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  Chapter 1

The Great Escape


Maya Johnson had been practicing her sick voice for three days straight. The morning of October 10th, she stood in front of her bathroom mirror, putting the finishing touches on her signature box braids, and gave it one final run-through. 
"Mom," she croaked, then cleared her throat and tried again. "Mom, I don't think I can make it to school tomorrow." She added a little cough at the end, not too dramatic, just enough to sell it.
Her phone buzzed on the counter.
Group Chat: Black Girls Day Off

Destiny: EMERGENCY!!!! My mama just asked why Kendra's mom called out sick from work tomorrow too! 

Kendra: wait what?? My mom not even sick for real

Maya: did they plan a skip day too? I cannot believe this.

Destiny: This is what we get for living in the same neighborhood since forever. Even our MOMS got a group chat


Maya groaned, letting her head thump against the mirror. Leave it to their moms' decades-long friendship to almost blow up their perfectly planned skip day before it even started. She'd spent weeks researching the significance of October 11th, Black Girls Day Off – a day dedicated to the mental health and wellbeing of Black girls and women across the country. The timing was perfect: far enough from midterms that teachers wouldn't be suspicious, and with deep cultural significance that made their plan feel less like skipping and more like an act of self-care and solidarity.
Maya: new plan. everybody meet at my locker before first period

Maya: and Destiny, please tell me you didn't already post that TikTok about tomorrow

Destiny: ...

Destiny: it was getting mad likes though

Kendra: I swear you're going to get us caught


Maya switched to her camera app, making sure her edges were laid just right. If she was going to sell this sick day, she needed to start looking peaked now. The trick, as her older sister Tiana had taught her before heading off to Howard last fall, was subtlety. "Don't come down with consumption overnight," Tiana had advised. "Plant the seeds of doubt. A missed meal here. A tired sigh there."
Maya had been sighing extra loud in AP History all week. Mrs. Reynolds, a white woman with good intentions but questionable execution, had asked twice if Maya was "feeling the burden of representation" during their unit on the Civil Rights Movement. If only she knew what Maya was actually planning.
"Maya!" Her mom's voice carried up the stairs. "You better be dressed! The bus comes in twenty minutes!"
"Coming!" Maya called back, then immediately regretted it. Sick people didn't yell. Sick people whispered and croaked. She made a mental note to start the voice fade around fourth period.
Her phone buzzed again.
Destiny: y'all... what if we just told them the truth?

Kendra: about black girls day off?

Destiny: yeah like... it's kind of important for real. like civil rights and self care and stuff


Maya stared at the messages, adjusting the collar of her crisp white button-down. She'd thought about that too. Their moms would probably understand – they were always talking about the importance of taking up space, of not letting the world grind you down. But understanding wasn't the same as allowing.
Maya: we can't risk it. what if they say no?

Maya: this might be our only chance to do something really important

Maya: plus I already made a whole playlist for tomorrow

Destiny: the playlist is fire though

Kendra: send it again, I lost it


Maya took one last look in the mirror, straightening her shoulders. Her pleated skirt and pristine Air Force 1s completed the look she'd planned perfectly – put together enough that no one would suspect she was about to pull off the biggest skip day of their lives. 
Tomorrow was about more than just ditching school. It was about honoring something bigger than themselves. Maya had spent hours researching the Black-owned businesses they could visit: the bakery on Church Street, the vintage clothing store run by those twin sisters, and especially Sankofa Books, which Ms. Washington had mentioned in her African American Lit elective. The bookstore was supposed to have the best collection of Black literature in central Florida, including rare first editions.
"Maya! Bus!"
She grabbed her designer backpack (a birthday splurge her mom had surprisingly approved), already mentally rehearsing her "getting sick" timeline for the day. By sixth period, she'd be the picture of misery. She'd even convinced her lab partner to tell their chemistry teacher she looked a little green.
As she hurried down the stairs, she received one last message.
Destiny: y'all better not bail tomorrow. Black girls day off only works if we stick together

Maya: no bailouts. tomorrow we make history

Kendra: that was mad corny maya

Maya: just practice your sick voice


At dinner that night, Maya pushed her jollof rice around her plate, occasionally bringing a forkful halfway to her mouth before setting it back down with a barely audible sigh.
"You feeling okay, baby?" her mother asked, eyeing her over her reading glasses.
Maya gave what she hoped was a brave smile. "Just tired. Probably from that math test today."
Her father, a history professor at UCF who could always sense when something was amiss, studied her face. "You know, there's a bug going around. One of my TAs was out all week."
Maya tried not to look too eager at this gift. "I'm sure I'm fine," she said, coughing delicately into her elbow. "I just need a good night's sleep."
Later, as she set three separate alarms for the morning and laid out her "sick day" sweatpants (fashionable enough for their adventure but convincing as stay-home clothes), Maya felt a strange tingle at the base of her spine. The sensation wasn't nervousness exactly, more like anticipation—as if somewhere, somehow, something was waiting for her.
She fell asleep thinking of all the places in Orlando they would explore tomorrow, never suspecting that their journey would take them far beyond the city limits, to places that existed only in history books and collective memory. Places where the past wasn't really past at all, but living and breathing, waiting to be witnessed.






  
  Chapter 2

The Portal Between Pages


The morning of October 11th arrived with a symphony of fake coughs, exaggerated sniffles, and three mothers who were just suspicious enough to make things interesting. 
"I don't feel a fever," Mrs. Johnson said, pressing the back of her hand to Maya's forehead while Maya concentrated on looking pale and pathetic. She'd pinched her cheeks in the bathroom to drain some color and had deliberately messed up her usually immaculate box braids.
"It comes and goes," Maya rasped, borrowing a line from the WebMD page on seasonal flu she'd studied last night. "And my throat feels like sandpaper."
Her mother's eyes narrowed, that familiar look that had Maya wondering if her mother had secretly been an FBI interrogator in a past life. "Mmm-hmm. Odd how you, Destiny, and Kendra all caught the same thing on the same day."
Maya's heart skipped. "Destiny and Kendra are sick too?" She hoped her surprised face was more convincing than her sick one.
Mrs. Johnson sighed, pulling her nurse's scrubs jacket from the coat rack. "Your father will be home all day grading papers. Call if you need anything."
Maya nodded weakly, pulling her comforter up to her chin.
"And Maya?" her mother paused at the bedroom door. "Whatever you three get into today, please be safe."
Before Maya could sputter a protest, her mother was gone, leaving behind only the faint scent of cocoa butter and knowing maternal wisdom.
Maya waited exactly seven minutes, counting each second, before leaping from her bed and frantically texting her friends. Her fingers flew across the screen.
Maya: My mom KNOWS. But she's letting it happen??? Meet at the bus stop in 20. Wear something cute but comfortable. We're doing this!


Across town, Destiny Turner was already three outfits deep into her options. Her bedroom floor disappeared beneath discarded clothes as she held up a vintage jean jacket with "Black Girl Magic" embroidered across the back. A gift from her grandmother, who'd taught her to sew when she was seven, it was the centerpiece around which she built her final look: high-waisted black jeans, a cropped white tee, and platform sneakers that added three inches to her already impressive height.
"You absolutely cannot leave this house," her mother was saying through the bedroom door. "You have a temperature of 97.5!"
"That's below normal, Mom!" Destiny called back, quickly snapping a mirror selfie. She hesitated before posting it to her private account, remembering Maya's warnings about leaving digital evidence.
"Exactly! Hypothermia! Back to bed!"
Destiny bit back a laugh. Her mother, a theater director at the community college, had never met a dramatic moment she didn't embrace. It was where Destiny got her own flair for performance.
"I'm going to sleep all day," Destiny replied, stuffing pillows under her comforter to create a body-sized lump. "Don't check on me. It disturbs my... healing energy."
A suspicious silence followed. Then: "There's twenty dollars in my purse. Make good choices."
Destiny grinned. Busted, but approved.
Kendra Mitchell had the easiest time of all. Her mother, a corporate attorney who practically lived at her downtown office, had simply said, "There's soup in the freezer. Don't answer the door for anyone but Ms. Johnson or Mrs. Turner." She'd barely looked up from her case files, already mentally preparing for her court appearance.
What her mother didn't know was that Kendra had spent the past three weeks working on a special art project—a hand-drawn map of historically significant Black locations in Orlando, detailed with architectural precision and decorated with quotes from local luminaries. It now rested in her leather messenger bag, alongside her sketchbook and the fancy drawing pencils her aunt had sent from New York.
At precisely 9:17 AM, the three girls converged at the bus stop two neighborhoods over from their own, far from any prying parental eyes.
"You look suspiciously healthy," Kendra observed, taking in Maya's perfectly coordinated outfit of dark jeans, crisp white sneakers, and an oversized button-down knotted at her waist.
"And you look suspiciously artistic for someone with the flu," Maya retorted, nodding at Kendra's paint-splattered overalls and the smudge of charcoal on her temple.
Destiny twirled between them, her jacket catching the morning sunlight. "And I look suspiciously fabulous."
They fell into step together, the familiar rhythm of their friendship carrying them toward the bus that would take them downtown. Their plan was simple: breakfast at Nikki's Soul Food Kitchen, shopping at Sisters' Vintage Collection, and then the centerpiece of their day—hours exploring Sankofa Books.
"You think Ms. Washington was exaggerating about this bookstore?" Destiny asked as they settled into their bus seats. "Because I'm not trying to spend my freedom day looking at dusty old books."
Kendra pulled out her map, unfolding it carefully. "It's not just any bookstore. It's one of the oldest Black-owned businesses in the city. The building used to be a meeting place for civil rights organizers in the sixties."
"And," Maya added, "they have a whole room dedicated to Zora Neale Hurston. Ms. Washington said there are letters she wrote that aren't published anywhere else."
Destiny squinted suspiciously at her friends. "Y'all are such nerds. Good thing you have me to document this historic nerd gathering." She mimed taking photos, though her phone remained tucked in her pocket after Maya's stern lecture about digital footprints.
The bus lurched forward, carrying them away from their neighborhood and into a day that stretched before them like an unwritten page. Through the windows, Orlando transformed from suburban sprawl to vibrant urban center, the city coming alive with possibilities.
Their first stop, breakfast, passed in a blur of laughter and syrup-soaked waffles. Nikki herself, a woman with silver locs and hands that had been cooking for five decades, insisted on bringing them extra biscuits "for growing minds playing hooky." They left with full stomachs and promises to return.
Sisters' Vintage yielded treasures: a pair of gold hoop earrings for Maya that the owner swore had once belonged to a background dancer in a Janet Jackson video; a 90s-era fanny pack for Destiny that she immediately strapped across her chest "like the cool kids"; and for Kendra, a set of postcards featuring Black artists from the Harlem Renaissance.
By the time they approached Sankofa Books, the afternoon sun had reached its peak, casting sharp shadows across the historic brick building. Nestled between a modern juice bar and a cell phone repair shop, the bookstore seemed to exist in its own timeline—the brick weathered to a deep russet, the windows trimmed in faded gold paint, the wooden sign hand-carved with the sankofa bird looking backward over its shoulder.
"Remember," the sign read beneath the bird, "to know where you're going, you must know where you've been."
"That's deep," Destiny said, snapping her fanny pack importantly. "You think they sell T-shirts with that on it?"
Maya rolled her eyes but couldn't suppress her smile as she pushed open the heavy wooden door. A small brass bell announced their arrival, its clear tone reverberating through air that smelled of vanilla, old paper, and something else—something indefinable that made the hair on the back of her neck stand up.
The shop appeared empty of customers, its narrow aisles formed by bookshelves that stretched from floor to ceiling. Spines of every color created a rainbow of literary history, some so old their titles had faded to illegibility, others brand new and gleaming.
"Hello?" Maya called, her voice sounding strange in the hushed atmosphere. "Anyone here?"
No answer came, but something rustled in the back corner of the store.
"We should go," Kendra whispered, suddenly gripping Maya's wrist. "Something feels weird."
"It's a bookstore, not a haunted house," Destiny said, but her usual confidence wavered as she glanced around. "Though it is giving horror movie opening scene."
Maya shook off her friends' concerns, drawn toward a section labeled "Rare Collections" in elegant gold script. There, on a stand of dark mahogany, rested a book unlike any she'd seen before. Its cover was made of what appeared to be hand-tooled leather, the title embossed rather than printed: "The Unwritten History."
"Check this out," she called to her friends, reaching for the book.
"Don't touch that," came a voice from behind them, causing all three girls to jump.
They turned to find a woman regarding them with keen interest. She wasn't old exactly, but her age was impossible to determine—she could have been forty or seventy, her smooth dark skin offering no clues, her close-cropped silver hair framing a face of timeless features. She wore a flowing caftan of geometric patterns in shades of indigo and gold.
"Sorry," Maya stammered. "We were just looking."
"No, you weren't," the woman said, her voice rich like honey over gravel. "You were about to touch. There's a difference." She moved closer, studying each of them in turn. "Shouldn't you three be in school?"
Kendra stepped forward, always the quickest with adults. "It's Black Girls Day Off, ma'am. A day for self-care and cultural affirmation."
The woman's expression remained neutral, but something flickered in her dark eyes. "Is that so?"
"Yes, ma'am," Maya added. "We wanted to visit important Black landmarks in Orlando. Ms. Washington—our literature teacher—recommended your store. She said you have original Zora Neale Hurston letters?"
At the mention of Ms. Washington, the woman's demeanor softened slightly. "Loretta sent you? Well, then." She extended a hand adorned with silver rings on every finger. "I'm Dr. Eleanor Freeman. This is my shop."
They introduced themselves, each shaking her cool, dry hand.
"So," Dr. Freeman said when the formalities concluded, "you've chosen to honor this day by seeking knowledge of your past?"
"And shopping," Destiny added. "And waffles. Well-rounded cultural experience."
To their surprise, Dr. Freeman laughed, a sound like wind chimes in a summer breeze. "Honesty. Good. That will serve you well where you're going."
"Which is... the Zora Neale Hurston collection?" Maya ventured, suddenly unsure.
Dr. Freeman's gaze returned to the book Maya had been about to touch. "No. Somewhere else entirely." She gestured to the book. "You were drawn to this for a reason. All three of you, place your hands on the cover."
They exchanged glances, a silent conversation of raised eyebrows and subtle head shakes.
"It's just a book," Dr. Freeman said, though her tone suggested it was anything but. "Either you want to learn about your history or you don't."
"We can just Google it," Destiny whispered, but Maya was already stepping forward, compelled by curiosity and something deeper—that same tingling she'd felt the night before, now spreading from her spine to her fingertips.
"Come on," she urged her friends. "What's the worst that could happen?"
Kendra sighed. "In every movie ever, those are famous last words."
Nevertheless, they joined Maya, forming a semicircle around the book.
"Together," Dr. Freeman instructed. "On the count of three. One... two... three."
Their hands descended in unison onto the leather cover. The moment skin met leather, the world around them began to shift. The bookstore seemed to stretch and warp, the shelves elongating impossibly, the ceiling receding into darkness.
"What's happening?" Destiny cried, trying to pull her hand away but finding it stuck fast to the book's surface.
"History," Dr. Freeman said simply, her voice suddenly distant, "is never just words on a page. It must be witnessed. It must be felt."
The floor beneath them seemed to dissolve, leaving them suspended in a swirling vortex of colors and fragments of sound—snatches of music, snippets of speeches, whispered conversations, and thunderous declarations.
"I can't let go!" Kendra shouted over the cacophony.
"Don't try," came Dr. Freeman's voice, though she was no longer visible. "Let the book take you where you need to go. Remember: to find your way back, you must learn what history has been trying to teach you."
And then they were falling—spinning—flying—through time and space, the book still clutched in their joined hands, until suddenly, violently, they landed on solid ground.
The smell hit them first: fried foods, cigarette smoke, and the unmistakable mustiness of a building filled with too many bodies in too small a space. Then came the sounds: a jukebox playing Sam Cooke, the clink of glasses, low murmuring conversations, occasional bursts of laughter.
Maya opened her eyes first. They were crouched in what appeared to be the back storeroom of a diner, surrounded by stacked crates and boxes of supplies. Through the partially open door, she could see a crowded restaurant where Black patrons in vintage clothing sat at tables and booths.
"Where are we?" Destiny whispered, finally able to release the book, which Maya quickly shoved into her backpack.
Kendra peered through the doorway, her artist's eye taking in details. "When," she corrected softly. "I think the question is when are we."
A calendar hanging on the storeroom wall confirmed her suspicion. February 1960.
"Oh my God," Maya breathed, understanding dawning. "We're about to witness a sit-in. We're in Greensboro."
"North Carolina?" Destiny hissed. "That's not even the same state! We need to get back!"
"I don't think we can," Kendra said, pointing to Maya's backpack where the book had been. "Look."
The backpack was empty. The book had vanished.
Outside, in the main part of the diner, someone turned up the volume on the jukebox. Through the door, they could see four young Black men in crisp shirts and ties enter, textbooks under their arms, their faces set with determination as they approached the whites-only counter.
"We can't leave now," Maya said, her heart pounding with fear and excitement. "This is history happening right in front of us."
Destiny groaned. "I knew I should have faked a sprained ankle instead."






  
  Chapter 3

A Seat at History's Table


The storeroom door creaked as Maya pushed it open another inch, giving them a better view of the unfolding scene. The four young men had taken seats at the whites-only lunch counter, their postures straight-backed but relaxed, as if they belonged there—which, of course, they did. 
"Those are the Greensboro Four," Maya whispered, her voice tinged with awe. "Joseph McNeil, Franklin McCain, Ezell Blair Jr., and David Richmond. They're freshmen at North Carolina A&T."
"How do you know all that?" Destiny asked, crouching beside her.
"Some of us pay attention in Ms. Washington's class," Maya replied, unable to tear her eyes from the scene. "This is February 1, 1960. Day one of the Greensboro sit-ins."
Kendra had already pulled out her sketchbook, her pencil moving rapidly across the page. "Look at their faces," she murmured. "They know exactly what they're doing."
The white waitress behind the counter was staring at the young men with undisguised hostility, her hands planted firmly on her hips. "We don't serve colored here," she said loudly enough for the entire diner to hear.
Maya flinched at the slur, but the young men at the counter didn't react.
"I just want to buy a coffee," one of the men—Franklin McCain, Maya thought—said calmly. "Same as anyone else."
"You need to leave," the waitress insisted.
"Actually, ma'am, we're paying customers," another of the men replied. "We'd like to be served, please."
Destiny inched closer to the door. "Why aren't they fighting back? She's being horrible."
"That's the whole point," Maya explained. "Nonviolent resistance. They're going to just sit there, not causing any trouble, until closing time. They'll come back tomorrow with more students. Within days, there will be hundreds."
A white man in a nearby booth stood up abruptly, his chair scraping loudly against the floor. "You heard the lady," he called. "We don't want your kind in here."
Other white patrons joined in, their voices rising in a chorus of hostility. The Black patrons in the diner kept their heads down, some quietly finishing their meals before slipping out the door, others watching the scene unfold with a mixture of fear and hope in their eyes.
"We should help them," Destiny said suddenly, starting to rise from their hiding place.
Kendra yanked her back down. "Are you crazy? We can't interfere. We don't know what would happen."
"But we know they're right," Destiny argued. "We can't just hide and watch."
Maya's mind raced. What had Dr. Freeman said? The book had brought them here to witness history, to learn something. But was witnessing enough? Or were they meant to participate?
Before she could decide, the storeroom door was pulled fully open from the outside. A middle-aged Black man in a cook's uniform stared down at them, his expression a mixture of surprise and suspicion.
"What are you girls doing back here?" he asked in a low voice, eyes darting toward the confrontation at the counter. "This isn't a good time to be causing trouble."
"We're not," Maya stammered. "We just... we got lost."
The cook's eyes narrowed. "Lost? In the storeroom of a segregated diner?" His gaze traveled over their modern clothing—Destiny's platform sneakers, Kendra's paint-splattered overalls, Maya's crisp button-down—so out of place in 1960. "And dressed like that?"
"Sir," Kendra began, "we know what's happening out there is important. We don't want to interfere."
He studied them for a long moment. "You talk strange. Where are you from?"
"Orlando," Destiny replied. "Florida."
"Hmm." He didn't seem convinced. "Well, you can't stay here. They've already called the police about those boys at the counter. Last thing we need is more trouble."
As if on cue, the wail of police sirens became audible in the distance.
"Please," Maya said, "we just want to watch. This is... this is history happening."
Something in her words seemed to reach him. The cook's expression softened slightly. "History, huh? You think so?"
"I know so," Maya said with conviction.
He sighed, then motioned for them to follow him. "Come on. There's a better view from the kitchen. But stay out of sight, understand? I don't need to lose my job over three strange girls who don't know how to dress proper."
They followed him through a narrow passage that connected the storeroom to the kitchen. Through a serving window, they had a clear view of the lunch counter and the four young men who sat there with quiet dignity as white customers hurled insults.
"My nephew goes to A&T with them," the cook said quietly, nodding toward the protestors. "Says they've been planning this for weeks. Reading up on Gandhi and such."
"Did you know they were going to do this today?" Kendra asked.
"Word gets around," he replied with a shrug. "Didn't think they'd actually go through with it though." He paused, wiping his hands on a dishcloth. "Name's Henry, by the way. Henry Davis."
"I'm Kendra. This is Maya and Destiny."
Henry nodded, then turned to study them again. "Now, you going to tell me the truth about who you are and how you got in my storeroom?"
The girls exchanged glances.
"You wouldn't believe us if we told you," Destiny said finally.
Henry laughed softly. "Young lady, I'm watching four colored boys sit at a whites-only counter like they have every right to be there—which they do. Today seems like a day for believing impossible things."
Maya hesitated, then reached into her backpack. "We had this book..." she began, but her fingers found only empty space where "The Unwritten History" had been. "It's gone," she whispered.
"What's gone?" Henry asked.
Before Maya could answer, a commotion at the front of the diner drew their attention. Two police officers had entered, nightsticks in hand, scanning the restaurant until their eyes landed on the four students.
"Sir," one officer said, approaching the counter, "we've had reports of a disturbance."
"We're not disturbing anyone," Joseph McNeil replied calmly. "We're just waiting to be served."
The officer's hand tightened on his nightstick. "You know the rules. This counter is for whites only."
"Is there a sign saying that?" Ezell Blair Jr. asked. "I don't see one."
The police officer leaned in closer. "Don't get smart with me, boy."
Maya felt her heart racing. She knew from her history books that the Greensboro Four wouldn't be arrested on this first day—that wasn't how the story went. But seeing the tension firsthand, the naked hatred on the officer's face, made historical certainty feel suddenly fragile.
"I can't watch this," Destiny whispered, turning away from the scene. As she did, her elbow knocked against a stack of metal serving trays, sending them clattering to the floor with a crash that seemed to reverberate through the entire diner.
Every head turned toward the kitchen.
"Stay here," Henry ordered, moving quickly to block them from view. "Don't make a sound."
He stepped through the swinging door into the main diner, plastering on a subservient smile that made Maya's stomach twist with anger and sadness.
"Sorry about that, folks," they heard him call. "Just a little accident in the kitchen."
The second police officer frowned. "Who else is back there, Henry?"
"Nobody, sir," Henry replied smoothly. "Just clumsy old me."
The officer didn't look convinced. "Mind if I take a look?"
"Kitchen's awful messy right now, sir. Health inspector wouldn't like it," Henry said, but the officer was already moving toward the swinging door.
Maya's mind raced. If they were discovered, not only would they be in danger, but they might alter the course of history. The sit-in had to proceed exactly as it had in the history books.
"We need to get out of here," she hissed to her friends. "Now."
Kendra pointed to a back door. "That has to lead outside."
They moved quickly, keeping low, as the swinging door began to open. Just as they reached the exit, Maya glanced back for one last look at the four brave students still seated at the counter. In that moment, one of them—David Richmond—happened to turn his head toward the kitchen. Their eyes met across sixty years of history, and something like recognition flashed across his face.
Then they were outside, emerging into an alley behind the diner, the February air of 1960 North Carolina crisp against their skin.
"That was too close," Kendra said, leaning against the brick wall of the building.
"Did you see how they just sat there?" Destiny's voice was quiet with respect. "Even with everyone yelling, with the police right there... they just sat there."
"That's courage," Maya replied. "Real courage."
They stood in silence for a moment, processing what they'd witnessed. The alley was narrow, lined with trash cans and delivery crates, the brick walls on either side weathered and aged. A stray cat prowled nearby, eyeing them warily before slinking away into the shadows.
"I wish we could have stayed longer," Maya said finally. "I wanted to see how it ends."
"We know how it ends," Kendra reminded her. "It's in all the history books. They come back day after day. More students join them. The sit-ins spread across the South. Eventually, the stores are forced to desegregate."
"Yeah, but knowing it and seeing it are different," Maya argued. "Don't you want to see their faces when they win?"
"If we didn't get arrested for being weird time-traveling girls first," Destiny pointed out. "Speaking of which, what now? How do we get back to Dr. Freeman's bookstore?"
Maya opened her backpack again, searching futilely for the book that had brought them here. "It's really gone. I don't understand. How are we supposed to get home?"
"Maybe we're not," Kendra said quietly. "Maybe this is what Dr. Freeman meant when she said we needed to learn what history was trying to teach us. Maybe we're stuck here until we figure it out."
The thought hung heavy in the air between them. Stuck in 1960, without money, identification, or any way to explain their presence.
"No," Maya said firmly. "The book brought us here for a reason. There must be a way back."
"Maybe we need to find the book in this time?" Destiny suggested. "Like, maybe it exists here too?"
"Or maybe—" Kendra began, but stopped suddenly, her eyes widening as she stared at something over Maya's shoulder.
Maya turned to see what had caught Kendra's attention. At the end of the alley, a familiar figure stood watching them—Dr. Eleanor Freeman, looking exactly as







