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Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    I almost didn’t notice the first time that time slipped.  Until then, that Sunday afternoon was just like every Sunday afternoon since we moved to Ketaugan. Angela and I sat on the thin strip of battered carpet between our twin beds, and played cards or Parcheesi or put together our thousand-piece puzzle of Times Square.  
 
    I was sick to death of that puzzle, but it was the only one we packed when we came to Ketaugan. I had just put together the upper right corner when Dad yelled. “Angela! Piper! Angela!”  
 
    Angela and I looked up at each other. Angela rolled her eyes and bent back over the puzzle.  
 
    “Angela! Piper! My room! Now!” 
 
    I tossed aside my puzzle piece and got to my feet. “Don’t bother,” Angela muttered, but I went. I hated to hear Dad and Angela shouting at each other, and maybe if I went instead I could keep it from happening. 
 
    Dad stood in the doorway of his room. “Where’s Angela?” he barked. 
 
    “She’s reading,” I said. It wasn’t true just at that moment, but she did read a lot. “You know she wouldn’t even hear a fire alarm if she was reading a really good book. But I’m here, so you can talk to…”  
 
    “Angela!” Dad roared. He stormed past me. I twisted the hem of my t-shirt in my hands. Why was he mad? He got mad easily these days, but usually he didn’t get mad just out of the blue.   
 
    But when I peered into his room, I could see why right away. Dad’s baseball wasn’t on its stand on top of the rickety old dresser that came with the house. There was a caramel popcorn ball in its place. 
 
    I drifted across the room, staring. The popcorn ball was dented at the side, as if someone had dropped it, and there was a little pink pebble sticking to the caramel. Rose quartz.  
 
    Down the hall, Angela yelled, “I never touched your baseball!”  
 
    “Oh, yeah?” Their voices got louder as they came down the hall. “Piper couldn’t have done it! She’s too little!”  
 
    “It’s not that high up!” Angela shouted as they came into Dad’s room. She was a foot shorter than Dad, but right then, standing with her fists on her hips, she took up almost as much space. 
 
    “Oh, as if Piper could have made popcorn balls on her own,” Dad said. “When did you do it? Are you trying to punish me for having to work Saturday? I would have taken you apple-picking if – ” 
 
    “You would not, you would not and you know it. And we don’t even care. Hannah’s mom took us and we had more fun than we would have with you!” Angela shouted. “And even if I did want to punish you, I don’t even know how to make popcorn balls! Mom hadn’t taught me…”  
 
    She stopped all of a sudden, and for once Dad didn’t start shouting right away when she stopped. Instead he said, “If you didn’t – then who – just look, look – ” 
 
    He slammed his fist against the top of the dresser, next to the baseball stand. The dresser wobbled.  
 
    But the popcorn ball was gone. The baseball was back, right where it ought to be.  
 
    “Piper, did you…” Dad said, but his voice trailed off as he picked up the baseball. I stood on my tiptoes. No traces of caramel on the stand. No sign of the popcorn ball at all.    
 
    Dad sat down slowly on his sagging mattress, lifting his hand to his face. He pressed it over his eyes and dug around in his pocket with his other hand till he came up with a crumpled five-dollar bill. “Go get yourself some candy,” he said, thrusting it out. We didn’t move. “Go on!”  
 
    Angela crossed her arms. I took the money instead: I wasn’t going to turn down five dollars of candy just because Dad hadn’t said I’m sorry. “Thank you, Daddy,” I said.  
 
    Angela still wasn’t moving, so I took her hand as if she were my little sister and tugged her through our apartment. We lived on the upper floor of an old house, and the hardwood floor creaked under our feet.  
 
    I didn’t dare let go of Angela’s hand to put on my jacket, just in case she decided she didn’t want to go. I wasn’t supposed to go to the Marathon alone, even though it was just a couple of blocks away and there weren’t any busy streets to cross.  
 
    Probably Dad wouldn’t notice if I did, though. He didn’t notice much. 
 
    Angela kicked a fallen walnut down the sidewalk. It jumped over a crack in the pavement.  
 
    It was cold outside without my jacket. I swung Angela’s hand. “Five dollars will buy a lot of candy,” I said, and tried to will her to smile. “Reeses cups, Mounds bars, peppermint patties…” 
 
    Angela tried to grin for me. For a second I thought maybe things were all right, but then she scowled down at the sidewalk again.  
 
    I looked down too. Right in front of us, another popcorn ball lay on the sidewalk. 
 
    Angela made a weird sound, sort of a cross between a growl and a shriek, and gave it a kick.  
 
    It wasn’t a very good kick. She caught it at a bad angle, mushing in one side and only kicking it forward a few feet.  
 
    But – and I saw this specifically – there was a little rose quartz pebble lying on the busted up sidewalk. The popcorn ball rolled over it, and it picked the pebble right up.  
 
    “Angela!” I yelled. “Did you see that?”  
 
    “See what?” she asked. And then I remembered she hadn’t seen the popcorn ball in Dad’s room at all. She didn’t know that it already had the pebble on it then – before it picked up the pebble now. 
 
    And the popcorn ball was gone again. 
 
    So instead I pointed at a porch we were passing. “They’ve already got their jack-o-lanterns up,” I said. “They’ll be rotten by Halloween, don’t you think?”   
 
    “Creepier that way,” said Angela. Her chin sunk into her chest again: probably thinking about how we weren’t likely to have jack-o-lanterns or even Halloween costumes. We didn’t even have old sheets to cut up to be ghosts. We had left Indianapolis barely a week after Mom died, just us and whatever we could fit in the hatchback, and settled into this cold, creaky old apartment in Ketaugan. 
 
    A cold, creaky old apartment with a time-traveling popcorn ball. It was the first good thing that had happened in months, and it made me so happy that despite everything, I skipped. Then I tried to jog, still tugging on Angela’s hand; and finally I let go, and began to run. “Race you to the Marathon!” I shouted over my shoulder.  
 
    Angela began to laugh. Then she ran after me, and she shot past me almost at once. But I didn’t even care. All I could think about was the popcorn ball.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    The popcorn ball didn’t show up again that night. But I did find a note, folded up flower-like underneath my pillow.  
 
    I thought it must be from Angela, but as soon as I unfolded it I saw that it couldn’t be. It looked almost like something out of a medieval book, those giant capital letters with little illustrations inside.   
 
      
 
    Dear Piper, it began. A tiny deer with enormous antlers grazed in the D, while a bird nested in the upper loop of the P. 
 
      
 
    I wanted to say I am so so so sorry about ruining your Thanksgiving, even if it wasn’t very nice of you to  But I’m writing an apology note instead of apologizing out loud, because you seemed busy when I got here, and I didn’t want to interrupt. It wouldn’t be a very good apology if I did the exact thing I was apologizing for, while trying to apologize!  
 
    So you’re from the future! It feels more real now that I’ve seen it. Have you met the older me yet? You should ask her if I become a ballet dancer. Or maybe an astronaut? On second thought, maybe it’s better if I don’t know. Surprises! Serendipity!  
 
      
 
    Each S had tiny, tiny scenes drawn into its curves. The first had a spider on a string talking to a girl with a hairbow as big as her head; the second, a girl lounging in the lower loop as if it were a hammock, one leg hanging over the side as she read a book. 
 
      
 
    I just learned that word, serendipity. Dad taught it to me because I was moping so thoroughly. Don’t you find big words awfully cheering? It means a happy accident – something good that happens as a surprise, when things don’t go as you planned. It’s the perfect word, don’t you think? It describes all the best things.  
 
      
 
    Serendipitously yours, 
 
    Rosie 
 
      
 
    All the hair on my arms rose up. Nothing in the note was creepy, exactly, but… it was under my pillow! And the writer knew my name! Maybe one of my classmates in sixth grade… but I barely talked to any of them, and it was under my pillow! 
 
    And then, as I watched, the girl in the hammock began to swing her leg, back and forth, like a clock pendulum. “Hello?” I whispered. 
 
    The tiny sketch-girl looked up at me.  
 
    I shrieked, or tried to, but I couldn’t get any air through my throat. I crumpled up the note and tossed it away from me, and then I managed, “Angela!” 
 
    Angela came in, still drying her hair with a towel. The shower had flattened her dark curls against her head, so she looked a little like a drowned French poodle. “You’d better not have moved any of the Parcheesi pieces,” she said, joking. 
 
    “No… no…”  
 
    She looked at me more closely. “Are you okay?”  
 
    “I…” 
 
    I couldn’t tell her about the note, not when I didn’t have it to show her. It was too weird, the message from the future and the moving drawings – it would sound like I was making it up.   
 
    “It’s just the window,” I said. “It’s so dark out there. It feels like it’s trying to get in here to snuff out the light. Can’t we switch sides? So you’re the one looking at the window, and you can keep an eye on it to make sure nothing gets in?” 
 
    Angela groaned. But she switched sides. And later that night, she let me keep the light on late while I was looking for the note, although I never did find it. Angela always looked out for me. I could always count on that. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Or at least, I could count on Angela when she was there. But that fall, she had joined Ketaugan’s junior high cross-country team with her new friend Hannah, and that left me all alone after school. I should have gone to the afterschool program, because there wasn’t anyone at home to watch me, but I couldn’t stand it there. I still hadn’t made any friends at my new school, even though Angela kept pestering me to make nice with my seatmate Shelby, ever since I showed her the little unicorn eraser Shelby gave me.  
 
    So I told the school people that Mrs. Schroeder, the lady who lived downstairs, would be looking after me. Never mind Mrs. Schroeder had left on a trip to Europe not long after we moved in, and still wasn’t back, and wouldn’t have watched me even if she were there. She’d scowled like an ogre at Angela and me the one time she’d met us.    
 
    I sat on Mrs. Schroeder’s back stoop, pulling Angela’s old jacket tight. It wasn’t a heavy jacket, just denim with a bunch of decorative patches that Angela had sewn on, and the wind cut right through it. 
 
    But I didn’t want to go inside. The house was full of creaks and shadows when it was empty: too scary.  
 
    Especially now that someone had snuck in and put a note under my pillow.  
 
    The half-windows to the cellar looked like blank black eyes. On nicer days I’d crouched right down by the windows and cupped my hands to the glass to try to look into the cellar, but it was just blackness. Horrible things might crawl out of a cellar like that. A slithering dragon; a ghost. Or maybe the blackness itself would come out, a mist of blackness rising around my feet to swallow me up. 
 
    I shivered and huddled deeper into the jacket. There had been a garden in this backyard once: the old rose brambles grew up in a tangle against the fence at the bottom of the yard. They climbed the fence like a wall of thorns. I liked to imagine the garden, and the old trees too, which were now only rotting stumps. I’d built a whole imaginary tree house in one of those lost trees.  
 
    And that was when I saw the popcorn ball, lying on the dry grass a few yards away from the stoop.   
 
    I jumped up. Just when I got close enough to grab it, the popcorn ball rolled away from me. “Hey!” I protested. “Stop!”  
 
    The popcorn ball stopped rolling. I stared at it, then crept cautiously forward. I didn’t even put my hand out this time: as soon as I got close enough to pounce, the popcorn ball rolled away again.  
 
    I hadn’t touched it. I hadn’t been anywhere close to touching it. And there wasn’t any breeze to give it a push, either.  
 
    Then it started to roll again, even though I hadn’t moved at all, and this time it didn’t stop. It rolled down the slope of the yard, jumping over hummocks in the grass, speeding up with every bounce. 
 
    I scurried after it, but I couldn’t get close enough to catch it. It bounced over an old tree root, and I saw that it was bouncing higher every time. It might bounce right over the fence, and then where would I be?  
 
    I stretched out my hands and dived.  
 
    The ground knocked the breath out of me. But I’d gotten it! My hands cupped triumphantly over the popcorn ball. I lurched to my feet and thrust the popcorn ball to the sky, like a baseball player who’s just made a really tough catch. “Caught – !”  
 
    But I didn’t finish the sentence. Because everything was gone.  
 
    No. Not gone – but different. No tangle of roses. Just a few neat rosebushes, covered with big fragrant flowers. No fence, either. The backyard just seemed to go on for miles, melting into rolling hills dotted with cows. Only a line of trees marked the boundary, great big oaks and maples covered with leaves, as if it were summer.  
 
    It was summer. I was burning up in Angela’s thin old jacket, and my hair stuck to the sweaty back of my neck.   
 
    I’d always wanted to walk into a different world, like Narnia, but now that it had happened – it was so disorienting! At least Lucy met Mr. Tumnus to show her around.  
 
    I looked around, turning slowly. I let out a gasp when I looked behind me. The house was still there!  
 
    Except it wasn’t the same house, exactly. It all looked clean and fresh and cared for: no peeling paint, no moss on the shingles, no duct tape fixing the rip on the screen door. The yellow paint looked so new it almost shone, and someone had painted the fancy carvings up under the roof white, like lace. 
 
    The one time we met Mrs. Schroeder, she had called those carvings “gingerbread.” “Does that make us Hansel and Gretel?” I had whispered to Angela.  
 
    “Don’t give Dad any ideas,” she whispered back.  
 
    But the house didn’t look at all like a witch’s now. Bright red flowers hid the cellar windows. A pair of roller skates lay next to the stoop. Maybe I could give them a try? I’d always wanted to learn how to rollerskate.  
 
    The screen door flew open, slamming against the side of the house. A girl with springy dark hair came flying out. 
 
    She was all dressed up in a green dress with a big puffy skirt, like a party dress. Only she didn’t treat it like a party dress at all: she leaped right off the stoop, and her dress flew up just enough to show healing skinned knees.  
 
    She landed in the grass in a froglike crouch, putting out both hands to catch herself. When she stood up, she had grass stains on the heels of her hands. She dusted them off on her pretty dress.  
 
    And then she saw me. Her face split into a great big grin, as if we were best friends, and she shouted, “Piper! I’ve still got some birthday cake!”   
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    I stepped back so fast that I lost my balance on the slope and fell down on the grass. “How do you know my name?” I asked. 
 
    She bounded across the yard and cast herself down on the grass beside me, her skirt puffing up around her. “Is this the first time we’ve met?” she asked.  
 
    “Well, yes,” I said. 
 
    “Oh, so it is the first time!” She clapped her hands. “I was wondering if we’d ever get there. You’ve always known me before, even when I was four and I didn’t know you. How old are you?” 
 
    “I – what?”  
 
    She stuck out her legs and wiggled her bare toes in the grass. I pressed my hands against the ground. Somehow I felt dizzy, like I might fall over if I didn’t hold myself up.  
 
    And then I realized: the popcorn ball was gone! What if I needed it to get home? “The popcorn ball!” I cried, patting around the grass for it, although the grass had been cut down to two inches tall and couldn’t have hidden anything.  
 
    She frowned. “Popcorn ball?”  
 
    “It brought me here!” I said. “What if I can’t get home without it?” 
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” the girl advised. “You have to get home fine, because I’ve seen you before. How old are you?”  
 
    “I’m eleven,” I said. “I – what?”   
 
    “I’ve seen you before,” she repeated. “But you’ve never seen me. So the times I’ve seen you haven’t happened for you yet, so you’ve got to get back to your own time, so you’ll be able to visit me. See?”  
 
    “No!” I said. “What’s all that got to do with the popcorn ball?”  
 
    “Nothing, probably. What popcorn ball? I guess maybe I’ll make the popcorn ball later.”  
 
    “But I saw it yesterday,” I objected.  
 
    “It’s time travel!” she said impatiently. “Do you expect things to happen in order?” 
 
    Maybe I was a little slow to get it, but in my defense, I’d never time-traveled before, and I’d sure never heard of anyone travelling anywhere (or anywhen) by means of popcorn ball. “Where – when am I?” I asked.  
 
    And I knew I’d picked the right question, because the girl gave me a grin, like she was pleased I’d gotten it. “July something, 1962,” she said. “I’ve forgotten what day exactly. Days don’t matter till school starts again. Do you know I haven’t seen you all summer till now? Not since my birthday.” She looked at me thoughtfully. But it was like she wasn’t really seeing me: she seemed to be looking past me. “It couldn’t be the last birthday,” she mused. Then suddenly she gave a little jump. “My manners are terrible!” she cried. “I’m Rose. But mostly people call me Rosie.”  
 
    “Rosie!” I was so relieved. “You’re Rosie?” 
 
    “Yes!” She thrust out her hand to shake, just as if we were grown-ups. I stared at her hand. No one had ever offered to shake my hand before. “Go on!” Rosie cried. But when I put my hand gingerly in hers, she cried, “Not like that! That’s a fish hand. You have to shake firmly. Like this!” And Rosie pumped my hand like she meant to take my arm off.  
 
    “Oh yeah?” And I tightened my grip on her hand and pumped her arm up and down like a pump handle. 
 
    She let her arm go loose like spaghetti, and laughed. “Don’t people shake hands – gosh, when are you from?”  
 
    “2013,” I said. “Rosie. Didn’t I tell you that last time we met?”  
 
    “No! I didn’t think to ask. But I was only eleven then,” she said loftily. 
 
    “I’m eleven!” I said, stung. 
 
    But she just laughed. “I know! You’re always eleven.” 
 
    “It’s the best age for nearly everything,” I said.    
 
    “I know,” Rosie said, suddenly sober. “I just turned twelve last week and I feel it every minute.” She hopped to her feet. “We still have the last of the cake! Do you want some?”  
 
    “Yeah!”  
 
    I felt the heat as we stepped out of the shade of the tree into the sunlight, the temperature difference was that clear cut.  
 
     “It’s from one of the new Betty Crocker mixes, only don’t tell,” Rosie told me. “Mom doesn’t want anyone to know she uses them. And it’s going a little stale…”  
 
    I couldn’t have cared less if it was from a mix, or if it was stale. When had I last had cake? Probably at Brayden’s birthday party. Months ago.  
 
    He hadn’t emailed me even once since we’d moved to Ketaugan. Not that I’d emailed him, either.  
 
    “What kind of cake?” I asked.   
 
    The screen door banged shut behind us as we went inside. “Lemon cake with raspberry filling!” Rosie said, and flashed me a wicked grin.  
 
    The house was even hotter inside than out: no air conditioner in the 1960s, at least not in Wisconsin. Well, our apartment in Ketaugan didn’t have air conditioner in 2013, either. 
 
    “Rosie?” 
 
    Rosie’s mom sat on the couch in front of an electric fan, reading Peyton Place, the curl coming out of her hair in the heat.  
 
    “I was telling Piper about the cake,” said Rosie. “Can we have some?”  
 
    I smiled and gave Rosie’s mom a little hello wave. But she didn’t smile back. She didn’t even look at me, not even a glance. My smile wavered. I cleared my dry throat, but my voice still came out high. “Hello, Mrs. …”  
 
    “I think you and Piper had better share a slice, dear,” Rosie’s mother said. 
 
    “Oh, fine,” Rosie sighed, and dashed into the kitchen.  
 
    “It’s nice to meet you,” I said, but Rosie’s mom bent over her book again. I stood there, feeling foolish and getting angry and almost ready to cry.  
 
    “Piper!” Rosie shouted.  
 
    I stormed into the kitchen.  “She wouldn’t even say hello!” 
 
    Rosie stood by the counter, carefully levering thin slivers of cake onto plates rimmed with red flowers. “Of course not, she can’t see you,” she said. “I’d give you more cake, but Mom doesn’t believe in you, so we’ll just have to share. Want a glass of lemonade?”  
 
    I was having trouble keeping up. “Yes, lemonade, okay… She can’t see me? Why can’t she – am I like a ghost?”   
 
    “Well, I don’t know,” Rosie said. She filled a couple of juice jars with lemonade. Water beaded on the sides instantly. Suddenly my throat felt parched. “Usually people see ghosts, right? But you’re invisible. I am too when I visit you. Here, have a drink.” 
 
    The sweet cold tartness of the lemonade rose out of the glass in coils of cold mist. I almost chugged it down, but I stopped. “Will I get stuck here?” I asked. “Like when you eat fairy food, and get stuck in fairyland?”  
 
    “No! Or at least, you never have before, and I don’t when I visit you. Did Angela go trick-or-treating in – oh, of course you don’t know yet. Drat!” She stomped her foot against the linoleum before.  
 
    She knew about Angela. She’d visited me! Or would visit me. Or something. My head was beginning to swim with the confusion of times and the heat. And the lemonade smelled so good… 
 
    I took a sip. I couldn’t remember the last time anything had tasted that good, and suddenly I felt ravenous. I’d barely eaten at lunch: the school lunchroom was so loud. Everyone else talking and laughing and having fun, while I sat at the end of the table and stabbed my spork into the watery macaroni and cheese. None of them had any idea what to say to someone whose mother had died, anymore than Brayden had back at home.  
 
    I decided right then not to tell Rosie about Mom. 
 
    “Coming, Piper?” Rosie said. I followed her out of the kitchen into their dining room.  
 
    Back in Indianapolis, before we moved, we had a real dining room. But nothing like this. Rosie’s dining room contained a long, shiny dark wood table with high-backed chairs, and a matching china cabinet so full of things that it looked like a curiosity cabinet, which I’d only ever read about in books. A whole tea set, with gilt rims and pink flowers; and a silver sugar bowl with handles shaped like tiny Chinese dragons, and a matching silver creamer; and a great big ostrich egg sitting on a black stand inlaid with mother of pearl… 
 
    “We can’t open it while Mom’s here,” whispered Rosie. I jumped at the sound of her voice, and realized I had nearly pressed my nose against the cabinet’s glass-paned door.  
 
    “But don’t worry, when I was seven we had – will have – a real tea party,” she continued, still whispering. “My parents were so mad when I said it was your idea! ‘Don’t go blaming things on your imaginary friends, Rosie,’ they said. How does it feel being imaginary?”  
 
    “Better than being real!” I said, and took a big swig of lemonade.   
 
    “I’ve always felt that way too,” Rosie said. She perched on one of the chairs and took up her cake fork. “Now sit down and eat!”  
 
    I flung my jacket over the back of the chair and sat down, digging into the cake too. Rose was right, it was a little stale; but it was sweet and tart and delicious and I didn’t mind a bit. “Let them eat cake,” I said, because Angela always said that when we had cake.  
 
    “You know, I bet if Marie Antoinette had just given everyone cake, there wouldn’t have been any French revolution, everyone would have been so happy,” Rosie mused. Suddenly she grinned. “We could give some to the Soviets! World peace through confectionary!”  
 
    “Sure!” I said, laughing, but she was suddenly quite serious. 
 
    “You don’t know what a relief it is to know you’re from 2013,” she told me. “Because it means we haven’t blown up the world with nukes yet by then. Unless – !” Her eyes suddenly become huge. “Wisconsin is in the middle of nowhere. Maybe no one bothered to bomb it. Has the East Coast been bombed? Is there radiation everywhere? Do you secretly have fifteen toes?” And she made exaggerated crazy eyes at the end, to show she was joking about the toes, but she still looked worried too.   
 
    “No, no!” I said, and she collapsed back in her chair with exaggerated relief. “No, I’ve only got twelve toes.” 
 
    Her eyes went comically huge. 
 
    “On each foot,” I added, and she gave a shriek of laughter. “They’re on their way to becoming flippers. The sea level has risen so much with global warming that I’m adapting into being a mermaid.” 
 
    “A mermaid!” She was delighted. “And I’ll be, let’s see. Maybe a witch? Or – ” 
 
    But then somewhere in the house, a clock began to strike. Rosie jumped to her feet. “Oh, no. Let’s go!” She grabbed my hand, dragging me from my seat. 
 
    “But my cake!” I protested.  
 
    “The clock’s a sign,” she said, dragging me away from my half-eaten cake. The clock struck again. Our feet pounded on the hardwood floor as we sprinted down the hall. “You always leave when the clock strikes the hour.  I should have stopped it like I did last time! I forgot. You’d better get outside before – ” 
 
    She slammed open the screen door. The clock struck again just as we leaped into the air. As the last toll quivered into silence, we tumbled into the grass.   
 
    Or at least I did. Because when I rolled to sit up, Rosie wasn’t there.  
 
    And it wasn’t the green summer grass anymore, but Mrs. Schroeder’s bare dull backyard, dotted with brown leaves from the neighbor’s trees. 
 
    I stood up. A cold wind blasted across the yard. I shivered, twisting my arms around myself, and realized that I’d left my jacket back in 1962. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    My first thought was that I could just pick my jacket up the next time I saw her, just as if I’d left it at Brayden’s house. But that wouldn’t work at all. What if next time I saw Rosie, it was for that tea party when she was seven? She wouldn’t have my jacket yet, because for her, I hadn’t been there with it and wouldn’t be for five more years.  
 
    No, I’d have to get a new one. I’d have to tell Dad I lost it. He’d get mad at me for being careless.  
 
    Or he’d get sad, because when Mom was alive buying a new jacket wouldn’t have been a problem.  
 
    No. I couldn’t tell Dad. 
 
    I asked Angela instead. “Of course we can’t tell Dad,” Angela said. “He’ll just throw a fit about it.” She pressed her fist to her cheek, thinking. “Listen, here’s what we’ll do: we’ll get you a jacket out of lost and found.” 
 
    “Don’t you think someone will notice? The kid who really owns the jacket might complain.” Even if they didn’t want it while it was lying around lost and found, I bet they’d want it if I started walking around wearing it.  
 
    “We’ll get it out of my lost and found, at the junior high,” Angela said. “So they’ll never see you, and it will be fine. Come on, we’ll go tomorrow morning.” 
 
    When we left for school the next morning, the sun had only just poked above the horizon. We had plenty of time – Angela’s school was only six blocks from our house – but was so cold, we ran. Halfway there, Angela took off her jacket and thrust it at me.  
 
    “You’ll get cold,” I objected through chattering teeth. 
 
    “Only if we stand here and argue,” said Angela. “I’m all warmed up, so take it.” 
 
    The warm jacket felt wonderful when I zipped it up to my chin. Angela hurried ahead, her hands thrust in the pockets of her cargo pants and her elbows close in at her sides.  “It’s really getting a bit small for me,” she said. “Maybe you should just take it.”   
 
    “No!” I said. “Unless there’s a really nice coat your size in lost and found.”  
 
    But there wasn’t much of anything in lost and found, only one jacket that remotely fit me: an olive green jacket with a broken zipper. “But it’s a boy jacket!” I objected. 
 
    “So? Mom always said there’s not boys’ or girls’ clothes or toys or anything – and anyway, we don’t have another choice.”  
 
    I held the jacket up. “But won’t Dad notice?” I asked.  
 
    Angela snorted. “That’d be a first.”  
 
    When I got home that afternoon, Dad’s car was in the drive. Why did he have to be home today of all days?  
 
    But it was better to get it over with. I pulled the olive green jacket tight around me and creaked up the stairs to the mudroom. 
 
    I hated the mudroom. Dusty old spider webs covered the only window, a tiny pane of stained glass, so that it let in barely any light. When we first moved in, Angela joked that we wouldn’t have to decorate at all for Halloween.  
 
    Normally I hurried through the mudroom as fast as possible, but that day I lingered, wondering whether to take the jacket off.  
 
    “That you, Piper?” Dad called. He sounded tired.   
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” I might as well get it over with, I thought. And anyway, the apartment would be awfully cold without a jacket.  
 
    The front room was almost as dark as the mudroom. It was a big, bare, empty room, without any furniture in it, and Daddy kept the heavy curtains closed so the heat wouldn’t leak out the windows.  
 
    The kitchen was bright, though, filled up as snug as an egg with three folding chairs and our card table. Daddy leaned on the counter, sipping coffee, with only one earbud in for once.  
 
    “I brought back a peanut butter pie for you,” he said. “Yvette dropped it.” Yvette was one of the waitresses at Perkins. “It landed right side up, but it’s not presentable anymore, so I brought it home for you girls. Is Angela with you?” 
 
    “She’s got cross-country every day after school, remember?” I said. Angela had started cross-country at the very beginning of school, almost two months ago. Her friend Hannah’s mom picked us up for all the meets. She was awfully nice: she didn’t make me sit by her in the stands but let me wander around, just like Mom used to, and took us all out to McDonalds afterward.  
 
    “Right,” Dad said, but not like he really remembered or was even really listening. He poked at his iPod, skipping a song, then pushed a Styrofoam carton over to me. “There’s your pie, honey.”  
 
    I sucked in my lower lip, biting it hard. “Daddy?” I said. “Daddy.”  
 
    He glanced up briefly. “Piper, honey?”  
 
    I hated it when he called me honey. “Are you working again tonight?”  
 
    His head drooped again. “Of course. Tell Angela hi for me when she gets back. Where is she again?”  
 
    “Cross-country,” I said, but not loud enough for him to hear it over his music. I was already heading into the room Angela and I shared.    
 
    Angela and I used to have separate rooms in Indianapolis, but I didn’t mind sharing. If I had nightmares, I just had to look across the room to see Angela there, and know that if anything really scary happened she’d save me.  
 
    Plus, the room had a window seat, even though it was hard to get into it without knocking over one of our tottering piles of books. Angela’s books, mostly. I climbed over them carefully.  
 
    There was a great big crack in the peanut butter filling, and the piecrust was in splinters. I poked at the pie, then set it aside and drew my knees up to my chest, leaning against the window.   
 
    I hadn’t wanted him to notice the jacket, so it was just as well he hadn’t. I pulled it tighter around me, so the unzippable halves overlapped, and curled up even tighter in a ball.   
 
    There was a knock at the door. “Dad?” I said.  
 
    But the door opened, and it was Rosie, holding onto the doorframe and swinging herself between her arms.  
 
    “Hope I’m not a disappointment,” Rosie said. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    “Rosie!” I cried. “No, you’re not – ” I hopped off the window seat so fast that I knocked over one of the book piles. “Oh, crap, Angela’s gonna be mad.”  
 
    “We’ll put them back,” Rosie assured me, swinging herself inside the room. She looked older than she had yesterday: almost Angela’s age, and Angela’s height too, and she had little gold earrings. But her monkey-like grin was still the same. “Gosh! Your floor is cold!”  
 
    “Sorry,” I said, and ran across the room to shut the door so Dad couldn’t hear us – well, hear me – not that he’d be listening.  
 
    Turning back, I suddenly saw the room through Rosie’s eyes: the two sagging twin beds from a garage sale, with a suitcase sitting between them for a nightstand, and on top of it a gooseneck lamp so battered that it permanently drooped. Even the white walls looked scuffed and dirty, and suddenly I was ashamed.  
 
    But Rosie didn’t seem to notice. She knelt on the floor and took one of Angela’s books in each hand, looking back and forth between them. “Enchantress from the Stars,” she said. “And The Moorchild. These are beautiful. Do you know when they’ll be published?” She dropped The Moorchild and flipped open Enchantress from the Stars. “1970! I’ll be twenty then! Oh please, couldn’t I borrow it?” 
 
    “It’s Angela’s! She barely lets me borrow her books, and I live here!” 
 
    “Well, I live here too,” said Rosie. “Only fifty years ago. In this same room, though! Maybe there’s somewhere I could hide it, so you could find it, a loose floorboard or…” 
 
    “The mice would get it,” I said firmly. 
 
    “Mice!” She scrambled up off the floor, like they might come scurrying out at her from all sides. “You do live like Sara Crewe. In A Little Princess? You have – you haven’t read A Little Princess,” she said.  
 
    She sounded so horrified that I felt a little defensive. “I have read The Moorchild, though,” I said. “Or my mom read it to us, anyway.”  
 
    She scooped it up again. “And I won’t get to until – 1996! I’ll be forty-six! Do you think a forty-six year old can properly appreciate fantasy books and fairy tales?”  
 
    “My mom…” I began, and trailed off. I knelt to stack up our books myself.  
 
    “I’m not even sure I can now. Maybe you should take your best books back to lend to my younger self. Do you think it would rip the fabric of the space-time continuum if I read books that haven’t been published yet?”  
 
    I had finished stacking. None of the book covers had gotten creased in the fall, thank goodness. Angela seemed to think that books could actually feel pain if a page got ripped. “Could you carry one back with you?” I asked. 
 
    “Oh, probably not. It didn’t work with the Kit Kats. Drat!” She heaved a great sigh and fell backwards on my bed. Then she lifted her head. “Why are you wearing a boy’s jacket?”  
 
    I grimaced. “Angela says there aren’t really boys’ clothes or girls’ clothes,” I informed her. “And it was the only one in lost and found, and I had to get a new jacket, because I left mine at your house – in your time, I mean.”  
 
    “You did! I wore it for Halloween that year.” Suddenly she sat up. “I told the neighbors that it was the wave of the future, a genuine taste of 2013. They thought I was bats, but then that’s generally what they thought already. At least we won’t all be dressing like the Jetsons, right?”  
 
    I didn’t know who the Jetsons were. “Or like Star Trek,” I suggested.  
 
    “Like what now?”  
 
    Wasn’t the original Star Trek super old? Clearly not old enough. “I may have just ripped the space-time continuum by telling you,” I said.  
 
    Rosie widened her eyes and sucked in her breath, like maybe she could stop space-time from blowing up if she stopped breathing. Then she let it out with a shout of triumph. “Oh! Oh!” she cried, jumping to her feet and clapping her hands. “You left your jacket! Which means! Which means that maybe you can bring things back to my time, even if I can’t carry them! So you could bring books – ” She sat down on the bed again with a bounce, adopting a thinking pose. “Do I suddenly remember more books now that I’ve asked you to bring them? But how would I know? Wouldn’t it just seem like the memories had always been there?” She lay back down again. “What’s Star Trek, anyway?”  
 
    “It’s a TV show about space exploration.” 
 
    “Space exploration! Do we make it to the moon?” Rosie asked. “Do we have moon colonies? Have we made it to Mars? Do any girls get to go in space, or is it only for men like always?”  
 
    “You don’t want me to tell you everything,” I said. “Don’t you want surprises?” 
 
    “You won’t tell me anything,” she complained, and then jumped across the room to look out the window. “No flying cars,” she said. “No floating houses. I don’t suppose you eat pellets instead of food? I’ve always thought that sounded like an awful future, don’t you? I love food. Except sauerkraut. Mom says I’m a little too American, not liking sauerkraut. But I believe I would eat even sauerkraut if the alternative was pellets.” 
 
    “No pellets,” I promised her, and pushed the slice of pie in front of her. “Peanut butter pie, though.”  
 
    “Great!” She took a bite, still looking out the window. “Your cars are so boring. No fins at all.”  
 
    “Fins? Did you expect us to have swimming cars?”  
 
    She giggled again. “Wouldn’t that be great? ‘It swims, it flies, it drives – all the transportation you’ll ever need in just one vehicle!’ I should go into advertising. I’ll come up with the slogans, and someone else can make the products to match them.” She took another bite of pie and then politely handed it back to me. “Is it almost Halloween? It looks Halloween-y out there. I can see pumpkins on the porch at Linda’s. Who lives there now?” 
 
    “Dunno.” 
 
    “You don’t know?”  
 
    She sounded incredulous. “We only just moved here,” I said defensively.  
 
    “Oh, so that’s why the room’s so bare! Can I see the rest of the house? I left a message in the broom closet downstairs – you know, like a message in a bottle, except in a knothole in the wall.”  
 
    I picked up crumbs of piecrust with the back of my fork, scowling. “We only rent the top floor,” I muttered. And I didn’t want her to see the rest of our apartment: it wasn’t anything like her pretty dining room with the pink china teacups in the gleaming dark cabinet. “Anyway I’m busy,” I added. “Thinking about Halloween costumes. Because it is Halloween almost; it’s on Thursday.” 
 
    At once she sat down on the window seat, eager as a spaniel. “Can I help? I love Halloween: I love ghoulies and ghosties and things that go bump in the night, and making costumes, and all of that, and I’ll never get to do it again because I’m really too old to go trick-or-treating now – ” 
 
    “You can’t be that old!” 
 
    “I’m almost thirteen. Next Halloween I’ll be a teenager,” said Rosie, with great tragedy, and she collapsed back against the window with her hand pressed against her brow. “It’s the end of all things. We must see if we can make the clock stop time somehow – preferably before I hit the dreaded teens.” 
 
    “Angela’s going trick-or-treating, and she’s thirteen,” I said. “I mean – if we can get costumes. We left all ours behind…” Angela had insisted on cramming books in every available space in our suitcases.  
 
     “We’ll make something. That’s the best part anyway,” Rosie said. “This year Karen and Linda and me – they’re my friends – ripped newspapers into strips and painted them green to make hula skirts.”  
 
    “Dad doesn’t get a newspaper.” 
 
    “Doesn’t get a newspaper!” Rosie was scandalized. “Did television kill newspapers, then? Millie says they will. Newspapers, magazines, books, she thinks it’s all going to be replaced by TV. ‘Read Fahrenheit 451,’ she says. It’s dreadfully depressing. I won’t believe it’s the future…But she must be wrong!” Rosie added triumphantly. “Because you have all these books! So television didn’t win! Unless you’re part of a secret literate insurgency, hiding books from the government? Are you?”  
 
    I couldn’t resist. “Yes, of course! Angela and I are secret agents. That’s why we moved here, you know, to distribute these books: we have to find more secure hiding places for them. And when the bad guys come, that’s why I go back in time, to hide.”  
 
    “Really?” she said breathlessly, and for a moment I thought she honestly believed I was part of a book-loving ring of resistance fighters. But she was interested in something else. “Do you know how to control time travel, then? Because I only know about the clock.”  
 
    “Yes, of course,” I said recklessly. “Mom invented it, you know. Only I can’t tell you anything more, because…” 
 
    Her eyes narrowed. “Because?” 
 
    I took another bite of pie.  
 
    “Because you’re making it all up!” she said, and took back the pie and sighed. “Oh! I just had the best idea!” she cried. “Is Angela about my size?” 
 
    “Ye-es…” 
 
    She began to unbutton her dress. “Genuine historical costume! It’s perfect. She’ll like it, won’t she? It’s almost like something out of Anne of Green Gables – didn’t you tell me Angela loves Anne of Green Gables? Call her attention to the puffed sleeves.”  
 
    “Won’t your mom mind?” I asked. 
 
    “Oh, Mom won’t notice,” Rosie said, undoing her buttons. “This is just one of Millie’s old things; no one wears sleeves like this anymore. Which is too bad.” She slid out of the dress and laid it on Angela’s bed. She wore a sort of sleeveless nightgown underneath, trimmed with lace at the shoulders and hem.  
 
    She shivered. I grabbed the extra blanket off the end of my bed, and she wrapped it around herself. “I feel like a mummy,” she said. “There’s another good one for you: you just need a roll of toilet paper for that. You do still use toilet paper in 2013, don’t you?”  
 
    But before I could answer, the front door slammed open. “Piper!” Angela sang. She must have had a good day at practice. “I’m home!”  
 
    My heart gave a great thump. “Hide!” I hissed at Rosie. 
 
    “She can’t see me,” Rosie pointed out, and plunked herself down on Angela’s bed, right next to Angela’s one remaining teddy bear.  
 
    “Piper?” Angela called.  
 
     “Hi, Angela!” I yelled back, gesturing wildly for Rosie to hide. But she just sat there. “Dad brought us pie! I’ll bring it out to the kitchen – ” 
 
    But Angela stomped into our room then, scowling. “Of course he did.” All the singing had gone out of her voice. “If he’s so worried about money, he should think of the dentist bills… Piper!” she cried, and I just about had a heart attack, because it looked to me like she was looking right at Rosie. 
 
    But Rosie was right: Angela didn’t see her at all. Instead she held up Rosie’s dress. “What’s this?”  
 
    “I got you a Halloween costume!” I said.  
 
    “With puffed sleeves, like Anne of Green Gables,” Rosie prompted. I stuck my tongue out at her.  
 
    But Angela didn’t need prompting. She held the dress up against her and swirled around the room, watching the skirt flutter. “It’s so perfect,” she said. “How’d you get it?”  
 
    I hadn’t thought how to explain it. Angela knew I didn’t have any friends to lend me things. “Mrs. Schroeder.” 
 
    “Mrs. Schroeder? I thought you were afraid of her.” 
 
    “Yes, well…” I had no answer to that. “But she’s got a bunch of old clothes! Nothing that fits me, though.”  
 
    “Oh, Pip…” Pip is an old nickname, from my initials. Angela set down the gown gently, then spun around. “Well, we’ll come up with something for you!” she cried. “We could… let’s see…” 
 
    “You look like a boy in that jacket,” Rosie supplied, swinging her legs. “Aren’t boys monstrous enough for a Halloween costume?” 
 
    “I can’t dress up as just a boy,” I said, annoyed.  
 
    Angela stared at me. “Well, no. I never suggested that. But with the jacket – and you could wear your cargo pants – no! Wear mine, and then you’ll look like one of those tramps in thirties movies. We’ll put your hair up under Dad’s newsboy hat – he brought that, right? I could borrow one from Hannah if he hasn’t – and your shoes…” 
 
    We both paused, thinking of my shoes with their sparkly purple streaks. “Maybe no one will see the glitter,” I said. “Because they’re so worn?” 
 
    “Shoe polish!” Rosie supplied. 
 
    “Does Dad have any shoe polish?” I asked.  
 
    “Let me go check!” Angela said, and she dashed from the room.  
 
    Rosie hopped off Angela’s bed and went to inspect our books again. She picked up Enchantress from the Stars wistfully. “Won’t she notice the book hanging in midair?” I whispered.  
 
    “Dunno,” said Rosie. “Let’s find out!”  
 
    “Shoe polish!” said Angela, and her voice made me leap in surprise. I jumped in front of Rosie, trying to hide the floating book as Angela came into the room. “Should we do your shoes now, or – ” 
 
    But a thump interrupted her words. “What was that?” Angela cried.  
 
    I turned around. Enchantress from the Stars had fallen to the floor, right on top of a heap of blanket. And Rosie was gone.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    I didn’t see Rosie again until Halloween. I looked for her. I climbed in all the closets and even the cupboards, just in case the backs would give way, like Lucy’s wardrobe to Narnia. 
 
    No luck. There had never been doors involved before, anyway, just popcorn balls and clocks. But if Rosie’s clock was still in the house, it must have been in Mrs. Schroeder’s downstairs apartment. She was always away on trips, so maybe I could sneak in sometime… 
 
    But Mrs. Schroeder was at home just then. As cold as it was, sometimes when I came back from school she was sitting on the porch, hunched over and scowling like a crow in her black coat. She didn’t even say hello to me when I scampered past.  
 
    Dad had to work on Halloween night, so I wanted us to dress up early to show him our costumes. I was so certain Angela would object that I spent most of the school day making up arguments for it. My seatmate Shelby had to poke me when the teacher called on me, because I didn’t even notice. 
 
    But Angela surprised me by seeming pleased. “That’s a great idea, Piper,” she said.  
 
    I was so pleased. Maybe she and Dad would start to get along again.  
 
    “Not that he’ll care,” Angela added. 
 
    I sighed.    
 
    But he did. We almost didn’t get done in time. Angela was still trying to pin up my braids so we could hide them under my hat when we heard the front door open for Dad to leave.  
 
    “Wait! Wait!” Angela shouted. She stabbed the bobby pin into my head and tore out of the room, Rosie’s skirts fluttering around her.  
 
    Dad stood waiting in the door, and his tired face split into a smile when he saw us.  “How are my beautiful girls?” he said. He flourished his Perkins cap and bowed formally to Angela. “May I have this dance?”  
 
    Angela was too surprised to say anything. He took her hands and galloped her across the empty front room and back to the door, ending with a twirl that made Angela laugh. Dad made a show of wiping his forehead. “And Piper, you look just like the Kid from a Charlie Chaplin movie,” he said. “Have you ever seen Charlie Chaplin? We’ll have to get one from the library sometime.” 
 
    “We don’t have a TV,” Angela pointed out.  
 
    “Well, maybe I’ll buy one on my next day off,” Dad said. “We can put it…” He paused, looking at the empty room. His face seemed to sag, and then his shoulders, and I could see the tiredness settling on him again like a weight.   
 
    “On the counter in the kitchen!” I cried. “It’s warmer in the kitchen anyway. And we can keep the front room for a dance studio.”  
 
    Angela’s face brightened again. “I could have my friends over for a dance party,” she said. 
 
    “Sometime when Mrs. Schroeder is gone so you don’t keep her up all night,” Daddy said, and for the first time in forever, she smiled at him. “There’s my girl!” he said. “Let me get my camera.” And he snapped a whole series of photographs of us both. “I guess I won’t need to bring home any pie tonight,” he said. “You girls look so cute, they’ll give you enough candy for a month.”  
 
    After he left, I said to Angela, “See? Told you.” 
 
    “I don’t remember you telling me anything,” Angela said, annoyed. But all of a sudden she grinned. “Oh, whatever. You ready to head out, Piper?” 
 
    I was aghast. “It’s not even dark yet!” I protested.  
 
    “It’ll be dark soon,” Angela said. “It’ll be dark by the time we get back. And anyway, we’re all dressed up already, so why waste time – ”  
 
    “It’s not a waste of time! We always read ghost stories before we go out.” Mom always read them to us. So the dark would be properly frightening, she said. “Only babies go out this early,” I added, my voice rising into a whine.  
 
    “Yeah, and they get to pick the best candy,” Angela said lightly. “We’ll be done in less than an hour.”  
 
    “Less than an hour?” Suddenly I got a sick, suspicious feeling in my stomach. She’d been planning this. That’s why she had been so willing to get on our costumes early! And like an idiot, I’d thought she was trying to get along with Dad! 
 
    “But we have all night. And we always take a long time to trick-or-treat. So even if some places get picked over, we can go everywhere and get lots of candy. Because Dad won’t get back till midnight! We’ve got hours, right, Angela?” Angela raked her fingers through her hair, disarranging her curls. “Angela! Right?”  
 
    She wouldn’t look at me. “Look, I’m going trick-or-treating with Hannah later, okay?” Angela said. “I figured you and I could fit trick-or-treating in before she got here to pick me up.” 
 
    “Why didn’t you tell me this earlier?” I asked. My voice came out so high and squeaky and sad that it enraged me, and I added, “Just let me come with you and Hannah. I won’t be any trouble. I’ll distract her mom!”  
 
    “No,” Angela said.  
 
    “Why not? Hannah’s mom loves me!”   
 
    Angela gave her foot a little stomp and huffed out a breath. “Because it’s not just me and Hannah, okay? Some of my other friends are coming too.”  
 
    “Other friends,” I echoed. 
 
    “They’re just these girls Hannah and I sit with at lunch, whatever,” Angela said, as if having a whole lunch table of friends didn’t matter to her at all. “They’re not on cross-country, you haven’t met them. But there’s going to be six or seven of us – ” 
 
    “Six or seven,” I echoed. I had thought her only friend was Hannah. How had she made so many friends that she couldn’t even properly count them?  
 
    “And I can’t bring my little sister along. You understand, don’t you? If it was just me and Hannah I would. And the gang’s picking me up at 7:30, so you and I need to hurry and go trick-or-treating now, Piper.”  
 
    The gang. How had she gotten a whole gang of friends, when I hadn’t made any at all? 
 
    But I had! I had made a friend. “Well, I don’t need to go trick-or-treating with you, either,” I said. “My – my friend Rosie asked me to go with her! And I said no because I thought we’d be trick-or-treating together, but as you’re busy I’ll just go with her.”  
 
    Angela blew out a gust of air. Even to me it sounded like I’d made Rosie up on the spot. “Piper, don’t be so childish about this,” she said, in her most irritatingly grown-up voice. “We have time to get plenty of treats, but we have to leave right now.”   
 
    “I’m not being childish. I do too have a friend named Rosie. And we’re going trick-or-treating at eight o’clock! So have a good time with your gang!” I cried, and I stormed to our room and slammed the door and locked it.  
 
    “Piper – Piper!” Angela yelled, and pounded on the door. “Piper, that’s our room, you can’t just lock me out! Piper, open up! Piper!” 
 
    I snatched her pillow off her bed and pressed it over my head. It barely diminished the sound of her fists on the door.  
 
    But suddenly the pounding stopped. “Fine then,” she said. “Have it your way.”  
 
    The floor creaked as she walked away from the door. The apartment was so silent that I heard the ancient landline phone, so old it had a curly cord, click as she lifted the receiver.  
 
    “Hi, Madison!” she said, in a cheerful perky voice, as if we hadn’t just had a fight, or as if the fight didn’t even matter at all. “I know, it’s way earlier than I said… yeah, I can come at seven after all! My little sister found someone else… yeah, little sisters can be…” 
 
    I would rip up her books. I would set them on fire.  
 
    “I mean… but no, Piper’s not really a pain. She actually found my costume. It’s so great. You’re going to love it.”  
 
    I slid down the door, pressing my face against the frame. A tear leaked out of my eye.  
 
    “So you can pick me up at… Really, that fast! Glad I called now!… Love ya lots!”  
 
    I pressed my arms against my ears to try to block out the sounds of Angela getting ready, but I heard it all. Angela stomping her feet against the ground as she put on her shoes; Angela’s nylon jacket swishing as she put it on; the zipper hissing as it closed. Someone knocking on the door at the bottom of the stairs.  
 
    “Piper?” Angela said, and I jumped. She stood just outside my door. “I’ll share my candy, okay? Okay, Piper?”  
 
    The knock repeated impatiently.  
 
    “Piper, I’ve got to go. Please…” 
 
    I pressed my mouth against my knee so I wouldn’t speak.  
 
    The knocking changed to a pounding. 
 
    “I’ll talk to you later,” said Angela. She clattered down the stairs. The door opened. Angela exchanged cheerful “Hello”s with the girl outside. The door closed. The key scraped in the lock.  
 
    And the apartment was silent and empty.  
 
    I sat there for a long time, huddled in that stupid jacket. Our room turned shadowy and gray with the encroaching dusk. I gave a teary giggle. Angela had been right, of course. It would have been dark before we got back. And now I wasn’t going to get to trick-or-treat at all, because of course I didn’t have plans with Rosie. 
 
    “Rosie?” I said huskily. My voice seemed to hover in the darkness. “This would be an awfully nice time for you to show up.”  
 
    No answer. The creepy empty silence of the house settled around me. I would have turned on the light, but that would require crossing the room to the suitcase-nightstand, which meant passing the shadows under the beds… 
 
    No. It would be better to look for Rosie in the dark, anyway. I felt for the doorknob above my head and scooted myself out of the bedroom back into the front room. At least in the front room, there was no furniture to cast creepy shadows.  
 
    The apartment didn’t seem as frightening now that I was moving, anyway. In fact, the darkness seemed soft, almost welcoming. The front room didn’t look bare anymore, just…open. Like a dance floor.  
 
    This was the place to call Rosie.  
 
    I pulled back the drapes, coughing on the dust that rose off the curtains. Had we opened them since we moved in at the end of August?  
 
    I wished I had great sweeping skirts, like Rosie’s dress, but oh well. I shut my eyes tight, imagining I did, and then swirled across the room.  
 
    “Rosie,” I sang. “Rosie, Rosie, Rosie…” 
 
    I lost my balance and fell to the floor. “Ashes, ashes, we all fall down,” I murmured, and then I rolled to my feet again. Dust streaked my costume. For a moment my throat closed up. Yet another thing gone wrong!  
 
    “It will make me look more ragamuffin-y,” I said. My voice trembled a little, but speaking steadied me. “That just makes the costume better.” I began to twirl again, more slowly this time, going in a wide circle like there were a whole lot of us dancing together. “Ring around the Rosie, pockets full of posies…” 
 
    It was truly dark now, all the sunset glow gone. The windows were like mirrors – mirrors dotted with fairy lights, street lamps and a distant stoplight and even the jack-o-lanterns across the street. I couldn’t see my feet on the floor, but I went faster and faster, spinning the circle tighter. “Ring around the Rosie, pockets full of posies; Ashes, ashes, we all fall down!”  
 
    But rather than fall, I just skipped faster and shouted louder. “Ring around the Rosie – Ring around the Rosie – Ring around – Ashes, ashes, we all fall – ” 
 
    And then I ran right into someone, and fell down to the floor with a shriek. It loomed over me, a great tall creature with feathers sprouting from its face. 
 
    “Piper?” the apparition said, pushing the mask up on top of her head.  
 
    “Rosie!” I cried, and flung my arms around her legs. “Trick or treat!”  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    She wore a wonderful mask, all covered with dark sequins and peacock feathers. Her long black dress dragged a little on the floor. “Did I steal you away from your own Halloween?” I asked, standing up. She had looked so tall and menacing, but when I stood up, she was only my height.  
 
    “Oh no, just dress-up,” Rosie said. “I’m trying to introduce my cousins to the glories of make-believe, but I don’t think they have a spot of imagination, honestly. Henry wants to play cowboys and Indians.” She wrinkled her nose. “Do you think it’s my duty as a polite hostess to play cowboys and Indians, just because he wants to?”  
 
    “No,” I said. Mom had said cowboys and Indians wasn’t a nice game to play, but maybe they didn’t know that yet in 1962. “Anyway, you’re here now, so you can’t hostess them anyway.” 
 
    “Yes, I’ll probably be missing for hours,” Rosie said, and that seemed to cheer her up. “I was hiding out upstairs anyway. My cousins would never willingly set foot in the library.” She spun around the room, her skirt twisting around her ankles. “This used to be the library. What is it now?”  
 
    “Dance studio,” I said smartly.  
 
    “Oh! Do you know ballet? My other cousin Bridgette studies ballet. We went to see her in The Nutcracker last year, and it was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen. She is all right, when Henry’s not around to boss her. He’s so bossy. It’s usually girls who get called bossy, have you noticed? But it fits Henry to a T. What does that mean, anyway? To fit to a T? It’s such a silly expression. I’m being a chatterbox, aren’t I?” 
 
    “Yes!” I cried, but I didn’t mind. I was happy, happy, happy, and I didn’t mind a thing. I did have a friend, and she would come trick-or-treating with me! “Come trick-or-treating, Rosie!”  
 
    “Trick-or-treating? Then it’s your Halloween! I’m so glad! Halloween is my favorite. Let’s go!” 
 
    We practically flew down the stairs. Mrs. Schroeder had left a bowl of candy on the front porch, so we didn’t have to knock on her door and face her. Rosie lifted a candy bar up to try and read it in the glow of the streetlamp.  “A Milky Way!” she said, disappointed. “We have those at home.” 
 
    “Not like these,” I said. “They farm the filling on the Moon now.”  
 
    “Do they – no! You’re making that up!”  
 
    I jumped over the porch steps to escape her swat. “Last one to the next house is a rotten egg!”  
 
    The house next door had such a beautiful yard that we couldn’t bear to race. We walked slowly up the brick front path, lined on both sides with paper bags holding candles, with intricate designs pricked into the paper. “Luminaries,” I whispered.  
 
    “Did pumpkins die out?” Rosie whispered back. “Are these the new jack-o-lanterns?”  
 
    “No. Look!” 
 
    Jack-o-lanterns lined the porch rail. I dashed up the brick steps to a pumpkin intricately carved into a delicate spider web. “Isn’t that beautiful?” 
 
    Rosie squatted down beside it. “I would love to be able to do that.” 
 
    “My friend Brayden’s mom could carve just like that,” I said. 
 
    The jack-o-lanterns’ candles flickered in a sudden gust of wind. I shivered, but it was a good shiver, the right kind of shiver for Halloween.   
 
    When we knocked, a fat lady wearing a Cinderella ball gown opened the door. “Trick or treat!” we chorused.  
 
    “Well, aren’t you sweet?” Cinderella said, smiling to show her dimples. “Open up your bags.” I held out my bag, and she gave me three – three! – Kit Kat bars. “Don’t want any of them left in the house,” she said, with another dimply smile. And then she turned to Rosie. “You too, honey. Don’t you like Kit Kats?”  
 
    “You can see me!” Rosie gasped.  
 
    “Well sure. Oh, are you supposed to be invisible?” She held up a hand over her eyes. “Now where was that child? I could have sworn I saw…” She gave Rosie a big wink and whole handful of Kit Kats.   
 
    She’d barely shut the door before Rosie grabbed my arm so hard it hurt. “She could see me!” she cried. “She could see me. Why?”  
 
    “It’s Halloween,” I suggested. “So the boundaries between worlds are thin. Like for All Saints and All Souls… And we’d better watch out, or we might slip into fairyland.” 
 
    “I’ve always thought I might be a fairy,” Rosie said. She began to tiptoe down the path between the double line of luminaries, moving almost like a ballerina. The comparison must have occurred to her too, because she lifted both arms above her head, executed a wobbly pirouette, and stumbled out of it with a laugh. “A changeling, you know. The fairies in the fairy oak must have left me on the doorstep, or something like that. Are they still there? The fairy oak is gone in your time, but maybe the fairies are still around.” 
 
    “Fairies!” I said. “You’re making that up.” 
 
    “Am not! No one back home has seen you and I’m not making you up, am I?”  
 
    I frowned. “I guess not.”  
 
    “And it would make so much sense if I were a changeling,” Rosie said. “Because Millie and I are so different. Although we look just alike, so maybe not.” She sighed deeply, rustling the feathers on her mask. We had reached the next door. “Trick or treat!”  
 
    They gave us peppermint patties. “I’ve never had one of these,” Rosie said, and she tore hers open at once. “Oh, these are good. Reeses is still my favorite, though. On the other hand, you can make an M&M war last an entire afternoon if you don’t have your stupid cousin Henry over to steal the candy, and you really can’t do that with a Reeses cup, so maybe M&Ms should win just for being the longest lasting?” 
 
    “Clearly we need to set up a candy taste test,” I said. “And try them all. And then try the best ones again, to compare. And maybe a third round, just in case…”  
 
    “Yeah!” Rosie said.  
 
    We reached the next door: Kit Kat bars.  
 
    “We’re going to have a billion Kit Kats by the end of the night, which is too bad, because I hate them,” Rosie said. “Though I suppose I won’t be able to eat many, because I can’t carry anything back, which is so frustrating. Why do you think that is?” 
 
     “Maybe it would rip a hole in the space-time continuum,” I suggested. 
 
    “In the what?”  
 
    “Like, uh…you told me about it last time you were here. When you were twelve.”  
 
    “When I was twelve!” She spun around on the sidewalk. The little rhinestones on her skirt glimmered in the streetlamps like stars. “Am I terribly, terribly different when I’m twelve?” she asked.  
 
    I thought about it as we walked to the next house. “Mostly you’re just even more yourself,” I said.  
 
    “Oh, thank goodness,” she said. “I always worry that I’ll get terribly boring as I get older, and interested in nothing but clothes, just like Millie. It’s not that I mind clothes…” She swirled again, skirt fluttering. Her sequined mask glittered in the streetlights, and her skirt twisted around her legs, so she half-stumbled and kicked up a swirl of leaves. They gave a faint nutmeg smell to the air. “But to be interested in nothing but that! It’s so limiting!”  
 
    “Yes!” I agreed.  
 
    Rosie straightened out her skirt and mask, shaking her head so the feathers untangled themselves. We walked, swinging our candy bags, and suddenly she said, “Sometimes I think growing up is just erosion. Like we start out as igneous rocks. The volcanoes spew out magma and it hardens in the air and becomes rock. And these rocks start out all spiky and odd shaped. But then they fall in the sea and it washes away all their rough edges, and they all end up smooth at the end, all boring and just the same. I see it happening to my sister, and…” She shuddered, shaking her head as if she could shake away bad thoughts, and skipped quickly up the steps to the next porch.  
 
    She sounded so passionate, I didn’t want to disagree with her, but… well, if Angela and I were grown up, Dad couldn’t have dragged us to Ketaugan.  
 
    But if I hadn’t come to Ketaugan, I never would have met Rosie. Or known it was even possible to time travel, or met someone who’d seen fairies, or anything.  
 
    “Trick-or-treat!” Rosie said, and I hurried up the last few steps after her. 
 
     Who knew what else might be possible?  
 
    I didn’t walk back down the porch steps. I leaped, and felt for a moment like I was floating, as if the sudden gust of wind that rattled the few straggling leaves had caught me and held me up in the air, and let me down gently on the brick path. 
 
    My body seemed to fizz, as if I had soda pop for blood. “Did you see that, Rosie?” I asked.   
 
    “Yeah!” she said. “Is it a hover sidewalk?” 
 
    “A what? No! Why would anyone bother building hover sidewalks?” 
 
     “I don’t know,” she said. “Are there hovercars?” I shook my head. “Oh, that’s too bad. I guess that’s just something they made up for science fiction.” 
 
    Someday I would have to show her Angela’s iPod. “Well, 2013 is science fact,” I said.  
 
    “Like that iPod thing you showed me,” Rosie said, an eerie echo of my thoughts. She laughed suddenly. “Why are we wasting time talking? Piper, let’s go!” And she gave a hop, right where she was standing. She didn’t go very high; but she came down slowly, stopping for a few seconds at the highest part of her jump and then drifting back to the ground. “Piper,” she whispered, almost squeaking with excitement. “Piper, did you see?” 
 
    “Yes! Rosie, we could fly!” 
 
    We ran down the brick path back to the sidewalk. But I didn’t stop; I planted my foot on the curb and launched myself into the air. I didn’t come down till I’d crossed both lanes in the street, and then I landed softly on the sidewalk on the other side.  
 
    Anyone could jump off a porch, and if I thought I’d had some extra lift, so what? But jumping across the street – that was flying. 
 
    Or not flying, exactly. It was like the world had become a trampoline or a moon bounce, so that we could spring up into the air, higher than the streetlamps, and drift again to the ground. And we were invisible, somehow. Even though people could see Rosie, for once, it was like they couldn’t see us when we were in the air, bouncing between the porches. We gathered candy so fast! We didn’t have to walk from porch to porch, but just hop from one to another, like an enormous game of hopscotch.  
 
    Only one person caught sight of us flying, a tiny Asian girl dressed up as a ladybug. She just stood staring at the treetop where we were hiding till her mother picked her up and carried her away.  
 
    “Do you think she’ll remember?” Rosie whispered.  
 
    “I don’t think kids that age remember very well,” I whispered back.  
 
    “I don’t know,” Rosie mused. “I first saw you when I was that little, and I remember it.” She leapt lightly out of the tree, the fallen leaves barely crackling under her feet when she landed in the yard. “But then,” she mused, “I’ve seen you so many times since then. If it had only been that once, then probably I would think you were just a dream.”  
 
    The night was almost a dream: the moon just a crescent, the breeze cold but soft, and Ketaugan quiet and dark in between the little lighted knots of trick-or-treaters. Rosie and I paused to rest on the tower of a big old Victorian house, and looking below, I saw Angela and her friends – her gang. Angela’s face was flushed with cold and fun, and she laughed when the other girls talked to her, but in between her smile faded, and she kept glancing back toward home.  
 
    Rosie hopped up beside me. “What are we waiting for?” she asked.  
 
    I pointed down at my sister. “That’s Angela,” I said.  
 
    “Of course,” said Rosie. Doubtless she’d seen Angela before. “Do you want to go down and join her? Oh! Piper, she could see me tonight! Let’s do it.”  
 
    I shook my head. “No, she doesn’t want me there.” A sour taste rose at the back of my throat. “She left me behind.” 
 
    “Want me to scare her?’ Rosie asked, and fell into a crouch at the edge of the roof, baring her teeth like a gargoyle.  
 
    “No…”  
 
    Angela was looking behind her again, her brow puckered. Hannah placed a hand on her arm, and Angela looked at her and forced a smile and said something.  
 
    She was feeling guilty about leaving me behind, while I was having a great time. Maybe, I thought charitably, I would even share some of my candy with her. Rosie and I were trick-or-treating so much faster, we’d be sure to get more than she did.  
 
    And we were out much later, too. Pretty soon the other kids my age had gone inside, leaving only the teenagers; and by the time the church bells chimed ten, half the porch lights had been turned off. One by one, the rest of the porch lights went out – all but one, as if the owners of the house had forgotten about it. Between the streetlamps only jack-o-lanterns glowed, candle flames flickering in the rising wind and going out as the last of the wax melted. It was getting cold.  
 
    At last Rosie and I met, shivering, in front of my house. “Should we go inside?” Rosie asked, wrapping her arms around herself.  
 
    “No.” We’d wake up Angela or even Dad, and I would have to explain Rosie – but it wasn’t even that. When we went inside, that would be the end of the magic; no more flying, and the night and the darkness would be scary again. “Let’s sit on the roof. No one will see us there. People never look up.”   
 
    We leaped onto the porch roof, and from there up to the steep shingled roof. If Angela heard us, she’d think we were squirrels, our steps were so light.  
 
    The dark shingles were still warm from the sunny day. We settled in a patch of moonlight with our bags of candy on our laps. Rosie took out a Twix bar. “This I’ve never seen before,” she said with satisfaction, ripping open the package. “So many candy bars haven’t changed! It’s almost disappointing.” She gave me one of the Twix bars. “Wouldn’t you expect food to be different fifty years in the future?”  
 
    I hadn’t given much thought to fifty years in the future. “Is it terribly disorienting jumping forward in time?” I asked. “Jumping backward, I sort of know what to expect, but when you jump forward…” 
 
    “It’s an adventure! I’m only sorry it’s not more different,” Rosie said. “No hover cars, or personal space ships… But maybe it’s different in other ways.” She hugged her knees. “Tell me,” she said suddenly. “The Greensboro Four and the sit-ins in the south – we’ve been reading about that in the papers. Millie thinks it’s really going to change things, but Uncle Henry says things never really change, only I think what he means is that he doesn’t want things to change. Does it all work out, all the Civil Rights stuff?” 
 
    “Oh, of course,” I said, because that was how they taught it in school: the triumph of Martin Luther King Jr. and the end of segregation and everything. “I mean, it’s gotten better, anyway. But my mom…”  
 
    My mom always said there’s plenty of room for improvement: that was how I finished that thought in my head.  
 
    But I didn’t want to talk about Mom with Rosie, so I ripped open a package of M&Ms to change the subject. It sounded very loud in the quiet of the night. Rosie held out her cupped hands, and I poured in the whole package into her palms.  
 
    “Blue M&Ms!” Rosie cried. “But where are the tan?” 
 
    “Tan M&Ms? I’ve never heard of that.”  
 
    “Well, that’s the original,” Rosie said. “And if I had to get rid of one, it would be brown, not tan, because the browns taste the worst. Supposedly they all taste the same, but I know they don’t. The red ones always taste the best. Although I’ll have to check the blue…”  
 
    The church clock chimed. Rosie shot to her feet, scattering M&Ms over the roof. “Uh oh,” she said. “Time to go.”  
 
    “Is that another sign?” I asked, though I knew it was. There was finality in the chimes.  
 
    Two – three –  
 
    “We’d better get down,” said Rosie, and we leapt off the steep roof of the house, floating lightly into the grass below. The oak tree in front of the house shaded us from the streetlamp, so I could only see glints of light shining off Rosie’s eyes.  
 
    Four – five –  
 
    “I feel like Cinderella,” said Rosie. “Leaving at midnight. Promise me you’ll remember my face and not just my shoe size.” 
 
    Six – seven –  
 
    “Let’s make a pact,” she cried suddenly, grabbing my hands. “Whenever you eat these Kit Kats, then you’ll slip through time to visit me.”  
 
    “Can we do that? Can we just decide that?”  
 
    Eight – nine –  
 
    “Why not? It’s Halloween. On Halloween we can do anything!” Rosie cried.  
 
    Ten – eleven –  
 
     I closed my eyes tight, squeezing Rosie’s hands.  
 
    Twelve. The sound of the bell reverberated, echoing quietly off the hills; but Rosie was gone. Her candy bag fell, scattering candy across the ground. I gathered it up into my bag, suddenly aware how cold I was, and dashed into the house.  
 
    Dad wasn’t home yet, but Angela sat at the card table in the kitchen. “Piper,” Angela said, her sharp voice muzzy with tiredness. “Where have you been?” 
 
    “With Rosie,” I said. A frown grew between Angela’s eyes. She didn’t believe me.  
 
    “You shouldn’t have gone trick-or-treating alone,” she said. “It’s dangerous.”  
 
    I almost argued, but I didn’t want to. I knew I hadn’t been alone, that I had a secret friend, and who cared if Angela knew or not? Instead I said, “I’m fine, aren’t I? 
 
    Angela closed her eyes. “I’m going to bed.”  
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    I ate the first Kit Kat the very next day, as soon as I got home from school. I had the Kit Kat bar clenched in my hand the whole walk home; I’d taken them to school with me because there wasn’t anywhere in the house to hide them, and Kit Kats were Angela’s favorite. What if she found them and started eating up my visits? Or what if she ate one, and she went back in time to see Rosie?  
 
    Assuming the Kit Kats worked, of course. They had to work. I’d trick or treated twelve Kit Kat bars, two sticks each. Twenty-four visits. 
 
    By the last block I was running. I threw the door open, slammed it shut behind me, and pounded up the stairs. I dumped my backpack and jacket in the mudroom and ripped open the Kit Kat wrapper as I ran into the empty front room. 
 
    I didn’t cram the whole thing in my mouth. I shut my eyes tight and took the tiniest, tiniest bit. If it worked, just think how many visits I could get out of one Kit Kat! 
 
    I waited a few seconds, hoping to hear Rosie shout, “Hi, Piper!” But no luck. The house stayed quiet, except for a little creak and the sound of traffic outside.  
 
    I opened my eyes. The front room was still bare, the kitchen table still littered with bills, the calendar still stuck all the way back in August, when we’d moved in. I plodded over to the kitchen, throat aching with disappointment, and changed the calendar to November.  
 
    It was All Saints’ Day. Mom used to take us to the cemetery to put flowers on Grandpa’s grave.  
 
    Had anyone put flowers on Mom’s grave, now that we lived in Ketaugan? Mom’s mother had moved back to Argentina after Grandpa died. 
 
    I retreated to my room and levered the rest of the Kit Kat bar into my mouth.  
 
    And suddenly there was music, the tinny sound of a slow twangy guitar and a high, lovely voice.  
 
    My eyes popped open. It wasn’t my room anymore, but Rosie’s, and her room was beautiful. She had sunny yellow walls and a four-poster bed with a canopy, and a hardcover copy of A Wrinkle in Time tossed casually on the fat cushions on the window seat. 
 
    She had a radio, too, and she was swaying in time to the music, her dangling blue earrings swinging as she swayed. “It worked!” I shrieked.  
 
    Rosie spun around. “Shh!” she said. “It’s Joan Baez.” 
 
    “But – ” 
 
    “Shh!” she said. I sat down sulkily on the floor. She could listen to 1960s radio any time she wanted, but how often did she get to see me? 
 
    Rosie didn’t start dancing again. She just sat down on her bed, bobbing her head to the music and looking at me. The music faded away, and a crackly announcer said,  “That’s the newest single by – ” 
 
    Rosie jumped up to switch off the radio. Then she bounced across the bed, looking down at me. “Don’t you adore Joan Baez?” she asked.  
 
    “I’ve never heard of her,” I said sullenly.  
 
    Rosie fell off the bed. “No!” she said, lying splayed on the floor. “Daddy always says that she’ll be forgotten, but I refused, refused to believe it.” She flung an arm over her face. “Well, what do you know, anyway? You’re just a kid. You’re still eleven, aren’t you?” She sat up suddenly. “Are you still eleven?” 
 
    “Yes.” But I was nettled. I drew my knees up to my chest and turned away from her, fumbling on the window seat for A Wrinkle in Time.  
 
    “Oh, don’t be mad,” Rosie pleaded, scooting over to sit next to me. “It’s only they hardly ever play Joan Baez, so of course I had to finish the song.” She brightened. “We could have a dance party!” 
 
    I sulked lower over her book.  
 
    Rosie poked me in the shoulder. “What worked?” she asked. “You said it worked.”  
 
    “The Kit Kats,” I said, turning away from her more.  
 
    “Oh, is it the first time you’ve used them? Yes! Isn’t it splendid? I’m so jealous: I wish like anything I could’ve brought some back with me. It must be wonderful to just be able to decide you’d like to visit me.” 
 
    Despite my sulk, I glanced at her. She was grinning at me, and I thought suddenly how silly it was to waste time sulking – even sillier than her wasting it on the radio! 
 
    Suddenly she sprang up. “I have to stop the clock!” And she plummeted out of the room and down a staircase that no longer existed in my time.  
 
    She stopped in the sitting room, kneeling by a great old grandfather clock so tall that its ornate spiky top nearly touched the ceiling. Carvings like thorny vines wound their way up the sides. “There! All done,” Rosie cried, and rocked back on her heels. 
 
    “What did you do?” I asked, bending down. 
 
    “See this lever? It stops the clock chiming. You stay longer that way. Didn’t you know? You told me, when we had the tea party. But I guess you learned it from me first!”  
 
    “It’s hard to get used to things happening out of order,” I said.  
 
    She laughed, then with abrupt seriousness said, “But that’s why I’m so proud of the Kit Kats. Because no one told us that would work: we worked the magic ourselves.” She stood up. “So! What would you like to do?”  
 
    “Oh, I don’t know,” I said, looking around the room for inspiration. My gaze stopped at the sunlight pouring through the window. It was autumn here too. In Rosie’s time, there were no houses behind her house. Beyond her backyard, the rolling fields stretched away forever, outlined in trees that blazed orange and red and yellow. “Let’s have a picnic?” 
 
    “A picnic!” She was pleased. “I’ve always wanted to take you on a picnic. You never… um, have you ever had molasses cookies?” She shot off toward the kitchen. Rosie didn’t believe in walking when she could run.  
 
    “No.” 
 
    Rosie was already filling a Thermos with apple cider. She screwed on the lid, then opened an honest to goodness cookie jar, a tall white canister with the word COOKIES written down the side. “Never had molasses cookies! They’re the perfect autumn food. I had to beg Millie to make them – she’s been doing tons of baking all fall – mostly she likes to try weird new recipes.” Rosie tied a pile of cookies into a dishcloth. “All right, let’s go. Millie!” she shouted, running to the bottom of the stairs. “Piper and I are going on a picnic!”  
 
    “God, not Piper again,” Millie said.  
 
    Rosie rolled her eyes at me. “I won’t tell Mom you swore if you don’t mention about Piper,” she called. Millie swore again, and Rosie stuck out her tongue at the stairs, then fetched a pair of jackets from the coat closet.   
 
    “That’s my jacket!” I cried, grabbing Angela’s old jeans jacket from her hand.  
 
    “I keep forgetting and forgetting to give it back to you,” she said. “But it doesn’t fit me anymore. Mom will be so pleased. She thinks it looks like a hobo jacket. In fact, I’m pretty sure she thinks I picked it up on the side of the road, because she thinks you’re my imaginary friend. And whoever heard of imaginary friends who leave jackets behind?” 
 
    We set off through Rosie’s backyard, climbing over the stile into the field behind. I’d read about stiles but never seen one: it was just a sort of stair built into the fence, so humans could climb over but cows had to stay inside. 
 
    I climbed the stile three times just because I was so pleased with it. Rosie laughed at me. “Haven’t you ever seen a stile before?” she asked.  
 
    “Of course not,” I said in my snootiest voice. “I’m used to cosmopolitan things, like skyscrapers and – ” Indianapolis is a bit short on the other big-city accoutrements, like subways and elevated trains. “And iPods and the International Space Station,” I said, hopping off the stile into the long grass.  
 
    “International Space Station!” she cried. “You haven’t told me about that. What is it? Is it flying through the solar system? Have they visited Mars yet? Oh! Please tell me there are Martians.”  
 
    “They haven’t visited Mars. They just get astronauts from a bunch of different countries up to this space station that orbits the earth.”  
 
    “It just orbits?” Rosie was aghast. “But we’ve already orbited the earth! Why aren’t they going farther? Is the pioneer spirit dead? What’s wrong with your generation?”  
 
    “It’s your generation who’s in charge of things,” I said indignantly.  
 
    “I suppose you’re right,” Rosie said, and she sounded so appalled that I felt bad for spoiling things for her.  
 
    “I mean, you guys did good stuff too,” I said. “Like Civil Rights. And defeating Communism.”  
 
    “We’re going to defeat Communism?” Rosie said. “That’s great! I’ll have to tell Dad. He thinks the Red hordes are going to descend on us any day now – they’ll nuke all the big cities and then conquer Wisconsin and all the good unbombed farmland, he thinks.” She looked around the field: the tall grass, the far taller golden corn in the next field over. “Is that what happens?” Suddenly her eyes got huge. “Will there be World War III? We aren’t going to nuke them, are we?” 
 
    “No!” I said. “Actually, it all ends peacefully. There’s no war at all.”  
 
    “No war?” She frowned. “You’re just saying that to make me feel better.”  
 
    “No, really. The USSR just falls apart. In, uh…” I should have paid more attention in history class. “1990, I think.” 
 
    We had reached the other side of the field. No stile this time; Rosie just climbed over the wooden fence and kept walking in the thin band of trees that separated the fields. “It just falls apart? And then what? Unicorns start trotting around in the city streets?” she asked skeptically.  
 
    “You sound like such a grown-up! How can you be sure that there aren’t unicorns when you claim you’ve seen fairies?” 
 
    Rosie shuddered. “You’re right. I ought to wash my own mouth out with soap.” She gave herself a great big shake. “I am determined to find you a fairy,” she told me. “It still grieves me to think they’re going to cut down the old fairy oak. I can’t walk past it without wanting to give it a hug, but what good does a hug do a tree? How long would you have to stand there before it even noticed? And maybe it would think you were a strangler vine. Have you heard of those vines, the ones that curl so tight around a tree that it dies? It would make a good Poe story…” 
 
    And then she stopped, squatting down by a fallen tree with a yellow mushrooms climbing the sides, almost like stair steps. “Fairy stairs,” she whispered. “Toadstools are better, though; they like toadstools more.”  
 
    We squatted next to the fallen tree, silent and watching. I had never really looked at a mushroom before, not up close, I mean, and I hadn’t realized they could be beautiful. This one was deep gold at the center, with the color softening out to yellow toward the edges. I could imagine a fairy sitting on one of those mushrooms, dangling her legs and leaning back against the soft springy green moss on the tree trunk.  
 
    I didn’t see one, though, just a daddy-long-legs spider crab-walking its way across the tree.  
 
    Rosie sighed and started walking again. The leaves crackled under her feet. “We can’t stop too long. You’ll get dragged away before we get there otherwise.”  
 
    “Where are we going, anyway?” I asked, hurrying after her.  
 
    “Dead Man’s Cave!”  
 
    “What’s that?”  
 
    “Ooooh,” said Rosie, with relish. She took her bundle of cookies out of her pocket, unwrapping it slowly, drawing out the suspense of the story. She broke a cookie in half to share, and then said, “It’s on that hill. See over there?”  
 
    The molasses cookie blended perfectly with the nutmeg scent of the fallen leaves. I could taste autumn as I ate. 
 
    “Piper,” Rosie said, and I looked obediently. She was pointing at a hill not too far off, steeper than the others, still covered with trees. “Dead Man’s Cave is about halfway up. Bootleggers used to hide there.”  
 
    “What’re bootleggers?” I asked, spraying crumbs. 
 
    “What do they teach you young whippersnappers? Bootleggers are gangsters – people who made moonshine during Prohibition – illegal whiskey, and all that. They had a hideout in that cave.” Her voice dropped to a ghostly quiet. “They robbed the bank – you can still see the bullet holes. I left a message in one of them once, all rolled up, and it disappeared, but no one ever answered…so disappointing!” She glanced at me. “Are the holes still there in your time? In the bank on the corner of Main and Washington?” 
 
    I’d never seen the bank. Angela and I mostly didn’t go anywhere except home, school, and the Marathon when Dad forgot to bring dinner home from Perkins.  
 
    “Maybe we should go there after cave,” Rosie suggested, when I’d taken too long answering. We’d reached the bottom of the hill now. It had looked all forested when she’d first pointed it out, but now that we were right up against it, I saw that it didn’t have any grass or underbrush underneath the big trees: just bare dirt hillside with tree roots sticking out of it like the handholds in a climbing wall.  
 
    Rosie swung herself up easily. “On the day the bootleggers robbed the bank,” she said, resuming her ghostly voice, “a beautiful young schoolteacher named Lillian May was depositing her very first paycheck. And the bootleggers murdered her in cold blood. But Lillian May’s spirit got her revenge. First a big stone hand appeared on the hill, pointing the way to the bootleggers’ cave – balanced on a rock so the finger bobbed accusingly when the wind blew.”  
 
    She slipped on a slick of leaves and grabbed a root to steady herself.  Her voice dipped down into its ghostly register again. “And then a stone skull tumbled out of the sky, landing right outside the entrance to their cave. And one of the bootleggers went mad with guilt, and he fled up the hill and jumped off the bluff at the back. And the cliff was so steep they couldn’t get his body out, so they had to leave it for the crows,” she finished, with grizzly relish.  
 
    “Can you still see the skeleton?” I asked.  
 
    “Oh yeah,” Rosie said enthusiastically, then backtracked. “I mean – sort of. At least, I thought I saw one of the leg bones. Millie said it was just a birch branch, and the real bones would be rotted away by now, if it ever happened at all – Millie’s no fun sometimes. Here’s the stone!” 
 
    It really did look like a skull. I rested my hand on one of the stone eye sockets, and then let go and shivered.  
 
    “And there’s the cave,” Rosie said, gesturing grandly at an opening in the hillside.  
 
    “It doesn’t look very secret,” I said doubtfully. 
 
    “Well, not now,” Rosie said. “But back then it was covered with thorny bushes and everything. It’s just all eroded away because people visit it so much. But back then, it was very hard to find.” She stooped to crawl inside, and I followed her, and we squatted down on either side of the opening. The slanted afternoon sunlight reached all the way to the back wall.  
 
    “It’s awfully small for a whole bootlegging operation,” I said. 
 
    “Well, maybe they didn’t do the bootlegging here. Maybe it was just their hideout – after the murder,” Rosie said. She glanced at me, bright-eyed. “I thought maybe we’d go back and check,” she said, and lifted up her wristwatch so the sunlight flashed orange across its glass face. “I tried it on my own, but I guess the magic only works when we’re together.”  
 
    “You want to visit a bunch of criminals?” I didn’t think that was such a good idea.   
 
    But Rosie was already fiddling with a little dial on her watch. The world seemed to shimmer, like a pool of water just after you throw in a stone. Autumns rippled past us, as if we were riffling the pages in a book: leafless trees, leaf-covered trees, a whole forest of trees with leaves so thick that they blocked out the moon and the sky. 
 
    Rosie pulled us to a stop. The world stayed blurry for a moment, then sharpened, like someone had twisted a spyglass into focus.  
 
    The opening to the cave looked like a stained glass window, with the bare black branches of the trees framing slices of sunset. A breeze rattled the last dry leaves on the trees.   
 
    Then we heard the gunshot. Only it wasn’t coming from nearby, but somewhere down the hill. “C’mon!” Rosie shouted, and she grabbed my hand and dragged me toward the gunshot. 
 
    “Rosie!” I cried.  
 
    “It’s not like they can shoot us!” Rosie shouted. “People can’t see us when we’re outside our own times.” 
 
    A long skinny branch whipped me across the face. “People can’t see us, but things sure can touch us!” I shouted back. 
 
    We crashed out of the trees onto a narrow dirt lane. About twenty feet ahead of us, an old-fashioned car blocked the road. Three men crouched behind that car, shooting at another car as it barreled right on toward them.  
 
    “Hit the tires! Hit the tires!” one of the men yelled, while another cursed frantically, and the third lay against the tire of the stopped car with his hand pressed against his side. At the back of my throat I could taste gun smoke and blood. 
 
    I grabbed Rosie’s wrist and twisted that dial on her watch.  
 
    Night and day spun around us as if we were standing in a kaleidoscope. “Piper!” Rosie shouted. She pulled us to a stop beneath a fat orange harvest moon. “We were just about to get to the good part! Why’d you do that?” 
 
    “So we wouldn’t shot, or hit by that car!”  
 
    “Oh, we weren’t gonna get hurt,” she scoffed. 
 
    “You think?” I shouted. “This is the oldest I’ve ever seen you. So you could’ve died!”  
 
    That pulled her up short. “Well,” she said, and considered for a little while. “I guess I didn’t think of it like that,” she said, apologetically. 
 
    My heart thudded in my ears. I knew I’d shout again if I tried to speak, so I stayed silent, till Rosie reached out and took my hand. “Look at all these stars, Piper!”  
 
    I looked up at the stars. So many of them! There were no electric lights to blot them out, and I could see hundreds, thousands, maybe millions of stars. Not just the bright ones I knew, but tiny faint stars in between. So many stars that I felt almost dizzy looking at them, as if I might fall into the sky and become just another star.  
 
    “I can’t find any of the constellations I know,” Rosie said. “Can you?” 
 
    “Maybe the stars are all different. Maybe we’ve gone back millions and millions of years!” 
 
    “And we’d better watch out for pterodactyls! Or no… I guess we’re not back so far after all. See?” said Rosie. “There’s Orion.” 
 
    She pointed up at the sky. But I couldn’t follow her finger: there was just so much sky up above, and the two of us were so small beneath it. “No,” I admitted. “Look, though, there’s the Great Bear.” I pointed too, and looked over at Rosie to see if she saw it. 
 
    But Rosie was gone. The stars were gone, and the sky blazed with sunset, and I stood on the hill looking down at Ketaugan, which had as many street lights and traffic lights and headlights as the long-ago Ketaugan had stars. I was back in my own time, and I had no idea where I was. 
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    Don’t panic. I sat down hard on the asphalt trail. The old dirt road was a bike path now. Don’t panic, don’t panic. The horizon blazed red and orange, and above that the sky was huge and dark. A cold wind whooshed over the hilltop, cutting right through my thin jacket. It must be almost six. Angela must be home. She would be so worried –  
 
    I gave a little shriek, than pressed my hand over my mouth, trying to breathe slowly like they told us to do before tests. “Don’t panic,” I said aloud, and the sound of my voice made me feel a little calmer. “The house is in just the same place it was when you and Rosie left. You just have to figure how to get back to it from here.”  
 
    And that wasn’t too hard. I was halfway up a hill. The first way that I needed to go was down.  
 
    My legs felt like jelly at first, but as I walked down the hill they steadied. In Rosie’s time, open fields surrounded this steep wooded hill. Now houses surrounded it, except for the little park at the bottom of the hill.  
 
    There was a street sign at the corner of the park: Main Street. If I followed it long enough, I’d hit my own street near the edge of town, County Road NN.   
 
    When Rosie and I went trick-or-treating, we’d stuck to the residential district: that’s where the candy was, after all. And Angela and I had never been downtown, either. Mostly we stayed home and played cards and Parcheesi, and put together our puzzle, and reread the books we’d brought with us.  
 
    It had been our routine; I hadn’t minded it. But suddenly, walking down Ketaugan’s Main Street, all that sitting home seemed awfully boring. 
 
    I passed a florist’s shop, and a used bookstore with its Halloween books still in its dusty window, and an antique store with a beautiful dollhouse on display. I stopped, entranced by the tiny chairs and tables and bookshelves, and forgot even about the cold. It wasn’t till the door opened and the little bell over it rang I noticed how dark it had gotten, and hurried on. 
 
    But I couldn’t help stopping to look in the Starbucks window at the corner. Of course it wasn’t our Starbucks, where we used to go after Mass on Sundays: that was back in Indianapolis.  
 
    I had loved the Indianapolis Starbucks because it was ours, our tradition, even though it was just a strip mall storefront that was younger than me. But this Starbucks was old and beautiful, with brick walls and a molded ceiling. A gaggle of high school girls sat at a long bar pressed up against the other window, and their laughter drifted briefly through the door as a tall man in a suit walked out. I followed him with my eyes, and my gaze fell on the street signs.  
 
    The corner of Main and Washington. This had been the bank.  
 
    Were the bullet holes still in the walls? 
 
    I pressed my face against the window, but I couldn’t see anything with so many people in the store. Two mothers with their children’s strollers pushed up next to the table; a man on a laptop, bobbing his head to the music on his earbuds; a mother and father and two little boys who had one hot chocolate between the two of them.  
 
    A horn honked. I jumped. “Piper?” someone called, and I turned around to see Hannah’s mom leaning out of the window of her minivan. “Piper! It is you! Are you lost?”  
 
    I nodded.  
 
    She reached back and pushed open the side door. “Hop in,” Hannah’s mom said. “I’ll give you a ride home.”  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    As soon as I unlocked the door, Angela appeared at the top of the stairs. “Piper!” she shouted. “Where have you been?”  
 
    I clomped up the stairs. “With Rosie,” I said. “We went to the park.”  
 
    “Rosie!” said Angela fiercely. “How did you meet this Rosie, Piper? This is twice she’s kept you out late. I think I’d better meet her.”  
 
    I kicked off my boots. “You can’t,” I said, a little gleefully, because it was completely true.  
 
    Angela stomped her foot. She opened her mouth to yell at me, and then whirled around, her fists clenching and unclenching at her sides.  
 
    I didn’t take off my jacket in the mudroom, but walked directly to our bedroom. Despite the ride in the warm car, I was still so cold.  
 
    Angela followed me. She said, her voice quavering, “Look, Piper, I’m really sorry about yesterday. I knew you would be mad, which is why I didn’t tell you… I mean, I should have told you, but I was so happy to have friends… I’m really sorry. Gwen brought her little brother along and no one cared at all. I should have taken you.” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter,” I said.  
 
    “Yes, it does!” Angela said. “Because, because, I messed up, and then you went out trick-or-treating on your own – ” 
 
    “With Rosie!” I protested 
 
    “And you were out until midnight, and this afternoon you disappeared again, and… and who is Rosie?”  
 
    I was silent, rubbing my foot against the back of my shin. “She’s a friend,” I mumbled. “She lives around here.” And despite myself, I smiled, because it was so true and so untrue at the same time. 
 
    “Then introduce me to her,” Angela said.  
 
    “I can’t.” 
 
    “Because she doesn’t exist!” Angela said. 
 
    I stood in the middle of the front room, feeling very small on the big empty floor. It wasn’t fair, it wasn’t fair for Angela to pick on me. I couldn’t take her to meet Rosie.  
 
    Except I could. I had the Kit Kats. I just didn’t want to. Rosie was my friend, my secret, and Angela didn’t deserve to meet her, after the way she’d kept her friends to herself. 
 
    But I knew that was unfair. Angela had apologized, and I’d seen how sorry she was last night, too. I just didn’t want to share. Not when I had so few Kit Kats.  
 
    “Oh, Piper,” said Angela, and her voice had that little waver again. “You found your jacket. Where was it?” 
 
    I looked down at myself. I’d practically forgotten finding Angela’s old jacket – and I could hardly say I left it at Rosie’s house. “Someone must’ve found it and turned it in. It was in lost and found.” 
 
    “Oh.” Angela sighed. “I’m glad,” she told me. “Mom helped me sew on those patches, you know.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 10 
 
      
 
    For the next two weeks, I ate a Kit Kat as soon as I got home from school. I rocketed out of the classroom as soon as the school bell rang, raced home with my Kit Kat in my hand, and tore open the Kit Kat as soon as I got into the front room, which was the library in Rosie’s time.  
 
    “Do you think I ought to space the Kit Kats out more?” I asked Rosie once. She was about my age that day, home from school recovering from the measles.  
 
    “Halloween candy never lasts,” she told me. “It’s a law of the universe, or something. And maybe if you tried to hoard it, it would lose its magic.”  
 
    “Probably,” I agreed. “Or it would turn me into a dragon, like Eustace Clarence Scrubb.” 
 
    Rosie let out a sigh. “I’m so glad people still read the Narnia books in your time. Will you read to me, Piper? The Voyage of the Dawn Treader? Mom thinks that if I read while I’ve got the measles it will ruin my eyes, which I’m sure isn’t true, but it happened in The Little Colonel’s House Party so she won’t be convinced it isn’t possible.” 
 
    One time I got impatient and started gobbling while I was on the stairs, only to discover that our outside staircase didn’t exist in Rosie’s time. Fortunately a great big pile of leaves broke my fall, but the fall scared me half to death, even though it made Rosie laugh to see me falling out of midair.  
 
    Her laughter made me furious. As soon as I got my breath back, I jumped out of the leaves and chased her all around the yard. She shrieked and screamed and climbed right up a great big oak tree, peering down at me like a terrified squirrel. “You’ll never catch me,” she shouted. “This is the fairy oak, and the fairies look out for me. It’s my tree.” 
 
    “I don’t care about your stupid tree!” I shouted back. “It’s going to get cut down anyway, there isn’t even a stump in my time.”  
 
    Rosie burst into tears. She was only about seven, and suddenly I felt bad. It really wasn’t her fault about laughing. She probably hadn’t even realized I might have been hurt in the fall.  
 
    “But they can’t cut down the fairy oak,” she wailed. “They can’t, they can’t, they can’t.”  
 
    “Okay, they won’t,” I said. “Probably it just got up and walked somewhere else, right? Maybe the fairies wanted a bigger forest or something.”  
 
    “If they cut down the tree, the fairies will eat them,” Rosie sobbed, clinging to the trunk. But the thought seemed to cheer her up. She stopped crying quite as hard.  
 
    “Do you want to show me the fairies?” I suggested.  
 
    “Yeah!” She smeared her face with the back of her arm and started to climb down. “In the day they’re down in the lower garden mostly,” she said. “I see them when the bluebells are out, or the lily of the valley. The little ones wear lily of the valley as hats sometimes. But there’s none left, it’s almost June… I think maybe they migrate.” 
 
    We didn’t find any fairies that day. But another time, near my mid-November, we found magic again, and I was awfully proud of it, because I was the one who found it.  
 
    Usually when I went back in time, I went right back to Rosie. She’d be lying on the couch reading, or listening to Joan Baez on the radio, or sneaking one of Millie’s snickerdoodles to eat while hiding behind the armchair in the corner, even though she wasn’t really supposed to bring food upstairs. 
 
    But that time I found myself all alone in the library. A Christmas tree stood in the corner with a little railway set up in a circle around it, tiny trees and tiny houses and tiny train cars, all sprinkled over with fake snow. I knelt down by the tree, feeling almost dizzy because the scent of pine was so thick, and pushed the train gently forward along the track with my fingertip. 
 
    The train just kept going after I stopped pushing. A little stream of white steam rose from its engine, and – I leaned even closer to see more clearly – the conductor leaned his elbow out of the window. He took off his tiny striped cap to wipe his forehead. 
 
    A tiny person pushed back the curtains in one of the snow-frosted cottages. I bent my head sideways, looking right inside, and behind the little person was a little tiny room with wooden bedstead and a patchwork quilt and a sampler on the wall. 
 
    “Hello?” I said, soft as I could, so I wouldn’t scare them with my giant voice. But the little people didn’t seem to see me. The little ring around the Christmas tree was their whole world, and they couldn’t see past it.  
 
    The train gave a thin little whistle. I sat up again, then stood. “Rosie?” I called. She had to see this!  
 
    She didn’t come running, but as I left the library I heard the sound of clinking forks downstairs, and smelled gingerbread and coffee – oh, if only coffee tasted as good as it smelled!  
 
    The stairs creaked as I hurried down. Could they hear the sounds my feet made on the stairs, even though they couldn’t hear my voice? But it probably didn’t matter; the clinking forks and laughing voices and Bing Crosby Christmas carols would probably drown any sound out.  
 
    We always played these songs at Christmas, too. I hadn’t realized they were so old. Would we play them this Christmas? 
 
    I stopped just outside the dining room door, peeking inside instead of walking straight in. Of course I would be invisible, but there were so many people. Nearly a dozen women sat around the table, drinking tea out of that beautiful pink-flowered tea set, nibbling from plates upon plates of beautiful food. A loaf of gingerbread, and little square cookies with pictures stamped on them, and Christmas cookies with delicate icing roses.  
 
    The whole room was so pretty! Evergreen garlands wrapped around the curtain rods and draped over the china cabinet, and inside the china cabinet stood three manger scenes, a different one on each shelf: a fancy china one on top, and a carved wooden one in the middle, and on the bottom, a scene cut out of cardboard like paper dolls. But really fancy paper dolls, decorated with gilt and little jewels, even though some of the jewels were crooked, like maybe a kid had glued them on.  
 
    Maybe Rosie. I hadn’t seen her at first, because she sat so slumped that her nose barely cleared the tabletop. Her forehead wrinkled up in a pout.  
 
    The girl sitting beside her gave her a poke, and Rosie reluctantly straightened up. I’d never seen Millie before, but they really did look just alike, even though Millie was years older. But I’d never have mistaken them for each other: Millie was neat and smooth and very intent on being grown-up.  
 
    Rosie’s sulk fell away at once when she saw me. She gave a big wave. Millie, mortified, grabbed her hand to stop her, but Rosie slipped out of her grasp and out of her seat. “Please may I be excused?” Rosie asked, very polite. “Piper’s here.” She skipped over to me.  
 
    “Well, I never,” one of the women said, her laughter carrying after us as Rosie led me away.  
 
    “I know,” sighed another woman. “She’s so rude, it’s almost comes around the other side to polite.”   
 
    I glanced back over my shoulder. “That’s just my mom,” Rosie said, completely unperturbed. 
 
    I twisted around to look fully. I picked her out at once, because she looked like Rosie – not so much like seven-year-old Rosie, whose face was still round and whose hair was still wispy and thin, but like twelve-year-old Rosie with dark curls and a pointy chin. She was smiling.   
 
    “You don’t have to leave the party just for me,” I said.  
 
    “Oh, that’s not a party,” said Rosie. “It’s just Mom and Millie and some other people. They’re having a kaffeeklatsch.” She pronounced the long word with great satisfaction. “Which is a coffee-drinking party. But Mom says I’m too little for coffee, and I hate pfeffernüsse, and I’d much rather play with you. Do you want to see my gingerbread house?”  
 
    And then I remembered the train. “Actually, I have something to show you,” I told her. 
 
    She followed me willingly up the stairs, but when I started into the library, she hung back. “I’m not supposed to go there,” she said.  
 
    So that was why she was usually about my age when I went back in time: she wasn’t allowed in the library when she was younger. “Who’s going to notice?” I asked. “They’re all busy downstairs. Besides, just look at the train…” 
 
    Just then, the train gave a little whistle. Rosie stood on her tiptoes, clasping the doorframe to lean into the room without actually going inside. She gasped when she saw the train moving. Still on tiptoe, she crossed the room, and we sat down beside the train track and watched the train roll around and around the tree. A little man with a spyglass came out on the observation deck.  
 
    “Oooh,” breathed Rosie, and she was very still again, more intent than I’d ever seen her.  
 
    “It’s the Polar Express,” I joked. “They go around and around the pole. Do you think they’re going notice that there’s nowhere for them to stop?”   
 
    “Oooh,” breathed Rosie, even more quietly. Then she leaned over and whispered in my ear, her voice so soft it just sounded like whish whish whish.  
 
    “What?” I whispered back.  
 
    She put her finger to her lips and hopped to her feet, padding across the room. She climbed on the easy chair, standing precariously on the arm and leaning over, over, reaching –  
 
    I shot across the room and caught her before she fell. “Which book did you want?” I asked.  
 
    “That skinny one,” she said, pointing. “The black one. No – no – yeah!” 
 
    I handed her Shakespeare’s Sonnets. She wriggled out of my grasp and hurried back to the train, laying the book next to the track.  
 
    A station platform. Now the train had somewhere to go. 
 
    We both lay down on the floor next to the book, waiting for the train to come back around to its new platform. “Do you think the little people will come out?” Rosie asked. 
 
    “I hope so!”  
 
    We fell silent as the train chugged around the tree. Rosie grabbed my hand. Her small fingers were cold with excitement.  
 
    Rosie’s hand tightened on mine as the train slowed to a stop by the book. The door of the first car opened. A tiny staircase unfolded down to the book, and out climbed a tiny conductor with bright shiny buttons on his coat.  
 
    But then the clock began to toll.  
 
    “No!” I cried, and rocketed to my feet.  
 
    “What is it?” Rosie cried. 
 
    Another chime. 
 
    “The clock – I’ll go back to my own time once it strikes the hour!”   
 
    And then the clock struck for a third time, and I was back in my own bare living room. I’d never even had a chance to see the tiny passengers get out of the train.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 11 
 
      
 
    I liked it best when I went back to Rosie’s time. I liked being invisible, so that only Rosie could see or hear me, and I liked even more that she would drop everything to come play with me whenever I showed up.  
 
    But I didn’t have the guts to do the same thing for her. Of course, I enjoyed it when she showed up at my house, as long as no one was home. One night, when Angela had gone to a sleepover with her friends, Rosie showed up and cast herself on the floor in despair.  
 
     “My mom made me a lemon and raspberry cake for my birthday,” she said, “and my friends wouldn’t even try the cake. Well – Linda took a bite off of mine. Wouldn’t you think that people would at least want to try?”  
 
    “I would eat it,” I said. “I did eat it. Or I guess for you, I will eat it.” 
 
    “It’s too bad you couldn’t come to my birthday party,” Rosie said moodily. “If you went to someone’s birthday party, wouldn’t you try their cake, just to be polite?” 
 
    “Let’s have our own party,” I suggested, to distract her. “A dance party.” 
 
    “Dance party?”  
 
    “Yeah! Angela brought her iPod speakers. And we’ve got this whole room set up for a dance studio, you know.” 
 
    Rosie loved the iPod. Once I’d shown her how to scroll through, she whizzed up and down the list of song titles, dashing her finger across the screen. “This is great!” she cried. “Oh my gosh, wouldn’t it be great to be able to do this with books? You just click on a title and another book appears! Only maybe I wouldn’t ever finish any books. Just imagine trying to read Daddy-long-legs and checking out every title that Judy reads!”   
 
    “Daddy-long-legs? Is it another spider book – like Charlotte’s Web?”  
 
    “No! Nothing at all like that. Although it’s awesome too.”  
 
    I frowned. “I do like Charlotte’s Web,” I said.  “I mean, I like the talking animals, and Charlotte, and Templeton the Rat. But I don’t get the end – I don’t see why Fern gives up the talking animals. Why can’t she be interested in both animals and boys?” 
 
    “I know!” Rosie yelled, so passionate that she actually tore her eyes away from the iPod screen. “I know, I know, I know! Millie says I’ll understand when I’m older, but I won’t, I won’t, I absolutely refuse to ever get older enough to understand giving up talking animals in favor of some boy who took me on a Ferris wheel!” 
 
    “I’ve never seen you older than twelve,” I said. 
 
    “Clearly I figured out a way to be Peter Pan!” said Rosie, and skimmed through the songs again. “Wheee!” 
 
    But I felt uneasy. Why hadn’t I seen her any older than twelve? Had some boy taken her on a Ferris wheel, and she forgot about me?  
 
    Or had something worse happened? Had she moved away, or… 
 
    I snatched the iPod out of her hands and picked a song at random: Lady Gaga. The sudden burst of sound drove away my thoughts, but it made Rosie indignant.  “But this is terrible,” she said. “It’s like she recorded the record skips on purpose.”  
 
    “You’re an old fogie,” I told her.   
 
    For a minute I thought she’d be mad, but then she gave a hoot of laughter. “I guess you’re right. You know, you should be more respectful of me: I’m old enough to be your grandma.” 
 
    “Sorry, Grandma,” I said, and laughed. “Here, I know what we can listen to! Do you still love ballet?”  
 
    And I put on “The Waltz of the Flowers” from Tchaikovsky’s Nutcracker. It was pretty much the only older music Angela had.   
 
    “It’s Fantasia music!” Rosie yelled, and she twirled around the room. Her skirts swirled around her, and I leaped up and twirled too, even though my pants didn’t swirl at all. 
 
     “Get a skirt!” Rosie told me.  
 
    “I don’t have any.”  
 
    “You don’t have any?” Rosie gasped, stopping in mid-twirl and getting so tangled up that she fell to the floor. “What do you wear to school? Do they let you wear pants? Oh I am so jealous. You have no idea how much I would love to wear pants to school in winter!”  
 
    “Your legs must get so cold!” I said. I had never liked skirts, but watching Rosie twirl, suddenly I felt jealous. “I’ll borrow one of Angela’s!”  
 
    We had to tie it so it fit around my waist, and it kept falling down as we swirled through “Waltz of the Flowers.” It made Rosie shriek with laughter. We made it through the song three times before she disappeared again.  
 
    I was still lying on the front room floor, listening to The Nutcracker, when Dad got home. I turned off the music. “Hi Daddy.”  
 
    He lumbered right past me, earbuds in, and disappeared into his room. I turned the music back on and listened to the “Waltz of the Flowers” for a fourth time, really loud, but he never came back out of his bedroom. 
 
    So if the apartment was empty, Rosie’s visits were great. But when she showed up in my time, and Angela was home… 
 
    The first time, I realized that Rosie was there when I heard her scream.  
 
    Angela and I had been sitting on our beds reading, but at the sound of the scream I tossed aside my book and ran out into the front room. There was Rosie, seven or eight years old, and when I came into the room, she raced over and flung her arms around me. “Piper!” she sobbed. “Piper, Piper! Is this the future?” 
 
    I stroked her hair. “Rosie. It’s okay…” 
 
    “Piper?” Angela had followed me into the front room. “You feeling okay?” 
 
    “Yeah. I’m just going outside for some fresh air.” 
 
    “Okay,” said Angela. “Give me a minute and I’ll – ” 
 
    “No!” I cried. 
 
    “It’s getting dark! You can’t go out alone!” 
 
    “She’s not alone,” Rosie managed, glaring at Angela, no less fierce for the tear stains on her face. But Angela couldn’t see her, of course, and Rosie could see it, and Rosie’s eyes grew wide with confusion. She tore free of my arms and ran over to Angela, and I gave an involuntary jump when Rosie stomped on Angela’s foot. 
 
    Angela shifted her foot, like maybe she’d felt a little twinge, and looked down – right through Rosie. “Who are you?” Rosie shouted up at her, and when Angela didn’t even blink, Rosie screamed, “Piper! Why can’t she see me?” 
 
    Clearly she’d never been to the future before. I walked over to her and caught her hand, trying not to think how strange this must look to Angela as I dragged Rosie down the stairs. “I’ll be back in a couple of minutes!” I shouted up the stairs to Angela.  
 
    As soon as we got outside, I towed Rosie over into the neighbor’s yard, behind the hedge, so if Angela followed me out she wouldn’t see me right at first. Then I knelt down and put my arms around Rosie. “This is the future,” I told her. “I’m the only one who can see you here – just like you’re the only one who can see me in your time.” 
 
    “But why?” Rosie sobbed.  
 
    “That’s just how time travel works for us,” I explained.  
 
    “But I don’t like that.”  
 
    “Well,” I told her, “I don’t like gravity, but it’s still there. Most of the time,” I amended, remembering Halloween. “Now come on,” I said, and I gave her a last squeeze and then stood up. “Why don’t we see if you can find some fairies to show me?”   
 
    The second time Rosie showed up while Angela was home, I left Angela in the middle of a game of Parcheesi. But that wasn’t my fault, or even really Rosie’s.  
 
    We had only just started the game when I heard the sound of sobbing. My head snapped up, but it wasn’t Angela, and I could tell she didn’t hear anything.  
 
    It had to be Rosie. And it was so loud: great big sobs, so loud and so wretched that they hurt to hear.  
 
    “I’ve gotta go to the bathroom,” I said, scrambling to my feet.  
 
    “I won’t mess up the board,” Angela called after me, but I wasn’t even listening. Rosie lay on the floor in the front room, curled up on her side with her head pressed against her knees. But she wasn’t still: every sob made her whole body jerk.    
 
    I knelt beside her gingerly and placed hand on her shoulder. “Rosie,” I said, but I don’t think she heard me. “Rosie…”  
 
    Who ever knows what to say to that kind of grief? I just put my arm around her and leaned my face against her shoulder. I don’t know how long I knelt there, but my knees ached when I heard Angela say, “Piper?” 
 
    I looked up. Angela stood in the doorway, arms crossed, staring at me.  
 
    Suddenly the room was silent, and I fell over, sprawling on the empty floor where Rosie had been. The floorboards were still warm from her body heat.    
 
    Angela stared at me a minute longer. But she didn’t know what to say either, so at last she went back to our room. I stayed there on the floor. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The worst, though, was Thanksgiving. Thanksgiving had never been a big holiday for us: Mom hadn’t grown up celebrating it, and none of us liked turkey very much. But none of that made reheated meatloaf from Perkins seem cheerful.  
 
    All three of Mrs. Schroeder’s grown children had brought their families for Thanksgiving. Angela and I had spent the morning crouching in front of the front room windows, watching their cars pull up and Moms and Dads and kids pile out, everyone happy and laughing. One family even tossed a football around. 
 
    “They’re secretly evil,” Angela said, wrapping the curtain around her like a cloak. “They look super happy, but that’s because they left the unloved stepsister at home.”  
 
    “Why didn’t they bring her to slave away on the dishes?” I asked.  
 
    “Because Mrs. Schroeder keeps an enslaved house elf. Duh,” said Angela, as if it were obvious, and I started to giggle and couldn’t stop. Angela looked at me and started giggling too, and it felt so happy and friendly and like old times that I almost offered to share a Kit Kat with her. 
 
    Then Dad called, “Lunch!”  
 
    Dad had taken the meatloaf dinners from Perkins out of the Styrofoam boxes and put it on actual plates, trying to make it more festive. But somehow that made our lunch seem even grimmer: we could hear our forks clinking on our plates, and every once in a while a roar of laughter from Mrs. Schroeder’s apartment downstairs. 
 
    “I brought a French silk pie,” Dad said, after a particularly enormous burst of laughter.  
 
    “That’s great, Dad,” Angela said. It was hard to tell if she was being sarcastic, or trying to sound happy but failing.  
 
    “I try,” Dad said.  
 
    “That’s great, Dad,” said Angela, and that was definitely heading toward sarcastic.  
 
    And that was when Rosie showed up, nine or ten years old, dressed in a scarlet winter coat with two rows of shiny black buttons down the front. It was only at that moment that I remembered her apology note, and knew that something was about to go horribly wrong; but I couldn’t do anything with Dad and Angela watching, and the note hadn’t actually said what would happen so I had no idea how to avoid it.   
 
    “Piper!” Rosie said, galloping back and forth across the kitchen. Snow fell off her boots in clumps. “Piper Piper Piper! We had the longest sermon in church this morning, I thought my legs would fall off from so much sitting! Let’s go play! Do you have snow?” She raced to the window over the kitchen sink, hoisting herself up on it and pushing aside the blinds.  
 
    Dad and Angela both turned at the noise. But Rosie had already dropped the blinds again, and they swung against the window. “Drafts,” said Dad.  
 
    “You must have at least two feet of snow!” Rosie cried. “This is so exciting. Our snow is terribly late this year. Come on, Piper, let’s go.”  
 
    I sat, paralyzed by the knowledge of imminent disaster.   
 
    “Piper,” Rosie said, more loudly, and I frowned and shook my head at her. “Piper Piper Piper Piper. Come on! Snow!”  
 
    I pushed back my chair and started to get up.  
 
    “Piper, the meal’s not over yet,” Dad said, and his voice was a little too loud. “We haven’t even cut the pie.”  
 
    I sat down again.  
 
    “Piper!” Rosie kicked the counter. We all jumped, and Dad and Angela turned to stare.  
 
    “Maybe they’re playing football downstairs?” Angela asked. 
 
    “Maybe it’s a Thanksgiving tradition,” I added, giving Rosie a meaningful look. “Because it’s Thanksgiving, and people have traditions to celebrate it? With their families.”   
 
    Rosie said, “When you come to visit, I always play with you! Because there’s no way to tell how long you’ll be there. I might disappear in five minutes, while you’re eating that…” She looked at the reheated meatloaf on my plate. “That stuff.”   
 
    My face flushed red. She didn’t need to be rude about our food. “For instance,” I said, glaring at Rosie, “I’m thankful that we can all eat together for once. It doesn’t happen very often.”  
 
    Dad hurled his fork at his plate. Meatloaf splattered over the table. Angela and I both jumped. “I have work,” he said. “We’d eat together more otherwise.” 
 
    “I know, Daddy. I just think we should savor it.”  
 
    Angela made a gagging sound that turned into a cough. Dad glared at her. “I didn’t say anything,” Angela said. “My succotash must have gone down the wrong way.” 
 
    Rosie hurled a plate on the floor. Dad and Angela both whipped around. “What the hell?” Dad said.  
 
    “I’ll throw them all,” Rosie shouted. “Watch me!” 
 
    I rocketed out of my seat. “Piper!” Dad shouted, but I couldn’t think of anything to say, so I just kept going, hurtling down the stairs and into the front yard.  
 
    Rosie came after me. She was skipping. I could have slapped her. “Can we make snow angels?” she asked. “Or a snow man? Or we could – ” 
 
    I slammed the front door behind me. An icicle broke off the gutter, smashing on the porch. “No!” I yelled. “I’m in the middle of lunch! It’s Thanksgiving! You can’t just barge in and interrupt like that!”  
 
    “It’s not like you have family over or anything,” Rosie said. “And you live with Angela and your Dad, you see them every day! Whereas how often do you see me?” 
 
    “Almost every day.”  
 
    That brought Rosie up short. She stamped her foot. Another icicle broke off the roof. “That’s not fair!” she screamed, and she leaped off the porch and fled around the side of the house.  
 
    “Rosie!” I leaped off the porch to follow her. Snow filled my shoes. I stopped – should I get my boots? – but no, no reason to bother now. I waded after her, wallowing up to my knees in the snow.    
 
    Her trail stopped in the middle of the backyard, as if she’d disappeared into the sky. I ran over to the endpoint, throwing myself to the ground and digging through the snow, as if she might have burrowed into it like a chipmunk. “Rosie!” I shouted. “Rosie! Rosie!” 
 
    No luck. I sat back, panting, my bare hands aching with snow. I’d left my gloves in Indianapolis. I was lucky to have a coat, and it was too small. Nothing at all like Rosie’s pretty red woolen coat. She was so spoiled! “Rosie!” I yelled.  
 
    One of the downstairs curtains flicked aside. I turned, almost hopefully.  
 
    But it was Mrs. Schroeder, staring at me, her whole face turned down in a frown.  
 
    I’d just wrecked the pristine snowy backyard, before her grandchildren even got a crack at it. I got up again and rushed back inside. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry Dad and I fought,” Angela mumbled, toying with the corner of her library book.  
 
    She thought they had driven me out of the house. By the time I’d gotten back inside, she and Dad had both retreated to their bedrooms. They hadn’t even touched the pie.  
 
    “It wasn’t your fault,” I said. “It was Rosie.” 
 
    “Rosie.” 
 
    Oops. I shouldn’t have mentioned her. Oh well. “Yeah. She wanted me to pay attention to her.”  
 
    “Rosie,” Angela said. 
 
    “She can be very demanding. She broke that plate to get my attention.”  
 
    “Piper,” said Angela. “She’s imaginary.” 
 
    What could I say? She’s real, only she’s invisible? No, that was ridiculous.  
 
    Angela gave a great huffy sigh and bent over her book again, her mouth pressed together so tightly it trembled.  
 
    I couldn’t tell her. But I could show her. “Want to share a Kit Kat?” I asked.  
 
    Angela didn’t look up from her book, though I could tell she wasn’t really reading. Her eyes weren’t moving at all. “Angela,” I said. “Angela, do you want to share a Kit Kat? Angela. Angela – ” 
 
    She snapped her book shut. “Seriously?” She glared at me, and then her glare relaxed into a puzzled glance. “Okay, seriously,” she sighed, and sat on the edge of her bed. “Fine. Kit Kat time.”  
 
    “We can just sit down here,” I said, plopping down between the twin beds. Angela sat cross-legged across from me. I broke the Kit Kat in half and solemnly bestowed one half on her. She took it with both hands.  
 
    “We should eat them at exactly the same time,” I said.  
 
    “Sure, sure. Any special way?”  
 
    I contemplated this. She was trying to look serious, but a smile kept creeping out at the corners of her mouth, like she was trying not to laugh. Usually I hated it when people didn’t take me seriously, but after all, she had no way to know these Kit Kats were special.   
 
    “I usually just cram it in my mouth,” I said. “So maybe like that.”  
 
    “All right.”  
 
    “At the same time!” I added hastily, as she began to lift the Kit Kat to her mouth. 
 
    “All right.” And then Angela did laugh. “What is this? Are we summoning a Kit Kat genie?” 
 
    “No…” I said. “I just wanted to share. That’s all. So… On three. One. Two. Close your eyes!” But Angela was already crunching down, so I hastily stuffed mine in my mouth too. 
 
    “Oops!” said Angela, and my eyes popped open. “Ate it too early,” she said. “But genies are a pain, anyway.”  
 
    Nothing had happened. We were still sitting in our room, between our twin beds, with a Kit Kat wrapper on the floor between us. I’d just wasted two trips. 
 
    Angela was looking at my face. “Was it really important that we should eat them at the exact same time?” she asked quietly.  
 
    “No,” I said. I picked up the Kit Kat wrapper and crumpled it in my fist. “No, I don’t think it would have really made any difference.” 
 
    Angela patted my shoulder. “You’re such a funny girl, Pip.” She leaned across and kissed my forehead. “How about I read to you?” 
 
    So I sat next to her on the bed, and she read Mom’s old copy of When Marnie Was There to me. It took most of the rest of the day.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 12 
 
      
 
    I still had one half Kit Kat left, but I didn’t eat it. I didn’t eat it over Thanksgiving weekend because Angela was home, but once school started again, I didn’t eat it when I got back to the apartment on Monday, either. 
 
    I thought about it. I got it out of my backpack and held it in my hand. Maybe I should save it for my birthday: December 7th. Just next Saturday. Dad hadn’t even asked what I wanted yet, and neither had Angela.  
 
    But thinking about it, and thinking about Rosie, gave me a tight, hot feeling in my chest, like I wanted to punch her. It wouldn’t be a very happy birthday if we hadn’t made up.  
 
    I went back to my room instead and got out our thousand piece puzzle of Times Square. I’d done it a million times. But somehow I couldn’t focus, and finally I just put my head down on the hardwood floor and lay there. Had it always been this hard being home alone after school, before Rosie? 
 
    It had been worse. I’d sat on the back stoop because I had been afraid to come into the house. It was too cold to do that now. Also, Mrs. Schroeder was back, and we’d never exactly gotten her permission to go in the backyard. I thought of her scowl and shuddered.   
 
    I just had the one half Kit Kat left. What if those visits were all we got, and then I never saw Rosie again? Maybe when the last of the Halloween magic ran out, I’d be stuck in Ketaugan all on my own and friendless. 
 
    The next morning before school, my chest felt so tight that I could barely breathe. Shelby’s best friend came over to our seat, and the two of them chatted about the new Disney movie they’d seen over break, Frozen, which was great, only Shelby’s mom hadn’t let them get anything from the concession stand, and –  
 
    I slammed my desk lid shut. They both looked at me, and then Shelby slid out of her seat and they went to look at the class gerbils.  
 
    Shelby and I had been sitting next to each other since September, and I didn’t even know her friend’s name. 
 
    I made it through morning recess the way I usually did, sitting on a swing with my back to the playground. Back in Indianapolis, Brayden and I used to do flips on the swings. I got all the way to lunch, where I sat like usual at the end of the table all by myself, stabbing my spork in my pizza and listening to the other kids talk and laugh, all at once, so loud, all of them chattering with their friends except me – 
 
    Suddenly I just couldn’t stand it. I left the lunch table, which we weren’t supposed to do. We were supposed to raise our hands and wait for the lunch lady to excuse us. But I put my head down and hurried across the lunchroom, and I guess maybe they thought I was going to throw up, because no one stopped me. 
 
    As soon as I got out of the lunchroom I sprinted back to my classroom. It was dark, the teacher was gone, the hallways empty, and I opened up my locker and took out the last half Kit Kat. I crammed it into my mouth with my eyes tight shut.   
 
    When I opened my eyes, at first I thought nothing had happened. The school looked just the same: flecked stone floors, cinderblock walls.  
 
    Except – the dull distant roar of the lunchroom was gone. Here it was absolutely quiet. Maybe their discipline was just that much better in 1962?  
 
    But when I peeked back in my classroom, it was empty. The chairs sat on top of the desks – and the desks were all lined up in neat rows all facing the blackboard. A real slate blackboard, not a whiteboard, and it was clean and shiny black, as if it had been washed and not used in weeks. No computers, no TVs, no beanbag chairs in the corner. When were beanbag chairs invented? Funny how everything had to be invented, even simple things like beanbag chairs. 
 
    It must be summer, I realized. “It’s not fair!” I burst out.  
 
    “Piper?” Rosie called, and when I turned around, she skated down the hallway in her stocking feet.  
 
    I had meant to shout out my apologies the moment I saw her, but my tongue stuck to the roof of my mouth. 
 
    Rosie attempted a ballet leap. “It is you! And at school, too! I suppose you must go to school, but do you know I never thought about it?” She did a pirouette. “I figured magic just couldn’t happen here, because school is such a horrible place.”  
 
    She wasn’t mad. I was so relieved that I threw my arms around her. “I ate a Kit Kat,” I explained. “I ate the last Kit Kat – oh, Rosie, I’m so sorry!” 
 
    Rosie patted my back. “Sorry for eating the last Kit Kat?” she asked. 
 
    “No – well – yes; I’ve been so worried – ” I began. I couldn’t go on; I let go of her and paced the hallway. “That I wouldn’t be able to apologize, and we’d be mad at each other forever…” 
 
    “Why are we mad at each other, now?” Rosie asked.  
 
    I couldn’t look at her. “Last time I saw you – it was my Thanksgiving – ” 
 
    “Oh,” said Rosie. “Then I should apologize to you. Because I was a total brat. I almost died of embarrassment the next time I saw you. But then I was only nine; I’ve grown up a lot since then.” 
 
    I felt lighter. “I don’t think I’ve seen you that time yet. For the apology.” 
 
    “Oh, it was so embarrassing. But you didn’t see me at all; I left a note.”  
 
    “Oh! With the little moving drawings?” 
 
    “Were they moving? I wish I’d gotten to see that,” Rosie said. “But the moment I finished that note, I heard you coming down the hall, so I hid, and then I slipped right back through to my own time. I was so sure you’d be furious. Or you wouldn’t know yet, which would be worse.”  
 
    “Slipped through – So we’ll still see each other? Once the Kit Kats are gone? I thought… I was afraid we might never see each other again.” 
 
    “Of course we’ll see each other after your Kit Kats are gone,” she said. “Only you won’t be able to control it, which is only fair, because I’ve never been able to at all. My twelfth birthday is in two weeks and three days and I wish I could make sure I’d see you, because I’m going to have the best birthday cake, lemon cake with raspberry filling.” 
 
    “You will see me,” I told her. “I loved that cake.” 
 
    “It’s so unfair that you know these things,” Rosie said. “How come you can control it?   
 
    But I was so relieved that I wasn’t quite listening. Why hadn’t I asked this before?  
 
    But if I’d asked, and she said it would all end once I’d finished the Kit Kats – I don’t think I could have eaten them at all.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I got back to class late, so I had to write my name on the board. My seatmate Shelby slid a vanilla Tootsie Roll over to me in sympathy.  
 
    It wasn’t the first time Shelby made a friendly gesture, but this time it made me feel sort of tight in my throat. I wished I had something to give back to her. But all my school supplies were leftover from last year, except that unicorn eraser she gave me, and it would look silly to give that back to her.  
 
    But a few minutes later, when the teacher was distracted trying to get her Powerpoint to work, I whispered to Shelby, “Did you like Frozen?” 
 
    She looked startled, then she smiled. She had orange bands on her braces. “Yeah! Have you seen it?” 
 
    I shook my head. “I really like Tangled though,” I added quickly.  
 
    “Me too!” Shelby was so happy she forgot to keep her voice down. “But my favorite is Mary Poppins.” 
 
    “Shelby!” the teacher scolded, and we both fell silent. But later that day I wrote a little note on the corner of my spelling workbook, and scooted it over so Shelby could see: I like Mary Poppins too.  
 
    Shelby wasn’t Rosie, of course. But it was nice to know that even now that the Kit Kats were gone, I’d still be seeing a friendly face every day.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Just that night, I slipped back in time without even trying.  
 
    I didn’t even notice, at first. In the middle of the night I got up for a drink of water, and felt my way down the corridor to the bathroom without quite waking up, and spent a few minutes fumbling for my water cup beside the sink before realizing that it wasn’t there.  
 
    I flipped on the light, squinting up my eyes against the sudden brightness. Only it wasn’t as bright as I expected. Instead of harsh fluorescent lights, a series of soft incandescent bulbs glowed around an oval mirror, much smaller than the mirror in my own time.  
 
    “Are you my guardian angel?” a girl whispered.  
 
    I turned around. A tiny girl stood in the bathroom doorway, her face swollen and streaked with tears, as if she’d been crying for a long time. It took me a minute to recognize her; she couldn’t have been more than four, short and chubby with fine dark hair that only curled a little. “Rosie?” I said. 
 
    She didn’t smile, but she wiped the tears off her face with the back of her hand and looked at me with big eyes. “Are you my guardian angel?” she asked again.  
 
    “No,” I said. “I’m Piper. I’m from the future.” 
 
    She nodded solemnly, like that made perfect sense. “Are you going to fight the shadows?” she whispered.  
 
    “The shadows aren’t going to hurt you,” I said.   
 
    “Not anymore,” she whispered. “Because you scared them. But they were trying to get me. I would have called for Mommy, but I couldn’t. The shadows would hear. So I stood. And I wished real hard – and you were here.” 
 
    “Well,” I said. “Let’s get you back to bed.”  
 
    Rosie took my hand, hers small and plump and sweaty in mine, and we walked across the hall to her bedroom. It gave me a little shock, because it looked almost more like my bedroom than hers: there were twin beds, just like Angela’s and mine, and the girl in Angela’s bed almost could have been Angela with that dark curly hair. 
 
    But the girl was much younger than Angela, and she had a frill on her nightgown, not at all like the old t-shirts Angela always wore to bed. And they had a real nightstand, a wooden table with a bunch of stuffed animals piled up under it. Even more stuffed animals sat on the window seat, crowded around the window as if they were looking out.    
 
    I lifted Rosie onto the empty bed. She snuggled down under the covers, cuddling yet another stuffed animal under her chin. “Listen,” I said. “If I’m not here next time there are shadows, then close your eyes really tight and imagine that I am. Pretend that I’m there to look after you. I’ll always look after you, if I can.”  
 
    “Promise?” Rosie said. “Promise you will?”  
 
    “Rosie,” her sister muttered, in the fretful voice of the half-awake. “Who are you talking to?”  
 
    Rosie was still looking at me with her huge eyes. “My guardian angel Piper,” she answered her sister. 
 
    “No,” I said, and smoothed the covers over her. “I’m just Piper. I’m your friend.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 13 
 
      
 
    Cross country ended soon after Thanksgiving. Sometimes Angela went to hang out with her friends, but mostly she was home after school, and we went back to our old routine. Parcheesi. Our puzzle. Both of us sitting on our beds and reading or doing our homework.  
 
    It had been a comforting routine in the fall, but after a month of adventures with Rosie it felt so small and penned up. By Friday, I was so sick of it that I hurled the Parcheesi dice at the wall. “I’m tired of this!” I cried, as the dice skittered across the floor and under the beds. “I’m sick of Parcheesi and puzzles and reading and sitting in this stupid room! Couldn’t we do something else?”  
 
    Angela stared at me. “Like what?” 
 
    I hadn’t thought it through. “Let’s go to the antiques store on the square!” I said.  
 
    “The antiques store?” Angela’s face scrunched up.  
 
    “It’s got this great dollhouse in the window,” I explained, but she still didn’t look convinced. “And! It’s right next to a used bookstore.” I knew Angela couldn’t resist that.  
 
    Angela glanced at the window. “It’s might get dark while we’re out,” she said. “You sure you won’t be afraid?”  
 
    “Of course not,” I said impatiently. “I’ll be with you.”  
 
    I put the green jacket from lost and found on over Angela’s old jeans jacket. Even with two layers, I still felt cold as we tromped down Main Street. I had forgotten to pack my gloves and hat in Indianapolis, and Dad hadn’t thought to buy me any new ones.  
 
    But it was beautiful outside. There must have been three inches of snow that day, but the roads and even the sidewalks were already clear. The salt on the sidewalks crunched under our feet, and our breath made little clouds in the air. “Wouldn’t it be great if you could blow rings with your breath, like smoke rings?” I said.  
 
    “Or whole ships, like Gandalf in Lord of the Rings,” said Angela. She looked at me, huddled up in my layers of coats, then stripped off her gloves.  “Here, you wear these. Keep them till you get your own pair.” 
 
    “You’ll be cold,” I protested, but I was already putting them on. My frigid fingers tingled from the warmth her hands left inside the gloves.  
 
    Angela shoved her hands in her pockets. “No worries,” she said.  
 
    I was worried, though. I’d reminded Dad about the mittens before, but he’d forgotten, and I didn’t think he’d remember anytime soon. But I didn’t want to set Angela off, so I didn’t say anything.  
 
    The antiques store still had the beautiful dollhouse in its front window, though this time it was too cold to stand outside and look. We went inside. The cowbell over the door jangled, and we both jumped at the unexpected sound and then stood very still. The store was packed, old rocking chairs and end tables and fancy clocks, and lots and lots of old china, vases and plates and soup tureens and teapots. It looked like one quick movement might break something – or set off a domino effect and break lots of things. 
 
    But nothing broke, and no one came out to say hello, so after a moment we crept farther inside. I went at once to see the dollhouse, only to realize that of course I couldn’t see any of the interesting parts from here: the tiny furniture and tinier plates and books were all turned toward the window, to entice people in the store.   
 
    It was a sort of children’s corner, full of old toys: not just the doll house, but a splendid black lacquered rocking horse, and a bunch of old teddy bears crammed into a rocking chair with a blanket draped over the back. A fancy carved cuckoo clock hung above a shelf full of old troll dolls.  
 
    “I’m going to go see if they have any books,” said Angela. “You’ll stay here?” 
 
    “Sure,” I said, squatting down to inspect the rocking horse’s legs. Little painted wildflowers in purple and blue and occasionally red popped out against the black lacquer. They were so detailed I thought maybe you could identify them if you had the right book. Or Mom might have known what they were. She loved wildflowers.  
 
    “Are we both back in time?” Rosie asked. Her voice startled me, and I fell back onto the old Persian carpet on the floor.  
 
    “Oh! You’re here. You’re here!” I jumped to my feet. “No; this is just an antiques store.” I looked around quickly. Yes, still the antiques store. 
 
    Rosie gave the rocking horse a push, so it rocked gently on its runners. She was eating a Baby Ruth bar, and politely she broke off a bite and handed it to me. I stuck it in my mouth quickly. Dribbling food on stuff probably wasn’t any better than knocking it over. “Maybe you’d better put the rest of that in your pocket,” I told Rosie.  
 
    She folded over the wrapper and stuck the candy bar in the pocket of her red cotton sundress. She wrapped her arms around herself, then caught up a blanket draped over a rocking chair and wrapped it around her shoulders. “Why is it always winter when I visit you?” Rosie asked.  
 
    My heart gave a great thump. Would she go away when spring came?  
 
    But Rosie didn’t even notice: she had moved over to stand by the window, squinting to inspect the courthouse square through the fogged glass. She doodled in the fog with a fingertip. “Do you know, it looks about the same… except of course this was a candy store in my time. And there’s no crèche in front of the courthouse here. And the lights! We don’t have these lights in my time.” Lights stretched from the courthouse roof to the roofs of the shops, like a canopy of light hanging over the entire square. 
 
    Or maybe we would move again. Moving to Ketaugan hadn’t made Dad any happier. Maybe he would decide our new apartment held too much sadness, just like our house in Indianapolis, and we’d pack up and go somewhere else.  
 
    “Oh, drat.” Rosie’s finger had slipped, smudging the antlers on her reindeer. She made a face and blew on the glass, covering the mistake with a new layer of fog. “Do you arrange it this way? Winter is my favorite season. I think maybe people have spiritual connections with seasons, don’t you? And winter is mine, because it’s so dramatic. The white snow, the black trees, sitting by the warm fire with a cup of cocoa while outside it’s icy cold…” 
 
    “Am I ever any older than this when you visit?” I asked. 
 
    “No,” Rosie said. She grinned at me. “You’ve always been eleven.”  
 
    Or maybe I would be hit by a truck, like Mom. 
 
    The cuckoo clock chimed. As if it had called to the other clocks, they began to chime too, jangling together unevenly.  
 
    “Piper?”  
 
    It was Angela. I looked over at her, and in the brief moment that I looked away, Rosie was gone. The blanket she’d wrapped around her shoulders drifted gently to the floor. 
 
    I sighed and picked it up, casting it over the rocking chair. “Did you find any books, Angela?” 
 
    “Not any good ones. We’d better get going. It’s getting dark.”  
 
    As if to underscore Angela’s words, someone in the depths of the shop called, “Closing time.” 
 
    In fact, it had already gotten dark. Beyond the courthouse Christmas lights, the sky was dark blue. The cold air scratched my throat when I took a deep breath. But it was so beautiful! The snow looked blue and gold in the twilight with the light spilling out of the shop windows.  
 
    As cold as it was, Angela and I walked slowly past the shops. We stopped altogether outside the Starbucks, staring inside at all the people, snug in their coats, chatting companionably over their red holiday cups. Mom always took us over to Starbucks to celebrate the first day that they got the red cups in.  
 
    Angela and I looked at each other, the same yearning looks on our faces, and Angela began to laugh ruefully. “I feel like the little match girl,” she said. She rubbed the pimple on the tip of her nose. Then she said, “Want to get a hot chocolate?”   
 
    “Yeah!” I cried. “Where’d you get the money?”  
 
    She shrugged. “Stole it from Dad’s wallet.” 
 
    “Angela!” I pulled my hand away. “That’s bad.”  
 
    “He practically owes it to us anyway,” Angela said defensively. But she started walking again, and I had to run to cross the street after her. “We used to get allowances.” 
 
     “But that was different,” I said. “Mom worked at Eli Lilly, she made a lot more money that Daddy. He needs the money to get us food and things…” 
 
    “Things! Like the new gloves he hasn’t bought you? Oh I’m so sick of you, always taking his side! Daddy this, Daddy that, as if you were five years old. I bet he doesn’t even remember your birthday.” 
 
    “He will!” I cried. “He will too.” 
 
    “Oh yeah?”  
 
    We didn’t talk the rest of the way home. It began to snow again, great fat flakes that covered the Christmas lights draped over the trees. The color glowed through, spreading through the snow.  
 
    When we got through the front door, Dad stood at the top of the stairs. “Where have you two been?” he demanded.  
 
    Angela walked up the stairs, kicking snow off her boots on each tread. “Out,” she said.  
 
    “At the antiques store, Daddy,” I said.  
 
    “What the hell were you doing at the antiques store?” Dad asked.  
 
    Angela continued kicking snow off her boots one stair tread at a time. “Looking for birthday presents for Piper,” she said, and glanced at him briefly as she passed him at the top of the stairs.  
 
    “Looking for – ” and all of a sudden he seemed to sag, and I could see Angela had been right. He’d forgotten my birthday.  
 
    “It’s tomorrow,” I told him. “December 7th.” I kicked off my boots. They slammed against the wall. “Don’t worry about it, Daddy. You’ve been so busy, I didn’t think you would…” 
 
    I dropped my two jackets on the floor, on top of all the melting snow, and went into our room. I lay on my stomach on my bed, face pressed into my pillow, and listened to Dad and Angela shout at each other.  
 
    Eventually they ran out of things to shout. The microwave hummed. The floor creaked. I’d never noticed before that I could tell them apart by their footsteps: Dad’s were slower and heavier, almost dragging on the floor. Angela moved lightly, like a dancer. 
 
    She came into our room, moving even more lightly than usual, and sat down next to me. The mattress dipped under her weight. “I brought you dinner,” she said. “Roast beef, mac and cheese…” 
 
    “I’m not hungry,” I mumbled into the pillow.  
 
    “Yeah, but you should eat.” 
 
    “I’m not hungry!” 
 
    I heard the squeak of the Styrofoam as Angela set it aside. She sat on my bed, kicking her heels against the frame so the bed shook a little. “Do you want me to read to you?”  
 
    “No!”  
 
    “Or – ” 
 
    “Just leave me alone!”  
 
    Another long pause. Then the mattress sprang up, and I heard her footsteps on the hardwood floor as she left.  
 
    I lay there a long while longer, face mashed against the pillow. But finally I sat up, kicking my heels against the bed frame like Angela had done. She had taken away the food.  
 
    I did feel hungry, empty, lonely. But I didn’t feel like leaving the room.  
 
    I began to spin, spiraling up and down the room. “Rosie, Rosie, Rosie,” I sang under my breath, and there was something eerie in it, my soft voice and the creaking floor and the whish of the air as I turned. “Rosie, Rosie, Rosie – ”  
 
    I spread my arms wide, like an airplane. “Row, row, row your boat, gently down the stream; merrily merrily merrily merrily, life is but a dream.”  
 
    No response. Nursery rhymes had worked on Halloween, but after all, no one ever said anything about the veils between worlds being thin on December 6. And maybe because she’d already been there tonight, she couldn’t come again? My head spun, and I stumbled, falling against the closet wall. A pile of books toppled.   
 
    “Ashes, ashes, we all fall down,” I muttered, and that was it: that was right. I pushed myself away from the wall, stumbling with dizziness, and began to spin again. “Ring around the Rosie – pockets full of posies – ashes, ashes, we all fall – ” 
 
    Someone knocked at the door. I stopped so fast that I fell over again, on my bed this time.  
 
    “Piper?” Dad said.  
 
    It wasn’t Rosie. It was him. He’d interrupted, and she wouldn’t come; he’d ruined everything again.  
 
    I felt sick with disappointment. I scrunched my eyes shut and pressed my face against the cold pillowcase. Go away, I thought fiercely, as if I could will him away. Behind my closed eyes, the world still swirled sickeningly. Go away, go away, go away.  
 
    And he did. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 14 
 
      
 
    “Piper. Piper.”  
 
    I opened my eyes. The room was dark, except for the glow of the streetlights coming in between the slats of the blinds. I felt heavy and tired, even more tired than when I’d fallen asleep.  
 
    “Piper?”  
 
    “Rosie?” I mumbled, then sat up. “Ro– ” I started, then glanced over at Angela, the covers pulled up so only a few dark curls stuck out. “ –sie,” I finished, in a whisper.  
 
    I couldn’t remember going to sleep. I had fallen asleep on top of the covers in yesterday’s clothes, and even though I was cold, those clothes felt strangely sticky, and my face felt stretched and itchy, like the time we went swimming in the sea when we visited Dad’s parents in Florida.  
 
    Rosie lifted a finger to her lips. “Are you all right?” she whispered.  
 
    I nodded fervently. After all, I was all right now, and I didn’t want to get Rosie mixed up with real life.   
 
    Rosie hesitated, but she stopped herself from saying something. Instead she beckoned me with her hand, and I slipped out of bed and followed her into the living room.  
 
    She wore her little gold earrings that day, and for the first time I’d ever seen, she was wearing pants. But weird pants, really loose and baggy like a boy’s, but covered with flowers so they couldn’t be anything but a girl’s.  
 
    They gave me an idea. “Let’s go outside,” I whispered. “We have fresh snow – let’s go out and play. You can borrow Angela’s coat.”  
 
    Someone – Angela, almost certainly – had hung up my jackets. I put them on, then borrowed Dad’s gloves and followed Rosie down the stairs, tiptoeing. I closed the door softly behind us, and then Rosie let out a war whoop and hurtled for the backyard.  
 
    We made a whole string of snow angels, like a chain of paper angels across the snow. When we ran out of space we stood contemplating those angels, sparkling from the streetlamp and the moonlight and the stars.  
 
    Rosie began to sing “Silent Night,” her voice soft and high in the still night. I thought, This is perfect, and any little bit of sadness I’d been hanging onto drifted up into the dark sky.  
 
    Rosie paused at the end, letting the silence sink in. But Rosie couldn’t be silent for long, even with fresh snow and snow angels and so many stars in the sky. She said, “We sang that at the last fundraiser. Did they ever get that new stained glass window in Ketaugan Lutheran? We’ve been fundraising for eternity and I’m so tired of eating leftover lefse.”  
 
    “I don’t know,” I said. “I’m Catholic.”  
 
    “Catholic?” Rosie squawked, incredulous.  
 
    I wasn’t a very good Catholic. We hadn’t gone to Mass since Mom died. But her tone annoyed me. “Yes.” 
 
    Rosie recovered some of her poise. “Well, I think that’s great. Mom always says that we shouldn’t be prejudiced against people for their religion, because it’s all the same God anyway, isn’t it?” She paused, blowing a cloud of breath into the cold air, and looked at me out of the corner of her eyes. “And you would tell me if Kennedy did sell the country to the Pope, like Daddy thinks he will, right?”  
 
    I gave a shriek and dashed after her. Rosie hurled a snowball at me and ran away, but I tackled her and shoved snow down the back of her coat.  
 
    But she was slippery: she slithered away and kept me at bay, hurling snowballs at me until she slipped backwards in the snow. She looked so comical with her big baggy pants flying up around her ankles that I started laughing.  
 
    Rosie laughed too. She stood up and brushed herself off and came to stand beside me, looking ruefully at our trampled snow angels. “I should tell my pastor about this,” she said. “This has to be symbolic. Our warlike natures trampling on our Christian aspirations.”  
 
    “That’s so deep,” I said, and shoved her into the snow again. She shrieked with laughter and swept her arms and legs out to create another angel, and then sneezed violently three times.  
 
    I suddenly remembered how thin her pants were. “Let’s go inside and have some hot chocolate,” I suggested.  
 
    It sounded like a good idea until we got back to the kitchen, and I remembered that we probably didn’t have hot chocolate. We probably didn’t have any food except for Perkins leftovers and poptarts from the Marathon, which Dad sent Angela and me to buy when there was nothing in the house for breakfast.  
 
    But I couldn’t just say that to Rosie, so instead I started opening cupboards. Empty. Empty. Dusty cans of soup. An unopened bag of rice. Empty. 
 
    Mom always had lots of different kinds of chocolate in the house, back in Indianapolis: chocolate chips and bitter baking chocolate and dark chocolate bars that melted a little in your hand, just from being held. She used those to make submarinos, hot milk with a chocolate bar dropped in it, so it’s all a little chocolatey but you get a great big chunk of warm molten chocolate at the end. 
 
    My hands trembled on the cupboard doors from the effort of not slamming them shut.  
 
    “I’m feeling a lot warmer now,” said Rosie. She was watching me, her eyes big and doubtful. “And I just had lunch, so I probably shouldn’t have hot chocolate anyway.”  
 
    “We ought to have hot chocolate,” I said fiercely, and I did slam one of the cupboard doors and began to pace the kitchen. “We ought to! He just hasn’t bought it! He’s forgotten, just like he forgot – ” I threw myself into a chair next to Rosie and put my head down on the table.  
 
    “Your dad?” Rosie asked.  
 
    “Yeah.” I mashed my nose against my arms. “It doesn’t matter, anyway.” I sat up. “I didn’t mean to bother you about this.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Well, because… I just didn’t want to bother you,” I said. “I didn’t want to bore you. He’s busy with work, and… he just forgets things. Everything. But it doesn’t really matter, anyway.” 
 
    “It does too matter,” Rosie said. “If it upsets you, it matters. And that’s what friends are for, anyway, for helping out when things are bad and for looking out for each other. Isn’t that what you said the very first time we met?” 
 
    I squinted, trying to remember.  
 
    “When I was four, and the shadows were going to get me, until you saved me,” Rosie prompted. “‘I’ll look out for you: I’m your friend.’ That’s what you told me.” 
 
    “Oh! Yes.” 
 
    “And now that I’m not four, I’m old enough to look out for you, too,” Rosie said. “Because that’s what friends do.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 15 
 
      
 
    “Piper. Piper, wake up.”  
 
    I groaned and rolled over. “Rosie.”  
 
    There was a long pause, and suddenly I realized it wasn’t Rosie’s voice at all, but Angela’s.  
 
    “Happy birthday!” Angela said, pulling back the covers. 
 
    I shrieked and sat up to grab them back. “Angela! It’s cold!”  
 
    “I know. But I wanted to give you my present first,” she said, and handed me a squashy package, wrapped up in one of her school newspapers. A hat and a scarf and two mittens, all in the same fleecy snowflake pattern. “I made them in home ec. Do you like them?” 
 
    “Yes!” I cried. I gave her a hug, and then plunked the hat on my head. “Nighty-night,” I added, and reached for the covers again.  
 
    Angela tossed them right off the foot of the bed. “No, don’t go back to bed!” she said. “Come on. Quiet; I don’t want to wake Dad.”  
 
    I was still too sleepy to argue, so I followed her into the kitchen. A cake, a little lopsided and already missing a piece, sat on the table, candles burning.  
 
    I pressed my hands over my mouth so my squeak of delight wouldn’t wake Dad.  
 
    “Mrs. Bonner had to eat a piece to decide what grade to give us,” Angela said. “That’s why a piece is missing.” Her voice grew indignant. ‘She only gave us a B+!”  
 
    I giggled. “Thank you,” I said, and blew out the candles: all twelve in one go, and remembered too late that I should have made a wish.  
 
    I should have wished to see Rosie, one last time, now that I was twelve. 
 
    A lump rose in my throat. I cut off an extra slice of cake and put it on the corner of the counter. “Piper?”  
 
    “For…” I could hardly say for Rosie. “For the fairies,” I told her, my voice cracking.   
 
    Angela’s brow knit.  
 
    “It’s my birthday,” I added. 
 
    “Well,” said Angela. “Let them eat cake too, then.” And we ate cake for breakfast as fat snowflakes drifted down in the dark outside.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I had just finished my slice when Dad came in, bleary-eyed with sleep but already dressed for work. “Happy birthday, Piper,” he said.  
 
    I smushed the crumbs against the plate with my fork. “Thanks, Daddy.”  
 
    Angela rolled her eyes at me. Dad poked at the coffee maker. We bought it on garage sale day, when half the houses in Ketaugan had garage sales, and it was not very reliable. “I’ll get coffee at work,” he muttered, and then, more loudly, “I’ve got work all day, Piper.”  
 
    I glanced over at him. He was still staring at the coffee maker, earbuds in. “It’s all right, Daddy,” I muttered, probably not loud enough for him to hear over his music.  
 
    He prodded the coffee maker one last time and then lumbered out of the room again.  
 
    And suddenly I was furious. It wasn’t all right. He’d barely said happy birthday, he hadn’t even looked at me. I catapulted to my feet and ran into the front room. “Dad!” I shouted, and he stopped, his shoe halfway on his foot. “Dad!” I shouted, because he didn’t turn around.  
 
    “Not now, Piper,” he said.  
 
    I grabbed the cords of his earbuds and yanked them out of his ears.  
 
    “Goddamnit, Piper!” he yelled, and he hurled his shoe against the wall. “I’m trying so hard to be strong for you girls, is it too much to ask you two to help me out?”  
 
    “Yes! Because I never asked you to be strong, I don’t need you to be strong, not if being strong means always being gone even when you’re here, because I need you to be here!”  
 
    He was staring at the black mark his shoe left on the wall. “Piper,” he said. 
 
    “What!” I yelled.  
 
    “Oh, Piper – Piper, I’m…” He still could not say I’m sorry. But he turned around to face me, and he said, “What do you want for your birthday, Pip?”  
 
    I wiped my face with my sleeve. “Can we go to Starbucks?” I said. “Like we used to, with Mom…” 
 
    His face filled with doubt.  
 
    “Or not,” I muttered. “You could just give money to me and Angela – we could go – Angela?” I said. My voice rose, quavering.  
 
    “I’m here.” Angela appeared from the kitchen. Angela and I looked at each other, and I could almost hear her wanting to say something to Dad, something like We’ll have more fun without you anyway. I could see it in the shape of her mouth.  
 
    But she forced a smile. “Come on, Dad,” she said. “It’s Piper’s birthday. Come with us.”   
 
    We both looked at Dad. His eyes dropped to the floor. I stomped my foot, trying not to cry, and he looked up again.  
 
    “All right,” Dad said, slowly, as if it hurt to speak. “But you know it won’t… it’s not going to be like it was when Agustina – when your mother was alive.”  
 
    “I know,” I said. “But can’t we… can’t we try?”  
 
    He was silent for a long time. “I don’t have to be at work till ten,” he said. “We’ll have time to go now, if we hurry.”   
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The fresh snow squeaked beneath our boots. Ketaugan’s fleet of snowplows hummed past, and in the soft dawn the new-plowed streets shone as if they were made of light. “Piper at the gates of dawn,” said Dad, and made a gesture as if he were taking a photo. “I forgot to bring my camera.”  
 
    “We could go back and get it,” I suggested.  
 
    But Dad shook his head. “The dawn would be gone by the time we got back here,” he said. “It’s ephemeral.”   
 
    “What’s that?”  
 
    “It lasts only a very short time, and then it goes away. Life is like that.” 
 
    Ephemeral. Even more than serendipity, that was the word for Rosie, and the thought dragged at the corners of my mouth.  
 
    “But,” said Dad, taking my hand, and I realized he was making an effort to smile at me, “even though it doesn’t last, the dawn always comes back.” 
 
    He was not very talkative in Starbucks. Angela and I played “Who Am I?” to entertain ourselves, a game that Mom made up: you pick a stranger in a public place and make up a story about their life.  
 
    Angela picked the barista with the high blonde ponytail and the tiny diamond-chip nose stud. “High school student,” Angela said.  
 
    “Cheerleader,” I said. 
 
    “With a nose ring?” 
 
    “Goth cheerleader,” I amended. “In fact, all the cheerleaders are Goths. The perky girls have been forced to… to…” 
 
    “Join the theater department,” said Angela. “They put on Grease last year, and they changed the ending so Danny becomes a football player and he and Sandy go off to college together in matching letter sweaters.” 
 
    I giggled so hard I had to press my hand to my mouth to keep from spitting out my hot chocolate.   
 
    Dad cleared his throat. “Packers or Vikings?”  
 
    “Dad,” complained Angela. 
 
    “Your football affiliation is an important question in Ketaugan,” Dad said.  
 
    Angela let out a heavy sigh.  
 
    “Packers,” I said.  
 
    Angela sighed again. I kicked her under the table. She made a quick face at me, then said, “But her boyfriend comes from a die-hard Vikings family. It’s very Romeo and Juliet.” Her face suddenly brightened. “The theater department is planning to do Romeo and Juliet this year. With a happy ending.”  
 
    Even Dad started to laugh at that one. 
 
    “Angela!”  
 
    Angela turned around. There was Namita, who I recognized from Angela’s cross-country meets, and two other girls I didn’t know. Clearly part of the gang, from the way Angela’s face lit up.  
 
    “Madison!” Angela cried, getting up and giving hugs all around. “Namita! Gwen!”  
 
    “We’re going to see Frozen,” the tall one said. “Want to come?”  
 
    “Well, I…” Angela glanced over her shoulder at me.  
 
    “I can pay,” said Namita. 
 
    Angela bristled. “I can pay. I just can’t come today, though, it’s Piper’s birthday.”  
 
    The three girls looked at each other. “She can come too,” said the tall one.                
 
    “Yeah, my mom’s making me bring my little brother again,” said the freckly girl. “They’re waiting in the van. C’mon, guys, we’d better hurry up and get our drinks before I forget which frappuccino Colin wanted…” 
 
    The girls hurried off to the cash register. Angela and I looked at Dad. “Please?” I said. 
 
    He let out a little sigh and got out his wallet. “Sure,” he said. And then he smiled at me, a real smile this time.  “Happy birthday, Piper.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 16 
 
      
 
    We went out for pizza after the movie. After that, Angela’s friends invited me to go back to Gwen’s house to hang out, but I insisted that Gwen’s mom drop me off at the apartment. I think Angela was just as happy that I wasn’t coming, but she said, “Are you sure? It’s your birthday. I don’t want to leave you if it’s not really all right…”  
 
    “It’s really all right,” I told her.  
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    “You’re planning to make me another cake at Gwen’s house, aren’t you?” I asked. They all laughed at that, but they promised.  
 
    And it really was all right. I was so exhausted I could barely kick off my shoes when I got to the top of the stairs. Well, no wonder. I hadn’t slept much last night, what with that midnight snowball fight with Rosie… 
 
    Rosie… If only I could see her, just one last time, it would be the perfect birthday, after all. I lay down in the center of the living room floor, spread-eagled, as if I meant to make a snow angel. It was almost dusty enough for it… 
 
    I fell asleep.  
 
    I woke up with the heat pressing on me like a weight. The air felt like syrup, and the carpet was scratchy against my hands. 
 
    Carpet? I blinked again. I was in Rosie’s time.  
 
    “Rosie!” I shouted, clambering to my feet. Sweat dripped down my forehead. “Rosie?”  
 
    Her room still held twin beds, like it had when she was so little. No Rosie, though. Well, of course not. Who would be upstairs in this heat?  
 
    “Rosie?” I called, walking downstairs. It did feel a little cooler as I got downstairs. But only a very little.   
 
    A small figure leaped out of a doorway at the bottom of the stairs.  
 
    “Come out with your hands up!”  
 
    I fell back in surprise. Rosie stood at the bottom of the stairs, a wooden sword clutched in both hands, glaring up at me so fiercely that it almost looked frightening, even though she was only about seven. “Burglar!” she cried, jabbing at me with the sword.  
 
    The sword wasn’t sharp, but it looked like it would hurt if she clobbered me with it. “Rosie! I’m Piper!”  
 
    Rosie stopped jabbing. She squinted at me. Then, still clutching the toy sword in one hand, she darted forward and touched my wrist, and gave a little squeak of surprise. “You’re really real!”  
 
    “Yes, I am.”  
 
    “Of course, I always knew you were real,” she said. She stuck the sword in her pirate sash. Both sword and sash trailed on the floor. “But you’re – realer.” She grabbed my hand. “Come join my tea party!” she said, hauling me through the house. “I have a seat for you. Only you don’t think the other you will mind, do you?”  
 
    Apparently I really was Rosie’s imaginary friend. “I think it will be fine,” I said. 
 
    But I had to blink back tears, too. She was too little to say goodbye to properly. I should have been more specific in my birthday wish. 
 
    I couldn’t help smiling when I saw her tea party set-up, though. Teddy bears sat in the chairs around the dining room table, sitting on stacks of books so their faces reached the tabletop. Their fur fluttered in the lethargic breeze of an electric fan, and they stared straight ahead at…  
 
    Why, she’d set the table with the fancy china tea set from the china cabinet that we weren’t supposed to open. This was the tea party we had when Rosie was seven. “Why, you little brat,” I said, but laughing, because she was going to tell her parents it was my idea, when clearly she came up with it all by herself.  
 
    And suddenly I was glad after all that she was too little for a big sad goodbye. My last memory of her would be something happy, just like my last memory of Mom, catching fireflies with me and Angela in the dusk.  
 
    Rosie looked abashed. “I know we shouldn’t drink Millie’s lemonade,” she said. “Only she was s’posed to look after me, and instead she’s gone to the pool with her friends and didn’t take me, and it’s not fair, and anyway I helped make the lemonade so it’s half mine. But now you’re here – ” She stood on tiptoe, putting her face in front of the fan. The blades chopped her words into bits as she spoke: “W-w-w-w-ill you t-t-t-take me t-t-t-o the p-p-pool?” 
 
    For a moment I wanted to. It would serve Millie right to have Rosie show up, after abandoning her like that. But I could just imagine shifting back to my own time to find myself soaking wet and far from home in three feet of snow.   
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Daddy says there’s no way swimming pools really spread polio, you know. And he was a medic in Korea.” 
 
    “Rosie! No.”  
 
    “Some guardian angel you are,” Rosie muttered.  
 
    “I’m not your guardian angel,” I replied. “I’m just from the future, that’s all.” And then I remembered. “Oh! I’ve got to stop the clock.” 
 
    Rosie trailed after me as I rushed into the living room. “Why?” she asked. 
 
    “If it chimes, I’ll be sent back to my own time,” I explained. Rosie watched respectfully, her hands clasped behind her back, as I knelt to pull the level that stopped the ornate grandfather clock from chiming. For the first time I noticed little rosebuds carved in among the thorny vines that wended their way up the sides of the clock. 
 
    I must’ve stopped too long to admire the carvings, because Rosie announced, “I’m bored.” And then, as if she’d just thought of an exciting new idea, she cried, “We should go to the pool!” 
 
    I had a rush of unwilling sympathy for Millie. “Rosie!”  
 
    Her lower lip stuck out. She sucked it back in, willing herself not to cry, and I cast around for a way to distract her. “Why don’t we have tea?” I asked. “And you can tell me all your teddy bear’s names?” 
 
    Rosie sighed gustily. “Can’t we at least explore?” she asked. “Like maybe…” Her eyes went huge. “We could go down to the cellar.” 
 
    “The cellar!” 
 
    Rosie nodded solemnly. “It would be a real adventure. Because the shadows live down there.” And her eyes went wide again, like she had frightened herself. 
 
    An adventure sounded perfect – even better than a tea party. I straightened my shoulders. “I’ll protect you,” I told her. “Come on. It will be so much cooler downstairs – like walking into a pool, almost.”  
 
    And really, the cellar wasn’t so bad. There was an overhead light at the top of the stairs, and a bare bulb hanging at the bottom, which lit up most of the junk in the cellar. A big cracked oval mirror leaned against a chair missing most of its spindles. Next to it stood a great wicker birdcage, almost as tall as Rosie, and a precarious pile of hatboxes. 
 
    I stood on tiptoe and opened the top one. Nestled among tissue paper lay a glorious hat with a great plume of long glossy peacock feathers, the kind that would swish beautifully during a pirate duel. I lifted it out, admiring. The opal brooch holding the feathers in place flared in the electric light. How long had it been in the dark?  
 
    “Piper,” Rosie said fretfully. I looked down. She twisted her hand in my shirt.  
 
    I put the hat on her head at a jaunty angle. “Are you still afraid of the shadows?” I asked.    
 
    “Not afraid,” said Rosie. “Only – there’s so many…”  
 
    And I saw them then too: the tall barred birdcage shadow, the hulking hatbox shadows stretching across the floor. The dressmaker’s dummy in its old flapper dress cast a shadow like a headless woman. My throat dried up. “It’s just shadows,” I said. “Only shadows. They can’t hurt us.” 
 
    “They can’t?” whispered Rosie.  
 
    I licked my lips. Time-travel, flying, fairies – who knew what the shadows could do? For a moment I felt light-headed. I wanted to run, but I couldn’t. I needed to look after Rosie. 
 
    Maybe that was why Angela was always so brave. She needed to look out for me. 
 
    “The shadows can’t hurt us,” I said fiercely. “They’re only scary in your head, Rosie. Shadows – look at this.” And I lifted my hands so their shadow projected on a bare patch of wall, and shaped them into a shadow duck. “Quack!” 
 
    Rosie’s grip on my shirt relaxed.  
 
    “My mom taught my sister and me how to make these,” I told Rosie. “They’re shadow protectors. They can fight off any other shadows, no matter how big and scary. Here, let go of my shirt; hook your thumbs together. Flap your hands. It looks like a butterfly, doesn’t it?”  
 
    Rosie’s shoulders remained tense, but after a few hand flaps she relaxed. “Butterflies are my favorite,” she confided. “They’re like sunlight.” 
 
    “And sunlight is much stronger than shadows,” I told her. “Come on, let’s see what else is in here!” 
 
    We circled around the birdcage. Christmas ornaments spilled out of an overturned box: blown-glass balls and delicate glass snowflakes and a little wooden horse, all painted with swirling roses, like something from a Jan Brett book. I held the horse up into the light of the single bare bulb to admire the tiny intricate paint strokes.   
 
    “My great grandma brought it from Norway,” Rosie said. “And look at this! My grandpa carved it.” 
 
    It was a wooden cuckoo clock, carved and painted like a gingerbread house, with a gingersnap roof and painted candy canes at the corners.  I tucked the wooden horse under my arm and knelt down to inspect the clock, enchanted. The hands looked like peppermint sticks. I gave one a gentle push. 
 
    The cuckoo lunged out at me. “Cuckoo! Cuckoo! Cuckoo!” it cried. 
 
    The light went out.  
 
    I blinked and blinked against the darkness, but it remained thick and black. “Rosie?” I called, voice trembling.   
 
    No reply. My hand clenched around the wooden horse.  
 
    “Rosie!” I called, although I knew that Rosie would have answered by now. Seven-year-old Rosie would be even more panicked than I was. “Rosie!”  
 
    But she wasn’t there.  
 
    Something brushed against my hand. “Rosie!” I screamed. “Rosie! Rosie! Rosie!” I tried to run, and banged my shin against something, and fell forward into something squashy. “Don’t eat me!” I cried, scrabbling with my free hand to try to figure out what it was.  
 
    It was an armchair. I curled up in its seat, clutching the horse to my chest and breathing so hard I was almost sobbing. How could I get out of the cellar? My eyes would have adjusted by now if there was any light. I would need to feel my way… 
 
    Something squeaked. I gave another little shriek.   
 
    The door opened at the top of the stairs. A ray of light descended into the cellar.  
 
    “Rosie!” I screamed. I catapulted off the chair and knocked over a dressmaker’s dummy. But it didn’t matter. I wanted so much to be out of the dark and the dank and the cellar that I would have hopped with a broken ankle if I had to.  
 
    I made it halfway up the stairs before I realized that it wasn’t Rosie at all who had opened the door. How could it be? No – it was a grown-up, looming in silhouette at the top of the stairs.  
 
    She clomped down the steps, grabbed me by the arm, and hauled me up the rest of the steps. “You,” she roared. “You, you – ” 
 
    We’d reached the top of the stairs. It was Mrs. Schroeder, her face crimson beneath her white hair.  
 
    She slammed the cellar door behind us. I tried to struggle free, but her grip only tightened. She hauled me forward. “You,” she hissed, flecks of spit hitting my face. “I’ve heard you yammering around this past month. Making a game out of Rosie’s name. Did you ever think – But who cares? Just a stupid kid. That’s what I told myself, anyway.” She gave me a shake. “But now you break into my cellar! Stealing things!” She wrenched the painted horse from my weak fingers. “I’ll talk to your father about this. I’ll drag you all the way to the damn Perkins. Tell him his daughter’s a thief and a liar and housebreaker! Girl! What’s your name?”  
 
    “Piper,” I sobbed. 
 
    She let me go. I fell to the kitchen floor. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 17 
 
      
 
    Mrs. Schroeder stared down at me. “Piper,” she said flatly. “You’re Piper.” 
 
    It wasn’t a question, but I nodded fervently. “Yes – yes – P-piper Ignacia Probst – we live upstairs – ” 
 
    “Rosie’s friend Piper,” she interrupted, as if she wasn’t listening to me. “So you do exist.” 
 
    And then she grabbed me again, pulling me back to my feet, and propelled me into the dining room. “This room,” she said, and I could feel her fingers trembling on my shoulder. “Tell me what it looked like when Rosie lived here.” 
 
    “It – it – ” For a moment all I could see was the room as it looked at that moment: a quilt spread out all over the table, an old sewing machine in the corner, piles of fabric filling the china cabinet…  
 
    Ah, the china cabinet. “The china cabinet was in just the same place,” I said, pointing, my voice squeaky. “But – but – it wasn’t full of fabric then. There was a pink china tea set with the gold rims, and – and – an ostrich egg; and at Christmas that was all taken out, and each shelf had a different manger scene…” 
 
    “That’s enough,” said Mrs. Schroeder. She let go of my shoulders and sat heavily in a chair, and for a long moment she just stared at me like I was a ghost. Then she blinked and shook her head and said, “You can sit down, Piper. Piper.” She said my name as if it were something strange and rare. “Back then, I never thought… But she’s been right. Twix bars. The fall of Communism. Got the year wrong, but close enough.” I winced. “She knew about iPods. My God. Her friend from the future.”  
 
    I understood, then. “You’re – are you Millie?” 
 
    “No one has called me that since…” She shook her head, remembering. “I started going by my middle name in college.” 
 
    She stared at me so intently that I felt rather shy. Then suddenly she stood up. “My son’s family is coming tonight,” she said. “And I’m not nearly ready. Come into the kitchen and help.” 
 
    The spread reminded me of the Christmas party in Rosie’s time. A great big gingerbread cake and a whole platter of sugar cookies, not yet frosted, almost covered the solid wooden kitchen table.  
 
    “Sit,” she directed. “Help me ice the cookies.”  
 
    She didn’t sit with me, though, but clattered a saucepan on the stove and started heating milk. “Hope you like hot chocolate,” she said.  
 
    “Yes, thank you,” I said. I ought to say something else, I felt, but I couldn’t think what, so I picked up an angel-shaped cookie and tried to smear white frosting on it. My fingers were still shaking.  
 
    The whole situation felt so strange, and suddenly that struck me as funny. After time travel and flying and pictures that moved when you looked at them, this was the thing that seemed strange to me?  
 
    Mrs. Schroeder placed a mug of hot chocolate in front of me. “Drink.”   
 
    I took a sip, then tilted it more for a long gulp. It was thick and rich and delicious, as if it were melted chocolate and nothing else. “Thank you,” I said. 
 
    She was staring at me again. “Piper,” she said. “Piper the guardian angel. Piper the prophetess. With a milk mustache.” 
 
    I wiped my milk mustache with the back of my hand. 
 
    “Don’t do that.” She leaned back and grabbed a paper towel. “Here. Be civilized.” She lapsed into silence again, staring out the window. The dark sky made the window a blurry mirror: Mrs. Schroeder with her wire-rim glasses and thoughtful lines on her brow, me with my wavy dark hair and big dark eyes.  
 
    Our eyes met in the window. Mrs. Schroeder looked down. “Do you think there will be a snow day on Monday?” I asked. 
 
    She snorted. “In Wisconsin? Don’t bet on it. Then again.” She looked at me. “Piper the prophetess.”  
 
    “I’m not a prophetess. I only told Rosie things that had already happened. I mean, happened for me.” 
 
    “She always believed in everything, Rosie did. I didn’t. Laughed at it all.” Mrs. Schroeder sighed. “You can’t do it over again. She didn’t tell me much by the time she was eleven.” She looked at me thoughtfully. “She always said you were eleven.” 
 
    Suddenly I felt cold and clammy all over.  
 
    The doorbell rang. “Drat it all! They’re early. Grab the cake,” she told me, and hefted the tray of sugar cookies. I grabbed the cake and followed her into the living room.  
 
    But I stopped stock-still in the door. It wasn’t that the living room looked different. I’d known that it would. But how it was the same –  
 
    The grandfather clock still stood by the fireplace. But its face had been smashed: it crumbled in on itself, the numbers distorted, and the stubs of the two clock hands stuck out at odd angles.  
 
    “The clock,” I said, and couldn’t say anything else.  
 
    “It’s been busted for years. Too big to get out of the house, though.” She moved her hand, almost as if warding it off. “And I couldn’t bear to get rid of it. Rosie broke it. The night she disappeared…” 
 
    And I realized, then, that Mrs. Schroeder talked about Rosie in the past tense. “What happened?” 
 
    “My parents died when I was seventeen,” she said. “A car crash. Hit by a semi.” 
 
    The words hit me like a punch in the stomach. Mom had been hit by a semi, too, on her early morning bike ride. 
 
    Mrs. Schroeder was still talking. “I was going to college that fall. I told Rosie, ‘I’m too young to care for you. You’ll go stay with Uncle Henry and Aunt Gladys. No more of this Piper nonsense…’” 
 
    Her voice trailed off. “She ran out of the dining room. I heard a crash – the clock… I thought it was a temper tantrum. Didn’t chase her… They never found her. Dredged the pond to look. I could never bear to sell the house.” 
 
    The doorbell rang again, insistently. She set her tray of sugar cookies on the coffee table and moved mechanically to answer the door. 
 
    I set the cake down on the coffee table, next to a bowl of… 
 
    Popcorn balls. 
 
    I picked one up.  
 
    And suddenly the room was dark. No fire in the fireplace, no twinkling Christmas tree: no light except the moonlight, cut into pieces by the tangled wavering shadows of the branches of Rosie’s fairy oak. The warm air smelled heavy with approaching rain.  
 
    The grandfather clock tick, tick, tocked. 
 
    “I won’t do it!” Rosie yelled. She was in another room, but her voice cut through the house. “I won’t do it, I won’t go, and you can’t make me!” she shouted. 
 
    Rosie burst into the room, her dress a flash of white against the darkness. Her earrings glittered in the moonlight, and something flashed as she hurled it at the clock.  
 
    There was a great terrible crash. And then everything went dark.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 18 
 
      
 
    I stood in the darkness, the popcorn ball clutched in my hand, and listened to the rattling sound of cogs and springs tumbling to the bottom of the clock. The clock gave one last chime and then stopped. 
 
    My eyes had begun to adjust. It wasn’t really that dark, just dusky, but the dusky light seemed fuzzy almost, like the way the world sometimes seems fuzzy right after you’ve woken up, until you blink the sleep out of your eyes.  
 
    But blinking didn’t help. I began to shiver, just as I had in the dark cellar. “Rosie!” I called.  
 
    But my voice sounded very small and muffled in the fuzzy dimness. I wrapped my arms around myself. “Rosie!” I shouted again, and then pressed a hand over my mouth, as if my call might have roused something else – something not-Rosie.  
 
    My legs trembled. I thought I might collapse. But then my eyes caught on the light switch across the room, and I propelled myself over to it, and my legs regained strength as they moved. At least if something came to get me, I could run away. 
 
    I reached to turn on the light switch, and discovered that I still had the popcorn ball in my hand, so I put it in my jacket pocket. Then I flicked the switch. 
 
    The lights did not come on.  
 
    But now that I was moving, the feeling that something might be lurking had faded. The house was silent and empty, and it felt as if it had been that way for years, for centuries: as if the house were a geode that hadn’t been cracked open for millennia since it was formed.  
 
    “Rosie!” I called again, and my voice sounded stronger this time, too. But there was still no answer. 
 
    I walked around the first floor. It was the same house, the one that both Rosie and I lived in: the same layout, the same walls. But it had no furniture, no carpet, no wallpaper or paint. The staircase to the second floor seemed to lead only into darkness, and I did not dare to touch the thick muffling curtains over the windows.  
 
    The floors should have creaked, but my footsteps made no sound. The house was perfectly still: no traffic noise, no animal sounds, no rain or wind. It didn’t even have normal house-noises: creaking floors, humming refrigerators. Ticking clocks. 
 
    I was shivering all over by the time I completed the circuit of the first floor, and fetched up again in front of the broken grandfather clock.   
 
    The clock that controlled time travel. If I pushed the hands, and made it sound, I could go back home, and for a long moment I stood in front of it, because I wanted to go back to the world of light and sound so much.  
 
    “Rosie!” I shouted. Still no answer. I tore around the house again, and this time I got enough velocity to fling myself up the staircase toward the darkness of the second floor.  
 
    But once I had climbed the stairs, the second floor looked just the same as the first: gray and soft and misty, all empty blank rooms.    
 
    I walked into my room – Rosie’s room, back in the olden days. I knelt on the window seat and thrust the curtains open, looking for her fairy oak, but it was gone. Not just the tree, but the whole backyard, was just a thick, soft darkness. 
 
    I dragged the curtains shut again. A wisp of shadow curled through the gap between the curtains. 
 
    I gave a thin little sound that would have been a shriek if I had enough breath for it, then darted out of the room and slammed the door behind me. The slammed door made no sound at all.  
 
    “Rosie!” I shouted, and hurtled pell-mell down the stairs, although again my feet made no sound. “Rosie! Rosie! Rosie!”  
 
    And finally, finally she answered, although her voice was distant and soft and surprised. “Piper?” 
 
    I crashed against the front door and leaned against it, my chest heaving, nearly sobbing for breath.  
 
    Because of course, of course her voice came from the place that I had seen her last. Rosie was in the cellar. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I leaned against the door for some time, catching my breath. When I made to move away, I felt a little tug at my ankle, and I looked down to see that a tendril of darkness had slipped in under the door, and twined interrogatively around my shin.  
 
    I jerked my leg free. It was not hard to disentangle myself, but afterward I was sweaty all over, and my legs felt very odd as I moved away – as if I were not walking at all, but floating, the way that we had on Halloween.  
 
    But that time I had been myself, jumping through a world that had become a moon bounce. This time, the house was solid and I was only a feather, or a swirl of smoke, floating through it. 
 
    The shadows had begun to pool under the windows.  
 
    When I got to the kitchen, the cellar door was open. I could not recall if it had been open before, but I thought I would remember, because it was a sharp black rectangle of darkness in the fuzzy gray of the house.   
 
    “Ring around the – ” My voice cracked. I tried to swallow, but there seemed to be no moisture in my mouth. I crossed the kitchen and tried the taps. 
 
    No water, of course.  
 
    I licked my lips and swallowed again, and tried once again to sing. “Ring around the Rosie,” I said, my voice quavering as I crossed the floor back to the blackness of the cellar doorway. “Pockets full of p-posies. Ashes, ashes, we all fall – ” 
 
    I missed the first step on the stairs. I slipped down with a scream, and grabbed the railing to catch myself, and clung to it as if I might drown if I let go.   
 
    “Piper?” Rosie said. 
 
    Her voice was clear and strong. I managed to lift my head, and saw her standing at the bottom of the cellar steps, looking up at me, with the light of the single bare bulb glinting off her little gold earrings.  
 
    There was light down here, and color, and the staircase creaked as she put her foot on it. Her long dark shadow stretched out before her as she came up to me. I shrank away from the shadow’s touch, and gave a little scream when Rosie reached out to me – but her hand on my arm was just a hand, soft and rather cool.  
 
    “Piper!” she said. “I’m so glad that you’re here. Come on, we’re having a tea party.” 
 
    “We?” I squeaked, with a jumbled vision of teddy bears and shadow guests. 
 
    “Yes! You and me. We never did have tea the first time, you know, because you left me in the cellar.”  
 
    “I didn’t mean to,” I protested. My hands at last released their death grip on the rail. 
 
    “No, of course you didn’t,” Rosie agreed, and caught my hand. She grimaced. “Your hand is sticky!” 
 
    “That’s from the popcorn ball…” And with my other hand, I felt its reassuring bulge, still in my pocket.  
 
    Rosie tightened her grip on my hand and tugged me down the stairs. “I’ve been waiting ages for you,” she said. “Come on!”  
 
    The cellar was mostly in darkness, except for a long oval table lit with a honeyed glow. The table was set with the pink-flowered teapot and matching gilt-rimmed teacups, and the silver sugar bowl and creamer with handles like Chinese dragons.   
 
    “Cream or sugar?” Rosie asked. 
 
    “I don’t know. I’ve never had tea before.” 
 
    “Sugar, then,” Rosie said decidedly. “Oh, you ought to have a hat, just so I could take it… I’ll get you one!”  
 
    She reached back into the darkness that crowded around the table. But the darkness receded in front of her hands, so I could see the dim spiky outline of a hat stand. The light brightened almost like a spotlight as she removed a straw hat with a trailing red satin ribbon. “There,” she said, and put it on my head. “May I take your hat?”  
 
    And so I gave it back to her, and she put it back on the hat stand. Then she sat down, and the spotlight faded till I couldn’t see the hat stand at all anymore; and then Rosie said, “Do sit down.”  
 
    I pulled my chair out just barely far enough so I could slide into the seat, but even so, the little lion feet on the back legs disappeared into the shadow. I sat up very straight and tall, perfect posture, as if I were having tea with the queen of England. But even so, I seemed to feel the shadows licking at my back.  
 
    Except they weren’t cold, or hot, or heavy, or anything, really. They were just nothingness.  
 
    And they pressed so close around the table that I couldn’t see the staircase anymore. 
 
    Rosie leaned across the table to snag my teacup. She added two cubes of sugar to both teacups, hers and mine. “You haven’t been eating the food down here, have you?” I asked. “No pomegranate seeds, or anything?”               
 
    Rosie flashed me a smile. “No,” she said. “Like I said, I was waiting for you.”  
 
    “Well, I don’t think we should eat anything,” I said. “We’ve got to get out of here.” 
 
    “Why?” Rosie asked. She picked up the big teapot carefully and poured the tea. Only it wasn’t tea at all, but a cloud of dark shadow that swirled like smoke in the gilt-rimmed teacup.  
 
    “Just look at that!” I said. 
 
    Rosie looked. “So?”  
 
    “That’s not tea! It’s just shadows! Can’t you see that?” What if she couldn’t? What if she thought this was all perfectly fine? “Rosie, look at this place! You know this isn’t normal, right? 
 
    “When did we ever like things to be normal?” Rosie demanded.  
 
    That caught me up. “Well…” 
 
    “And I don’t ever have to grow up down here,” Rosie added. “You know I was always afraid I would go and get too grown up for you. Like the Pevensies. I always hated how the Pevensies lost Narnia when they get older. I always hated that. I swore I would never grow up, except up there…” she jerked her chin toward the ceiling to indicate the sunlit world, “there’s nothing you can do to stop it. If I go back, I’m going to turn fourteen, and then fifteen, and sixteen, and it will just keep going… and I say I won’t become boring, but it creeps up…” 
 
    And all the time she spoke, she was pouring and pouring. The shadows filled the cup to the brim, and spilled over, only instead of dripping into the saucer, they began to wick their way up her arm.  
 
    “Rosie! Stop pouring!” I cried, and Rosie set the teapot aside and passed the cup to me, as if it were full of perfectly normal tea. “Rosie,” I said. “I think there’s good not-normal and also bad not-normal, and this is definitely the bad kind, and… The very first time we met, I promised to protect you. Don’t you remember?”  
 
    “Yes, but you haven’t, have you?  
 
    “Rosie!” I cried. 
 
    “I don’t mean that in a bad way,” Rosie added quickly. “It’s just not a promise anyone could keep, is it? You just didn’t know that then. You’re only eleven.” 
 
    “No,” I said. “I’m twelve now.”   
 
    Rosie’s face lost all its color – not in the sense of a normal face turning pale, but really turning gray for a moment, as gray as the rest of the house. The table abruptly went dim. 
 
    “Rosie!” I shouted. 
 
    The color came back in her face, and her little gold earrings winked in the light, although the table remained as dim as if it were lit by a single candle.  
 
    “Well, so what?” Rosie said. “Just because I never saw you when you were twelve before – maybe that just means that from now on, you’re going to visit me down here.” 
 
    I didn’t reply. I was afraid she might gray out again, or maybe the lights would go utterly dark, if I told her that I couldn’t. 
 
    “You see, I can’t go back,” Rosie told me. “Mom and Dad are – ” She sucked in her breath, and held it for a long time, as if she were trying to stop a case of hiccups; and she was very red by the time she let it out. “They’re dead,” she said, “and Millie’s going to college, and I’m going to have to stay with Uncle Henry and Aunt Gladys, who are horrid. So I don’t want to go back. I’ll be happier here.” 
 
    “Then come forward with me,” I said. “To 2013. Your sister would be so glad to see you.” 
 
    “I’ll still have to grow up in 2013.”  
 
    “Do you really think growing up is going to be more boring than just stopping? And anyway – anyway, Rosie,” I said, and now I drew in my breath and held it a few seconds myself. But even so, there was a catch in my voice when I spoke. “If you don’t come – this will be the last time I see you. I can’t visit you down here.”   
 
    The light flickered, like a candle flame in a draft. But Rosie didn’t gray out. “We’ll still have lots of fun,” she coaxed. “We’re having a tea party right now, aren’t we?”  
 
    She filled her own teacup up with shadows. My fingers clenched on the edge of the table as I prepared myself to knock the cup out of her hands, but she didn’t try to drink it, just looked down into the dark roiling mist.  
 
    “And we could go exploring,” she suggested. “The shadows must go a long ways back, I think. Won’t that be fun?” But she didn’t sound quite certain. “Don’t you want to visit me?”   
 
    “It’s not that,” I said. “I’d want to visit you anywhere – if only I can. But I can’t go back and forth visiting the underworld, Rosie. Because if I could, I would have been doing it all this year. To see my mom,” I said, and my eyes filled with tears, “just one more time…”  
 
    “Oh,” said Rosie, and her eyes filled with tears too. “I’m the most horrible friend. All this time – I’ve known you ten years – and I’ve never even asked…” 
 
    “No! I didn’t want to talk about it with you. We had an entirely separate world, you and me, where I never had to think about that,” I said, and I began to cry. “And I guess that’s what you’ve made this place,” I said, “I can see why you want to stay here,” my words were breaking up in tears, “only please don’t,” I gasped, “please come with me.”  
 
    Rosie was crying too. We both sat at the table and cried until our teacups were full of clear salty tears, and the salt had crusted on the gilt rims, and the shadows had receded so far that I could see the stairs again. 
 
    Rosie wiped her eyes. She came around the table and took my hands. 
 
    “All right,” said Rosie. “Take me home.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    We attempted to set the clock to strike. “Midnight,” Rosie said. “The witching hour.” 
 
    “How do we know it’s not noon?”  
 
    “It’s midnight here if I say it’s midnight,” Rosie said.  
 
    But the broken clock would not strike, even when Rosie moved the hands into position. It just stood, and seemed to droop and sigh, and sink deeper into the shadows, which had seeped up to our ankles.  
 
    “Well then,” I said. “We’ll have to use the popcorn ball.” 
 
    “The popcorn ball!” 
 
    “The first time I visited you,” I said, “I slipped through time when I chased it through the backyard. And it was on Dad’s baseball stand, and Angela and I saw it on the sidewalk out by the Marathon…” I bit my lip. “We’d better go through the front door.” 
 
    “Out there?” Rosie said incredulously. “Into the shadows?” 
 
    I nodded.  
 
    “They’ll eat us.” 
 
    “No they won’t,” I said. “I’ll protect… We’ll protect each other.”  
 
    Rosie sighed. Then she took my hand. “Let’s go.”    
 
    The shadows pressed against the window in the door. They slipped in above the threshold and twined playfully around our feet, like seaweed on the beach.  
 
    “We’ll open the door,” I said, “and I’ll roll the popcorn ball along the ground. And we’ll chase it, just like I did the first time I visited you.”  
 
    Rosie nodded. “All right,” she said.  
 
    I was afraid that the shadows would gush in like water and knock us off our feet when I opened the door. But they oozed in, slow and tentative, sliding not across the floor but up the walls.  
 
    “Go!” Rosie told me, and I tossed the popcorn ball out the door. “Tallyho!” Rosie shouted, and tugged my hand, and we ran together into the darkness.  
 
    The world blurred again, but not into a fog: into a jumble of light and color and sound, flashes of summer heat and winter cold, cars humming and geese honking and the blaring music of a marching band, and the smell of hot tar and fresh snow. We almost caught the popcorn ball at the gate, but I kicked it accidentally, and it skittered down the sidewalk, briefly out of sight.  
 
    But we ran after it, and soon I saw it again, and scooped it up, clutching it to my chest. A rose quartz pebble had stuck to the caramel.  
 
    And suddenly the world was solid again, starry sky and hilly land, covered in snow that sparkled in the streetlamps. The hills were the same: the way they’d always been and always would be. At least till erosion wore them away. 
 
    I shivered. A fresh snow had fallen, and it glittered in the reflected red glow of the Marathon sign.  
 
    Gas: $3.25. No fins on the cars at the gas station. A young man leaned against his pick-up truck as he gassed up, punching a text into a sleek iPhone.  
 
    “2013,” said Rosie. She shivered, a great big whole-body shiver that was only a little bit about how cold it was outside – although it was terribly cold, so cold my cheeks stung like I’d been slapped.  
 
    I put the popcorn ball back in my jacket pocket carefully. “Let’s get inside.” 
 
    We hurried up to the porch, slipping on the icy path. I hammered on the door. “It feels weird knocking on my own door,” Rosie said. Then she gave a funny laugh. “I guess it’s not really my door anymore.”  
 
    The door opened. Mrs. Schroeder looked at us for a minute.  Then she staggered back and grabbed the banister of a flight of stairs that no longer led anywhere. “Rosie,” she said.  
 
    “Millie?” Rosie said, and for once she sounded uncertain. Mrs. Schroeder must have looked so different now, fifty years since Rosie last saw her.  
 
    “Yes, it’s me.” Tears sparkled in Mrs. Schroeder’s eyes. “Did Piper bring you to visit?”   
 
    “To stay,” Rosie said. “If you’re old enough to look after me now?” 
 
    Mrs. Schroeder started to laugh, even though she was crying too. She reached out to touch Rosie’s face. “Of course you can stay. Oh, Rosie, you’ve missed so much. It’s going to be such a change for you.”    
 
    “That’s all right. I wanted a change,” Rosie said, and Mrs. Schroeder laughed and cried and gathered Rosie into her arms.  
 
    “Oh, Piper,” Mrs. Schroeder said. “Thank you for bringing her home.”    
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter 19 
 
      
 
    There was one last thing I had to do.  
 
    When I got back to my apartment, I went straight to Dad’s room. I took the baseball off its stand, and put the popcorn ball in its place. Dad had caught the baseball on his and Mom’s first date, to a Cubs game. They hadn’t gotten it signed by any players, but they had written their own names: Richard, in Dad’s chunky hand, and Agustina, in my mother’s loose loopy handwriting.  
 
    I didn’t think I spent very long sitting there, but I must have gotten lost in thought, because I didn’t notice when Dad and Angela arrived home until I heard a voice in the doorway. “Piper?” 
 
    “Dad!” I cast a guilty look at the baseball stand. The popcorn ball was gone. “I…” I didn’t know what to say.                
 
    But Dad didn’t shout at me. He sat next to me and took the baseball gently out of my hands. “You know I wouldn’t have caught this without Agustina,” he said. “It was raining that day, but she insisted we should go to the game anyway. She loved… She loved baseball.” 
 
    “Or she was afraid you’d never have the guts to ask her out on another date,” I said, and grinned at him. But Dad just kept looking at the baseball, the corners of his mouth dragging down a bit.  
 
    The popcorn ball was back. I snagged it off the stand and tucked it back in my jacket.  
 
    “Piper!” Angela called. 
 
    Dad roused himself. “You’d better come to the kitchen.” 
 
    Angela and her friends had baked me a cake, after all: three layers of chocolate, with twelve burning candles bright in the dark kitchen. I shrieked and clasped my hands, and Angela began to sing: “Happy birthday to you…” 
 
    Dad’s deeper voice joined in.  
 
    I covered my face with my hands, peering through my fingers to admire the cake. Beneath the blazing candles, I could see a smiley-face made of M&Ms pressed into the icing.  
 
    Blue M&Ms! Rosie would be so pleased… 
 
    “Make a wish, Piper!” Angela commanded. 
 
    I hesitated. Then I blew out the candles as hard as I could. 
 
    I wish Rosie will be as happy here as I am right now.  
 
    Before I got into bed, I opened the window and tossed the popcorn ball into the backyard. It landed on the snow just a few yards from the back stoop, and when I blinked, it disappeared.  
 
    I didn’t think I would be able to sleep that night. But I fell asleep so fast that I don’t even remember getting into bed.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    A soft thump woke me up after midnight. I sat up in bed, heart thudding. The gray shadowy room looked almost like the spectral house.  
 
    But this was the real house, with real streetlamps outside, and Angela in the other bed still asleep. I started to lie down again. 
 
    Another thump: something had hit the window. I crawled to the end of my bed, craning to see out the window so I wouldn’t have to put my feet on the cold floor.  
 
    Rosie stood in the backyard below, shaping another snowball to throw up at me. I shoved open the window sash. “Rosie!” I shouted.  
 
    “Piper,” groaned Angela, and rolled over with her pillow over her head.  
 
    “We should make a tin can telephone,” Rosie called back.  
 
    “Rosie?” said Angela, sitting bolt upright. She rolled out of bed and hopped over the window to stare out. Rosie waved at her. Angela’s jaw hung open. “Oh my God,” she said.  
 
    “My room’s almost directly below yours, you know. I mean, the room Millie says will be mine from now on…” Rosie’s voice faded on the last part, then strengthened as she said, “So it’s perfect for a tin can telephone. I’ve always wanted – ” 
 
    Angela was incredulous. “You woke us up to talk about tin can telephones?” 
 
    “No!” Rosie said. “Come down, you have to see this!”  
 
    I pushed Angela aside, leaning out the window. “What?” 
 
    “Come see! You too, Angela.”  
 
    I felt a little pang. It had always just been Rosie and me, before.  
 
    Angela shut the window hard. “It’s after midnight,” she told me. “I’m going to bed.”   
 
    So it would be just Rosie and me. I should have felt relieved, but suddenly I didn’t anymore: I wanted to share. “No, you have to come too,” I said, and when she opened her mouth to protest, I added, “It’s my birthday. And you’ve been asking to meet Rosie!” 
 
    “Technically it’s December 8th now,” Angela said. 
 
    “No one cares about technicalities,” I told her, and scurried out of the room.  
 
    I didn’t tie my boots or button my coat before I catapulted down the stairs. I had to talk to Rosie before Angela came down, to ask how Rosie felt about 2013, now that she was here permanently.  
 
    Rosie waited in the backyard, jumping up and down against the cold. Her feet swam in too-large boots. They must have been Mrs. Schroeder’s. “Angela’s coming,” I told her. “What are you doing outside, anyway?”  
 
    “I couldn’t sleep,” said Rosie. “It’s just… 2013.” She shivered, and suddenly she looked very small in her coat, even though she was three inches taller than me.  
 
    “It will be an adventure?” I suggested.  
 
    “Yeah.” She rubbed her nose. “Yeah! And Millie’s much nicer – she’s gotten much nicer over the last fifty… fifty years.” Her eyes widened again. “Fifty years! Millie thinks I should be in your class at school. To help me acclimate.” 
 
    “That’s great!” I cried, and gave Rosie a hug.  
 
    “I ought to be going into seventh grade,” Rosie said. But then she made one of her funny faces. “But I guess when you’re sixty-three, you shouldn’t complain about having to take sixth grade over again. And hey! I can finally read all your books without warping the space-time continuum!”  
 
    The ice crackling under Angela’s boots interrupted our conversation. “What’s all this about?” she asked.  
 
    “Shh,” said Rosie. “Come on. They’re welcoming me.” 
 
    “They – ?” 
 
    “Shhh.” We followed her down the slope toward the tangle of rosebushes on the backyard fence, carefully following a single line of footsteps across the new snow. She led us through a gap in the fence, and stopped at the edge of the trees. “There,” she said, barely whispering. “There. Do you see?”  
 
    At first I only saw the ice. The power lines slumped under the weight of it; tree branches bent down to the ground. Pine needles clumped together in long icicles, and ice cloaked wrinkled old berries so they glittered like rubies. 
 
    Angela gave a little gasp. “It’s an ice storm,” she said.  
 
    “Look closer,” Rosie whispered.  
 
    And then I saw it: flitting among the ruby-like berries, its dragonfly wings fluttering fast as a hummingbird’s. I reached out to tug Angela’s hand, but she had both hands pressed over her mouth, as if she was afraid her breath might melt the icy wings. “Oh,” she whispered.  
 
    “Fairies,” said Rosie. She smiled at me. “Just like I promised you.” 
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