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One

The	Rules

1.	Going	backward,	it	only	opens	from	eleven	until	midnight,	only	in
the	years	that	end	in	seven.

I	don’t	mean	to	sound	morbid	or	callous,	but	there’s	nothing	like	the	discovery	of
a	dead	baby	to	get	you	noticed	at	a	new	school.	And	after	the	number	of	times
we’ve	moved,	I’m	the	guy	who	would	know.	By	the	time	I	went	for	my	first	day
at	Jane	Ewart	Collegiate,	I	was	already	well	known.	“You’re	in	the	old	Hollerith
place,	aren’t	you?”	said	the	secretary	who	took	me	to	my	guidance	counselor.	“I
read	in	the	Saturday	Star	about	what	you	found.	That	must	have	been	awful.	My
grandparents	used	 to	 live	 around	 the	 corner	 from	 there,	 and	 there	were	 stories
even	back	then.	Anyway,	I’m	sure	it’s	a	nice	place	now.”	I	thought	I	caught	her
communicating	something	to	my	counselor	with	her	eyes,	but	I	might	have	been
wrong.
It	was	just	before	lunch	by	the	time	they	finally	gave	me	a	timetable	and	sent

me	 to	math	class,	but	 there	was	enough	 time	for	 two	kids	 to	get	 in	 trouble	 for
trying	to	talk	to	me	about	where	I	lived.	As	soon	as	class	was	over,	they	steered
me	to	the	cafeteria	where	I	was	soon	surrounded	by	kids	my	age	and	older,	half
of	them	trying	to	get	my	story,	and	the	other	half	trying	to	tell	me	theirs.	It	turned
out	pretty	much	everyone	knew	about	the	Hollerith	house,	though	nobody	could
actually	remember	anyone	by	that	name	who	lived	there.	A	kid	from	the	twelfth
grade	 told	 me	 his	 uncle	 had	 once	 fought	 off	 someone	 who’d	 been	 prowling
around	their	house	and	chased	the	guy	all	the	way	to	the	carriage	house.
“Remember	the	skipping	song?”	said	a	girl	from	math	class.	“My	mom	always

said	it	had	something	to	do	with	that	place.”
“Skipping	song?”	said	the	senior.



Another	 girl	 chimed	 in.	 “Lover	 sweet,	 bloody	 feet,	 running	 down	 the	 silver
street.	Leave	 tomorrow	if	you’re	called—truth	and	wisdom	in	 the	walls.	Crack
your	head,	knock	you	dead,	then	Prince	Harming’s	hunger’s	fed.”
A	hush	spread	out	around	the	girl	who	had	spoken,	and	I	don’t	think	I	was	the

only	one	to	shiver.	“I	never	heard	that	song,”	said	another	kid	from	math	class,
turning	 back	 to	me,	 “but	 I	 sure	 heard	 about	 Prince	Harming.	He’s	 a	 complete
legend	around	here.	My	dad	says	he	was	probably	just	some	guy	who	was	shell-
shocked	from	the	war	or	something.	He	killed	some	kids	or	something	back	in
the	twenties.”
“It	 wasn’t	 the	 twenties,”	 said	 the	 skipping-song	 girl.	 “My	 dad	 lived	 around

here	when	some	girl	disappeared	after	World	War	II.	And	he	doesn’t	kill	people.
He’s	after	girls;	he’s	some	kind	of	perv.”
After	that,	everyone	had	to	chime	in.	Their	stories	were	different,	but	they	all

featured	that	same	figure,	Prince	Harming.	Either	he	wanted	to	crack	your	head
open	to	scoop	out	your	brains,	or	he	wanted	to	catch	your	reflection	in	a	magic
mirror	and	steal	your	soul.	Or	kill	you	and	take	you	down	an	invisible	hallway.
Most	of	 them	admitted	 they	had	heard	 the	stories	 in	 the	schoolyard	when	 they
were	younger,	but	some	of	them	got	it	from	parents	or	even	grandparents.
I	was	 a	 curiosity	 like	 that	 for	 a	 few	weeks,	 but	while	 I	was	 living	 it	 up	 on

stories	 of	 that	 dark	 hole	 and	 the	 crystalized	 newsprint	 flaking	 away	 from	 the
corpse	of	the	baby,	I	held	back	that	list	of	names	and	dates.	Something	about	that
piece	of	paper	was	mine	and	mine	alone.	Even	when	the	other	kids	lost	interest
in	me	around	Christmas,	and	I	 realized	I	hadn’t	actually	made	any	real	 friends
out	of	my	notoriety,	I	wasn’t	tempted	for	a	moment	to	bring	out	the	note.	I	told
myself	I	was	just	being	practical.	Who	would	believe	I	hadn’t	just	written	the	list
myself	and	stained	it	with	tea	to	make	it	look	old?	But	it	was	more	than	that.	I
hadn’t	shown	it	to	my	parents	either.	That	was	me	on	that	note.	It	was	my	own
private	piece	of	 impossible.	 It	wasn’t	 asking	 for	anyone	else’s	help,	 just	mine.
Help	me	make	 it	not	happen,	Kenny.	Help	me	stop	him.	Clive	 is	dead	all	over
again.
In	 any	 case,	my	 dad	 certainly	wouldn’t	 have	wanted	 to	 hear	 anything	more

about	the	carriage	house.	The	only	definite	thing	that	had	come	out	of	the	police
investigation	into	the	dead	baby	from	the	carriage	house	wall	was	that	the	little



building	itself	was	closed	pending	a	further	 investigation	into	its	building	code
violations.
The	 same	 cop	 who	 shut	 the	 carriage	 house	 down	 came	 by,	 trying	 to	 stay

friendly	with	my	 dad,	 and	 let	 us	 know	 the	 case	 was	 going	 into	 the	 cold	 file.
“Coroner—couldn’t	 set	 a	date	of	death.	Without	 that,	 there’s	 a	million	ways	 it
could	have	gone.	He	says	that	baby	could	be	anywhere	from	thirty	to	a	hundred
and	thirty.”
“Surely	you	could	narrow	down	a	list	of	potential	parents,”	said	my	mom.
The	detective	shook	his	head.	“Kidding	me?	You	know	how	many	owners	this

place	has	had?	I	did	a	search.”	He	got	out	his	notes.	“Guy	called	Hollerith	built	it
in	 1889.	One	wife,	 one	 daughter,	 one	 son.	Old	money.	German	 or	 something.
War	breaks	out,	 the	 first;	 he	 joins	 up	on	our	 side,	 but	 gets	 killed	 in	 a	 training
accident	before	he	ships.	Widow	sells	it	in	the	late	twenties.	Guy	called	Huff—
wife	Joan,	daughter	Lillian
—buys,	but	only	 lives	here	a	couple	of	years	before	moving	out	and	leaving	it
empty.	 Eventually	 it’s	 bought	 by	 a	 family,	 name	 of	 Garroway.	 Garroway’s
daughter,	 Margaret,	 went	 missing	 in	 1947,	 age	 seventeen.	 Looks	 promising,
right?	No	go.	She	would	have	had	to	have	had	that	kid	real	young,	then	figured
out	how	to	take	apart	the	wall	to	put	it	in.	We’ve	got	a	bunch	of	people	that	can
tell	 us	 that	 wall	 was	 around	 long	 before	 forty-seven.	 Which	 gets	 us	 to	 the
creepiest	part	of	the	whole	thing.	You	take	a	look	at	the	newspaper	covering	that
—you	know,	 the	baby?	Dateline	1947.	Couple	of	days	after	 the	Garroway	girl
went	missing.	Best	suspect?	Not	so	good.”
I	sat	motionless	through	the	mention	of	the	names	

from	my	 list.	My	mother	 hadn’t	 wanted	me	 around	 for	 any	 discussion	 of	 the
baby,	but	I	flat	refused	to	stay	away.	This	was	all	right	in	the	middle	of	my	dead-
baby	popularity	at	school.
The	 detective	 went	 on	 to	 explain	 that	 Margaret	 Garroway	 had	 only	 one

surviving	relative,	her	father,	now	in	his	eighties	in	a	retirement	home.	“And	that
guy—numero	uno	when	she	disappeared,	but	no	proof.	Says	she	was	rake-thin
all	the	way	up	to	when	she	went.”
“So	not	the	Garroway	girl,”	said	my	mother.	“Who	came	next?”
The	 detective	 shrugged.	 “Truth	 is,	 could	 have	 been	 anyone,	 anytime.	 That

carriage	house	was	too	easy	to	get	into,	too	hidden.	Another	funny	thing,	though.



The	newspaper	was	odd	enough,	from	’47	 like	I	said,	even	 though	the	coroner
figures	the	body’s	older	than	that.	The	baby	was	also	wrapped	in	cloth,	swaddled
like.	Coroner	 says	we	gotta	 start	 looking	 later.	Says	 the	polyesters	 in	 the	cloth
weren’t	even	made	until	 the	mid-sixties.	So	I	say,	first	you	tell	me	forty-seven.
Then	 you	 tell	 me	 the	 body’s	 at	 least	 fifty	 years	 old.	 Now	 you’re	 telling	 me
fifteen?”	He	waved	his	hands.	“Crazy	as	nothing.”
Then	it	all	went	away.	When	my	dad	shut	up	the	carriage	house,	it	was	like	he

was	closing	off	the	story	itself.	He	started	tearing	up	carpets	in	the	main	house
and	running	the	floorboards	through	a	planer.	Any	mention	of	the	other	property
would	be	met	with	his	warning	to	stay	away.	My	mom	was	happy	to	back	him
up	on	this.
But	I	couldn’t	give	up	on	it.	Despite	the	new	lock	and	boarded-up	windows,	I

often	 squeezed	 through	 the	hedges	 that	 cut	 the	 carriage	house	off	 into	 its	 own
little	 postage	 stamp	 of	 land,	 sat	 on	 a	 pile	 of	 lumber,	 and	 enjoyed	 the	 silence.
After	Christmas,	nobody	at	school	talked	much	to	me	anymore.	On	the	first	day
back,	I	went	for	lunch	at	the	same	table	I	had	been	guided	to	on	my	first	day.	The
girl	who	had	sung	the	skipping	song	raised	her	eyebrow	at	me	and	went	back	to
her	pizza	slice.	A	couple	of	minutes	later,	her	friend	showed	up,	carrying	a	tray.
“Is	 there	any	chance	you	could	 let	me	sit	 there?”	 she	said.	“We	were	going	 to
study	for	a	science	test.”
“I’m	good	at	science,”	I	said.
“You’re	in	grade	nine,”	she	said.	“This	is	grade	ten	science.”	She	looked	her

tray	and	shifted	as	though	it	were	heavy.	“Most	of	the	grade	nines	sit	over	by	the
back	doors.”
I	looked	over	at	the	three	kids	from	my	math	class	who	were	seated	just	a	few

feet	away,	but	all	of	them	were	studiously	involved	in	a	card	game.
The	 note	 mentioning	 my	 name,	 which	 I	 always	 kept	 in	 my	 back	 pocket,

carefully	transferring	it	whenever	I	switched	jeans,	burned	for	attention.	“I	found
something	in	that	carriage	house,”	I	said,	scooching	over	to	make	room	for	her	to
join	me	at	the	table.	I	bumped	into	a	card	player	who	pushed	back,	but	there	was
still	enough	room	for	her.	“It’s	a	note	with	dates	on	it,	and	somebody	asking	for
help.”
“Just	find	another	table,	okay?”	said	the	skipping-song	girl.	“Nobody	wants	to

hear	you	make	up	more	stories	about	your	haunted	house	anymore.”



One	of	the	card	players	giggled.	Nobody	met	my	eyes	except	the	girl	with	the
tray.	After	another	moment	of	 silence,	 I	got	up	and	 took	my	 lunch	over	 to	 the
garbage.	Only	one	bite	taken	from	my	peanut	butter	sandwich,	but	I	threw	it	and
my	whole	apple	away.
I	then	realized	something	that	would	come	to	me	again	and	again	that	year,	the

year	I	found	the	backward	glass	and	went	inside:	if	the	note	was	meant	for	me,
then	it	was	mine	alone.	Nobody	else,	not	my	parents,	not	the	police,	and	not	the
kids	at	school,	could	be	expected	to	care	about	it.	The	urgency	of	that	note,	the
Help	me	make	it	not	happen,	Kenny—that	was	meant	for	me.	Nobody	else	was
supposed	to	be	obsessed	about	it	but	me.
Which	 is	 how	 I	 ended	 up	 there,	 on	 a	 Sunday	 near	 the	 end	 of	 January,	 after

three	weeks	of	eating	my	lunches	alone,	looking	at	footprints	in	the	snow	leading
out	of	the	tiny	door.	I	was	all	alone	in	the	forbidden	yard.	My	dad	was	rehanging
doors	and	my	mother	reading	a	mystery	novel.
I	 examined	 the	 tracks.	 They	went	 up	 to	 the	 front	 door,	 which	was	 hanging

slightly	ajar.
Heart	pounding,	I	closed	it	again,	and	looked	back	at	the	footprints.
One	set.
Leading	away.
I	stepped	back.	Had	the	guy	gone	in	a	window?	There	were	only	two	on	the

ground	floor,	boarded	up	tight.	The	hayloft	window	was	clear,	but	it	was	fifteen
feet	up	and	there	were	no	ladder	marks	in	the	snow,	nor	any	easy	handholds	for
climbing.
I	called	out	a	couple	of	hellos.
Nothing.
The	 creepiness	 that	 had	 made	 my	 hair	 stand	 on	 end	 began	 to	 give	 way	 to

annoyance.	This	was	my	place.
I	looked	back	toward	the	main	house,	but	it	couldn’t	be	seen	through	the	high,

unruly	hedges.
I	pushed	the	door	 to	 the	carriage	house	open	and	stepped	in,	holding	it	open

behind	me	to	admit	the	weak	January	light.
“You’re	crossing	a	police	line,”	I	said,	trying	to	sound	bold	and	official.
Nothing.
I	waited,	letting	my	eyes	adjust.	No	one.



The	lower	floor	was	bare	now,	the	musty	old	couch	long	since	left	by	the	curb,
but	upstairs	the	jumble	of	disused	tables	and	desks	remained.	I	walked	up	in	the
dusty	light	and	looked	around.	My	eyes	kept	wanting	to	come	back	to	the	dark
hole	left	by	the	last	panels	my	dad	had	torn	away.	Help	me	make	it	not	happen,
Kenny.	Help	me	stop	him.	Clive	is	dead	all	over	again.
Nobody	 there.	An	 odd,	 low	 dresser	with	 a	 full-length	mirror	 stood	 near	 the

back.	Was	 there	dust	 scuffed	away	from	its	 surface?	Maybe	with	a	 flashlight	 I
could	have	been	sure.
This	 was	 stupid,	 I	 told	myself.	My	 dad	 forgot	 to	 lock	 the	 door.	 Somebody

came	up	and	went	inside,	then	it	snowed	while	he	was	there,	and	then	he	walked
away	again.
But	the	snow	had	fallen	yesterday,	and	I	had	seen	it	untrammeled	last	night.
I	walked	back	downstairs	and	dragged	my	feet	to	the	door.
Snap.	Rustle.
The	sound	came	from	the	hedgerow.	“I	hope	you	know	you’re	trespassing,”	I

said.
No	reply.	I	looked	into	the	thick	hedges,	snow-blind	after	the	dim	mysteries	of

the	carriage	house.	But	I	could	still	tell	height,	and	this	was	a	kid,	no	taller	than
me.
I	strode	forward,	shielding	my	eyes.	“You’re	not	allowed	to	come	here,”	I	said,

maybe	a	little	louder	and	harsher	than	I	had	intended,	but	I	was	trying	to	build	up
steam.	“Cops	closed	it	off.”
The	 figure	withdrew	 to	 the	 other	 side	 of	 the	 hedge	 and	 took	 off	 toward	 the

creek.
“Stop!”	I	hesitated	for	a	moment,	then	ran	to	the	boxwood	shrubs	my	dad	had

planted,	the	easiest	part	of	the	hedge	to	slip	through.
The	 guy	 was	 a	 good	 runner.	 He	 sprinted	 ahead	 of	 me,	 dodging	 trees	 and

jumping	bushes.	When	he	 reached	 the	creek,	 I	got	a	better	 look.	A	dirty	white
jacket,	 too	 thin	 for	 January.	A	 foolish-looking	 orange	woolen	 hat	with	 one	 of
those	knit	balls	bobbing	on	top.
It’s	 funny	 how	 you	 can	 switch	 from	 feeling	 one	 way	 to	 something	 totally

different.	I	had	wanted	to	catch	this	kid	and	give	him	a	shake,	tell	him	he	better
get	off	our	property	or	else.
Then,	in	the	middle	of	running—I	was	lonely.	Just	like	that.



“Hey,	wait,”	I	shouted,	gasping.	“I	just	want	to	talk.”
The	kid	veered	away	from	the	creek	again.	We	were	coming	up	on	the	fences

that	separated	us	from	the	subdivision,	and	it	was	either	climb	a	fence,	go	back
to	our	house,	or	descend	to	the	muddier	ground	near	the	trickle	of	water	that	was
Manse	Creek.	He	headed	to	the	house.
I	tried	to	cut	him	off,	but	he	was	too	fast,	and	I	was	breathing	hard.
Then	I	got	it.	He	was	doubling	back	to	the	carriage	house.	I’d	been	tricked.	I

put	on	a	burst	of	speed,	but	then	slowed.	Why	hurry?	There	was	only	one	way
out.
I	 switched	 to	 an	 out-of-breath	 jog,	 keeping	 him	 in	 sight	 through	 the	winter-

bare	 saplings	 that	dotted	 the	ground.	He	 twisted	 sideways	and	 slipped	 through
the	hedge,	losing	his	hat	on	the	way.	I	saw	a	hand	flash	back	through	and	grab
for	it,	so	I	put	on	another	burst	of	speed.
The	hand	disappeared,	leaving	the	orange	hat	caught	in	the	hedge.	I	snatched	it

when	I	got	there.
Before	I	had	even	begun	 to	worm	my	way	 through,	 I	heard	 the	door	slam.	 I

rounded	the	front	of	the	little	house,	pushed	open	the	door,	and	stepped	through.
The	dark	was	almost	total,	cut	only	by	the	dimness	making	its	way	through	the

hayloft	window.	I	was	worried	that	the	guy	might	be	right	beside	me,	but	then	I
heard	a	scrape	from	the	second	floor.
“Who	are	you?”	I	said.
“Are	you	 the	one?”	 came	a	gruff	 voice	 from	 the	 shadows.	Was	he	 trying	 to

disguise	his	voice	from	me,	trying	to	sound	older	than	he	was?
“Am	I	what	one?”
“The	one	the	mirror	chose?	This	time,	I	mean.	It’s	me	in	ten	years.”
“Who	are	you?”	I	said	again.	“Look,	it	isn’t	safe	up	there.	I’m	sorry	I	scared

you	before.”
The	shadowed	figure	above	made	a	dismissive	sound.	“You	didn’t	scare	me.

This	is	1977,	right?	Are	you	the	one	who	scratched	that	message	in	my	drawer?”
“What	message?	What	 drawer?”	 I	was	 beginning	 to	wonder	 if	 this	was	my

first	encounter	with	a	junkie.	“I	don’t	know	what	you	mean,”	I	added.	“Look,	my
name’s	Kenny	Maxwell.	I	live	here.	Well,	not	here,	but	in	the	big	house.”
There	was	a	long	silence.	“You’re	Kenny.”	It	was	something	halfway	between

a	question	and	a	statement.	The	kid	rattled	a	piece	of	paper.	“So	you	did	write



out	those	rules.”
“What	rules?	What	are	you	talking	about?”
“The	 note	 Melissa	 brought	 back.	 That	 she	 got	 in	 the	 mail.”	 He	 sounded

impatient	now,	and	the	gruff	was	slipping	out	of	his	voice.	“Do	you	know	what’s
going	on?	Have	you	gone	back?”
I	 held	 out	my	 hands	 to	 calm	 him	 down,	 but	 I	 didn’t	 step	 any	 closer.	 “Back

where?	I	don’t	know	any	Melissa.”
“Don’t	 know	much,	 do	 you?”	 I	 didn’t	 answer.	After	 a	 long	 pause	 he	 spoke

again.	“I’m	going.	It’s	your	note,	so	you	can	have	it	back,	I	guess.	Jeez,	I	thought
you’d	have	more	answers.	Help	Kenny.	What	am	I	supposed	to	help	you	do?	I
guess	we’ll	figure	it	out,	but	I’ve	stayed	too	long	as	it	is.	Bye.”
Bye?	“Wait,”	I	said.	I	held	out	my	hands,	ready	for	him	to	rush	me,	but	there

was	a	quick	rustle	above	me	behind	the	furniture.
And	then	nothing.
“Do	you	need	help	or	something?”	I	said	after	a	moment.	There	was	no	reply.

“What’s	your	name?”
But	I	knew	I	was	alone.	That	way	your	voice	is	when	it’s	only	you	in	a	room.

It	was	impossible,	but	I	knew	it	was	true.	I	walked	up	the	stairs.
My	dad	hadn’t	 finished	 stripping	 the	 lath,	 so	 the	dark	 space	where	 the	baby

had	been	 still	dominated	 the	back	wall.	To	 the	 right	 as	you	came	up	 the	 stairs
was	the	cluster	of	old	furniture,	much	more	carelessly	placed	than	in	my	room.	A
bed	 had	 been	 ruined	with	 a	 pile	 of	 chairs	 and	 two	well-worn	 school	 desks.	 I
picked	a	path	between	dressers,	chests,	and	a	pile	of	splintered	remnants.
I	wasn’t	at	all	scared	of	the	kid	jumping	out	at	me.	He	was	gone,	I	was	sure	of

that,	however	impossible	it	was.
It	was	the	note	that	guided	me.	He	said	he	was	leaving	it,	and	there	it	was,	a

new	 piece	 of	 paper	 sitting	 on	 the	 top	 of	 that	 same	 low	 dresser	 I	 had	 noticed
before.	I	picked	it	up,	but	couldn’t	read	it	in	the	dim	light.
I	looked	at	the	mirror,	then	down	at	where	I	had	been	standing.	Yes,	this	was

the	thing	the	kid	would	have	ducked	around.	I	squatted	to	open	its	four	stubby
drawers.	 Nothing.	 I	 ran	 my	 hands	 over	 a	 surface	 that	 looked	 to	 have	 been
finished	 and	 refinished	 several	 times.	 The	wood	 framing	 the	mirror	 at	 the	 top
was	 scroll-cut	 in	 fancy	 loops,	but	 everything	else	was	 square	and	 functional.	 I
guessed	the	idea	was	that	the	lady	of	the	house	would	sit	in	front	of	it	to	put	on



her	makeup	and	 jewelry.	But	 if	 that	was	 so,	why	did	 the	mirror	need	 to	be	 so
tall?	It	rose	a	little	more	than	four	feet	above	the	dresser.	Had	it	been	tacked	on
later?	Maybe.	As	near	as	 I	could	 tell,	 it	didn’t	have	single	scratch	on	 it,	and	 it
threw	back	the	dim	light	perfectly.
No	kid	hiding.	No	ghost	jumping	out.
“I	just	wanted	to	talk,”	I	said	again,	but	my	voice	sounded	stupid	to	me	in	the

empty	place,	so	I	went	back	down	and	into	the	light,	feeling	the	paper	between
my	fingers	as	I	went.
As	soon	as	I	got	outside,	I	closed	the	door,	sat	down	on	the	step,	and	looked	at

it.
The	first	thing	that	struck	me	was	the	lettering.	Clean,	like	letters	printed	in	a

book,	not	punched	into	the	paper	the	way	a	typewriter	does.

The	Rules

The	mirror	works	January	to	December,	on	years	ending	in	seven.	It	takes
you	backward	from	eleven	until	midnight.	If	you’re	in	an	even-numbered
decade	(like	the	eighties	or	the	sixties),	it	opens	for	you	on	an	even-
numbered	day.	Odd	decade	(seventies	or	nineties),	odd	days.	Once	you’ve
gone	backward,	you	have	to	wait	until	after	midnight	to	return.	The	mirror
picks	one	person	every	decade,	and	never	picks	older	than	sixteen.	But	you
can	turn	seventeen	and	still	use	it.
There	are	other	rules,	but	I	didn’t	say	them	before,	so	I	shouldn’t	this	time.

Good	luck,
Your	friend	for	all	time,
Kenny	Maxwell



Two

The	Rules

2.	From	an	even-numbered	decade,	you	can	go	back	on	even-
numbered	days.	Same	for	odds.

What	do	you	do	when	you’re	confronted	with	something	that’s	obviously	crazy?
You	don’t	talk	about	it,	that’s	for	sure.
I	put	the	note	and	the	orange	hat	with	the	list	under	my	mattress,	and	spent	the

day	thinking	about	how	nuts	I	was	for	not	 throwing	 it	all	away	and	 telling	my
dad	I	had	seen	some	kid	trespassing.
It	was	the	twenty-third	of	January,	so	don’t	think	it	wasn’t	lost	on	me	that	at

ten-thirty	that	night	I	was	supposed	to	be	half	an	hour	away	from	…	something.
Odd	day.	Odd	decade.	Takes	you	backward.
My	 parents	 are	 strict	 early-to-bedders,	 so	 the	 house	was	 quiet.	 I	 sat	 by	my

window	and	looked	out,	though	not	at	the	hedges	and	the	carriage	house,	since
my	window	faced	the	street.	A	new	snow	was	falling.
I	continued	the	argument	I	had	been	having	with	myself	for	hours,	one	voice

insisting	 that	 there	was	a	 rational	explanation	 for	all	of	 this,	 the	other	pointing
out	all	 the	irrational	and	unexplainable	elements.	Whenever	that	hopeful	voice,
the	one	 that	wanted	 something	magical	 in	 the	carriage	house,	 finished	with	 its
best	arguments,	rational	me	would	simply	shrug	his	shoulders	and	say,	Then	why
aren’t	you	out	there?	It’s	because	you	don’t	want	to	be	disappointed,	isn’t	it?
And	 that	 was	 it.	 All	 these	 weeks	 I	 had	 been	 keeping	 the	 list	 secret,	 telling

myself	stories	about	what	it	was,	how	I	fit	 into	it	all.	I	didn’t	believe	in	ghosts
that	 needed	 to	 be	 saved	 or	 set	 free,	 but	 I	 wanted	 to.	 If	 I	 went	 out	 there,	 and
nothing	happened,	my	ticket	into	the	story	I	had	been	living	in	my	head	would
turn	out	to	be	a	forgery	I	had	made	myself.	But	if	I	stayed	here,	I	would	always
have	the	ticket	to	look	at.



I	stayed.
Eventually	I	fell	asleep.

School	the	next	day	was	hell.	Every	moment	irritated	me.	Normally,	I	just	did	as
I	was	told,	and	tried	to	finish	my	work	quickly.
But	not	today.	I	failed	a	math	quiz,	fumbled	at	marking	another	kid’s	when	we

were	 supposed	 to	 take	 it	 up,	 stumbled	 when	 I	 was	 called	 on,	 and	 actually
grumbled	 slightly	 when	Mrs.	 Bains	 told	 us	 to	 take	 out	 our	 grammar	 exercise
books.	 Why	 hadn’t	 I	 gone	 out	 there?	 An	 odd-numbered	 night.	 It	 takes	 you
backward.	It	opens	for	you.
Once	home,	I	had	time	to	myself.	My	mother	got	off	work	at	five,	and	my	dad

after	that.
I	dropped	off	my	backpack	and	squeezed	through	the	hedges.	There	were	no

new	 footprints.	 The	 door	 was	 still	 unlocked.	 I	 spent	 my	 hour	 and	 a	 half	 of
freedom	 rummaging	 through	 the	 old	 furniture,	 but	 there	 was	 nothing	 there.
When	 I	 figured	 I	was	 in	 danger	 of	Mom	getting	home,	 I	 took	 some	balled-up
newspapers	from	the	wall	and	headed	up	to	my	room.
Nothing	 interesting.	 It	was	 amazing	how	 few	pictures	 they	 had	 in	 those	 old

newspapers,	 and	 how	 long	 they	 took	 to	 say	 anything.	 One	 of	 them	 had	 a
variation	on	the	local	Prince	Harming	skipping	rhymes	scratched	in	faded	pencil
in	 a	margin:	 “Lover	 sweet,	 bloody	 feet,	 running	 down	 the	 silver	 street.	 Leave
tomorrow	when	you’re	called,	hear	 the	wisdom	 in	 the	walls.	Crack	your	head,
knock	 you	 dead,	 then	 Prince	 Harming’s	 hunger’s	 fed.”	 I	 tore	 that	 part	 of	 the
paper	off	and	stuck	 it	under	my	mattress.	Why	did	 it	matter	 to	me?	Why	did	I
shiver	every	 time	 I	heard	 that	name?	The	kids	at	 school	had	 thought	 it	 all	had
something	 to	do	with	my	house,	 but	 for	 them	 it	was	 just	 a	 game.	They	didn’t
have	a	note	signed,	Your	friend	for	all	time,	Kenny	Maxwell.
A	 call	 for	 supper.	 Interrogation	 about	 my	 day.	Merciful	 escape	 back	 to	 my

room.	Homework.	My	dad	calling	lights	out.	Tossing.	Turning.	Sleep.
Tink.	Clatter.
I	looked	to	the	ceiling	and	rubbed	my	eyes.
Something	hitting	one	of	my	skylight	windows	and	falling	down	the	roof.
I	went	to	the	window	and	opened	it.	“Hello?	Who’s	throwing	that?”
A	figure	came	into	sight.	“Who	do	you	think,	retard?	Where’s	my	hat?”



My	mouth	 hung	 open.	 “You’re	 a	 girl.”	The	 hat	 had	 hidden	 a	 huge	mane	 of
curly	hair,	and	she	wasn’t	trying	to	disguise	her	voice	now.
She	folded	her	arms.	“And	you’re	an	airhead.	Are	you	going	 to	give	me	my

hat,	or	what?”
“Who	are	you?”	I	said.
“I’m	Luka.”
I	frowned.	“Luka?”	It	didn’t	even	sound	like	a	real	name.
Luka	threw	up	her	hands	in	annoyance.	“My	real	name’s	Lucy,	but	my	mom

took	me	to	Star	Wars	on	my	seventh	birthday,	and	I	kind	of	made	her	change	it.
It’s	not	my	fault.	I	was	a	spazzy	kid.	Go	figure.	Are	you	coming	down	or	what?”
I	had	no	idea	what	she	was	talking	about,	no	idea	what	half	of	her	words	even

meant.	Airhead.	Go	figure.	Spazzy.	Star	Wars.	But	one	thing	she	said	stood	out.
“Lucy?”	I	said.	“Lucy	Branson?”	She	nodded.	“I’ll	give	you	your	hat	if	you	tell
me	where	you	disappeared	to,”	I	said.
That	stopped	her.	“But—didn’t	you	say	you’re	Kenny?	Didn’t	you—oh,	I	get

it.	You	didn’t	do	it	yet.”
“Do	what?”
“Write	the	note,	genius.	Okay,	fine.	Come	down.	I’ll	explain.	But	you’ll	never

believe	it.”



Three

The	Rules

3.	Once	you’ve	gone	back,	you	have	to	wait	until	midnight.	After	that,
you	can	go	home	again	anytime.

Getting	downstairs	was	 easy.	 If	 I	was	 careful	 and	 stuck	 to	 the	 floorboards	my
dad	had	fixed,	I	could	blend	in	with	the	creaks	and	pops	of	the	old	house	settling
down	for	the	night.
I	surrendered	the	hat	as	soon	as	I	got	outside	and	Luka	put	it	on.
It	 couldn’t	 have	 been	more	 than	 a	 couple	 degrees	 below	 freezing,	 and	 there

wasn’t	much	wind.	We	stood	for	a	long	moment.
“Who	are	you?”	 I	 said,	but	before	 she	 spoke,	 I	 added,	“Not	 just	your	name.

What’s	going	on?”	When	 I	 asked	 that,	 something	 stiffened	 in	my	 spine.	 I	was
still	 scared,	 not	 of	 this	 kid,	 but	 of	 something	 out	 there	 in	 the	 night.	 But	 that
didn’t	matter.	That	was	my	name	on	the	note	I	had	found.	Someone	was	asking
me	for	help.
She	dropped	her	hands	 to	her	 sides	 and	 looked	at	me	directly.	 “My	name	 is

Luka	Branson.	I	was	born	October	12,	1970.	I	live	at	428	Larkfield	Drive.	I’m
sixteen	years	old.”
My	heart	thudded	painfully.	“How	is	that	possible?”
“I	don’t	know.	We’re	 just	starting	 to	 figure	 it	out.	 It	goes	every	 ten	years.	A

few	days	ago	I	met	the	girl	from	1997,	ten	years	up	from	my	time.	She	got	those
rules	 from	 you.”	 I	 opened	 my	 mouth,	 but	 she	 held	 up	 her	 hand.	 “Come	 on.
There’s	something	I	want	to	show	you.”
She	 grabbed	 the	 shoulder	 of	 my	 coat	 and	 pulled.	 I	 let	 myself	 be	 dragged

through	the	hedge.
“See	 that?”	 she	 said,	 pointing	 to	 the	 winter-brittle	 tangle	 of	 tall	 weeds	 that

choked	the	carriage	house’s	tiny	front	yard.	“That’s	a	swimming	pool.	And	right



there?”	 She	 pointed	 to	 the	 far	 corner	 of	 the	 hedge.	 “That’s	 where	 Larkfield
curves	out	to	Manse	Creek	Road.”
“There’s	no	Larkfield	going	onto	Manse	Creek,”	I	said.
She	looked	at	me	like	I	was	an	idiot.	“Don’t	you	get	it?	Time	travel.	I’m	from

1987.”
I	shook	my	head.
She	looked	into	my	eyes.	“Come	on,”	she	said.	“I	really	thought	you’d	know

more	stuff	than	this.”
As	she	dragged	me	farther	from	my	house,	I	looked	back,	worried.
She	must	have	read	my	mind.	“Look,	if	you	got	out	okay,	you’re	not	going	to

get	caught	now.	Even	if	you	do,	just	say	you	went	out	for	a	walk.”
I	couldn’t	 imagine	just	how	badly	that	would	go,	but	I	 figured	she	was	right

about	the	first	part,	so	I	let	her	take	me	down	to	the	creek.
“This	used	to	be	a	bridge,”	she	said,	pointing	to	a	bend	where	both	banks	were

about	eight	 feet	high.	“I	mean,	 it	will	be.	 It’s	confusing,	 right?	 I	keep	 thinking
I’m	 in	 one	 of	 those	 Mad	 Max	 movies,	 you	 know?	 After	 the	 world’s	 been
destroyed.	 I	go	 to	 these	places,	and	some	of	 the	 trees	 look	 the	same.	Like	 that
one.	Tom	Berditti’s	dad	put	a	tire	swing	on	it	a	couple	of	years	ago.	But	now	it’s
not	there.	Yet,	I	mean.”
She	walked	me	down	the	creek,	pointing	to	 things	I	couldn’t	see,	 things	 that

wouldn’t	be	here	 for	years—a	whole	subdivision,	paths	 to	and	 from	 the	creek,
bus	 stops	 for	 routes	 I	 had	 never	 heard	 of,	 and	 things	 she	 called	 “super
mailboxes.”
She	was	entranced	with	the	world	of	the	past.	I	was	more	interested	in	her.
“How	did	you	get	here?”	I	asked	as	we	walked	out	onto	Lawrence.
“You	know	that,”	she	said.	“The	mirror.”
“But	how?”
“That	bus	stop	looks	so	new!	In	my	time,	it’s	all	beat	up.	When	did	they	put	it

in?”
“I	don’t	know.	I	don’t	care.	It	was	here	when	we	moved	in.	Look,	how	did	you

know	about	the	mirror?	Does	it	just	take	you	back?	Does	it	go	forward	as	well?
How	does	this	work?	I	don’t	care	about	this	stuff	about	the	neighborhood.	I	want
to	go	to	the	mirror.”



She	threw	up	her	hands,	then	tapped	her	watch.	“Fine.	I	was	just	killing	time
anyway.	I	can’t	show	you	anything	until	midnight.”
When	we	got	 inside	 the	carriage	house,	 there	were	 two	minutes	 to	go.	Luka

took	out	a	flashlight	and	guided	me	upstairs	through	the	maze	of	junk	to	the	low
dresser	where	I	found	the	note.	She	looked	at	me	and	pursed	her	lips.	“Look,	I
can	sit	around	talking	at	you	all	night,	or	I	can	show	you.	What	do	you	want?”
Blood	pounded	in	my	ears.	“Show	me.”
With	that	she	grinned,	shone	her	flashlight	at	 the	mirror,	and	touched	it	with

her	other	hand.	For	just	a	moment,	her	palm	lay	on	the	surface,	fingers	splayed.
“It’s	hot,”	she	said.	“You	have	to	be	ready.	Cold	when	you	go	down,	hot	when
you	go	up.”	She	beckoned.	“Take	the	flashlight	in	your	other	hand.	You	have	to
hold	 my	 hand	 all	 the	 way	 through.	 There’s	 a	 space	 in	 between	 going	 in	 and
coming	out.	Are	you	coming?”
“I’ll	be	able	to	get	back,	won’t	I?”
She	 rolled	her	 eyes.	 “Real	 adventurer,	 aren’t	you?	Yes,	you’ll	be	able	 to	get

back.	When	you’re	in	the	wrong	time,	you	can	always	go	back.	After	midnight,	I
mean.	 I	 haven’t	 figured	 everything	 out	 yet,	 but	 I	 know	 that.	Melissa	 took	me
through	with	her	last	night.”
I	knew	I	had	to	go	through.	My	name	on	a	list.	My	name	on	a	note.	“How	is

all	 this	 connected?”	 I	 said,	 fixing	her	with	my	gaze.	 “Do	you	know	about	 the
dead	baby?	The	one	in	the	wall?	Do	you	know	about	Prince	Harming?”
She	shrugged.	“Kind	of.	There’s	some	story	in	the	neighborhood	about	a	guy

who	kills	kids	or	smashes	their	heads	in	or	something.	But	that’s	all	the	past.	All
I	can	do	right	now	is	take	you	to	my	time.”	She	saw	that	I	was	about	to	ask	more
questions	and	held	up	her	hand.	“Look,	I’m	from	the	future,	all	right?	You’re	the
one	 from	 the	 past.	 I	 came	 back	 to	 get	 answers	 from	 you,	 not	 sit	 around
explaining	things.	Are	you	coming	or	not?”
I	 had	 already	made	my	decision	when	 I	 left	my	 room.	 I	 took	 the	 flashlight,

grasped	her	hand,	 and	 let	myself	be	dragged	along	as	 she	 stepped	up	onto	 the
low	 surface	 of	 the	 dresser	 and,	with	 some	 effort,	 pushed	 through	 the	mirror.	 I
could	see	her,	like	a	fun-house	effect,	going	from	two	girls,	to	one-and-a-half,	to
one,	to	just	a	double	arm,	shortening	as	it	pulled	me	in.
If	 she	 hadn’t	 warned	 me	 about	 the	 heat,	 I	 might	 have	 let	 go.	 As	 it	 was,	 I

flinched.	On	 the	 skin	 of	my	wrist	 I	 could	 feel	 first	 the	 freezing	 surface	 of	 the



mirror,	 then	 the	pore-opening	 fire	of	whatever	 lay	beyond.	 It	was	 like	sticking
your	hand	into	burning	Play-Doh.
Up	to	my	elbow	disappeared.	The	tugging	from	the	other	side	grew	stronger.	I

felt	Luka’s	other	hand	encircle	my	wrist,	and	almost	stumbled	as	I	got	both	my
feet	onto	the	surface	of	the	dresser	and	ducked	my	head.
As	my	eyes	moved	toward	the	mirror,	I	turned	my	head	and	closed	them.	The

cold	mirror	flattened	my	ear	at	first,	then	my	head	went	through	a	heat	that	felt
like	it	would	burn	my	eyebrows	off.	I	had	taken	a	breath	and	closed	my	mouth,
and	now	 I	 imagined	 I	was	 in	 some	kind	 of	 burning,	molten	 silver.	We	moved
through	that	hot	blindness	for	just	a	step—
Then	I	was	falling—out	of	the	other	side	of	the	mirror	and	into	something	soft

that	went	“Ow!”	and	punched	me	hard	in	the	shoulder.
I	 opened	my	 eyes	 to	 darkness,	 then	 brought	 the	 flashlight	 around	 to	Luka’s

face.
She	 put	 a	 finger	 to	 her	 lips.	 “Don’t	 talk	 loud	 or	 you’ll	 wake	my	mom	 up.

Welcome	to	1987.”



Four

The	Rules

4.	When	you	go	uptime	to	your	home,	you	can	bring	the	chosen	kid
from	the	past	with	you.

My	first	impression	of	the	future	came	from	a	small	room	that	must	have	been
decorated	by	 someone	with	 a	 great	 interest	 in	 horses	 and	 someone	 called	Bon
Jovi.	 I	 shone	my	flashlight	beam	all	around.	 I	guess	 I	had	been	spoiled	by	 the
distant	walls	of	my	converted	attic,	because	it	seemed	claustrophobic.
“This	is	the	future?”	I	whispered.
“What	did	you	expect,	space	ships	and	flying	cars?	Come	here,	I’ll	show	you.”

Luka	dragged	me	to	the	window.	“Does	that	tree	look	familiar?”
“Kind	 of.”	To	me,	 one	 tree	 pretty	much	 looked	 like	 the	 next,	 but	 there	was

something	 in	 the	 way	 its	 lowest	 main	 branch	 jutted	 almost	 straight	 out,	 then
changed	direction	and	thrust	upward.	The	street	itself	was	just	a	quiet	suburban
subdivision.	Did	the	cars	look	different?	In	the	dark,	I	couldn’t	tell.	Maybe	that
one’s	bumper	was	a	little	more	rounded,	and	the	same	with	the	roof	on	that	other
one	two	doors	down.
It	was	the	weather	that	convinced	me.	“You’ve	had	more	snow,”	I	said.
“You’re	right.	It’s	been	cold	since	New	Year’s.”
I	 lingered	a	moment	at	 the	window.	 I	could	see	now	the	 fascination	she	had

felt	just	a	few	minutes	ago	on	my	side	of	the	mirror.	That	whole	world	out	there
was	the	same,	but	not	the	same.	I	was	out	there	somewhere,	ten	years	older.	My
parents,	too.	Every	problem	I	knew	about	in	the	world	had	moved	and	changed
into	something	else.	All	because	I	had	stepped	through	with	Luka.	I	pointed	my
flashlight	back	at	the	dresser.	“How	did	you	get	it?”	I	said.
“My	dad	bought	 it	at	a	garage	sale	 just	before	you	moved.	 I	was,	 like,	nine.

The	mirror	won’t	 break,	 you	 know.	 I	 once	 threw	 an	 ashtray,	 full	 force.	Not	 a



scratch.”
“Do	you	know	me?”	I	said.	“I	mean—me	now?”
“Like	 I	 said,	 you	 moved.	 Just	 after	 we	 moved	 in.	 I	 don’t	 really	 remember

you.”
We	were	by	this	time	sitting	in	front	of	her	bed,	the	flashlight	between	us.	“So

what’s	cool	about	the	future?”	I	said	at	last.
She	shook	her	head.	“It’s	not	the	future,	dummy,	it’s	just	1987.	What	do	you

expect,	jetpacks	and	flying	cars?”
“No,	just—do	you	have	anything	cool?”
Luka	gnawed	her	 lower	 lip,	 then	came	 to	 a	decision.	 “Fine.	Come	with	me.

But	once	we	get	outside	this	room—no	noise.	I	don’t	want	to	know	what	would
happen	if	my	mom	found	a	boy	here	at	night.”
She	insisted	on	turning	the	flashlight	off	for	our	journey	downstairs,	so	I	had

to	rely	on	her	to	lead	me.
In	 the	 basement,	 Luka	 turned	 on	 a	 light,	 then	 picked	 up	 a	 black	 plastic

rectangle	with	numbered	buttons	 and	pointed	 it	 in	 the	direction	of	 a	 large	TV.
Without	her	approaching	it,	and	with	a	kind	of	muted	thoom,	the	thing	turned	on.
Then	she	went	to	it	and	touched	a	grey	box	on	a	shelf	on	the	TV	stand.	She	took
away	two	smaller	rectangular	grey	boxes	away	from	it.	Each	one	had	a	cross	and
two	red	buttons	on	its	face.
She	handed	one	to	me.	“You’re	gonna	like	this.”
“What	is	it?”
“Nintendo.	It’s	what’s	cool	in	the	future.”
Two	hours	 later,	 she	 practically	 had	 to	 rip	 the	 controller	 from	my	hand	 and

force	me	 up	 the	 stairs.	 “It’s	 almost	 three	 in	 the	morning	 back	 in	 your	 time	 as
well.	Didn’t	you	say	it	was	a	school	night?”
It	was.	Sunday	here	was	Tuesday	back	home.
I	 didn’t	 care.	 I	 had	 been	Mario.	 I	 had	 jumped	 onto	 turtles	 and	mushrooms,

leaped	 hammers	 and	 jets	 of	 fire,	 fallen	 down	 pits,	 and	 climbed	 into	 elevators.
The	future	was	cool.
I	told	Luka	as	much.	She	shrugged.	“It’s	better	than	Atari	because	they	have

more	games.	Melissa,	 in	 ten	years?	Has	way	better	stuff.	And	Keisha	has	even
better	than	that.	Anyway,	come	on.	I	still	have	to	show	you	that	drawer.”



We	started	up	the	basement	stairs.	“How	do	you	know	about	them?	Keisha	and
Melissa?”
“Even,	odd?	Forward,	backward?	My	theory?	It	was	really	only	for	backward.

I	think	it’s	kind	of	cheating	when	I	bring	you	forward	like	this.	That’s	why	it’ll
let	you	go	back	anytime.	Kind	of	putting	things	right	again.	Anyway,	hush.”
Luka	made	me	hot	chocolate	 in	a	microwave	and	 told	me	 to	drink	up.	“You

have	no	idea	how	cold	you’re	going	to	be.	Trust	me.”
“So	who	made	it?”	I	whispered,	looking	at	the	mirror	when	we	were	back	in

her	room	with	the	door	closed.
She	shrugged.	“We	don’t	know.	In	1997?	They	have	this	thing—it’s	like	all	of

the	computers	in	the	world	connected	together.	They	call	it	the	Internet.”
“Can	you	talk	to	it?”
Another	eye	roll.	“No.	But	you	can	type	in	things	and	search	for	them.	Melissa

and	Keisha	think	maybe	it	has	something	to	do	with	your	house.”
“So	you	really	met	them?”	I	said.
Her	shrug	was	minimal,	cool.	“Sure.	I	guess	I	almost	had	a	heart	attack	when

Melissa	first	came	through.	Eleven	o’clock	at	night,	this	girl	just	steps	out	of	my
mirror.	Keisha	came	to	her	a	few	days	later.”
“What	about	the	one	further	up	from	her?	Initials	C.M.?”
That	stopped	her.	“How	do	you	know	anything	about	way	up	in	2017?”
“So	you	haven’t	met	C.M.?”	Oh,	this	was	good.	I	knew	something	she	didn’t.
“Of	course	not.	Think	about	how	hard	that	would	be.	Melissa	can	only	come

back	to	see	me	on	odd-numbered	days.	I’d	have	to	get	her	to	take	me	with	her	to
her	time,	then	wait	a	day	until	Keisha	could	pull	us	up	to	2007,	and	another	one
for	 that	other	kid,	whatever	his	name	is,	 to	come	back	to	Keisha’s	 time.	I’d	be
gone	for	three	days.	My	mom	would	kill	me.”
I	pursed	my	lips.	“So	we	can’t	ever	go	far	from	our	own	times?”
“We’re	 working	 on	 it.	 Sleepovers.	 Lies	 to	 the	 parents.	 We’ll	 think	 of

something.	We	have	a	whole	year,	right?	That’s	what	the	note	said.”
I	rubbed	my	neck.	“Yeah.	But	a	year	for	what?”
Luka	 looked	 right	 at	me,	 and	 an	 electric	moment	 of	 communication	 passed

between	 us.	 I	 had	 never	 had	 that	with	 anyone	 before,	 but	 I	 knew	 that	 I	 knew
what	she	was	 thinking,	and	I	knew	she	knew	I	was	 thinking	it,	 too.	A	year	for
what?	Just	for	having	fun,	for	doing	something	no	one	else	on	earth	could	do?	A



year	 for	seeing	 the	world	stuttered	 ten	years	back	and	forth?	A	year	 for	seeing
that	there	never	were	any	jetpacks	or	flying	cars?	Or	a	year	for	something	more?
“What	are	you	getting	at?”	she	said.
“The	dead	baby,”	I	said.	“The	girl	that	went	missing.”	From	my	pocket,	I	took

out	 the	 list	 I	 had	 found	 on	my	 first	 day	 in	 the	 new	 house,	 the	 paper	 that	 had
fallen	away	from	the	tiny,	blackened	corpse.	I	spread	it	in	front	of	her	and	aimed
my	flashlight	at	it.
She	stared	at	 it	 long	enough	 to	 read	 the	words	 three	or	 four	 times.	Then	she

ran	her	forefinger	over	the	writing	at	the	bottom,	the	message	to	me.	“So	it	really
is	about	you	and	me,”	she	said.
“What	do	you	mean,	you	and	me?”
Luka	pursed	her	 lips.	“I	should	have	shown	you	before,”	she	said.	“I	 just—I

got	so	used	to	keeping	it	a	secret.	I	never	showed	anyone.	Since	we	moved	in.”
Without	another	word,	she	stood	up,	walked	to	the	dresser,	and	pulled	out	its

top	 drawer.	 She	 brought	 it	 back	 and	 lay	 it	 upside	 down,	 the	 beam	 of	 my
flashlight	revealing	the	rough,	scratched	letters.
Luka,	help	Kenny.	Trust	John	Wald.	Kenny	says	he	is	 the	auby	one.	Save	 the

baby.
“Okay,”	I	said	after	a	long,	long	silence.
“I	found	it	years	ago,”	Luka	said.	“What’s	that	mean,	an	auby	one?	Did	they

misspell	Aubrey?	How	is	that	even	pronounced?	Is	it	aw-bee	or	oh-bee?	Or	oh-
bye?”
“No	idea.	But	that’s	our	names.”
“I	 know.”	 She	 grinned	 and	 so	 did	 I.	 “This	 is	 the	 coolest	 thing	 that’s	 ever

happened	in	the	world.	I	mean—it’s	really	you.	There’s	really	a	Kenny.”
“Hey!”	 came	 a	 voice	 from	 the	 hallway.	 I	 heard	 a	 door	 open.	 “You	 on	 the

phone	with	your	stupid	father	again?	Hell’s	the	matter	with	you?”
Luka’s	eyes	grew	wide,	 and	 she	 snapped	off	 the	 light.	 “Go,”	 she	whispered,

pushing	me	to	the	dresser.	“Remember,	it’ll	be	cold.”	I	was	already	pressing	my
hand	on	the	glass.	Just	as	I	felt	it	give,	she	leaned	forward	and	kissed	me	on	the
cheek.	 “For	 luck,”	 she	 said,	 and	 was	 gone	 like	 a	 shot	 to	 her	 bedroom	 door,
opening	it	and	charging	out	to	meet	her	mother.	“I’m	not	talking	to	anyone,”	she
said.	“You	were	having	some	drunk	dream.”



The	 last	 thing	 I	 heard	 in	 1987,	 before	 I	 shoved	my	 face	 into	 iced	molasses,
sounded	like	a	slap.

Luka	wasn’t	kidding	about	the	cold.	It	touched	every	part	of	your	skin,	no	matter
how	much	 clothing	 you	 wore.	 And	 it	 held	 on.	 I	 closed	 my	 eyes	 as	 I	 pushed
through.	The	journey	didn’t	seem	so	long	this	time,	maybe	because	I	had	done	it
before,	maybe	 just	 because	 I	was	 coming	 home.	No	matter	what	 reassurances
Luka	had	given	me,	a	part	of	me	had	been	terrified	of	being	trapped.
I	took	a	large	step	through	the	bone-chilling	cold	of	the	mirror	and	felt	the	air

of	the	carriage	house.	My	forward	hand	found	a	grip	on	the	frame	and	I	pulled
myself	out,	feeling	like	I	was	climbing	out	of	a	mountain	of	slush.
I	collapsed,	curled	and	shivering	with	the	transit.	I	had	never	felt	such	cold.	It

went	 beyond	 skin,	 beyond	 lungs,	 bone,	 teeth.	My	memories,	my	 thoughts,	my
whole	life	was	freezing,	clenched	into	a	shuddering	ball.	The	excitement	of	time
travel	drained	out	of	me.	 It	would	be	good	 to	 sleep	here.	Maybe	 if	 I	 could	do
that,	 I’d	wake	 up	 and	 it	 would	 all	 be	 over.	My	mother	 would	 have	more	 hot
chocolate.	My	dad	would	tell	me	to	take	a	day	off	school.
In	the	end,	I	only	got	up	because	of	that	rational	inner	voice,	the	one	that	had

told	me	I	didn’t	want	to	come	out	here	and	be	disappointed.
There	was	 also	 the	 kiss	 still	 freezing	 on	my	 cheek.	 That	was	worth	 getting

moving	for.
By	the	time	I	got	into	bed,	my	clock	showed	almost	four.	I	had	never	been	up

this	late	in	my	life.	Before	I	gave	in	to	sleep,	I	thought	ahead	enough	to	take	a
final	 look	 around	my	 room	and	make	 sure	 any	 signs	 of	my	nighttime	 journey
were	 gone,	my	 clothes	 scattered	 in	 their	 usual	way,	 the	 note	 and	 the	 list	 back
under	my	mattress.
Next	thing	I	knew	my	mother	was	shaking	me	and	telling	me	I	was	going	to	be

late.
For	a	second	day,	though	for	different	reasons,	I	went	through	the	motions	of

school,	mechanical	 and	 uninspired.	Whenever	 I	 could,	 I	 replayed	 parts	 of	 last
night.	Nintendo.	Welcome	 to	 the	 future.	Nintendo.	The	 feeling	of	pressing	my
hand	onto	an	unyielding	surface	only	to	have	it	melt	away.	Luka.	Nintendo.	If	I
closed	my	eyes,	I	could	still	see	Mario	running	and	jumping	through	castles	and
fields.



And	feel	that	kiss.
At	eleven	that	night,	I	sat	by	my	window,	wishing	it	faced	the	carriage	house.

It	was	 an	 odd-numbered	 day	 now,	 so	 if	 the	 note	 from	 future	me	was	 for	 real,
nobody	 should	 be	 coming	 through.	 But	 didn’t	 that	 mean	 this	 “Jimmy	 Hayes,
1967”	might	 be	waiting	 for	me	 ten	 years	 back?	Did	 he	 even	 know	 about	 the
mirror?	Had	he	already	gone	to	1957?
Luka	had	done	it.	She	had	just	stepped	through	the	mirror	and	into	my	time.

Melissa	and	Keisha	as	well.	And	there	was	a	note,	two	now,	asking	for	our	help.
I	had	to	go,	didn’t	I?
But	ten	years.	No	one	in	the	world	would	know	me.	I	would	be	a	four-year-old

out	there.	What	if	I	got	caught?	What	if	Luka	was	wrong	and	the	mirror	broke?
Why	didn’t	any	of	these	other	stupid	kids	on	the	list	have	these	fears?	What	kind
of	idiots	were	they?
I	couldn’t	do	this.
I	couldn’t.
At	 eleven	 thirty,	 I	 crept	 down	 to	 the	 first	 floor	 and	 spent	 fifteen	 minutes

assembling	 the	 most	 complete	 survival-in-the-past	 backpack	 I	 could	 think	 of.
Two	 flashlights,	 a	 handful	 of	 chocolate	 bar,	 a	 half	 bottle	 of	 juice,	 and	 all	 the
quarters	I	could	find	so	at	 least	I’d	have	some	money.	Some	of	them	had	post-
1967	 dates,	 but	 I	 figured	 they’d	 still	 be	 more	 convincing	 than	 paper	 money,
which	I’d	checked	and	found	all	marked	1972.
Two	minutes	before	midnight.
Help	me	make	it	not	happen,	Kenny.
Help	me	make	it	not	happen.
Kenny.
I	put	my	hand	on	the	mirror	and	pushed.
Either	 I	was	getting	used	 to	 the	 resistance,	or	 it	was	getting	easier.	The	cold

was	still	there,	worse	than	any	January	wind	on	bare	skin,	but	I	pushed	through
faster	this	time,	got	my	hand	on	the	other	side,	braced	it	on	the	mirror	in	the	past,
then	pulled	my	head	and	shoulders	after	it.
For	all	my	caution,	I	misjudged	my	balance.	I	got	a	look	at	a	flickering	light,

and	maybe	two	figures	near	it,	then	I	tumbled	out,	the	mirror	loosening	its	grip
on	me,	and	fell	onto	the	floor	of	the	carriage	house.
“There	he	is,”	said	a	voice	from	below.	“Get	him!”
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