her brother and her closest friend slept, and into the living room. Tyler’s medical kit was still on the coffee table, the bloody towels still pooled on the floor, the plastic tarp still covering the couch cushions. She left everything where it was. In the kitchen, drops of dry blood spotted the tile, and a half-eaten apple, an empty beer bottle, and a nearly empty bottle of ginger ale remained on the table. She didn’t bother picking up any of it.


  In her other life, when she had been married to Jake, she would not have been able to live so closely with five other people. She wasn’t entirely convinced she could do it now. She had lived with these people for months, yet each couple had had a separate apartment. But the house was communal living, where six towels hung in the bathroom, other women’s makeup found homes next to hers on the bathroom sink, where she never was sure who would be sitting across from her at breakfast.


  Yet, much of the household stuff was strangely random, a reflection of their individual tastes that somehow accommodated the others, as if, at some level, they were of one mind, like a hive of bees. She hadn’t bought the ginger ale, for instance, but a few sips had calmed her stomach after the transition. She had bought the mangos and most of the fresh fruit, and the others had feasted on it. Kat had bought the Dutch cheeses, Curtis had found the superb wine, Di had discovered a great fish market. Kincaid and Tyler
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