
One

I frowned. Going to another one of Drew Andrew’s monstrous theme parks was not my idea of
fun. To my kid sister, though, it was like a dream come true.

In all honesty, I suspected our mom’s idea to send us to the park for the day was really about the
work she had to do instead of a special “treat” (as she called it) for us. She worked as a lawyer
for some stuffy, boring law firm in Denver. She wanted me to work there as a clerk when I turned
sixteen, but I’d rather have every one of my fillings replaced – twice.

“I’ll give you guys some money for rides and food. Okay?” My mother reached into her purse
and pulled out some crumbled bills.

I took it in my hand and scoffed. “What are we, on a budget?”

My little sister, Evie, ripped the money away from me and brandished it proudly. “This will be
enough to buy millions of tickets!”

Mom nodded. “See? Millions of tickets! Whoo!” She pushed us out the door. “And don’t come
back for a few hours. I have some calls. Bye!”

I knew it, I thought darkly. That’s why I will never work. Who’d want to sit inside all day making
phone calls and reading papers?

Then again, who’d want to be standing in line at an over-rated theme park, I thought when Evie
and I reached Howdy Pardner, Drew Andrew’s latest theme park. It must be his fourth
monstrosity in the Denver area, each one cheesier than the last. I knew this for a fact – Evie and I
have been to every single one.

The attendant in a too large cowboy hat made us pay an entry fee that nearly ate up all our
money. Typical Drew Andrew, I thought. All his parks were rip-offs. Too much money for not
enough fun.

As expected, the park was jammed with people and kiosks selling everything from horse shaped
balloons to overpriced “cowboy” snack mix that tasted like cardboard. The lines for the rides
twisted around so many times that it made me dizzy trying to find the end.

“I want to go on all of the rides!” Evie demanded, then immediately pointed to the ride with the
biggest, most twisted line. “This one first!”



I groaned as a family of four plowed into me. The kid left a smear of icy pop on my favorite shirt
– the only shirt that went with those jeans.

It was going to be a long day.

After a few hours of waiting, we were next in line. That’s when Evie told me she had to go to the
bathroom.

“Can’t you hold it?” I begged. If we left the line, we would have to start all over again at the end.
I couldn’t take any more standing.

Evie stared at me for a second before screaming, “I have to go to the bathroom!”

I shushed her, and we left the line, in search of a bathroom. There was a disgusting port-o-let –
so very Drew Andrew to not care about our hygiene – at the back of the park, near the delivery
trucks.

Evie ran in and slammed the door. I paced outside, waiting. It was then that I noticed an odd red
glowing light coming from behind a parked truck.

I took a step closer, trying to get a better look. Evie emerged from the port-o-let and walked over
to me.

She noticed it too. “What’s behind there?”

I shrugged my answer and went to investigate. She followed, clinging to my hand. As we
rounded the corner of the truck, we saw the source of the glow: a big swirling hole. It was the
size of a bathtub, but instead of being nice and full of bubbles, it was blood red and foreboding.

What happened next was incredible. We walked closer, still holding hands. Suddenly, the hole
sucked us up, engulfing us in red swirls. It felt as if minutes passed while we were just falling –
never seeming to touch the ground. In fact, the only reason I knew we landed was because of the
sudden jolt of pain as my body hit the ground. Evie landed seconds after me, hitting the ground
with a thump and a whimper.

It took my eyes a while to adjust to the bright daylight, even after I sat up.

“What happened to the theme park?” Evie asked, upset. “Where are we?”



“I don’t know,” I replied slowly, looking around. It looked like Colorado, but where were all the
buildings? The rides? The people? All I saw was dirt and grass, with some mountains in the
background. “Where are we?”

We heard a voice behind us. “Why, you’re in Rosebud, Colorado.”

I turned around quickly. There were two boys, around my age, looking back at me. Both were
dressed funny – like cowboys. I wondered if they worked for the theme park’s theater. I
remembered seeing a sign out front advertising a play.

I shook my head to clear it. “Rosebud? Is that the name of the theater? How do we get back to
the main park? Can we take an Uber? Wait. Can we get Starbucks first?”

The two boys exchanged confused glances before one of them turned back to me. “Star…bucks?
Is that some kind of deer?”

“Deer?” I frowned. “Is that dark roast?”

The shorter of the two boys returned my look. “Roast? Sorry, miss. But we ain’t roastin’
anything now. We’re on our way into town.”

I sighed. “You don’t have to keep up your role. We know that we aren’t in the real wild west.”

“Real wild west?”

Evie stamped a foot. “I want to go back to Howdy Pardner Park!”

The taller one held up his hand to calm my sister. “Okay. What are you talking about? There ain’t
no park here.” He spread his hands wide. “Just God’s gift to us – open land.”

I stared at them long and hard, but they didn’t look like they were lying. Then an idea came to
me – a very, scary idea. Scarier than Drew Andrew’s attempt at a Halloween theme park, Thrills
n’ Chills. “So, if this isn’t the park, and we are in… Rosebud… what year is it?”

“1893,” the shorter boy said matter-of-factly.

“Wrong! The pamphlet for the theme park said that it’s 1864!” Evie exclaimed. “You two are the
worst actors!”



“Then maybe they aren’t acting,” I muttered. I tried to remember what my physics teacher had
told the class last week – something about time travel. If only I hadn’t suffered a broken nail
during class and needed to execute an emergency manicure-saving procedure, maybe I would
have remembered.

Evie froze. “Huh?”

“Maybe it is 1893,” I blurted, as the fog started to clear in my brain. “Maybe that thing we fell
into was a wormhole.”

“Wormhole?” the short boy asked. “Pardon me for saying, but you both are too big to fall
through a wormhole.”

I stared at him. “Not a real worm hole…it’s a…uh…” I gave up and picked myself up off the
dirt. My jeans were covered in dust. Ugh. I hoped 1893 had a reliable laundromat.

“How are we going to get back to the park?” Eve whined.

I stared at her a moment, wondering how she could still be worried about the park when we had
more important wild-west-tumble-weed-cowboy-boot-kicking problems ahead. “We have to get
back to 2021 first,” I mumbled. “Maybe we can find another wormhole.” I looked over at the
boys, who, in turn, were staring at us in bewilderment. “How far away is the town?”

“A few miles walk.”

“Do you have a car?” I inquired.

“What’s a car?” the shorter boy questioned.

“Uh… something called an… automobile,” I said after a minute.

“What’s an automobile?” the tall one chimed in.

“A car,” I answered.

Evie groaned. “This is going nowhere! Let me handle this.” She walked up to the two boys. “A
car is a form of transportation commonly used since the twentieth century. It is a motor-powered
vehicle, using an engine to propel it forward. It has four wheels and can usually hold four people
comfortably.”



I blinked. “Uh… what she said…”

The short boy grinned at Evie. “And who might you be, little Miss?”

“I’m Evie,” she declared and then jerked a thumb over her shoulder at me. “And that is my big
sister Natalie.”

“Well, now, nice to meet you, Evie and big sister Natalie,” he replied. “My name is Dick and
that’s my brother Sam. You two seem like you’re lost, so we’ll take you into town. Maybe that’ll
help.”

As we fell into step with the boys down a long, dusty road, I highly doubted that.

Two

When we finally reached the miniscule town of Rosebud, my legs felt like pudding. It didn’t help
that Evie kept asking, “Are we there yet?”

“Here it is. Good ol’ Rosebud!” Dick exclaimed proudly.

I stopped and stared at the town. It was only one street, with little old-fashioned shops lining the
sides. Townsfolk were scattered about, busy with daily tasks.

I watched as one woman practically beat the front porch with a broom. Another man strode
quickly by, whistling as he carried two buckets of water. At the town well, a group of kids
laughed as they furiously worked the pump – up and down, up, and down.

Despite the awful manual labor, everyone looked strangely…happy.

“Reminds me of a cartoon,” I said flatly.

“Car…toon?” Sam repeated. “Does it relate to that four-wheeled thing your sister mentioned
earlier?”

“That’s different,” I replied.

“You people are odd,” Dick mumbled.

As we walked down the street, an old man plowed straight into me, knocking us both to the
ground.



Evie giggled. “He’s playing football!”

“Now who did I bump into this time…?” the doddering man uttered as he pulled himself up.

“This time?” I asked, standing up.

“That’s Mr. Charlie. He’s the owner of the saloon,” Dick explained.

“That’s right, I am!” Mr. Charlie shouted loudly. Suddenly, he jerked his face towards the sky
and whipped out a gun. “There goes another one! I’ll get it this time.” He started firing into the
air at nothing.

Evie and I pressed our hands over our ears and ducked instinctively. “What’s he shooting at?” I
asked the boys.

“Birds,” Dick replied calmly. Neither he nor his brother looked scared.

I scanned the sky above us. “What birds? There aren’t any birds around!”

Dick shrugged and Sam grinned. “That don’t mean he don’t try.”

“It doesn’t help that he can’t see out of his right eye and he’s going deaf,” Dick added. “But
don’t worry. He’s a great man.”

“That’s right, I am!” Mr. Charlie shouted, replacing his gun into his holster. “I’ll get you next
time, you feathered fiend!” He shook his fist at nothing.

Dick and Sam smiled, patted him on the back, and continued on their way. I shook my head and
pulled Evie after them, down the dirt road.

“This doesn’t look like any town by our house,” Evie whispered to me. “What are we doing
here?”

“I don’t know,” I replied quietly. “Maybe we can find that wormhole again and get back to 2021.
Keep looking.”

As we passed by shop after shop, I peered down alleyways, behind disgusting, smelly outhouses
and under every scraggly bush. But saw no portal – at least, nothing that looked like the smoky
red bathtub that we saw by the port-o-let.



What we did find, however, was many, many friendly people. Too friendly. Comic-book friendly.

My cheeks started to hurt from fake smiling. “I need a rest,” I groaned, collapsing on a large
rock. “Why is everything so hard?”

“Hard?” Dick frowned. “Rocks are always hard.”

I sighed. “I mean, trying to find the portal.”

“Portal? Is that like an outhouse? There’s one over there.” Sam pointed to a shabby building the
size of a closet that had dozens of flies buzzing around it.

I’d rather pee my pants than use that, I thought grimly. It made Drew Andrew’s port-o-let look
good. Luckily, I didn’t have to go. I shot Evie a glance, but she looked just as scared at the
thought.

Sam glanced up at the setting sun. “Well, it’s getting late.” He eyed us. “Are you’re parents
around?”

“No, they’re not here,” I sighed. “We need to get to 2021.”

“Never heard of it,” Dick replied, thinking. “Must be at least a day’s ride away.”

“Longer than that,” I retorted. Like over a hundred years away. I’d do the math if I had paid more
attention in math class.

“Well, it’s getting late. Not safe to travel when its dark,” Dick said. “Do you have a place to
stay?”

Evie and I glanced at each other. She looked as defeated as I felt. “No,” I admitted glumly.

“Then why don’t you stay with us?” Dick offered.

“You can sleep in the barn,” Sam added.

Dick shot him a hard look. “Or they could sleep in our room, and we could sleep in the barn.”

Sam shrugged. “Whichever they want.”



Evie eagerly nodded, while I wrinkled my nose in disgust. “In the barn? What do you think we
are? Animals? Why can’t we just stay in a five-star hotel?”

“Five-star hotel?” both boys muttered. “We never heard of that.”

There probably weren’t any five-star hotels in 1893, I realized. I tried to play it off. “Why, of
course! I was… just… joking!” I looked at the boys. “What about four-star? Or even three?”

“Three what?” Sam asked blankly.

I sighed, wishing we had passed a Hilton. “Fine. We’ll stay in your barn.”

“Follow us then,” Dick instructed.

We retraced our steps down the street and out of town. The scenery started to look barren, like
the field where we landed – until a sprawling farm appeared over a hill. What looked to be cattle
and horses dotted the fenced pastures, and a gravel walkway lined with flowers led up to a wood
house.

We walked up to the front gate. A man was there, trying to fix it.

“Hey, Pa!” Sam called.

Pa straightened up and turned around to face us. His grin widened when we saw us. “Well,
howdy there! To what do we owe the pleasure of the company of two fine young ladies?”

“These two girls are lost,” Sam blurted. “They say their names are Natalie and Eve.”

Evie frowned. “My name is Evie, not Eve. And we need to get back to 2021.”

Pa’s face scrunched up. “Hmm…2021? Now that’s an odd name for a town. Then again, we’ve
been getting a lot of visitors from strange towns, like that fella who showed up last week… Mr.
Andy.”

Dick sighed. “I hope he’s not giving you trouble again, Pa.”

“Nothing I can’t handle, son.” He tugged off his hat and gestured to us. “Now why don’t we all
go inside and get these two nice ladies something to drink?”



The men turned and looked at us expectantly. It took me a moment to realize they were waiting
for us to walk through the gate first. “Oh, sure,” I mumbled, giving my sister’s hand a tug.

We walked down the gravel path, glancing at the colorful blooms on both sides. “Pretty flowers,”
Evie commented.

Dick spoke up from behind. “Ma’s pride and joy. We take turns weeding and watering, so they
won’t wilt and die. She’d come back and haunt us from the grave if they did,” he added with a
sad smirk.

“Is your mom…” Evie began but I quickly pinched her hand. “Ow,” she howled.

Pa grinned down at us. “Not to worry, little miss. It’s no secret that my beloved wife has entered
our Lord’s Kingdom. He obviously needs her more than we do, though not a day goes by that I
don’t miss her. Seeing these flowers blooming so pretty reminds me of her. Makes me feel as if
she’s still here with us.”

We came to a stop at the small, wooden house with a wide front porch and stone chimney. It was
modest, but the care was obvious – the steps were swept clean, the wood glistened as if just
polished, and little flower boxes sat beneath every window.

Again, the men waited at the base of the steps for us to walk inside first. Didn’t chivalry end
around the same time as paper mail? I shook my head and pulled Evie up the stairs and into the
house.

It was quiet, dark, and smelled of charred wood – which probably came from the large hearth
that took up most of the back wall. It was so big that Evie and I could both fit inside, without
ducking.

The very thought of my sister and me inside the hearth, next to a big, sinister-looking cast iron
pot made me take an involuntary step backwards. Who knew what those savages ate in this
primitive time?

“We don’t have much, I’m afraid,” Pa said, waving to a crude wooden table and chairs in the
corner. “But what we have is yours, during your stay. I’m sorry to hear you girls are lost.
Hopefully, we can help find your folks.”

Evie looked from him to me. “Is he a police officer?”



Pa laughed. “No, miss. Our sheriff left sometime ago. That’s just how we do things here in
Rosebud. We welcome guests. Open our houses and help them.”

“As long as they don’t take our land,” Sam muttered, plopping down into a chair.

Pa’s arm shot out. He whacked Sam across the head. “Where are your manners, boy? You don’t
sit until the ladies do.”

Sam’s head jerked back into place. Swallowing a grunt, he muttered, “Sorry,” and got to his feet,
rubbing his temple.

I glanced at Evie and knew my eyes must have been as wide as hers. The worst punishment we
ever got was losing our devices.

We awkwardly sat down, allowing the men to take their seats.

I wondered what Sam meant by “As long as they don’t take our land.” Was this farm in trouble?

I needed to find out, since Evie and I were going to spend the night there. I asked, “Is your farm
in danger?”

Pa chuckled. “The ranch ain’t in no trouble.”

“Well, we don’t know yet,” Sam added darkly.

Pa’s smile slowly turned into a frown. “The ranch ain’t in no trouble, I don’t know what Sam’s
talkin’ about.”

“Pa, it ain’t no secret. The whole town is in the same tough spot as we are,” Dick spoke up. “We
might as well tell them.”

“Well?” I pressed, looking at Pa for an answer.

Pa sighed. “Mr. Andy – that new man in town – comes around every so often, threating us
farmers and townsfolk to give up our properties. At first, he offered money, but, after some of us
refused, he got ugly.”

“He said we better hand over the deeds while we still have our lives,” Sam added bitterly.



Dick nodded. “He says he has big plans for Rosebud – going to turn the entire town into
something profitable for himself.”

He sounded an 19th century version of Drew Andrew, I thought with a sniff. Taking up perfectly
good space with his massive, cheesy theme parks. Out loud, I said, “Men like that always seem to
ruin things.”

“Ain’t that right,” Pa agreed and fell silent.

The boys let the topic drop and got up to serve supper. Dick ladled stew from a big cast iron pot
into bowls that Sam brought to the table. Evie and I eyed the brown mush, but hunger won out,
and we dug in. It was surprisingly good, and the bread tasted dense and homemade – not at all
like the pre-sliced loafs of spongy white stuff that I typically preferred.

After dinner, the men started to clean up. I jumped when Sam shoved a dripping rag in my hand.
“Well? Wipe down the table,” he ordered, with a shake of his head as if I was crazy.

Crinkling my nose, I gingerly patted the soppy rag over the table. Sam sighed again and snatched
it from my hand.

“It’s not a dog, it’s a table. Don’t pet it. Wipe it.” He proceeded to scrub the surface furiously,
and then handed it back.

I nodded, dumbfounded. The only chore my mom asked me to do was to occasionally refill the
Keurig machine, and that usually ended with her grabbing the mop. I glanced over at Evie, who
was having fun with soap and bubbles in the wash tub. “When in 1893 Rosebud,” I muttered,
turning my attention back to the table.

After the kitchen was clean, the boys grabbed some blankets and led us out to the barn. “Are you
sure you girls don’t want to take our room in the house? We could sleep in the barn,” Dick said
for the umpteenth time as we walked outside.

“Are you kidding?” Evie practically shouted. “I’m not missing this chance to sleep in a barn for
anything!” She skipped down the path toward the big barn. “You have horses and cows and
chickens, even!”

Dick laughed. “Your sister certainly is looking forward to it.”

“She’s been acting like she was raised in a barn for eight years; she might as well do it,” I
retorted.



The barn was big and smelled like hay. For reason, I thought, glancing around at the straw that
littered the floor. “This is it? There’s not a back room, say, with beds and indoor plumping?”

The boys laughed as if I was joking. Which I wasn’t. The boys climbed up a ladder to the loft.
After a moment’s hesitation, I followed. Evie was already there.

“Isn’t this great, Nat?” She collapsed on a stack of hay. “Look! There’s even an owl in the
rafters!”

“Great,” I muttered, watching as the boys laid out our blankets. “He’ll probably poop in my
hair.”

Evie rolled her eyes at me.

“It’s a big deal!” I exclaimed, as the boys quietly made their exit.

“Yeah. Big… almost as big as falling though a wormhole.” Evie laid down on her blanket and
fell asleep quickly.

I stayed up, however, thinking. So much has happened in one day – over a hundred years. I
couldn’t believe it. I rolled over on my side, feeling the hard wooden floor. Boy, was that loft
uncomfortable. It dug me in the ribs.

Then I sat up with a jolt. It wasn’t the floor that was digging me in the ribs. I reached into my
pocket and pulled out my phone. How did I forget that?

The glow of the screen felt like a bear hug. My phone! My connection to the real world! But, as I
looked closer, I saw there were no bars. No 4G. No 3G even. No G at all. What was this – the
cave man times?

Still confused about why I didn’t have a signal, I finally fell into a restless sleep.

Three

Clack, Clack…

My eyes flew open. What was that? I sat up with a jerk, smacking my head on the rafter.

“Whoo! Whoo!” Big wings flapped frantically above, and feathers cascaded around me.



I shrieked and jumped up, careful to avoid the rafters. Evie still slept soundly next to me.
Downstairs, however, there was a glow. I peered over the edge and saw a lit lantern hanging,
illuminating Dick and Sam busy doing some sort of manual labor. They were repeatedly sticking
a large fork into the hay.

Dick glanced up. “I see you met Mr. Hoot.”

Of course, the owl’s got a name, I thought. These hillbillies always name pests. I picked a feather
off my lip and watched them work. “You guys eat hay?”

Sam frowned at me. “What? Why would we eat hay?”

“That’s what it looks like you’re doing, scooping it up with that big fork,” I said.

Sam held it up. “This? It’s a pitchfork. We’re pitching the hay.”

What’s the difference?

Just then, Evie sat up, yawning. “What time is it?”

“Four,” Dick replied.

I gaped. “We slept the whole day away?”

The boys stared at us again before laughing. “No! It’s four in the mornin’!”

That made my mouth drop even more. “Do you always get up at four in the morning?”

Dick looked at me like I was crazy. “Of course not!” He paused. “We overslept.”

That was too much for me to comprehend – especially that early in the morning – so I just
nodded.

When we went inside, Pa had breakfast waiting. He wasn’t exactly Bobby Flay – the meal
consisted of the bread from dinner and an old hunk cheese that I had to pinch my nose to eat.
Evie didn’t complain, however, and actually seemed to be relishing it.

After we finished eating, Pa looked us over. “Well, that’s some mighty interestin’ clothes y’all
have on. Awfully bright. And where’s the rest of your dress?” He squinted at Evie’s jean skirt.
“Did you get it caught in a thresher?”



I laughed but Pa wasn’t done yet. He eyed my skinny jeans. “And did you borrow your little
brother’s clothes?” He shook his head and snorted. “If you don’t mind me sayin’ so, both of you
look very inappropriate for a lady.”

I shifted uncomfortably. It took me over two hours to pair my jeans with that cute top yesterday
morning. I thought I nailed it. “Well, these are the only clothes we have,” I said with a shrug.

Pa thought about that for a minute. “Hmm… they don’t have to be. We have some of the boys’
mothers’ old clothes in the cellar. Dick,” he said, “why don’t you go down there and bring up a
trunk?”

Dick started to walk out when Sam said, “Why do they need Ma’s clothes? We can buy some.”

Pa scowled at him. “What do you know, boy? Rebecca the dressmaker just left town with her
husband yesterday.”

Sam pounded a fist. “Mr. Andy again!”

Pa cleared his throat. “Things are changing but that don’t mean we can’t keep up. For starters,
your ma’s clothes are down in the cellar and will fit the girls, with a few alterations.”

Sam muttered something under his breath and continued eating. Dick waved us outside, picking
up a lantern as he went.

I grabbed Evie’s hand and left, avoiding Sam’s glare. We caught up with Dick who was rounding
the side of the house – away from the barn. “You keep clothes outside?” I asked, falling into step
next to him.

He shot me a look like I was crazy. “No. We put old stuff in the cellar. Here it is.” He stopped
walking by a set of big doors, on the side of the house. He pulled one open and I saw a narrow
set of stairs, disappearing down into darkness, beneath the house.

“After you,” he said to me politely.

“No way,” Evie said, backing up. I tightened my grip on her hand, agreeing with her. “Uh, you
know the way,” I said to Dick. “We’ll follow.”

He sighed, again, like I was crazy, but headed down the stairs. Evie and I exchanged a nervous
look, and slowly followed.



It smelled like mold and got much cooler as we descended. I tried to block out images from
every scary movie that I’ve seen, which all seem to have a character slaughtered in a dark
basement.

Dick’s lantern lit the way towards an old, worn trunk. He popped it open.

I picked up one of the top dresses and held it up to myself. The skirt went all the way down to
my feet.

“Woah,” I mumbled. “How tall was your mom?”

Dick stared at me once again. “Tall? She was about your height.”

The only thing that flashed in my mind was: It was supposed to be this length?

I blinked. “Sure…” Looking back through the trunk, I found nothing shorter. Nothing! I took the
dress that I first looked at. “I’ll use this one.”

Evie found one and held it up to herself. “This one’s pretty…”

I didn’t see what she meant. It was a dusty brown, with a dirty white apron. The one I was
holding was slightly better, as it was a faded grey, though the apron was the same.

Dick nodded and closed the trunk. He set the lantern on top of it. “There’s a sewing basket over
there.” He pointed to a dark corner. “I’m goin’ back up. Come up once you look like ladies
again.”

He grinned and went back up.

I did not find his joke remotely funny. If it was a joke, which I was seriously hoping it was.
Apparently, they were not enlightened with the 21st century, where women could wear pants.

I walked over to the corner and picked up the sewing basket. The handle was covered in spider
webs.

I dropped it. “Spiders!”

I heard a door creak open. It was Dick. “I heard screaming; did anyone get hurt?”

Evie shook her head. “No. Nat just flipped over some dumb spiders.”



There was silence for a minute. “No spiders are smart.”

Evie groaned. “We know that.”

“Okay, then…” The door slammed closed.

Four

We were down there for what felt like two hours, but eventually Evie’s dress fit. I didn’t have to
do any work on mine, which was good. I poked my finger over five hundred times on Evie’s
dress. I couldn’t do any more sewing.

When we came up, I tripped on the last step, nearly dropping the lantern.

“Well, that was lucky,” Evie muttered.

I pulled myself up. “Yeah.”

Forcing the door open, we spilled out onto the grass. The sun hurt my eyes, and I had to squint to
make my way to the house.

We opened the door, only to find that no one was there.

“They’re probably in the barn,” I told Evie.

We walked towards the barn, where we saw Pa, Dick, and Sam sticking logs into the dirt.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“Workin’ on the fence,” Pa replied.

Evie smiled. “Can I help?”

Both Dick and Pa laughed. “No. You’re too little. You can help your sister with supper, though.”

“Yay!” Evie exclaimed.

I frowned. “But we just ate breakfast.”

“I know,” Pa said. “We’re running late. Get going.”



I stared at them. “What am I supposed to make?”

“Food,” Dick said.

Pa nodded. “We don’t care what it is, ‘s long as we can eat it. You can get the supplies from the
cellar. And use the pump for water.”

“Yeah, okay,” I said. I didn’t really know how to cook, but the boys didn’t seem to be picky.

Sam had been ignoring us the entire time, and now only looked up from the log. “We have to get
back to work. The rottin’ posts ain’t going to hold for long.”

Pa and Dick agreed, and they went back to sticking the log into the dirt as Evie and I were
walking away.

“What can I do first, Nat?” Evie needled.

I sighed. “Find me a takeout restaurant.”

“There aren’t takeout restaurants in 1893,” she stated matter-of-factly.

“A YouTube video on how to cook?”

“No internet.”

“So, I’m actually cooking with no instructions?” I gaped.

“That’s the idea,” she said.

We went into the house, where I was still marveling at cooking by myself.

Snapping back to my senses, I started opening cupboards in the kitchen. I found a big pot.

I pulled it out. “We cook the stuff in here, right?”

She glanced at me from the cabinet that she was looking in. “Yes, Nat.”

I put it on top of the stove and reached for the knob to turn it on. Except – there was no knob. I
fumbled with the stove for a while, making a lot of noise.



“What are you doing?” Evie asked.

“Trying to turn it on,” I replied.

“Here…” She shoved me aside and opened a door. I thought that was the oven door, but instead,
it revealed some charred wood.

“You’ve got to light a fire under here,” she instructed.

“How?”

“I don’t know, I’m not the older sister.” She walked back over to the cabinet.

Frustrated, I started searching all around. I came across a small, metal box. Opening it, I found
some cloth and a piece of rock.

I held it up. “What does this do?”

Evie looked over and gasped. “I remember this from Little House on the Prairie!” She snatched
the box out of my hands. “This is a tinder box. The fabric is the tinder. You have to strike this
rock – which is called flint – with metal. Like a knife!”

It took me a while to figure out the square contraption, but I eventually got a fire going under the
stove.

“We need more wood,” Evie commented.

And so it began. We had to go back and forth adding wood, to let the soup cook. We made that
soup with some water we had to carry from the pump – a giant metal faucet sticking out from the
ground – and some vegetables.

Getting the water from the pump was tricky. We had to carry a bucket over, fill it up, then carry it
back. The pump was all the way by the barn!

The vegetables were in the cellar. We had to chop them up and put them in the pot, as with
everything. I didn’t know what I was adding, but if it looked edible it went in the pot. I was
afraid of cooking too much, so the soup looked like tinted water with chunks in it.

The result was something that I wouldn’t eat, even if my life depended on it.



At the end of the day, Pa and the boys came in, and we gave them bowls of the concoction.

They looked warily at the stew and then said grace. I couldn’t help but wonder if they were
praying that the stew wouldn’t kill them.

They ate with forced smiles. Well, Dick and Pa did. Sam kept frowning and didn’t talk the entire
time. Evie chatted away happily as she ate, trying to explain the entire first season of Little
House on the Prairie.

I sat there, not eating and wishing I had watched the series with Evie. She seemed to know a lot
more about 1893 than I did, and as long as she got to spend another night in the barn, didn’t mind
staying there. She seemed to find something that she liked better than Howdy Pardner – the real
wild west.

After cleaning up, Evie and I walked to the barn. I saw Sam standing alone by the mother’s
flowers. That’s when my brain pieced it together – why he was so upset. He wasn’t over his
mother’s death yet. Not as much as Dick and Pa.

Then it made sense why he didn’t want us to wear his mom’s dresses.

I glanced down at the dress, wondering what his mom looked like. She must have been my size.
And loved flowers.

I couldn’t imagine losing my mom.

I walked up to Sam, with Evie still following me.

“Hey, Sam,” I said.

He spun around “Wha—oh. Hi.”

“Look,” I began. “I’m sorry about your mother’s dresses. It must be hard, seeing us wearing
them.”

He nodded. “Yeah, but Pa’s right. You needed clothes, and Ma would have wanted you to have
them.” He sighed. “I miss my Ma, but I’m also going to miss the ranch.”

I wanted to ask more about that, but he quickly said good night and left.

“Why does this Mr. Andy want to take everything away from these people?” Evie asked.



I looked down to her. “I don’t know, Evie. I don’t know.”

“He sounds mean,” she declared. “I don’t like him.”

Five

The next morning, Evie and I rose to the sound of pitching hay, again. My conversation with
Sam was still fresh in mind, making me want to get up and help out.

I did more work before sunup than I normally did in a week. By the time breakfast rolled around,
I was hungry and didn’t even have to pinch my nose to eat.

Suddenly, there was a knocking on our door.

Dick excused himself from the table – another odd thing that they did here – and answered the
door.

Standing there was Drew Andrew. The Drew Andrew. But…different. Unlike the pictures of him
I saw online in flashy suits, leaning against flashier sports cars, this time, he was wearing old
fashioned clothes, and carried a bucket.

I jumped up, and Evie followed. Sam and Pa stood up as well, yet another strange custom that
they did.

My sister squealed and ran to the door. “Oh my gosh,” she gushed. “It’s Drew Andrew!”

Drew eyed us suspiciously. “Yes… Do I know you?”

“No, but I know you! In fact, I love you! I’ve been to every—”

I cut her off by placing my hand on her mouth. A prickly feeling had come over me. Like
goosebumps. How did he get here? And why was he trying to fit in?

Instinct told me not to let Drew know that we were also from the 21st century. He must’ve come
through the same portal as we did.

Pa was looking at us. “You two know Mr. Andy?”



I felt Evie stiffen beneath my hand. I knew it must have been shocking for her to learn that her
hero was the mean man who was taking away the farm. Suddenly, she broke free from my grip,
charged forward, and delivered a hard kick to Drew’s shin.

“Ow!” He bent to rub his leg. “Who let that wild animal off a leash?”

I pulled my fighting sister back. “Sorry about that,” I murmured. Evie tried to break free again,
but I kept ahold of her.

“Well, let’s get to business, shall we?” Drew straightened and turned to Pa. “I see you haven’t
left yet.”

“We ain’t goin’,” Pa growled.

“That’s what you think,” Drew replied. He stepped forward. “I warned you many times, Bartlett.
I need your land. All your friends have taken me up on my offer – smart fellows.”

Pa scowled. “What exactly are your big plans for my land?”

Drew gave Pa a smug smile. “I’m going to turn Rosebud into the most popular town in the
world. Just leave it at that.”

“Well, now,” Pa stammered. “We like Rosebud just the way it is. So, I’m sorry, Sir, but you’re
just going to have to work around us here.”

Drew sighed as if he was dealing with an impatient child – sort of like how I acted when I had to
babysit Evie. “I’m sorry to hear that. Because you don’t want to make an enemy of me.”

Evie was stepping on her tiptoes, trying to peer in the bucket. “What’s in there?”

Drew sneered. “You want to know, you little devil? Here. I’ll show you.” He lifted the bucket
and turned it over, dumping its contents all over the floor.

Evie gasped and then threw her arms around me. The boys, Pa and I stared in horror at the pile of
dead flowers that lay limp on the floorboards. They weren’t just any flowers – they were the
mother’s flowers.

“If you don’t want to end up like those flowers, then I suggest you meet me at the Honey Hive
Inn tomorrow morning at nine sharp, ready to hand over the deed to your property.” He smiled
coldly, tipped his hat, and walked out.



Pa’s face fell and he turned away abruptly, shuffling off to the back of the house. Sam clenched
his jaw and ran out the front door, after Drew.

Dick yelled, “Sam!” and went after his brother.

Evie and I followed, stopping on the porch. Drew was already gone, leaving Sam to kick dust
and shout insults into the air, while Dick tried to calm his brother.

I couldn’t stop staring at the bare flower beds, thinking how those special flowers that reminded
Pa and the boys of the mother were gone forever. Like her.

I knew then that Drew Andrew had to be stopped before he wrecked Rosebud just like he did that
family’s cherished memories.

Evie’s mood mirrored mine. She slid her hand in mine. “I want to go home, Nat. I miss Mom and
Dad.”

I gave her hand a squeeze. “Me too. But we can’t leave yet.”

“Why not?” she begged.

“Yes, why not?”

I glanced up to see Dick eyeing me from the bottom of the porch steps. “Mr. Andrew gave
everyone else in Rosebud the same offer he made us – hand over the deeds to our homes or get
destroyed. We’ve been the only family holding out. Looks like we don’t have a choice anymore.”

“No,” I countered. “It looks like we’re going to have to come up with a plan to stop him by
tomorrow.”

Six

Actually, it looked as if Evie and I had to come up with a plan by tomorrow. Pa, Dick, and Sam
had some crisis in the field, thanks to a broken fence and wandering cows.

Evie and I sat at the kitchen table. “Why don’t we just ask Mom and Dad?” My sister wiggled in
the chair. “They always solve our problems.”

I held my head in my hands. “Mom and Dad are one hundred years away. They haven’t even
been born yet. We can’t ask them for help. We’ve got to figure this out ourselves.”



“Maybe we can find that wormhole in town, go back and ask them,” Evie suggested. “Besides,
I’m tired of sitting around. Let’s go for a walk.”

I agreed. Doing something was better than doing nothing. I was beginning to wonder if I should
have said anything about figuring out a plan. Why get Pa and the boys’ hopes up? I could barely
figure out how to make microwave popcorn back home; how was I going to outsmart an evil
tycoon bent on taking over an entire town?

Still, something inside me told me I needed to try. I hadn’t been in Rosebud long, but the town
and people were growing on me. They were honest and hard working – very different than my
friends back home. Very different from me, I had to admit.

And I could see why they lived their lives that way. There was something satisfying about eating
a meal that took all day to cook or sitting in a chair that you helped repair. There was even
something comforting about the sound of contented animals, clean and happy, munching on their
hay in the barn.

I actually enjoyed learning how to cook in 1893. Everything I took for granted in 2021 was not
there to help me. It was challenging, but, surprisingly, I liked it. Granted, I’d rather have those
challenges with indoor plumbing and refrigerators...

We reached town, walking in silence. I wasn’t sure what Evie expected us to find here; it was as
if everyone had already given up. Stores were closed. Many people were leaving, in search of a
new place to leave. We walked past wagons parked in the street, as people loaded supplies and
goods. It was even more depressing and frustrating than sitting at the kitchen table.

Suddenly, my phone beeped. I froze, not believing what I heard. Then, I heard it again. And
again. I dug into my apron pocket and pulled it out.

Evie stopped walking and stared at me. “What’s the matter?”

I was busy scrolling through my phone. “Texts! Lots and lots of them!”

“Oh, Nat,” she sighed. “Do you have to get so absorbed in your silly friends and their texts now?
We’re supposed to be finding a way to stop Mr. Andrew.”

“You don’t get it,” I exclaimed. “It’s not the texts I care about – it’s the fact that I have a signal!
All of a sudden – how did that happen?”

Evie stared at me. “I-I don’t know. There aren’t any telephone lines around.”



We started walking again and I scanned the street. Everything around belonged in 1893. No cell
tower. No telephone pole. I glanced back at my phone. “Oh, no! It’s gone!”

“What?” Evie peered over my shoulder at the screen. “Hold it up, like they do in the movies.”

“That never works,” I muttered, but tried anyway. Still no signal. Then I retraced my steps back,
and suddenly the bars appeared. “Ha! I got it again.” I took a few steps forward and it
disappeared. “That’s strange…must be very weak…”

“What’s that?” Evie sounded scared.

I followed her point. There was a narrow alleyway between shops, lined with old barrels and a
broken wagon wheel. But that wasn’t what scared Evie. At the end of the alleyway were fuzzy
red swirls, about the size of a bathtub.

“The wormhole,” both Evie and I screamed.

She took off down the alley, running towards it. “Evie, wait,” I shouted and ran after her. But I
stumbled on my dress and saw my sister dive into the red bubbles.

“No!” I yelled. It wasn’t that I didn’t want to get back – I just didn’t want to go now. Not while
Pa and the boys and all of Rosebud needed help. But if Evie went back, I knew I had to follow.

But she didn’t. She just stood there, staring at the red swirls as they floated around her.

“What…?” I mumbled and stepped forward. “Why didn’t you teleport back through the
wormhole?”

“I don’t know,” Evie replied, staring at me with her eyes wide. “I did just what we did before,
when we came here.”

I walked closer to her and extended a hand out into the red smoky swirls. Suddenly, I felt a jolt
through my arm – just like I did when I was five and grabbed a plug by the metal prongs.

Then, I saw my fingers start to fade, like they were being erased off a page. I yanked my arm
back, so quickly that I fell backwards, landing on an old crate.

My cell phone clattered to the ground. I stared at it and then back at Evie. “That’s it! You need a
cell phone!”



“What?” She stepped forward, out of the red swirls and walked over to me. “But I don’t have a
phone and I was teleported here with you.”

“We were holding hands, remember?” I scrambled to my feet. “That’s why it worked.”

“Oh.” Evie frowned. “Give me your hand so we can go back. I miss Mom and Dad, Nat. And it’s
not like we can do anything to help here. We couldn’t even think of a plan to stop Mr. Andrew.”

“But I’ve got one now, Evie. Just wait another day, okay? Then we’ll go back to Mom and Dad. I
promise. One day – that’s all we need.”

She gazed up at me. “To do what?”

I smiled triumphantly, brandishing my cell phone like a sword. “To make Drew Andrew an offer
that he won’t be able to refuse.”

Seven

The next morning, I forced myself to get up early and woke Evie. She started to protest until she
saw the shovel and bucket in my hand. Smiling, she swung her legs out of bed and dressed
quickly.

It was still dark, and the house was quiet. We snuck outside and started digging. The mom’s
flowers were wilted, but still alive since I had stuck them in a bucket of water before going to
bed.

We worked without speaking as the minutes slipped by. I was busy trying to make a sagging
flower stand in the dirt when Evie shook my sleeve.

“Look,” she said. “Isn’t it pretty?”

I glanced up and saw what she did. It wasn’t just pretty – it was beautiful. The glowing sun was
just a sliver on the horizon, casting streaks of pink and orange over the shadowy fields. It felt as
if we were the only people in the world, and Mother Nature was giving us a private screening of
her performance.

Just then the porch door flew open. I jumped, knocking over the bucket of water and remaining
flowers.

“What the devil are you two doing?” Sam demanded.



Pa appeared in the doorway, jamming his hat on his head. When he glanced up, he froze, staring
at us, still kneeling in the dirt.

“Pa, I have no idea what they’re…,” Sam began, but Pa put his hand on his shoulder stopping
him.

He walked down the porch stairs and paused. When he looked at me, I saw tears in his eyes. He
removed his hat, nodded, and then put it back on, muttering something about tending to the
horses.

Sam trotted down the steps, watching his dad walk away. Then he turned to us. “I never seen him
speechless,” he said. Then he paused, eying the sad looking flowers, fighting for life in the dirt.
“Mighty nice thing you girls did. Too bad that snake Andrew is just going to rip them out again.”

I got to my feet. “Just stick to the plan I told you about yesterday. Everything will be fine.”

He studied me a moment. “I’d like to believe that. But nothing good has happened to us in a long
time. This time won’t be any different.”

With that, he left, heading towards the barn as well.

Evie and I made quick work of the rest of the flowers, eventually getting them to stand straight.

Brushing the dirt off my clothes, I sighed. “I never want a garden.”

“Not like yours will last. You’d let it dry out,” Evie said, gathering up the garden tools.

“Ha, ha,” I snapped, although thinking that she was right. So maybe I wasn’t cut out to be a
gardener or a farmer, but I thought I’d like to get a few house plants. That was a big commitment
for me.

We walked into the house and found Dick tending the fire. It was going to take all day to cook
dinner, so breakfast consisted of some stale bread and fresh milk, since Dick already had milked
the cows, as usual.

“I miss Eggos,” Evie muttered, gnawing at a piece of old bread.

I did too, especially the Cinnamon Toast variety, but I was more worried about my sister. She lost
her “It’s just like Little House on the Prairie,” excitement. I knew finding out about Drew
Andrew was a crushing blow to her.



Even more reason to take care of him so we could go back home to our life in 2021. Cinnamon
Toast waffles, Wi-Fi, mani-pedis…

I stared at the dirt that was crusted beneath my fingernails – actually, the few fingernails I had
left. Funny, last week that would have sent me into the ER with a panic attack. But now…well, I
just wiped my hand on my apron and reached for my mug of milk. I had more important things
to worry about than my nails.

I couldn’t believe how good the milk tasted. I hated it at home and had to beg my mom to add
chocolate syrup just to choke down a glass. But that mug was like drinking a milkshake – so
thick and creamy. It was almost worth getting a cow to have that every day.

Almost. Maybe I’d start with a cat. Or goldfish.

After breakfast, Evie and I took care of the dishes and got dinner started while Dick joined Sam
and Pa in the barn. I hoped they’d hurry. Pa had to go to the bank to fetch the deed, but Sam,
Dick, Evie, and I had a different stop to make.

At Honey Hive Inn.

“Pa ain’t going to like this,” Dick muttered as we parted ways in town. We watched Pa walk into
the bank, his head drooping, as if in defeat.

“That’s why we didn’t tell him,” I explained, pulling the boys and Evie down the street. “We
have to take care of Drew Andrew ourselves.”

“I don’t know if I like the idea of a girl breaking into a hotel room,” Sam blurted. “It ain’t
lady-like.”

“Of course, it is,” I chided. “Haven’t you ever heard of Cat Woman? She broke into everything.
Stole everything too.”

Dick’s eyes narrowed suspiciously. “Was she a cat or a woman?”

“Both,” I said with a shrug. “She’s friends with Batman.”

That got such a look from both boys that Evie and I couldn’t help but laugh. “We’ll explain it to
you another time,” I said as we approached the farmhouse-turned-Inn. “Remember what I told
you to do?”



“Yes,” Evie chirped. “Make a scene!” She was very excited to do this – she thought of this as her
Broadway debut. I was glad to see Evie more like herself again.

We walked up the steps to the front porch. Dick, being polite, held the door open for Evie and
me. We entered the lobby, which was dim compared to the bright sunshine outside. I discretely
checked my phone. It was 8:15. We had to be quick.

A big glass chandelier hung over us as we crossed the worn woven carpet to the front desk.
There were other people inside the lobby. A lady sat on a sofa talking to a man with a thick
mustache. Another couple sat at a table, drinking coffee.

I stepped to the side, pretending to study a potted plant while Evie and the boys approached the
old woman who sat behind the desk.

“Excuse me, ma’am,” Evie declared in her stage voice. “Have you seen my cat?”

The woman glanced up from a book and blinked. “Why—”

“I found him!” Dick exclaimed suddenly, pointing to the far corner of the room. Obviously, there
was no cat there, but the ruse worked – all eyes turned to where Dick was pointing.

“No, I found him!” Sam shouted, pointing in the opposite direction.

Everyone turned to look where Sam was pointing.

It was like watching a play – one that I wrote myself. As much as I wanted to stay for the next
act, I knew that entire town of Rosebud was counting on my next move.

I fled up the stairs, holding my dress up. I was getting used to life in 1893, but I’d never get used
to those long heavy dresses.

As I reached the top, I sighed in relief. Only five rooms to check. The rooms had no locks, either.
This definitely wasn’t a Hilton, but right then, I was glad it wasn’t.

I slowly opened the first door and peeked inside. There were a couple of dresses hanging in the
wardrobe. Not Drew’s room, I thought, so I pulled the door shut and moved down the line.

The next room had big, empty baby crib with a pile of linens next to it. I shut that door and
walked over to the next room.



The third room was empty but contained men’s clothes. I slipped inside and rifled through the
wardrobe and nightstand. However, there wasn’t any cell phone or modern clothes.

Opening the fourth door, I froze. Someone was stretched out on the bed, asleep. It was Drew.

Well, at least he found a way to spend the time waiting for us besides for terrorizing families, I
thought.

Quietly stepping forward, I saw it – Drew’s phone lying on the nightstand. It was within reach!

I wanted to scream; I was so happy. But I couldn’t – not yet anyway. I had to get the phone first.

Creeping forward, I picked it up and slipped into my apron pocket. Not daring to breathe, I
turned and took a step toward the door.

“Where do you think you’re going?”

I whirled around, trying to think of an excuse, fast. Drew was sitting up in bed, groggy but
scowling at me.

Putting on my best country accent, I said, “Oh, Sir! I am so sorry to disturb you. I came in here
to clean, but then I saw you’s a sleepin’—”

“Don’t make a fool of yourself,” he cut me off gruffly, swinging his legs over the side of the bed.
“I remember you. You were the girl from that shack.”

“It’s not a shack,” I spat. “It’s a nice, lovely home!”

“So, you were there!” His cold eyes gleamed. “Why did you steal my phone?”

I stared at him. “I don’t know what you mean, Sir. I just came in to clean, that’s all.”

He smiled sadistically, baring his teeth like a jackal. “Then where did my phone go?”

“I don’t know, Sir. If you tell me what a phone is, maybe I could help you.”

His expression didn’t change. “You know what a phone is because you’re from 2021. Not only
do I know that, but I also know who you are, Natalie LèHeath!”

Eight



I stared at him, not believing my ears. “How…how do you know who I am?”

He stood up, straightened his jacket, and brushed a hand over his hair, even though it looked just
as plastered in place as it always did. “Your mother told me. Well, she told one of my workers.
And they told me.” He rolled his eyes at the technicalities. “She has been looking for you. Says
you have been gone for a few days.”

My eyes widened. I forgot about that. If we missed mom and dad, obviously they would miss us!
And when we got home, they would be livid!

As if reading my mind, Drew said, “Don’t worry. They might know you’re gone now, but when
you go back, you follow the same…tunnel, if you will, bringing you within seconds of when you
left. Your parents won’t even know you were gone!”

“How do you know all this? Did you make the wormhole? Is this another one of your
contraptions, like that overpriced, overcrowded and overrated amusement park back in Denver?”

He smiled broadly. “Wish I had. Think of all the money I’d make if I invented time travel. No, I
just stumbled on the wormhole by accident. But once I found it, I wasn’t going to waste it. I’ve
been travelling back and forth between 1893 and 2021, making preparations.”

“Preparations to ruin Rosebud, you mean,” I snapped. “You’re forcing all the nice families in
town to give you their land, so you can what?”

“Why, make another amusement park, of course.” He didn’t seem offended by my indignation.
“Imagine how much money people will pay me to travel back in time, to experience the old
west…well, my version of the old west, that is. I have a lot of work to do, getting this town in
order. I plan on making things bigger and better! With rides and souvenirs, and a food court,
naturally.”

“Just like what I said – you’re going to ruin Rosebud!” I felt tears spring into my eyes at the
thought of it. But I fought them back; never would I let Drew Andrew see me cry. “What about
the people of Rosebud? You’re driving them away! Forcing them off their land so you can build
a fake old west town to fit your needs!”

“They’re pioneers, aren’t they? They’ll move on. Besides, they’re already dead, to you and me,
right?” He laughed at his own joke, ignoring my glowering stare. “Hey, I thought a kid of the
twenty-first century would understand what I’m trying to do here. I thought you’d be excited to
bring your friends to experience the old west, not trying to thwart me.” He paused, eying the



bulge in my apron pocket. “Because that’s what you’re trying to do, isn’t it? You took my cell
phone, so I won’t be able to go back and forth, building my new empire.”

I shuddered at the word, “empire.” Just like Darth Vader, I thought. “You’re wrong. I’m not
trying to thwart you. Actually, I’m going to stop you!” I pulled out his phone and chucked it to
the ground, stomping on it for good measure. When I moved my foot away, I was pleased with
the results. His phone was smashed – unusable.

Instead of a look of anger, Drew just smiled. “No problem. That battery was almost dead,
anyway.”

I stared at him, confused. “Why are you not upset? You do know that you can’t get through the
portal without a phone, right?”

He laughed. It was an awful sound. “Oh, Natalie. I always keep a spare. You can’t charge a
phone here, remember? No outlets! Maybe you should have paid better attention in history class.
If your phone has no charge, it doesn’t work in the wormhole. That’s why I brought two phones
with me – in case one dies, I have a backup.” He proceeded to pull a phone out of his pocket.

I was bubbling with anger. I was so close! He could’ve been trapped here! We could’ve won!

He sighed. “Well, look. I feel bad. You went through all this trouble.”

I just glowered.

He continued. “And it would be a pity to just waste all your hard work…”

What was he talking about?

“And since we’re in the old west…” He smirked. “Why don’t we have a duel?”

I froze. “Y-you mean with guns?”

“Well, sure! Isn’t that how they’re always done? One catch, of course. I get to film it, and if I
win, I get to show it at the opening day of my new time travelling theme park! You will also
promise to stop meddling in my business and leave Rosebud – and 1893 – for good.”

My jaw dropped, causing him to laugh once more.



“Don’t worry,” he continued. “I brought my personal physician with me. I can’t afford a medical
emergency. Why, these savages here in Rosebud would stick leeches on me or something crazy
like that. I give you my word: if you’re wounded, I’ll have my physician take care of you. After
all, we can’t have you die on us. That would be bad for business.”

“You are a deranged maniac,” I sputtered. “Why would I accept a challenge like that?”

“I am assuming you will, since… oh, I don’t know… if you don’t, I will start demo work for the
theme park with the Bartlett farm.”

I closed my eyes, picturing the sunrise over the hills on the Bartlett’s farm. Then I envisioned
gangly steel beams of a roller coaster blocking the view. Never.

I took a deep breath and said the words that I least expected to hear out of my mouth. “What are
the rules to the duel?”

And he explained.

Rule number one was the most important, as he said. I must be the one who shows up to fight. I
cannot let any of the Bartletts take my place.

Rule number two was that we each get fifteen paces.

Rule number three was what happened when we won. If Drew backed down or lost, the Bartletts
and the other townsfolk would get their properties back, and Drew had to leave Rosebud and
1893 for good. If I backed down or lost, the Bartletts, like everyone else in Rosebud, had to give
up their property to Drew. And I had to stay out of it.

Despite Drew’s assurances that he’d have a doctor from 2021 on the scene, I could tell by the
glint in his eyes that he wanted me dead. Besides, isn’t that the way it happened in the old west?
You either survived or you died.

He told me the time and the place. In front of Honey Hive Inn, at noon that day.

I had three hours to prepare.

Nine

The boys weren’t happy. Sam, in fact, was ranting and raving about me getting my head blown
off. Dick was less dramatic, but equally grim-faced.



We were sitting in the Bartlett’s parlor, with Evie clinging to me like she did when she had to get
a shot at the doctor’s office. Except that time, I was the one getting shot – at.

Pa, who had been silently pacing in front of the big hearth, disappeared into a back room, while
Sam continued to rage. “I don’t care what’s at stake. Its unheard of – a girl having a duel! I’m
going to the Sheriff and have him put a stop to this, right now.”

He was at the door when Dick spoke. “The Sheriff was the first one Mr. Andrew drove out of
town, remember? There ain’t no Sheriff here to stop anything.”

“Don’t tell me you’re going along with this hairbrained idea,” he stormed at his brother.

“Of course not. I just don’t think shouting at people is going to solve anything…”

“Shouting? Who’s shouting?” Sam shouted.

Just then Pa returned. In his hands was a very long, slender rifle. Solemnly, he stopped in front of
me. “I saw a lot of crazy things when I was a solider, fighting against the South. Young kids –
barely fourteen – dying on the battlefield. Women, disguised as men, loading and firing
cannons.” He glanced around at us. “If there’s one thing I learned from war, is that it takes a
special person to step up and do the right thing. Now, I don’t know exactly where Natalie and
Evie are from, or what they’re doing here, but they’re certainly special, and I think God sent
them to us.” He handed me the rifle. “I haven’t used it for anything but hunting rabbit. Might
need a good cleaning.”

I took it awkwardly. It was a lot heavier than it looked, and nearly as tall as I was. “Uh…”

“Pa,” Dick said, getting up. “That rifle will knock her on her behind.” He walked over to me and
took the rifle from me and replaced it with a much more compact handgun. “You’re better off
with that revolver.”

Pa stared. “Son, where’d you get that?”

Dick shrugged. “I took it from Mr. Charlie. He nearly shot my head off with this thing.” He
handed the rifle back to Pa. “Come on, Natalie. I’ll show you how to fire that thing.”

I stopped in the barn for a quick change back into my jeans. Not only did I want to be able to
move without fifteen pounds of cotton wrapped around me, but I also didn’t want to see the look
on Sam’s face if I got blood on his mom’s dress.



Then I met Dick outside by the far fence line. He had lined some old bottles on the top board.

It took a while – and a lot of bullets – but I finally managed to shoot every bottle off the fence.

Dick patted me on the back as we walked back toward the house. “Not bad… for a girl,” he
added with a grin.

“Hmmph,” I sniffed but couldn’t help but smile back. Truth was, I was proud of my shooting,
especially considering I had never seen a gun outside of a video game. In fact, I was very proud
of a lot of things that I had done since being in Rosebud. So much so, that I wanted to tell my
mom. I was struck by a sudden pang of sadness. Feeling like Evie, I wanted to get back home
and tell my mom everything.

I pictured my mom, sitting at her dining room table turned office, pouring over boring legal
documents and contacts.

Contracts. An idea struck me. I turned to Dick as we reached the porch steps. “Can I borrow a
paper and a pen?”

“I wouldn’t worry about writing a last will and testament,” he quipped. “You ain’t that bad of a
shot.”

“Very funny,” I retorted. “Actually, I need to write something else.”

Ten

The sun was beating down on us. There were whispers through the crowd.

“I heard a girl’s here!”

“A girl?”

“Yes! She’s shootin’!”

“Well, I’ll be…”

Drew appeared out of the Inn, smiling and waving at the crowd like a politician.



Suddenly, I heard the clap of spurs as he stepped forward. But he wasn’t wearing spurs. Breaking
eye contact, I turned and saw Evie standing there, in full “cowboy” getup. She had on a pair of
rusty spurs, chaps ten sizes too big and one of those rodeo hats.

I would have laughed if I hadn’t been so scared.

Pa, Dick, and Sam were standing behind her. Dick and Pa were giving me looks of
encouragement while Sam had a “you’re doomed” expression on his face.

I turned my head to see all the other people who came. There was the old lady from the Honey
Hive Inn, the woman who was sweeping the porch when I first came, the man with the mustache,
and others that I only vaguely recognized.

Focusing back on Drew, I sighed, adjusting the holster strapped to my jeaned leg. Dick had given
it to me for the gun.

I gulped. This was it – the duel.

There was no time to be worried, however. Drew walked up to me. “Are you ready?”

“Almost,” I said, fishing out the paper from my back pocket. “You need to sign this first.”

He glanced at it suspiciously. “What’s that?”

“A contract,” I explained. “It says everything we talked about. If I win, you leave Rosebud alone.
If you win, I leave Rosebud.”

“How cute. Aren’t you a little business lady?” He took the pen I handed him and scribbled his
name on the bottom. “There. Now can I tell my camera man to start rolling?”

“Sure thing.” I pocketed the contract and turned around so that we were standing back-to-back.

At a man’s command, both Drew and I started our fifteen paces.

One, two, three…

At fifteen I turned. I pulled my gun, aimed, and squeezed the trigger. Nothing came out. I stared
at it, shook it, and tried again. No bullet! It must have jammed!



Drew noticed and laughed. It sounded hollow. Then he took his time, leveling the gun at my
chest. There was a loud crack as a gun fired.

Panic seized me. Should I duck? Should I jump to the side? As the thoughts whizzed through my
head, my feet were frozen to the ground.

Suddenly, Drew fell face forward into the dirt.

The town erupted in cheers. I quickly glanced down to make sure I hadn’t been hit. No hole, no
blood – all good. Then I glanced up, wondering who had shot Drew.

Mr. Charlie stood behind Drew. He was jumping up and down. “Yee-haw! I finally killed that
darned bird!”

The townsfolk ran over to Charlie. “You did it, Mr. Charlie!”

“I did? Was that bird botherin’ you folk too?”

Someone in the crowd said, “What bird?”

Another person answered, “Who cares? Mr. Charlie is a hero!”

“That’s right, I am!” he exclaimed.

The Bartletts and Evie ran up to me.

“Did ya’ fire?” Dick asked.

I shook my head. “The gun jammed. Mr. Charlie did it.”

“Then he really is a hero,” Sam muttered.

Evie tugged my sleeve. “Is Drew Andrew dead?”

“I don’t know,” I replied.

We all walked over to Drew. He groaned and sat up. “What happened…?”

“Well, Drew, I won.”



“You got me?” Drew started frantically feeling around on his chest.

I grinned. “No. Mr. Charlie did.” I bent down. “And, Mr. Andrew, if you don’t mind me sayin’
so, you lost!”

“You didn’t even shoot me! That wasn’t our deal,” Drew countered.

“Oh, but it was,” I replied. “Remember that contract you signed? It said that the first one to fall
loses. It doesn’t matter who did the shooting.”

Drew tried to scramble up, but then winced and collapsed back into the dirt. “What the blazes?
My butt is on fire!”

The doctor who was standing on the sidelines came forward and started checking Drew over. The
bullet Mr. Charlie fired shattered Drew’s other phone, which had been in his back pocket.

Evie slammed me with a bear hug. “You saved the farm, Nat!”

“Not me,” I corrected. “Mr. Charlie did.” We walked over to him. “Thank you for saving me.”

He stopped scanning the sky and blinked at me. “What? You’re scared of birds?”

I laughed. “Yes, Mr. Charlie. I am very scared of birds.”

“Don’t worry, little lady. They have friends, but I’ll get them next.” He resumed his search of the
clouds above.

The Bartletts, Evie, and I broke away from the crowd.

Sam was shaking his head. “I still can’t believe that you’re alive.” He paused. “But I’m glad you
are.”

“Gee, that actually sounded nice. Don’t hurt yourself,” I laughed. “After all, I’d hate to change
your opinion of lowly girls.”

Pa smiled. “Well, now, now that you saved our home, it’s probably time for you to get back to
yours. What’s it called? 2021?”

Evie slipped her hand in mind and squeezed. I squeezed back and then nodded to Pa and the
boys. It wasn’t that I wouldn’t miss them; I just missed my family more.



“Do you need us to hitch up a couple of horses for you?” Dick asked, ever the practical one.

My eyes gleamed with amusement. “We’ve got a better ride. Wait until you see this.” And then
they followed me to the swirling red bathtub-hole.

Eleven

We landed, just as before. This time, however, we were in the 21st century.

I looked around, expecting to see Drew Andrew’s monstrous amusement park. But it wasn’t
there. Instead, we were in the back of a farmer’s market by an old tractor and empty crates.

“What is this place?” Clutching Evie’s hand, I walked into the center of the market. Stalls
surrounded us, filled with various fruit and vegetables, and homemade goods. People were
scattered about, selling and buying. No one noticed us. I glanced back at the tractor, but the red
swirls were gone.

“What happened to the amusement park?” Evie asked me.

“I-I don’t know,” I said. “What happened to the wormhole?”

We walked out of the farmer’s market, my mind reeling. What if Drew and his crew never made
it back? After all, his second phone had shattered when Mr. Charlie shot him.

But what about the cameraman? And the doctor? Did their phones run out of battery power? Or
did they decide to stay in Rosebud?

The sign above the entrance caught my eye. I looked up and read, “Bartlett Family Market. Open
seven days a week. Fresh food from our family to yours.”

I turned to Evie. “Actually, I do know what happened to Drew’s amusement park. It was replaced
by something way better.”

We started to walk back to our apartment. Something still gnawed at me. I wanted answers. I
wanted to know what happened back in 1893. I wanted to know…history.

The thought was shocking, especially to me.

“Hey,” I said suddenly. “Do you want to stop at the library before we go home?”



Evie blinked. “Sure, but why?”

“Oh, I don’t know.” I grinned. “I’m in the mood for a western book.”

The End


