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I’ll start kicking up a fuss.”
Hopkins sighed. “I don’t think they’re going to allow that. Your

hearing’s in an hour.”
“The hell it is! I get thirty-six hours’ rest before any official

testimony. It’s the law.”
Hopkins’ silence told her the regs were being ignored.
“Tell Morrisey I’m here, or I file an official protest.”
“There’s a no-contact order. I can’t send that message. Sorry.”
She groaned. “I hope you’re taking notes, Hopkins. If they do

this to me, they’ll do it you someday.”
The man’s face grew grim. “I was just thinking the same thing.” 

To her extreme relief, Morrisey arrived in a barely controlled fury
fifteen minutes before the hearing was scheduled to start. He’d not
raised his voice one decibel, but he got the message across. Legal
procedures would be followed, or there would be consequences. 

Cynda made a mental note to buy Johns Hopkins a beer the
next time she saw him. Somehow he’d managed to come through.
She just hoped it wouldn’t cost him his job. She was extricated
from the room and handed over to her boss.

“Thanks,” she said, and then barely missed throwing up on his
tidy black shoes.

Once Cynda was inside Morrisey’s compound, the lag-induced
hallucinations kicked in for real, playing field hockey with her
mind. The room was awash in watercolors, each with their own
trajectory. Mr. Spider scaled the walls and parachuted from the
ceiling at regular intervals, complete with eye goggles and a white
Isadora Duncan scarf. 

“Whee!” he shouted, sailing past her face and landing with a
loud plop on the floor. A flurry of movement and he was up the
wall again, ready for another launch. 

“Whee!” Plop. Scurry.
“Miss Lassiter?” Morrisey inquired, his eyebrows furrowed

in concern.
“Huh? Oh, sorry. Are there fluorescent dust devils swirling

around here?”
He performed a tactful scan of the room. “None that I can see.”
“Whee!” went the arachnid, narrowly missing her boss this time. 
Morrisey leaned closer. “Perhaps you should go to bed.”
“Alone?” she asked before she could stop herself. 
He hesitated, clearly caught off-guard. “Yes, you’re responsible

for managing the time lag in your own fashion.”
“Drat. You’d probably be fun.” Where the hell did that come from?
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“From what I’ve heard, I’m anything but.”
Cynda blinked at the candid admission and then glowered.

“They’re lying.”
The briefest of smiles. “One can only hope.”
She finally crawled into the Thera-Bed to allow it to do its

magic. It wasn’t good at curing time lag, but it settled the nausea,
tamed her headache and sent her to sleep. As she drifted off, she
heard Mr. Spider scaling the wall in search of the perfect jump.

�

Cynda sat in what was supposed to be a state-of-the-art ergo chair
at the front of the hearing room. Victorian furniture was more
comfortable. In her mind, the chair fit the room: a bleak sort of space
that deserved an Abandon Hope All Ye Who Enter Here sign over the
door. To counter her intense desire to fidget, she focused on Mr. Spider
who was napping on the desktop in front of her. He was still wearing
the scarf. At least the goggles and parachute were gone.

Ralph and her boss sat in the front row of the spectator’s
gallery. Morrisey’s face was expressionless, as if transfixed in
some meditation. Ralph winked to reassure her, but she knew him
too well. He was frightened. 

The sole judge, currently parked behind a desk, had a saggy
sort of walrus face. The fact there was only one adjudicator wasn’t
a good omen. The more judges, the more conflict of opinion that
might lead to an acquittal or a lighter sentence. If Walrus didn’t
like what he heard, she was toast.

The hearing began with a lengthy list of complaints against her. As
far as Cynda could tell, they’d only left off the Kennedy assassination
because she’d not been born yet. Noticeably missing was any mention
of Harter Defoe and the attempted assassination in ’88.

“Do you understand the nature of these proceedings?” the judge
inquired. 

“I do. Who filed the complaint?”
A pause, followed by scrolling through a holo document.
“Dr. Walter Samuelson.”
So much for gratitude. She’d rescued the guy from a Victorian

asylum only to have him file a complaint against her on behalf of
his brother. 

“No good deed goes unpunished,” Mr. Spider observed. 
“Is it true you have refused treatment for your Adrenalin

Reactive Disorder?” Walrus began.
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“Yes.”
“Why was that?”
“I don’t like drugs.”
“Even if they would make you a calmer person?”
Definitely. “Yes.”
Walrus typed a note into the document. “Please detail what you

know of Mr. Stone’s death and the aftermath.”
“Aftermath?”
“How his remains were transferred to 2057.”
Cynda pushed down her impatience, knowing she had to play

the game. 
“Mr. Stone was killed by Dalton Mimes the night I arrived in

Whitechapel.”
“For the record, Dalton Mimes is a pseudonym for author

Geoffrey Samuelson, the complainant’s brother.” After a moment,
he continued, “On what date did you arrive in Whitechapel?”

“25 September, 1888.”
“A restricted time period?”
“At that point it was. TIC was making extra money by sending

tourists into ‘no go’ zones.”
“For the record, TIC is an acronym for Time Immersion

Corporation, now closed due to bankruptcy.” 
This one’s going to be a pain in the ass. “TIC did not authorize

Mr. Stone’s retrieval to 2057, so I devised another method of
returning his remains to his family.”

“You had the body cremated?”
She nodded, knowing the court VidCam would catch her response.
“Then you affected the transfer?”
Another nod. The less she said, the less likely he’d find some

way to nail her.
“What was the cause of Mr. Stone’s death?”
Don’t dare mention the autopsy. “According to his killer, he was

given an overdose of Chloral Hydrate and then dumped into the
Thames to make it appear he committed suicide.”

“Your Run Report states Mr. Mimes confessed to this act. Is it
true you administered two doses of neural-blocker to subdue the
tourist?”

Uh-oh. “Yes.”
“Why would you do that?”
“To keep him from trying to cut my throat...again.”
“You are referring to his alleged assault against you on 30

September, 1888.”
“Alleged? I’d be happy to show you the scars if you wish.”
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A brusque shake of the head. “We have your medical records
from TEM Enterprises. You suffered a...” more scrolling of the
holographic record, “tension pneumothorax and a laceration to
your throat.”

“In other words, he damned near killed me.”
A stern look. “Please refrain from profanity, Miss Lassiter.”
“Only if you refrain from understatement.”
In the gallery, Ralph’s eyes widened in warning. 
The judge returned to the screen. “Your Run Report indicates

that Mr. Mimes acted as if he was willing to execute the transfer
to 2057, but at the last moment, he assaulted you. Do you know
why that was?”

“I believe he saw me as a threat to his plan to implicate an
innocent man for the Ripper murders.”

“Are you referring to a physician named Montrose?” 
She nodded.
“Did Mr. Mimes give you any indication that he intended to

become violent?”
“None whatsoever. One minute he’s pushing to get back to ’057,

and the next he’s buried a knife into my chest up to the handle.
There was no warning.”

“Is it possible your behavior triggered his act of violence?”
“No. He’s a psychopath. They don’t need a reason to kill you.”
Walrus scrolled further down in the document.
“Explain why you felt compelled to contravene TIC’s orders

regarding Mr. Stone’s remains.”
“Chris deserved burial in his time, not some moldy grave in ’88.

Rovers always come home.” Always.
“Now that you’ve had a chance to reconsider this action, would

you have acted differently?”
“No.”
“Did it not occur to you that TIC might have had information on

the situation that you did not possess?”
“No. They were being cheap...” She squelched the next word on the

tip of her tongue. “Chris had to come home. That’s the bottom line.”
“I see.” More notes. From her position, she couldn’t read a word

of them, but she knew they weren’t complimentary. Someone
cleared their throat out in the audience.

“Did you transfer Mr. Mimes to 79 A.D. just prior to
Vesuvius’ eruption?”

Cynda shifted in her seat. This wasn’t going the way she’d
hoped. To keep her hands from jittering, she knitted the fingers
together and parked them in her lap. 
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“Miss Lassiter?”
“Yes?” 
“Why did you execute that transfer?”
“Mimes wasn’t being forthcoming regarding Chris’ interface.”
“And the subsequent transfer to 1485?”
“I thought a glimpse of Torquemada might loosen his tongue.”
“Did it?”
“Yes. He told me that Chris’ interface was in the New High

Street Bank.”
“But it wasn’t, was it?” She shook her head. “Earlier, you

accused Mr. Mimes of torture, and yet it appears you employed
the same technique.”

“Protecting the time stream is paramount,” Cynda said,
parroting the first rule of all Time Rovers.

The judge’s gaze hardened. “Subsequent to his arrival in 2057,
Mr. Mimes experienced six different time periods, all quite
emotionally devastating. Why did you do that to him?”

Because he killed my lover and laughed about it. Because I
didn’t have the guts to cut his throat myself. 

“I was using a new time interface. I wasn’t totally sure how to
activate the forward function. I somehow set it to the multi-period
hop setting.”

“Are you saying it wasn’t intentional?”
“My sole intent was to get the tourist to 2057 so he could stand trial

for Mr. Stone’s murder.” And give him a helluva ride along the way.
“Are you aware that Mr. Mimes now suffers from delusional episodes

secondary to the horrors he faced during that extended transfer?”
Proof there is a God. “I heard something about that.” 
“Do you have any remorse for your actions?”
A vivid image played in her mind: Chris quoting Shakespeare

after they’d made love for what would be the last time. Then she
saw him in his coffin, eyes closed forever. She remembered how
cold he’d been when she touched him.

Tears began to form. She brushed them away, angry at showing
weakness before this pinhead. “No remorse whatsoever.”

“That will be all, then,” Walrus replied.
Mr. Spider shook his head in dismay. “Now you’re in for it.”

�

The judge cleared his throat and pitched his voice so everyone
could hear him. “In regard to Case Number 2057 stroke 53-9
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Lassiter, Jacynda A., on behalf of the Time Protocol Board, I
render the following verdict.” 

He scrolled down the holo-document, which Cynda found odd.
Why would the verdict already be in the records? It was usually
appended after it was pronounced to allow for any last-minute
changes or pleas.

She looked out at Ralph. He had his fingers crossed. Morrisey’s
stern expression told her he’d seen the document-scrolling as well.

What are they doing?
Walrus cleared his throat and announced, “Considering all

counts and Miss Lassiter’s continued avoidance of appropriate
therapy for her Adrenalin Reactive Disorder, we order mandatory
medical treatment. To ensure compliance, we insist upon six
months’ incarceration at a Minimum Security Facility. To
compensate Mr. Geoffrey Samuelson, a.k.a. Dalton Mimes, for
pain and suffering incurred during Miss Lassiter’s interrogation,
a fine of one hundred thousand Electronic Monetary Units will be
levied. Further, we will recommend revocation of the defendant’s
Time Specialist license.”

Surprised gasps burst forth from the back of the room. She heard
people murmuring amongst themselves, voicing their disapproval. 

“What kind of sentence is that?” someone called out.
Walrus ignored the protest, addressing Cynda. “Do you have

anything to add before I close this hearing?”
She steeled herself. “Yes, I do. Mimes murdered a wonderful

man, a Time Rover. What about Chris’ pain and suffering? When
does Mimes pay for that crime, and the fact that he nearly killed
me twice?”

“All of that is secondary to your behavior in this matter.”
“That’s b.s. and you know it!”
A familiar voice cut through the chamber as Morrisey rose, eyes

dark with anger. “TEM Enterprises appeals this egregious judgment.” 
“The appeal will be logged,” Walrus replied. 
Cynda already knew it would fail.
With a touch of the judge’s hand, the holo-screen vanished into

the tabletop, taking her career with it.
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TEM ENTERPRISES

After considerable legal wrangling, Cynda was released on bail and
put under her boss’ supervision. At present she was sitting on the floor
in the corner of the room she’d been allocated in Morrisey’s compound.
Her chin was on her knees and Fred was enveloped in a fur-crushing
embrace. They’d been played by pros. TPB wanted her out of the time
stream, and her gut told it had something to do with Harter Defoe.

She heard the door whoosh open. It was Ralph.
“There are chairs in this room,” he said, drawing near.
“I like the corner. It feels right. It’s about the size of the cell I’ll get.”
He settled in on the floor next to her, drawing her into a tight

hug. Old friends. 
“The boss is pulling strings, but nothing’s working. He’s

seething at the way you’ve been treated.”
“I’m too tired to seethe,” she said. “I’m just wondering how bad

the medications will screw me up.”
“I promise not to make fun of you if you drool,” he joked.
She elbowed him, not too hard. “That’s a rotten thing to say.”
He chuckled and then grew sober in an instant. “There was a

press conference at the asylum. Mimes is claiming he’s been
vindicated and is seeking release.”

“That sonofabitch. I should have left him to roast in Pompeii.”
Ralph gave her a long look. “Maybe it’s a good thing you’re

going on the drugs.”
She pulled away. “So what else is happening?”
“The union has filed a grievance on your behalf against the TPB.

The other Rovers are coming unstuck at how you’ve been treated.”
“That’s nice to know.”
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Ralph hesitated before delivering his next news item. “Time In
Motion just sent a Rover to ’88 find Defoe. He came back via the
Dead Man Switch, with a bullet in his heart.”

“Who was it?”
“Some guy named Hopkins.”
Oh, no. Cynda pulled herself upright. “Did he make it?”
“Yeah, barely. If the interface hadn’t transferred him, he’d have

been a goner. TPB is claiming Defoe did the deed.”
She shook her head. “That’s not his style.”
“Unless he’s gone off his rocker. Either way, they’re going nuts

trying to find him.”
“I want to see Hopkins,” she said, expecting an argument.
Instead, Ralph shrugged. “I’ll talk to the boss.”

�

The trip to the hospital required a guard. He was TPB and
announced the fact up front, along with a list of unpleasant things
that would happen if she tried to rabbit, as he put it. Like she
could go anywhere—they’d confiscated her interface. For once,
Cynda listened to her better nature and didn’t flip the guy off. 

The fellow named for a hospital looked like hell, each breath
labored. The Thera-Bed’s status graph showed minimal blue:
technology’s hint that he should be drafting his will. 

Cynda knew how this felt from the other side, and that only
made it harder. 

Hopkins didn’t open his eyes when she touched his hand. 
“Sorry, guy. Some people don’t play fair. Get well, okay?” A

nearly silent mumble passed his lips. She bent forward. “What?”
The mumble rose in volume. “Not...Defoe.”
“Who then?”

“T...P...B.”
Luckily, her escort wasn’t in the room to hear this

revelation–the price they paid for writing this guy off too soon.
“Why would they try to kill you?”

“Found out...I work for Guv.”
Oh boy. “Was it that jerk you were with in ’88?” Hopkins

nodded. “Don’t worry, I’ll sort out it, guy.” 
He pried open two bloodshot eyes and squeezed her hand. “Kick

some...ass.”
She winked, though she wasn’t sure he could see her. “You got

it. When we’re you’re better, the beer is on me.”
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“Deal.”
She didn’t bother to look startled when three black-suited men

took their positions around her the moment she exited the room.
Fortunately, Ramrod wasn’t one of them. 

“Guv or TPB?” she asked, spoiling for a fight.
“Guv,” one of them replied.
“What happened to the TPB goon?”
“It was suggested that he go for some coffee.”
“That’s good. If you were TPB, I might be tempted to rack up an

assault charge or two just to round out my record.” 
The man’s eyes widened, but he held his position as they exited

the building. The other spooks kept sweeping the scene around
them, as if they expected trouble.

“The docs say Hopkins is doing better,” she reported. The one
agent nodded, as if he already knew. “He’s a nice guy. He didn’t
deserve that.” The agent nodded again. “Hopkins says TPB did it.” 

“We know.” A momentary pause. “Senior Agent Klein wishes to
speak with you.”

Cynda threw up her hands. “Why not? My schedule’s free at
the moment.”

�

Another windowless room, another potentially uncomfortable
chair. Behind the table was a senior Guv agent in his crisp black
suit. She wondered if he had one for each day of the week. 

“Why did you visit Mr. Hopkins?” the agent asked without
looking up.

“Because he’s a Rover and he got hurt on the job.”
“How did you know about his injuries?”
“The Rover community is tight-knit, like you spooks. Word gets

around.” 
A hint of a frown crossed his face. 
Cynda chose a chair and parked herself in it, crossing her arms

over her chest. “So you’re Agent Klein?” she asked, since he’d not
bothered to introduce himself.

“Senior Agent Klein,” he replied, still not looking up from the
paperwork.

“What’s your game?”
His eyes rose to meet hers. “I see that TPB has ordered

mandatory ARD therapy, six months incarceration and monetary
payment to Mr. Mimes for pain and suffering. Oh, and revocation
of your Time Immersion license.”
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“I can’t pay that bastard if I can’t work,” she shot back.
“They don’t care. They just want you out of the way.” After more

document-shuffling, he paused for effect, issuing a smirk that
begged for a slap. “Then there are the federal charges.” 

Cynda’s bravado evaporated. “What federal charges?”
“Oh, you hadn’t heard about those? Let’s see...five counts of a

Class Four Felony involving the transportation of goods to Off-
Gridders. Amazing how smuggling a few packets of tomato seeds
can really rack up the jail time.” 

Cynda felt her advantage melt. “How long?” she asked.
“Ten point nine years.”
“Community service?” she asked, knowing the question was absurd.
“Medium Security. Full sentence. After that, you’re an Off-

Gridder yourself with no visitation privileges.”
Meaning she’d never see Ralph again.
“What do you want?”
The smirk grew. “Nothing. This isn’t negotiable.”
“The hell it isn’t. TPB wouldn’t have staged that ridiculous

hearing if they didn’t have a reason for wanting me out of
circulation. That says I have value.”

“And what value would that be?” 
“TPB wants Defoe. I think you do, too. So what’s the deal?”
The smirk vanished as Klein leaned closer across the table.

“Bring him to ’057, and we’ll clear your record of all charges.”
“Even the TPB ones?”
“We’ll do what we can with those.”
She gambled. “No way. Unless my slate’s wiped clean and I

keep my license, I don’t find Defoe.”
They stared at each other. “Deal.”
Holy crap. “Why is he so damned important?”
Klein relaxed. “The Time Lag’s finally got to him. He’s gone

rogue and tried to kill Hopkins. He needs to come home.”
“You know that’s b.s. Hopkins said a TPB agent shot him.”
The corner of Klein’s mouth twitched. “That’s not your concern.

Your worry should be the decade in prison.”
“You don’t even know if Defoe is still in ’88. He could be long

gone. I’m not fond of wild-goose chases when my neck is on the
block.”

A shiny object landed into the middle of the table with a decided
thunk. It was an interface. The battered surface told her it was
Chris’.

“Mr Stone was under contract with us while working at Time
Immersion Corporation. His trip to 1888 made for a perfect
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opportunity to contact Defoe. As all his case notes are our property,
we...intercepted his interface before TPB could access the files.”

Did Morrisey know what his nephew had been up to? She sure
as hell hadn’t and they’d been sleeping together.

“You knew where Defoe was all the time?” 
Agent Klein ignored the question. “Mr. Stone kept copious notes

on his interface, unlike you.”
How do you know what’s on mine? 
A few moments later, her dead lover’s words were hovering in

the open space between her and the Guv agent.
9/20/1888 – I saw Defoe tonight, but lost him on the Strand.

Just my luck.
“Are you sure that wasn’t the guy that’s wandering around ’88

giving away tokens for some promotion?”
Klein shook his head. “No. That stupid-ass stunt didn’t start

until last week. Stone spoke with the real Defoe.”
“The interface registered his ESR Chip?” Cynda asked dubiously.
“Yes,” Klein advanced the watch stem a notch, “though I

suspect Defoe’s removed the chip by this point.”
9/22/1888 – Spoke with Defoe and explained the situation. He

agreed to consider our offer. Will meet tomorrow night. Hope this
works. So much depends on it. Also closing in on missing tourist.
Might be able to complete two jobs at once.

Klein’s voice softened. “Mr. Stone is killed the next day and
never makes the meeting.”

“What offer was he talking about?” Cynda asked.
“Not your concern.” He shifted in his chair. “Our offer stands:

find Defoe and your past is forgotten. Fail us, and we’ll bury you
in the prison system.”

“You’re not much for options, are you?”
Klein leaned forward, but the smug grin she’d been expecting

wasn’t there. “I’ll even sweeten the pot. You find Defoe, and you’re
one step closer to the man who killed Chris Stone.”

Her mouth dropped open. “It was Mimes. He admitted it.”
“How very thoughtful of him.” Klein rose from the table. “Good

hunting, Miss Lassiter.” 
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SUNDAY, 21 OCTOBER, 1888
ROTHERHITHE

Keats’ first night in Rotherhithe brought little sleep. Once he’d
confirmed that the boarding house’s bed, though lumpy, was clean
and free of bugs and the creature in his room was a timid mouse,
he collapsed, exhausted. Only an hour or so later, the telltale
squeak of rusty bedsprings awoke him. It took him a bit to register
just where he was. A few low moans punctuated the rhythmic
squeaking and finally a loud shout. After that, blissful silence.

He rolled over and fell into a fitful sleep, only to have the noise
return once more. 

“Give it a rest, you lecherous sods!” he shouted, pounding on the wall
behind his bed. He heard a hearty laugh and then it grew quiet.

Keats rose at dawn in a surly mood, unable to tolerate the bed
any further. He resisted the urge to make an unholy racket and
awaken the couple next door. Instead, he turned his mind to the
task at hand. 

He sat on the side of the bed, rested his elbows on his knees and
tried to shift. It’d always been so easy, like donning a coat. He’d
visualize the physical image in his mind and the change would occur.
This time he began to tremble, and cold sweat sprouted on his
forehead. Nausea rolled through him, making his stomach lurch. 

“No...”
He ceased his efforts and the physical symptoms vanished.

Exhausted, he lay back in the bed and stared at the water-
stained ceiling. 

Flaherty’s blow to his head had ruined it all. “Damn you.” 
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He heard the sound of voices. A door opened and closed, then
the thump of boots on the stairway. Lying in bed feeling sorry for
himself was not going to put things right. He needed to find a job
with the other Irish dockworkers. A few careful questions might
lead him to Flaherty’s cache and his alibi. 

After washing his face and realizing he had no linens to dry himself,
he plodded down the stairs to the street, his hands dripping. The
moment he stepped outside, he took a deep breath. It proved a
mistake. The stench of Rotherhithe and the river invaded his lungs
and he coughed deeply, making him clutch his chest. 

He heard a sound and turned to find his landlady’s sharp eyes
watching him.

“Off to find work?” Mrs. O’Neill asked at a volume that would
have leveled buildings. He nodded. “Worked at the docks, have ya?”

“Yes,” he shouted back to compensate for her diminished
hearing, “but it’s been a long time.”

“How long?”
“Ten years or so.” Before he’d become a copper. He’d made it

only a fortnight before calling it quits, not having the physical size
to do the heavy labor. Then he’d done a stint with the railroad,
working with explosives. Finally, he’d joined the police force,
beginning his service as a constable at Arbour Square, in H
Division. That had been his life ever since.

Now he’d come full circle.
“The call-on shelter is still on Redriffe Road,” Mrs. O’Neill said,

pointing southward away from the river. 
“Thank you,” he said. He tapped his cap instead of removing it,

not keen to reveal the healing wound underneath.
He bought a meat pie from a vendor on the street, and some

ginger beer to wash it down. It seemed to help. Then he set a
course for Redriffe Road, keeping a weary eye out for anyone who
looked familiar. 

As if I would recognize all the ones I’ve arrested. Of course,
they’d remember him. It was like wearing a sandwich board that
said, “You know this one, lads. Have at ’im!” Anytime he saw a
constable, he grew apprehensive. They seemed to be everywhere.

Was he being a fool? No doubt he was. But the fact remained
that he was his own best advocate. Sitting in a cell awaiting trial
would not solve his problems. Ramsey wouldn’t give a damn about
him and Fisher was under too much pressure to bend the rules
much further. Viewed that way, he had little to lose by remaining
on the streets.

Despite his early rising, there were easily a hundred men
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waiting at the call-on yard. He’d just arrived when there a shout
and the mass moved forward. Keats held back, not eager to risk
further injury in the crush. Some of the men were in fine health;
others were bent from years of work. Most had mouths to feed at
home. The hiring was quickly over, and Keats hadn’t had a
chance. Disgruntled, he headed toward the nearest pub, hoping to
make contact with some of the other Irishmen. If luck were with
him, he might yet salvage something out of this miserable day. 

�

“You see that groove on the rib? That is indicative of a blade.”
Reuben’s authoritative tone didn’t trouble Alastair; on the

contrary, he found his mentor’s enthusiasm catching. Anything
that kept his mind off his problems was welcomed. 

“Is there any way to ascertain what type of blade caused the mark?”
“Yes, it is possible if—”
One of the double doors opened, revealing a well-dressed figure.

Reuben looked up first. “This can’t be good news,” he muttered.
Raising his voice, he said, “Doctor Hanson. Welcome. Come in.” 

That pulled Alastair’s attention away from the femur in his
hand. His former fiancé’s father seemed older, less robust than the
last time he’d seen him.

Hanson remained in the doorway. “I have no desire to interrupt
your work, Doctors.” 

“You are not interrupting. Alastair and I were examining the
different sorts of marks one might find during a post-mortem.
How may we be of assistance?” 

Once he had drawn close, Hanson took a deep breath. “I have spent
the morning with my daughter’s fiancé and his father, the duke.”

Alastair tensed, awaiting the dressing-down that would surely follow. 
“I had heard disturbing rumors about Lord Patton’s behavior,

and so I took my concerns to His Grace. To my surprise, the duke
reported the pair of you appeared on his doorstep, making the
claim that his son is afflicted with syphilis.”

“No, that is not correct,” Reuben replied. “We requested that he
have his son examined for the disease. We would not assume he
was afflicted without proper diagnosis.”

“What was the basis for your concern?”
“When we performed the post-mortem on the woman murdered in

Mayfair, we found evidence of syphilitic infection. Lord Patton
appears to have been one of her regular bed partners, among others.”
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“How do you know that?” Hanson asked, his expression unreadable.
“The dead woman kept detailed records of her customers.”
“Good heavens,” Hanson murmured. 
No longer able to hold his silence, Alastair pleaded, “Sir, if Lord

Patton truly cares for Evelyn, he must submit to an examination,
if for nothing more than to give you peace of mind.”

Hanson fixed him with a troubled gaze. “I agree. I asked the
duke to have his son examined by an impartial physician. He
refused. When I pressed him on the matter, he grew angry. He
claimed that you had threatened to reveal this information if you
were not adequately...satisfied.”

Reuben exploded. “If by satisfied he means we were attempting
to bribe him, I shall see him in court, I swear it! I will not have my
reputation ruined by such a perfidious lie.”

Hanson shook his head. “I discounted his insinuation immediately.
I know you to have a good reputation, Dr. Bishop.” He turned to look
at Alastair. “As for you, we may not have agreed upon much, but I
know you to hold only the highest principles. In fact, it could be
argued that even the gods would fall short of your expectations.”

“I gather that is some sort a compliment,” Alastair said coolly.
“It is.”
“I appreciate your candor, sir,” Reuben said. “This must be hard

for you and your family.”
“It has been a most unpleasant experience, I assure you. My

wife and I spoke with Evelyn at length and she reassured us that
the young man had not taken any liberties with her, though not
for lack of trying.” Hanson looked away, his face coloring with the
barely subdued rage of a father.

“Thank God,” Alastair said with a sigh of relief. 
“Evelyn has decided to break off the engagement, though she

knows it will cast her in an unfavorable light. We heartily support
her decision. The truth will become known, you can rest assured,
especially with regard to you gentlemen. I will see to that.”

“If that is the case, then I shall not seek legal redress,” Reuben said. 
Hanson noticeably relaxed. “I had hoped that would be your

response.” He turned and moved toward the door with measured
steps, only to stop abruptly and swivel back around.

“Dr. Montrose, if I had not meddled between you and my
daughter, this disaster would not have occurred. I let my pride
interfere with my daughter’s happiness. That was a sincere error.
I do hope you will accept my apology, Doctor.”

Struggling to mask his astonishment, Alastair inclined his
head. “Certainly, sir.”
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“I understand the duke has been instrumental in having you
removed from your position at London Hospital. I have influence
there. I would be willing to speak on your behalf.”

“That is very kind, sir; however, I have taken an ardent interest
in pathology as of late. I am now Dr. Bishop’s assistant.”

Hanson nodded his approval. “Excellent. I believe you will do
very well.”

“Thank you. Please send my regards to Evelyn.”
A lengthy pause. “You are welcome to call at our house if you

choose. I know she would appreciate seeing you again.”
Hanson turned on his heels and was out the door before

Alastair thought of a suitable response.
“Well, well, that was entertaining,” Reuben said, his grin wider

than his moustache. “I believe this is the first time I’ve ever heard
of Hanson apologizing for anything.”

Alastair could only nod, his mind in too much of a tumult.

�

Keats eased himself into a corner settle at the Three
Compasses, sipping his ale. He’d heard of this pub from his
contacts in Whitechapel—it was as good a place to end the day as
any. He’d made the rounds of the pubs, getting a feel for the area.
It hadn’t changed much.

From his vantage point, he surveyed the ebb and flow of filthy
and cursing humanity in this corner of Rotherhithe. A pall of
tobacco smoke hung in the air, along with the stench of unwashed
bodies and stale beer. He wished now he had his pipe. He’d left it
sitting on top of his diary in his study all those nights ago, never
realizing he’d be a fugitive within a few hours. 

Keats bought another pint, biding his time. This was a tricky
business. He needed to blend in so that the other Irish
dockworkers might trust him, yet not raise the interest of
someone wanting to gain favors with the constabulary. He didn’t
expect to be acknowledged right off; that wasn’t the game. If he
were, then he’d lose his advantage. 

He watched with jaded curiosity as a man appeared in the pub’s
doorway and pushed his way in. Keats tracked his movement to
the bar, as did many of the other patrons.

Plainclothes copper.
The fellow had dressed down-market for the occasion, but his

shoes were too presentable, his clothes not wrinkled or dirty
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enough, and he was trying too hard to be sociable. Keats kept his
attention on his ale, hoping the fellow wouldn’t attempt to talk to
him. A short while later, the pub collectively heaved a sigh of
relief when the copper finally shuffled outside, worse for wear on
the gin, but light for whatever knowledge he’d been seeking. 

“Rozzer,” one of the patrons murmured to another.
“Bloody bastard,” the other replied and spat in disgust. Keats

nodded in agreement, as would be expected, and continued to sip
his ale. 

A voice rose above the din, immediately joined by others. An old
Irish ballad filled the room, one that his mother used to croon to
him when he was a small child. Keats found himself singing along,
remembering happier times. When song ended, his eyes skipped
over the pub again, taking inventory. 

What would my mother think of me now, spying on my fellow
countrymen? His copper’s mind responded instantly. Anarchists
are anarchists, whether they’re Irish or not. 

The answer didn’t make him feel any less a Judas.
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2057 A.D.
TEM ENTERPRISES

Senior Guv Agent Klein was full of surprises. Cynda figured
he’d stick her in a time pod and she’d be off to 1888 in a heartbeat.
Instead, he handed over her time interface and had her escorted
to TEM Enterprises with the caution that there would be someone
watching her every move until she left 2057. Quite a departure
from TPB’s orders that she be stuffed in a cell and medicated.

Morrisey did not seem surprised when she’d appeared on his
doorstep. “Come along, then,” he said.

Cynda trailed substantially behind her boss as he wove his way
through the complex. Despite her rest, the lag was still present.
She figured they were headed to the botanical garden. He was
known to prefer that location. Instead, after one brief stop to
obtain some chocolate, he exited into the central courtyard. 

A pagoda dominated the middle of the open-air space,
surrounded on four sides by the main complex. The structure was
cool—especially the multi-colored dragons perched atop its spiky
peaks. It was the sand surrounding the building that gave her the
willies. It always seemed to be on the move, though the handful of
black boulders jutting from its white surface remained firmly in
place. 

Cynda shook her head to clear the vision. The sand continued
to undulate in no discernable pattern. It’s just lag.

Morrisey was already in the pagoda, in a Lotus position on the
platform with his eyes closed. Cynda paced along the edge of the
sand near where his shoes and socks were neatly deposited on the
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tile. Reaching him meant crossing the white sea. 
You did this on purpose.
Muttering under her breath, she removed her own footwear.

Right before she stepped onto the sand, she pulled out her new
interface and stared at it. She’d bet a month’s salary Agent Klein
had futzed with it, installed some sort of sophisticated
surveillance device. After dropping it into a shoe, she gingerly
eased herself onto the sand. Each step created a ripple ahead of
her, like waves on a still pond. Each footprint filled with sand the
moment she raised her foot. Resisting the urge to run, she
carefully edged forward across the expanse, waiting for the sand
to open up and suck her downward.

If this was lag, it was beyond scary. 
When she reached the solid wood floor of the pagoda, her heavy

sigh caused Morrisey’s eyes to open. She dragged herself up onto
the platform and sat on the pillow next to him. It felt odd not to
adjust a bustle. 

Once situated, Cynda tracked an employee as he wound his way
around the outer courtyard and then vanished inside one of the
doors. There was a tap on her forearm. She found three candy bars
near her right knee.

“Thanks.” She opened one and took one bite, then another.
When the bar was gone, she neatly folded the wrapper and set it
beside her. To do otherwise felt sacrilegious here. 

“Did they return your interface?” he asked.
“Yes.” She pointed toward the edge of the sand. “I left it out there.”
Morrisey nodded and picked up a brass bowl from near his

pillow. As he ran a wooden mallet around the outer lip, a low
vibration issued forth, rising in tone until a single note sang in the
air. The sand was moving in a different pattern now, as if the
sound was pushing it away.

That’s cool.
Morrisey returned the bowl and mallet to his side. The sound

gradually died away. “Now we may speak freely,” he said.
“You sure about that?” she asked, gesturing to the open

courtyard. 
“I’d explain the mechanics involved, but I know you’re not one

for technical detail. Suffice it to say that once I’ve used the singing
bowl and generated a particular tone for a certain length of time,
we have complete privacy.”

“You’re kidding.”
Her boss shook his head.”
“What people see from the outside of the pagoda is not what is
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happening inside. That’s why Harter and I conducted our business here,
though he always complained about the lack of a comfortable chair.”

A smile inched across her face. “He sounds like a kick.”
“He was many things...”
“You’re using the past tense.” 
He stared at the sand. “I didn’t realize I was.” 
“Guv says he’s still in ’88 and that Chris was working for them.

Did you know that?”
“I didn’t know Harter was there, not until now. I’m not

surprised, given his love of the time period.”
“But you knew about Chris?”
“Yes, I was aware of my nephew’s involvement with the

Government. I cautioned him against it.”
“Why didn’t he tell me what he was doing?”
Morrisey adjusted his position on the pillow. “He knew your

intense dislike of authority, and was concerned you would be
angry at him.”

“Damned right about that,” she said. “It got him killed.”
Morrisey frowned. “Why do you say that?”
“Klein said if I find Defoe, I’ll be a step closer to the man who

murdered Chris. He hinted it wasn’t Mimes.”
Morrisey’s fingers collapsed into rigid fists. “What the hell are

they playing at?” After three deep breaths, his hands unclasped.
He rested them in his lap again, in classic Lotus position. If Cynda
had not seen the rage within him at that moment, she’d never
have believed him capable of such power. She made a mental note
never to piss this guy off.

“It might just be Klein’s way of messing with our minds. I have
to find out either way,” she said.

“I agree.”
Cynda rubbed her face, exhausted. The smell of chocolate rose

from her fingers. “I know I have killer lag, but 1888 feels...wrong.”
Morrisey turned to study her with an intensity that unnerved

her. “Wrong in what way?”
“I have no idea. It just doesn’t feel the same. I’ve been there a

few times before and this trip...”
A prolonged silence. “When did this sensation first occur?”
She pondered that. “The night I arrived.”
“Let’s set that aside for a moment and try an experiment. Close

your eyes.”
“What?”
“Just do it.” 
Cynda obeyed. As she tried to relax, she heard her own
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irregular breathing against Morrisey’s measured inhalations and
exhalations. Around them came the faint rustling of the sand as it
shifted, grain over grain.

I gotta have more chocolate.
“Open your eyes.”
“And?” she asked, fumbling for another candy bar.
“How long did you have your eyes closed?”
“A minute, ten, no, eleven seconds.”
Morrisey nodded. “Most people wouldn’t have had any notion of

how much time had elapsed.” 
“Apparently you did.”
He pointed upward. “That’s the only reason I knew you were correct.” 
Nestled amongst the pagoda’s rafters was a peg clock. She’d not

seen one in years. Thin strips of wood on three wires, one for the
hours, minutes and seconds. The two sides of each peg were
different colors. The number of similarly colored pegs situated
upright told the time. The clock quietly flipped in a rhythmic
pattern, as if triggered by some unseen hand. 

“I use it to calculate how long I generate the tone with the
singing bowl,” he explained.

“Okay, so I can judge time without a watch. Whoopee. Great
party trick.”

Morrisey ignored her sarcasm. “What is the sand doing?”
Her eyes darted away in panic. 
“The sand moves for you, doesn’t it?” 
Cynda swallowed the last of the candy bar, wishing she had a

glass of water to ease the sudden dryness in her throat. “It’s just
a lag-induced delusion. It’ll stop if I get enough rest.”

“The sand moves for you.” It wasn’t a question this time. 
“Yes,” she confirmed in a harsh whisper.
“If an employee asks me about the sand, I know I have a time

sensitive.”
“A what?”
“A time sensitive—someone who interacts with the Fourth

Dimension on a cellular level.”
“Do a lot of them do that?” Cynda asked hopefully. Maybe she

wasn’t the only weird one.
“Only one, and he wasn’t an employee. Harter could tell time to

the exact second. It was very annoying. I could never acquire the
skill, though I tried...repeatedly.”

“You’re jealous,” she said before she thought. Oh, that was swift.
He quirked an eyebrow. “I guess I am. Harter wasn’t much for

software, but he can resonate with a time period like no one else
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I’ve ever met. He knows when something isn’t right and can
pinpoint the flaw, then mend it.”

“That’s what Rovers do.”
“No, not really. Most Rovers just transfer in and out of a time

period, not paying much attention to it. You and Harter feel time in
your bones. You know when something is fundamentally wrong.”

“Wow. I just figured everyone felt that way.” She cracked a
smile. “Gee, Time Rover One and I have something in common.”

“More than you might believe.” 
“Guv says if I don’t find him, they’ll put me in jail for the

smuggling. I’ll never be able to travel again.” Then it dawned on
her. Ralph had said that Morrisey had pulled serious strings on
her behalf. “You were the one who forged that deal, weren’t you?”

Morrisey nodded. “Having you track Harter is for the best. You
won’t kill him. Others might.”

“They wouldn’t do that,” she protested.
“Think again.”
“Who?”
“TPB, for whatever reason.”
“What’s my freedom costing you?”
Morrisey’s expression changed to one of increased respect. He

gestured, encompassing the buildings around them. “All of this is
gone if you attempt to run off.”

“TEM Enterprises? But you’re...you’re...” 
“Doesn’t matter who I am. TPB is consolidating their newfound

power, which is making the Government more aggressive. All
gloves are off. If you run, I lose my liberty as well. You’re not the
only one who’s been funneling supplies to the Off-Gridders.”

Her mouth fell open. “That’s how you knew what I was doing
with the tomato seeds. You...” 

She leaned over and impulsively gave him a peck on the cheek
before she could stop herself. A shy grin appeared on her boss’
face, as if it was the first kiss he’d ever received. “You’re a great
guy, Morrisey.”

“Or a very foolish one. History will judge my motives.” 
“Because of us, a lot of Off-Gridders didn’t starve to death, my

family included. The laws are stupid. Just because they want to
live outside of society doesn’t mean we shouldn’t help them.”

“Was it worth the ten-plus years of prison time?” he asked.
She didn’t hesitate. “Yeah, it was.” 
If for nothing more than to piss off her brother, Blair, who’d

always lorded it over her when they were growing up. She was the
one who came to their family’s rescue by supplying the seeds they
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could trade for food and other goods. Hopefully by now her dad
had his medical practice up and running to generate income. Then
they’d be okay. As usual, Blair hadn’t risen to the challenge.

“History will see us as the good guys,” she said.
“Depends on who writes the story.”
Silence fell between them. The sand continued moving to its

own rhythm. 
“Thanks for the back story, by the way. Pinkerton’s of all

things,” she said, shaking her head.
He shrugged. “I will provide you with a decoy interface,”

Morrisey said. “It is registered to another Rover and includes a
valid ESR Chip, so it will appear as if he’s making the journey, not
you. I’ll have it delivered to you in ’88.”

“I like it. Sounds devious.”
“Communicate with Mr. Hamilton via your original interface to

maintain the illusion that you are unaware of their scrutiny. Guv
will monitor every communication. Should you find Harter, use
the decoy to disappear.”

“What?” she blurted. “You want us to go walk about? You’ll lose
everything!”

“It is necessary. You must be free to travel and mend. To do
otherwise will allow history to shift in ways too hideous to
contemplate.”

“But you have...” She trailed off, suddenly understanding how
it all worked.

“What?” 
“Contemplated the hideous ways. That’s what you do. Defoe

might be able to fix things, but you’re the one who sees the big
picture. That’s why you work so well together.” 

Another nod of respect. “You have seen to the heart of our
arrangement. Someone is needed in the middle of the fray while
the other stands at a distance, able to judge the battle.”

“Battle?”
“I did not misspeak.”
She reached for another candy bar and then changed her mind.

More chocolate wouldn’t help this mess. 
Now was the time to ask all the deep questions. There was no

guarantee her boss would continue to be so candid. “Tell me about
the Virtuals.”

He raised an eyebrow. “Virtuals are the rarest of Transitives.
Do you know why?” 

She shook her head.
“You are aware how a Transitive is created?” Cynda nodded,
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eager to move along. “Once you’ve survived such a transformation,
it is human nature to always want more. If you can change
identities, what next?” 

“Be able to balance my Vid-Net checking account,” she quipped.
A wan smile. “Once a Transitive has mastered the ability to go

en mirage as another person, some begin to probe the boundaries
of that ability. A few choose the aesthetic route and emulate
animal forms, like the Native American shamans. Some seek to
embrace nature by taking on simpler forms, such as a tree or a
rock. And then there are those who tend toward the darker forms.”

“Werewolves, vampires and things that go bump in the night?”
Cynda joked. When Morrisey didn’t disagree, her sense of humor
crawled away. 

“Do you know what a Ninja is?” he quizzed.
Her mind conjured up a vintage martial arts movie she’d watched

as a child. Her brother had caustically pointed out that Ninjas didn’t
really wear black. He’d always found a way to ruin things. 

“They were Japanese assassins, weren’t they?”
“Still are. There is always a need for espionage, sabotage or

assassination. In our society, Virtuals fulfill that role.”
“Why are they so rare?” 
“Because to make the transition is to court agonizing death.”
“If they’re already a Transitive, what’s the problem? Just a

little more oomph and you’ve got it, right?”
“No. They have to undergo the twice transformation. The initial Rite

de la Morte, the Death Rite, makes you Transitive. The Rite Final
either makes you Virtual or kills you. The death is quite graphic.”

“What are the odds of dying?” 
“Ninety-six point eight percent, depending on their brain

chemistry.”
She whistled. “That’s nasty. The ones who survive must feel

like gods.”
“Exactly. Have you encountered a Perceiver yet?”
“Yes.” Alastair’s handsome face passed through her mind.

Strangely enough, she found herself missing his petulant lectures.
“Perceivers are equally scarce. They are often employed to

determine if you are in the presence of someone en mirage. This is
very important if you’re conducting business or, for instance,
marriage. In the Middle Ages they vetted the highborn
newlyweds, so that paternity would be precisely as expected.”

“I can only imagine what led to that.”
“The history of the Transitives makes for interesting reading,”

Morrisey said, a faint smile on his face. 

262 |  Jana G. Oliver

http://www.dragonmoonpress.com
http://www.dragonmoonpress.com
http://www.dragonmoonpress.com
http://www.timerovers.com
http://www.timerovers.com
http://www.timerovers.com
http://www.amazon.com/Virtual-Evil-Time-Rovers-Book/dp/1896944760
http://www.chapters.indigo.ca/books/Virtual-Evil-Jana-G-Oliver/9781896944760-item.html


w
w

w
.dragonm

oonpress.com
w

w
w

.tim
erovers.com

Order your copy today!

http://www.amazon.com/Virtual-Evil-Time-Rovers-Book/dp/1896944760

http://www.chapters.indigo.ca/books/Virtual-Evil-Jana-G-Oliver/9781896944760-item.html

Time Rovers Trilogy
Book 1: Sojourn (Available now)

Book 2: Virtual Evil (October 2007)
Book 3: Madman’s Dance (October 2008)

“You don’t have to do anything special to become a Perceiver, do you?”
“That’s correct.”
“Makes sense. The one I know is very unhappy about being a shifter.

I doubt he’d do anything more to enhance his curse, as he calls it.”
“Is that Montrose?” She nodded. “Some of the most powerful

Transitives are those who never wanted to be one in the first place.”
“He knows what I do for a living.” 
She waited for the reproof, but it didn’t come. Instead, Morrisey

nodded approvingly. “Good. You need someone you can trust in
that time period.”

“I figured you’d be upset.”
“I’m not pleased that someone is aware of your vocation, but the

usual rules don’t apply now. No one is following them anyway.”
“When did Transitives first appear?” she asked.
“We’re not sure, though there have been exhaustive studies.

The current theory is that the ability came from the future.”
“Our future?” she asked, taken aback.
“Yes.”
“Why go back and meddle, then?”
“Some believe it occurred quite by accident. I don’t think that’s

the case. If you are a threatened species, why not create more of
your kind so that when the ultimate battle is enjoined, there are
more of you to fight?”

The chocolate bar began to churn in her stomach. There was
more here, she could feel it. “Did Defoe go into the future?” 

“No, it came to him.”
“He met a Future?”
“More than one, from what he told me. The news they brought

was anything but comforting.”
“But if they contacted him, that means they’re trying to alter

history. They can’t do that.”
“They can if they believe it’s the only way to survive.”
A shiver spiraled up Cynda’s spine, despite the sunny warmth

of the courtyard.“Just what the hell happens to us?”
Morrisey’s dark eyes swung toward hers. “We do not listen to

the better angels of our nature.”
“Meaning?” she pushed. 
“We self-destruct.”
“The Transitives or the rest of us?”
“We assist each other in our mutual annihilations.”
“How soon?”
“2062 is when the laws are changed to interdict Transitive

behavior. By 2065, the resistance begins. In 2083...” 
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He was quiet for a time. She didn’t push, sensing how hard this
was. Finally he stirred. 

“There is always an enemy awaiting for a moment of
distraction, of weakness,” he finally said. “Our petty internecine
war provides that opportunity.”

“What happens?” she persisted. 
“Our conflicts are resolved for us.”
“Fade to black?” she whispered.
“In all ways that matter.”
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MONDAY, 22 OCTOBER, 1888
ROTHERHITHE

Keats rose two hours before dawn, bought himself a hearty meal
and headed for the call-on shelter. There were only two other men
present; from the looks of them, they’d spent the night there.

“Gents,” Keats said, touching his cap in respect. A couple of nods
came his way. Both fellows would likely be passed over for healthier
specimens. Keats judged himself a more probable candidate,
providing he could hide his chest injury. Pity Alastair wasn’t close at
hand. He could bind the rib tight to reduce the pain, though he would
certainly give his friend an earful in the process.

He sat on the damp ground, leaned against a brick wall and closed
his eyes. He dare not fall asleep, so he catalogued the sounds around
him. The two men were talking quietly amongst themselves. One of
them said his wife was sick. The other talked about his brother who
was in Wandsworth Gaol for some crime. 

A short time later, there were footsteps. He opened his eyes and
pushed up his cap far enough to survey the figure as it
approached. He guessed it was one of the foremen. The man
studied him for a time and then headed in his direction. 

“Good mornin’,” the fellow called out.
“Good morning to you,” Keats replied, rising to his feet. 
“Can ya do a day’s work?”
“I’ll do my best.”
“That’s honest.” He waved him forward. “We’re loadin’ rum today.”
In a short time, the yard filled with eager men. He watched his

new boss make his choices. Like the day before, the foreman
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walked past the ones who looked frail and chose the healthy
specimens. Though sincerely pleased with the outcome, Keats’
cautious nature took hold.

Why go to so much trouble with me? 
Fretting would do him no good. He leaned against a wall,

crossed his arms over his chest, trying to blend in. If he’d been
made out as a copper, he’d know soon enough.

He’d not remained employed for very long, the heavy physical
labor causing his broken rib to send shards of pain throughout his
chest. He’d resigned rather than being fired. 

After he gave his notice, curiosity got the best of him. “Why’d
you hire me?”

The foreman shrugged. “Ya look like my younger brother.
Figured ya needed a bit of help.”

“That I do.” More than you can imagine.

Keats knew he should find food, but he was too exhausted to go
in search of anything. Once he’d reached the stairs to his room, he
sat on the bottom step, placing his head in his hands to allow time
for the ache in his side to diminish. A few minutes’ rest and then
he’d attempt the journey.

“Ya drunk?” He raised his head to find Mrs. O’Neill studying
him with skeptical eyes. “No, yer not. So what happened?”

“I couldn’t handle loading the rum. I broke a rib a while back.”
“How’d ya break it?”
“Got worked over in an alley.”
“Did ya give as good as ya got?” 
He snorted. “I tried. I’m pretty good with my fists, but I’m not

tall like some of them.”
“Don’t need to be tall. Just need to be fast. My husband was a

little rooster of man, but ya’d not like to cross him.”
Keats levered himself to his feet. “I need some sleep. I’ll try to

find some other work tomorrow.”
She caught his arm. “I’ll fix some food for ya. I’ll not do this

again, but I remember what it was like when my husband first
worked on the docks. Damned near killed him,” she said more
quietly than usual.

He raised his voice so she could hear him. “I’ll be pleased to pay
for the—”

Mrs. O’Neill shook her head. “No need. Yer a good sort; I can see
that. I want decent tenants, not drunken sods who tear up the rooms.” 

He moved so slowly that his landlady caught up with him on
the stairs. She set the tray on his bed and positioned the chair so
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he could reach the food. “I sent one of the lads to get ya a pint.” 
He could have kissed her. “God bless you, Mrs. O’Neill. You are

a very good woman.”
A toothy grin. “Eat and get some rest. Then get a job. I’m not a

soft touch.”
He chuffed. “Not in the least.” 
He eased himself into the chair and flipped back the cloth cover

to reveal cold mutton, golden cheese and bread. A feast. He’d just
started on the lamb when there was another tap at the door. By
the time he opened it, the lad was gone. A covered metal pail sat
on the floor. Inside was an ample portion of ale.

Raising his eyes to the ceiling, he managed a weak smile. 
“Angels watch over me.”

�

2057 A.D.
TEM ENTERPRISES

It took most of the afternoon at a computer terminal for Cynda
to do her research on the Father of Time Travel. Defoe had an
extensive history. To her surprise, she’d found her security
clearance had been upgraded a couple of levels, no doubt courtesy
of Guv. She’d be sure to send Senior Agent Klein a thank-you note.

She’d quickly learned that Defoe was a throwback, a
millennium man with Victorian tastes. Fluent in six languages,
lover of classical music, fine wine, old scotch, expensive socks and
excellent food, he was blessed with a roving eye and a load of
chutzpah. Thanks to his distaste for following orders, he’d
enflamed the Time Protocol Board’s ire more than once. 

“Sounds familiar,” her personal hallucination observed from his
location near a pile of thumb-sized nano-drives. He kept eyeing them.
“You and Defoe could be twins in the personality department.”

He’s a decade older than I am.
“Minor difference.” The arachnid nudged the nano-drive with a

leg. “Are we going back to 1888 soon?” he asked hopefully. 
Yup.
“Good. I’m peckish.” 
Really? Missing the scones?
A shake of the head. “Flies. You don’t have any here. That’s just

so depressing.”
One person’s hell is another’s smorgasbord. 
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�

MONDAY, 22 OCTOBER, 1888
ROTHERHITHE

After a long and deep sleep, Keats returned to the streets after
dark, feeling much improved, though his chest still ached. The
weariness that had dogged him since the injury seemed to be
lifting at last. He’d only made it a block or so from the boarding
house when a broken-down whore hailed him. 

“Come on, luv, I’ll do ya proper,” she said and hiked her skirt a
bit to display her calf.

“I don’t think so,” he replied, trying to ignore her. The smell of
cheap gin enveloped him as she pushed herself up against him.
Reflexively, he reached in his pocket and extracted a couple pence,
pressing them into her hand. By the time he’d realized what he’d
done, he couldn’t take back the gesture. To do so would raise even
more red flags. “Here, get some food.”

She accepted the coins. “I don’t take nothin’ without earnin’ it,”
she said, sizing him up. 

“You can earn it by telling me where to find a good meal.” 
“Ya jokin’ with me, luv?”
“No.”
She thought for a moment and then pointed with a gnarled

hand. “Mrs. Garner has a place, four streets over. It’s a bit pricey,
but it’s good. I go there when I can.”

“Thank you. That’s all I need.” 
The dining room did have decent food and Mrs. Garner, a

buxom young widow with an eye toward finding another husband,
took an instant liking to him. She made sure he got enough to eat,
piling on seconds the moment his plate was empty. He ate
heartily, hoping to regain his strength. As he finished off the last
of the mutton and started on the potatoes, he heard the scrape of
a chair across from him. 

Keats recognized the one of the dockworkers from the
warehouse this morning. 

“Food any good tonight?” the fellow asked.
Keats nodded. The dockworker waved his hand to get some attention

from the widow. A plate full of mutton appeared. He paid Mrs. Garner
and then set to work on the meal like he hadn’t eaten in weeks.

Keats kept his attention on his own plate. When he heard a
contented sigh, he said, “You eat here often?”
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“Sometimes.”
“Thanks for helping this morning. Couldn’t have lasted as long

as I did if you hadn’t lifted those casks.”
A rough shrug. “Feelin’ better?”
Keats nodded. “I’ll try to find lighter work tomorrow.”
“Might be able to find some tonight, if yer game.”
“Doing what?”
“Somethin’ that earns money,” was the swift reply. When Keats

didn’t respond right away, he added, “If yer not willin’, say so.”
“I just don’t know who I’m dealing with,” Keats said. “You could

be a rozzer, setting me up.”
A wide grin erupted. “Name’s Moran, Clancy Moran.” He

shoved a hand across the table. 
“Sean Murphy,” Keats lied. They shook. 
“Ya in or out?”
“In.”
“Then come on with ya,” Moran said, rising from his chair. 
Keats trudged along with the Irishman, keeping an eye out for

any coppers. When he spied one in the distance, he tugged his
collar up higher to obscure his face. 

Clancy caught the gesture. “In trouble with Johnny Law?”
“Who isn’t?”
A hearty guffaw, followed by a slap on Keats’ back. He winced

as his rib flared up again.
“We’re gonna be relocatin’ some goods from one place to

another,” Moran explained.
“Relocating?” 
A sidelong look. “We’re being paid for our strong backs, but we

don’t see a thing, ya got it?”
“Got it.”
“As long as the beat copper thinks his bribe is big enough, this’ll

go just fine.”
“And if he doesn’t?”
“Run like hell.”

The moment Keats cleared the warehouse door, he scanned the
faces of the five men inside. To his relief, none of them were
familiar. Three of them looked like dockworkers and they gave
Clancy a respectful nod in turn. 

A man in a top hat glowered in their direction, and then
returned to the conversation he’d been having. “I don’t care about
that,” the toff growled. “Just get it done or I’ll have your job.”

The foreman dropped his gaze to his boots. “Right, sir.” 
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Clancy leaned close and whispered near Keats’ ear. “That’s
Effington, the warehouse owner. Right bastard. Mind yerself.”

Effington? Keats repressed a grin. Fate was smiling on him tonight.
The gruff warehouse owner strode over to the double doors,

gave the foreman another glare and then was gone. After an
audible sigh of relief, the foreman pointed at the nearest man. “Go
get the wagon. The rest of ya start movin’ this lot toward the
door.” He gave Keats the once-over. “Yer too scrawny to do the
liftin’. Keep an eye out for the rozzer. Ya see him, ya let us know.
We’ll take care of him.”

Keats positioned himself across the street from the warehouse.
The location offered a good vantage from which to observe the
street in either direction. In time, the wagon drew up and the
loading began. Usually there were jokes and conversation
between the men as they worked. This lot kept dead silent. After
each sack of sugar or cask of rum was placed on the wagon, the
man who’d loaded it looked up and down the street as if expecting
a horde of Blue Bottles to arrive at any moment.

Keats kept his ears trained for the telltale sound of measured boot
steps on pavement. As time passed, he grew more nervous. What
would he do if a copper came along? If they all ran, that was one
thing. If they intended to harm the fellow, that wouldn’t do. He’d have
no choice but to risk discovery by siding with them against the
outnumbered officer, even if the man wasn’t on the level. That would
surely lead to his arrest when reinforcements arrived.

“Come on, lads,” he murmured. “It’s not a damned Sunday picnic.” 
Clancy carried out a heavy sack of sugar and dropped into the

back of the wagon like it was made of feathers. To Keats’ relief,
the foreman bolted the warehouse doors behind him.  

While the wagon rolled away and then turned at the corner, the
workers melted into the night. Clancy crossed over to where Keats
stood in the shadows.

“That’s it,” he said, offering a handful of coins. “He paid ya three
shillin’s, the rest of us four each for the loadin’.”

Keats took the money and dumped it in his pocket. 
“Yer not countin’ it?” Clancy asked, baffled.
Realizing his mistake, Keats bluffed, “If you’re stealing from

me, there’s little I can do about it. From what I can see, you’re not
the kind to scrape with.”

Clancy chuffed. “Come on, let’s get a pint.”
After the first pint was gone, they drank another and then wandered

out of the pub, pleased with themselves. The evening had gone well.
Clancy had proven to be a cagey bird when it came to conversation, but

270 |  Jana G. Oliver

http://www.dragonmoonpress.com
http://www.dragonmoonpress.com
http://www.dragonmoonpress.com
http://www.timerovers.com
http://www.timerovers.com
http://www.timerovers.com
http://www.amazon.com/Virtual-Evil-Time-Rovers-Book/dp/1896944760
http://www.chapters.indigo.ca/books/Virtual-Evil-Jana-G-Oliver/9781896944760-item.html


w
w

w
.dragonm

oonpress.com
w

w
w

.tim
erovers.com

Order your copy today!

http://www.amazon.com/Virtual-Evil-Time-Rovers-Book/dp/1896944760

http://www.chapters.indigo.ca/books/Virtual-Evil-Jana-G-Oliver/9781896944760-item.html

Time Rovers Trilogy
Book 1: Sojourn (Available now)

Book 2: Virtual Evil (October 2007)
Book 3: Madman’s Dance (October 2008)

underneath his caution Keats sensed a Fenian. He’d made sure his own
comments remained noncommittal, but pro-Irish. If he pressed too
hard, Clancy would shun him in the future.

As they negotiated their way down St. Mary’s Street near
the church, Clancy gave him a puzzled look. “So how come ya
talk so fancy?”

Keats had been anticipating that one and had his story ready.
“Father was a schoolmaster and he made sure of it, with the lash.” 

“Ah, that’d be why.”
It’s too much work otherwise. 
A block later, Keats asked, “How long have you been moving

goods for Effington?”
“Over a year. He’s short of brass, so he’s takin’ some off every

load. He hides the goods in his other warehouses on both sides of
the water.” Clancy grew serious. “I meant what I said about him
bein’ a right bastard. Ya watch yourself around him, ya hear?” 

Time to up the ante. “Is it true he’s working with Flaherty?”
A sharp look from his companion. “How ya know of him?”
“Every Irishman knows about him. He’s a legend.”
A snort. “Or a butcher, dependin’ on how ya look at it.”
“I heard he killed some poor fellow and put him out in the

Thames on one of those piers.” 
“Yeah. Johnny Ahearn. Flaherty cut him up like a dog. He’s due

to be taught a lesson.”
Before Keats had a chance to exploit his companion’s anger, he

heard footsteps in their wake. He knew them as well as his own
heartbeat. Taking a quick look behind him, he swore. It was a
young constable, new to the job by the looks of him. 

Keats turned back. “Rozzer,” he said under his breath.
“He wants me,” Clancy said.
“You sure?” Keats replied. Clancy chuckled in response.
The footsteps sped up and then a voice called, “You there, halt!”
“Ah, bugger,” Keats muttered. 
“See ya tomorrow, Sean.”
“Good Lord willing, Clancy.” 
“Halt!” the constable shouted again, his footsteps drawing nearer.
The moment they reached the crossroads they broke in two

directions, as if their moves had been choreographed. Clancy fled
to the left as Keats hurried right on Albion Street toward the gas
works. Repeated blasts of the two-tone police whistle split the air,
but didn’t prevent their escape.
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2057 A.D.
TEM ENTERPRISES

Suspecting that Keats’ life was the most out of sync of those
she’d encountered, Cynda accessed the sergeant’s time line. There
was no mention of a murder trial. Nicci Hallcox lived five more
years before succumbing to syphilitic complications. In contrast,
Jonathan Davis Keats lived to be a ripe seventy-seven years old,
retiring to Bournemouth on a full police pension. 

Following in his mentor’s footsteps, he would attain the exalted
position of chief inspector, working some of the most notorious
crimes of the era. During it all, he’d had no time for a wife—not a
surprise, given his distinguished career. Keats died of heart
disease, sitting alone in his front parlor reading the evening
paper, as was his habit. He’d been found by his housekeeper,
peaceful in death.

For a brief time his name was in the newspapers again,
belated homage given to the man who had caught the infamous
Fenian Desmond Flaherty and saved a beloved London
landmark from destruction. 

Which was not the way things were going in the “new” 1888. 
Cynda dropped a nano-drive into Morrisey’s outstretched palm. 
“I checked a couple timelines,” she reported, shaking her head in

dismay. “They’re off the rails. I need your help with this.” 
He gave a curt nod and hiked away into the compound. She

collected a couple more chocolate bars and retreated to her own
room, her mood darkening with each footstep.

“He wants to see you,” Morrisey’s assistant announced from just
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inside the door to her room. Fulham looked as tired as she felt.
Cynda tried to wake up enough to be coherent. “Where is he?” 
“His private office.”
That cleared some of the cobwebs. From what she gathered, it was

the rare employee who ever saw inside Morrisey’s suite of rooms.
“I’ll be there.”
She plodded her way around the compound, encountering no

one along the way. The lights switched on and off automatically as
she passed, a mandatory energy-saving measure. 

When she entered the suite, Morrisey beckoned her forward. He
sat behind a glass desk that was overly clean by her standards.
His office wasn’t quite what she expected. It sat at the center of a
cluster of rooms. Like other parts of the compound, this one had
the requisite paintings on the wall, but these were all at the
proper height. There were even chairs and Morrisey was seated in
one. That surprised her. As she took a visual inventory, she noted
a holo-portrait of a young woman with high cheekbones and
beautiful Asian features on a nearby credenza. 

“Therein lies a tale,” Mr. Spider said, wandering across the
piece of furniture to study the image closer. 

Somewhere inside the suite, an antique clock tolled the hour.
Two in the morning. By her math, her boss had been working on
the 1888 problem for at least twelve hours straight. 

Where does he find his energy?
“He doesn’t time travel for a living,” Mr. Spider replied before

exhibiting his own yawn. 
She matched it and then asked, “Well, boss? What did you find?”
Issuing a very long sigh, Morrisey looked up from the multi-

colored electronic graphs hanging in the air in front of him. “To
employ an old phrase, Miss Lassiter, things are going to hell in a
handbasket.”

Cynda sank into the closest chair. She was fully awake now.
“How bad is it?”

“It’s hard to tell from this end. The disconnect is nearly total.
We see history progressing as it should, while 1888 is following an
entirely new thread. Theoretically, this is not possible.” 

“Which tells you a lot about theories,” Mr. Spider muttered.
“Instead of capturing Desmond Flaherty,” Morrisey continued,

“in all probability Sergeant Keats will be executed for Miss
Hallcox’s murder sometime on or before the fifth of November.
Should that happen, Flaherty’s plan will reach fruition
undeterred and the Crystal Palace will become a pile of glass
courtesy of the anarchist’s explosive talents. The subsequent
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fallout leads to a new round of anti-Irish laws and will initiate a
short-lived, but brutal, rebellion.”

Cynda was speechless. 
“Studying the sergeant’s life as closely as possible from his

memoirs, I have determined that his timeline diverged on the night of
the twenty-seventh of September.” His eyes moved to hers. “That was
the night he was supposed to have arrested Desmond Flaherty on
Dorset Street in what, according to his own words, was a completely
insane maneuver given the dangerous location. Something prevented
that arrest, generating the new time line.”

“You,” Mr. Spider prompted. 
Her multi-legged conscience was correct. “I think I might be

the reason. I was in Dorset Street that night looking for the
missing tourist.”

“What happened?”
“Keats rescued me from a couple of bad guys. If he’d stayed put

in the pub, I bet he’d have seen Flaherty and arrested him.” 
Morrisey frowned, his fingers tap-dancing across the keyboard.

The frown grew. “None of this makes sense, at least within the
parameters of the Inter-Momentuary Thread Theory as
postulated by...”

He went on and on in highly technical and gray-cell-numbing
terms. The bottom line was that history wasn’t behaving itself,
and that she was responsible. Between that night in Dorset Street
and her insistence that they talk to Nicci, Cynda had hijacked
Keats’ timeline.

“Miss Lassiter?”
“Hummm?” she said, coming out of her guilt-induced fog.
“I said that you must leave for 1888 immediately. Find Defoe.

He’ll help you get this back on track. The longer it continues, the
harder it will be to mend, if it’s still fixable at this point.”

When she didn’t answer, he pressed, “Do you understand, Miss
Lassiter?”

Cynda rose and drifted to the door. It whooshed open
immediately.

“Sure boss,” she responded, supressing a bout of hysterical
laughter. “How hard can that be?”

� 

Cynda kept her expression stoic when Ralph wasn’t behind the
chronsole, though she was sure he was aware of her impending
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departure. She suspected his absence had something to do with
the argument they’d had an hour or so earlier. He’d not wanted
her to go back into the time stream. She had no choice, not with
Keats’ timeline so out of whack. Words had been exchanged, ones
that had stung both parties. He’d accused of her of selling out
Defoe to save her own skin and then stormed out of her room.
She’d never had a chance to tell him how bad things really were,
how she had to find Defoe to make it right.

To her surprise Senior Agent Klein was present, arms
crossed over his chest. He sported a “don’t give me a reason to
destroy you” expression. 

Morrisey hefted the battered Gladstone and handed it to her.
Inside was Fred, Chris’ portable shrine, a portable medical kit the
Rovers called a Dinky Doc, and a mound of chocolate. To her
dismay, she’d not been able to acquire a Neural-blocker, a handy
little weapon if things went south. Guv had nixed that plan. She
suspected she’d regret that.

Morrisey cleared his throat and whispered near her ear. “No
matter what happens, don’t come back. That’s an order.” He gave
her arm a light squeeze. “Farewell, Jacynda,” he murmured and
then turned away. 

It was the first time he’d ever used her given name.
Cynda entered the time pod, her emotions in a ferocious tangle.

She’d not taken the opportunity to contact her family, worried
that TPB might catch on that she was about to leave. Besides, it
was probably best if her parents didn’t know what was going on.
Her brother would just blame her for the whole works. Blair was
good at that.

She knelt to reduce the shock as the massive door swung shut
and clicked into place, like it had so many times before. This time,
the stakes were unfathomable.

As the transfer began, Cynda kept one goal embedded in her mind:
Jonathon Keats is not going to hang.

A minute later, Morrisey’s assistant hurried into the room. He
shot Klein a nervous look and then whispered in his boss’ ear.

“Tell them they’re too late,” Morrisey announced, his voice
overlaid with gleeful malice.

“Sir?”
“Tell them Miss Lassiter is no longer available for their detention.”
“Ah, um...yes, sir,” Fulham replied, setting off to deliver the

news at a less-than-enthusiastic pace.
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“TBP?” Klein asked, eyes on the countdown timer as it worked
its way back to 1888.

“Yes. They are here to escort Miss Lassiter to prison. I wonder
why they waited so long.”

Klein’s attention remained riveted to the chronsole. “I heard
they didn’t have the proper clearances. Had to file their request
with the Government...three times.”

Morrisey’s mouth curved into a pleased smile.
“Chron Transfer Complete,” the computer announced.
“Thank God,” he whispered. 
“Did you tell her not to come back?” Klein asked.
Morrisey raised an eyebrow at the query. 
Klein looked him straight in the eyes. “Because that’s what I

would have told her.”

�

MONDAY, 22 OCTOBER, 1888
WAPPING

Alastair tugged his collar upward as he loitered outside the
Town of Ramsgate, a pub near Wapping Old Stairs. He’d visited a
number of pubs in the last few nights, but had caught no glimpse
of Keats anywhere. If his friend was able to go en mirage now, this
was a waste of time. Even if the sergeant spied him, he might not
give himself away. Despite Keats’ and Livingston’s impressions to
the contrary, Perceivers had a limited range. 

He had not gone en mirage, a step in a direction he was still
unwilling to take. Instead, he’d opted for a set of worn clothes,
muddy shoes and dirty hands. He lacked calluses, but there was
only so much he could do.

Growing chilly, Alastair jammed his hands into his pockets. Jacynda
was gone now. Instead of saying goodbye in person, she had sent him
a note that had been oddly curt in its tone—almost dismissive. 

By contrast, his mind slipped back to the cordial, lightly
scented note he’d received from Evelyn just this morning,
thanking him for his kind intervention on her behalf and inviting
him to tea. He hadn’t responded yet, although the notepaper was
becoming worn from constant re-reading.

Did he want to wait for a woman who might never return? One
who might be standing over his grave at this moment, trying to
remember what he looked like? Alastair shivered at the thought.
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A moment later, he felt a change come over him. He turned to
watch an old beggar limping toward him, sticking out a palm.

“Tuppence, sir?” the old man asked, eyeing him from under a
floppy hat.

Alastair obligingly pulled out the coins and handed them over.
Lowering his voice, he said, “So that’s how you afford your fine

clothes, is it?”
Beneath the illusion, Malachi Livingston issued a throaty

chuckle. “Seen the sergeant tonight?”
“No, you?”
“No. How about the toff from Mayfair?”
“No sign of him.” 
Grumbling under his breath, the beggar rubbed his chin. “Last

night he was in Rotherhithe. I keep hoping to learn where he’s
hiding his stolen goods and use that as leverage to find out what’s
really happening.”

“You’d blackmail him?”
“For information only. I don’t need his money. I make a good

living as a beggar.” He cracked a wry smile.
Despite his misgivings, Alastair was beginning to like

Livingston. He scanned the streets once again. Nothing seemed
out of the ordinary, other than the man in front of him. 

“William tells me you’ve been treating him with great skill,” his
companion said. “I thank you for that.” 

Alastair nodded. “He’s a resilient young man and the private
nurse you hired was excellent. Not all of them are. She kept him
well hydrated, and that made all the difference. By my estimates,
he should be up in a week or so.”

“Thank God. Any permanent damage?”
“None that I can see. Are the police going to charge his assailant?”
Livingston shook his head. “Someone higher up is preventing

that. It’s very frustrating. William warned me that would
happen.” He took a look around. “I have been working through
Effington’s guest list. I’ve found at least two judges who are on his
payroll. I suspect his bribes extend into the lower classes, as well.”

“Who are the judges?”
“Timsworthy and Dell.”
“I’m not familiar with them.”
“Hopefully, neither of us ever will be.”
In the distance, Alastair spied a constable on his beat. “We’ve

got company.”
Livingston’s voice mutated into that of the beggar once

again. “’Night to you, sir, and God bless ya,” he said. 
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“Be careful,” Alastair replied, though he had no idea why.
“No one pays a beggar no mind, sir.”
“So you hope. If I can sense you, someone else can.” 
As Livingston limped off, Alastair headed away from the

approaching officer, setting his course for the train station and his bed.
He’d give Wapping one more night before heading across the river.

� 

1888 smelt like rank perfume in comparison to sterile 2057.
Cynda took a deep breath and managed not to gag. Proof the
Victorian Virus, as she called it, was busily replicating in her
system, growing stronger with each trip. Thoughts of sticky toffee
pudding made her mouth water. God help her, there were things
she’d missed about this place.

A few seconds later, the time lag caught up with her, like
delayed baggage. Street lamps flared purple. The noxious liquid in
the gutters glowed like mercury. Lightning exploded around her
in ridiculous colors, spiraling pinwheels into the misty air. 

Cynda leaned against the wall and touched her forehead to the cool,
sooty surface, taking deep breaths to curb the nausea. A moment later
she was retching, though there was little in her stomach.

She dried her mouth with a handkerchief and tucked it away in her
jacket pocket. A flock of sizzling arrows flew toward her like startled
pigeons, careening off the walls and then bursting into flame.

This was Platinum Level Time Lag.
Cynda shifted the Gladstone between her hands, straightened

her cap and continued on as if nothing were amiss. Each footstep
seemed to sink two inches into the brick pavement. It felt odd not
dragging pounds of skirt behind her, though the baggy pants, coat
and slouch cap cleverly obscured the female beneath. If anything,
she looked like an underfed clerk.

Or the Ripper. He was still out there, awaiting his final curtain
call with a certain Irish girl in Miller’s Court. Providing he can
find her with all the damned “tourists” underfoot.

A few blocks later a figure stepped out in front of her, making
her jerk to an abrupt halt. He was dressed like a postman.

“Miss...ah, Mister Lassiter?” he asked, clearly confused. 
“Yes?” She placed a hand on top of her truncheon, just in case.
He rallied. “Delivery from Mr. Morrisey.”
Cynda held out her hand and took the small package. She didn’t

bother to open it—it was the decoy interface. 
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She had no intention of using it, even if she found Defoe. 
After the authorities dismantled T.E. Morrisey’s company and

his personal life, they’d just eventually hunt her down and drag
her back to 2057, adding a few more decades to the sentence just
to vent their displeasure. Some things weren’t worth it unless it
was a matter of life and death. 

Cynda stashed the package deep in a pocket and continued
toward Pratchett’s Bookshop, which would become her new base
of operations. The hotel was too high profile right now, though
she’d miss the long, hot baths. 

When she found a newspaper boy, she bought the latest edition.
Keats was front-page news.

STEALTHY SERGEANT ELUDES POLICE

REWARD OFFERED FOR CAPTURE!

QUESTIONS ARISE IN WHITEHALL TORSO CASE

“You’re still free,” she whispered. The headlines could have
easily announced his arrest. With such a severe time disconnect,
there was no way to know.

By the time she made it to the bookshop, most of the more
annoying lag symptoms had faded. The lightning was still there,
but the flying arrows had flamed out.

Not perfect, but better. 
Cynda came in the back way and cautiously unlocked the door.

The room was untouched, her clothes just as she’d left them. In
the morning, she’d inform Pratchett of her return and supply him
another week’s rent. She’d also have to let Alastair know she was
back. Maybe he’d have some news of Keats. 

After ten minutes of fussing with the kindling and the matches,
she got a blaze going, but it produced little heat. Cautiously she
added a bit of coal and applied the bellows with some success. 

“No wonder they have maids.”
A trip to the yard yielded water from the pitcher pump for the

washbasin and an opportunity to free her hands of the coal dust.
Once that task was completed, she dropped onto the bed,
exhausted, staring at the frolicking lights the fire painted on the
ceiling. Sleep did not come, another sign her string was
unwinding. If things progressed on schedule, before long
Endorphin Rebound would kick in, causing increasingly incapaci-
tating hallucinations. Then you kissed your career goodbye.

“Not that I have one left, anyway.” Not by the time she got done
stiff-arming TPB.
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Cynda swung her feet over the side of the bed. Her calf itched
and she dug at the newly healed spot where her ESR Chip had
once resided. Just below it was a bandage, the chip embedded in
the linen. They’d learned that trick from Chris’ killer. When the
bandage was in place, she could be found. When it wasn’t, she was
indiscernible to a Rover’s interface. 

She ripped the bandage off and tossed it in the fire, letting the
heat melt the chip. Now she could fly under the radar. She could still
transfer home if needed using the decoy interface, but at least now
she was harder to find. That would become very important once TPB
learned she’d rabbited on them. She just hoped Morrisey could hold
off the bad guys long enough for her to get some work done.

“Step One—ditch the chip.” Defoe would have done the same
once he realized someone was hunting for him, especially if he’d
learned that Chris was dead.

“Step Two—disguise.” She frowned. “Hard to maintain.” It’d
worked for her in the short term. For Defoe...“Step Two—go
Transitive.” 

Although Morrisey had vehemently insisted his friend would not
become a shifter, Cynda wasn’t so sure. Her boss wasn’t a Time Rover
and didn’t think like one. When cornered, a Rover did whatever it
took to get the job done and stay alive to tell about it. If that involved
becoming a shifter, that might be the best way to survive.

Her mind returned to the fellow in the alley, the one who’d saved
her from Dalton Mimes’ knife. He was definitely from her time and
possessed a Rover’s arrogance. And that was where her reasoning fell
apart. The man who had saved her was a Virtual who’d appeared out
of nowhere. According to Morrisey, only three out of every hundred
shifters survived the right of passage to no-see-em. Time Rovers
banked on good odds, and those didn’t qualify.

“Too much risk. Defoe is not a fool.”
So who is the guy in the alley?
After another prolonged scratch, she retrieved the newspaper

and thumbed through the theater listings. Defoe was an
enthusiast. She traced her fingers past advertisements for
mezzotint engraving, a steam yacht for sale, an exhibition of
brocades and silks, to the theater listings. Then she hit Gilbert
and Sullivan at the Savoy Theater.

“Sounds promising,” Mr. Spider agreed. He was parked on the
edge of the paper near an advertisement for fly strips. 

Digging in her pockets, she unearthed the two pocket watches.
Cynda didn’t like leaving one behind, but carrying both would be
begging to lose one. 
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She hid her interface in a spare pair of socks and stuffed it the
bottom of the Gladstone. Not very secure, but the best she could
do under the circumstances. She grudgingly dropped the decoy
pocket watch into a deep, hidden pocket. If she was lucky, she’d
not have to use it. 

As Cynda reassembled her male costume, ensuring her hair
was tucked tight in the bun under her cap, the world did a three-
quarter summersault. She sank on the bed, clamping a hand over
her mouth until her senses righted themselves. An odd humming
noise vibrated inside her skull. 

“Give a spider some warning the next time, will you?” her
delusion groused. That was just—”

“Just what?” she asked. 
When he didn’t answer, she opened her eyes. “Hello?” 
No answer. Her personal delusion was gone. 
Her gut told her that wasn’t a good thing.
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Cynda’s plan had a flaw. The theaters disgorged hundreds of
patrons at roughly the same time. Awash in jewels, furs and
footmen, the posh folks loaded up in their swanky carriages and
promptly created a sizeable traffic jam. Watching any one
individual was nearly impossible.

“Bah,” she muttered. She’d missed out on insomnia for this. 
As she walked back toward the Strand, she noted a figure

standing along the street eyeing the crowd. Frank Miller. He
stuck out because he didn’t know how not to. He pulled his
interface from a pocket and checked it, no doubt hoping that her
or Defoe’s ESR Chip might give it a nudge. She tensed and then
remembered she was invisible to that technology. With a decided
frown, he dropped the watch in an outside pocket.

“What an idiot.” No Rover kept an interface so easily accessible
or flashed it on a street like that. It was just begging for some
nimble-fingered thief to swipe it. As if on cue, Frank was bumped
by a young woman. He immediately apologized, libido going into
overdrive. Cynda watched in amusement as the lady adeptly lifted
Frank’s watch from his pocket. He didn’t notice, attention firmly
centered on her impressive cleavage.

No wonder you’re second-rate, buddy. Your brains are all south
of your navel.

Frank offered the lady a calling card, no doubt hoping to set up
some late-night assignation. All against the rules, of course. The
woman graciously took his card, pocketed it and set off alone. That
should have rung alarm bells. 

Ladies of good reputation did not travel on their own. A high-priced
courtesan would have had him on her arm, not willing to let the punter
wander off without parting with some of his brass after a quick romp.
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That meant she was a tooler, as they were called. In this case, a very
elegantly clad pickpocket. She probably made a handsome living
trolling the theater district. The cops would be leery of shaking down a
well-dressed young lady. It was a pleasure to watch a master at work.

Cynda caught up with her a short distance away. “Well, done, miss.”
The woman turned, eyeing her suspiciously. “What do you

mean, sir?”
“Lifted his watch beautifully. I am impressed.” 
A petulant frown. “You are entirely mistaken, sir.” A pause and

then, “Are you a copper?”
“No, and I’m not a mister, either.” 
The woman leaned forward and then smiled. “Good disguise. So

what do you want?”
“That watch you just pinched.”
“Why?”
“Because I’m going to give you five pounds. You can’t get that

at a pawn shop.” If nothing more, Cynda was now an expert in
how much used watches were worth.

“Fifteen,” the pickpocket replied.
“Seven.”
“Twelve.”
“Nine and you answer a couple of questions.”
The woman nodded, finalizing the deal. “What you want to know?”
Cynda gestured. “Watch?” The woman dove into a pocket and

handed it over. Cynda shook her head. “The right one this time.”
A mischievous shrug, and the correct watch appeared. Cynda

delivered the money. 
“Can’t spend too long,” the woman said, angling her head

toward the crowded streets. “Losing money standing here.”
“Have you ever seen a very distinguished gent about five ten,

gray at the temples? He’s got a swagger to him and a roving eye.” 
The woman rolled her eyes. “That’s most of ’em, dear.”
Damn. What would make Defoe different than all the rest of them?

This pickpocket was a pro, and it would be the rare mark who noticed
her at work. Defoe might. He’d been a Rover long enough. Maybe...

“Did someone who looked like that catch you lifting his watch?”
A knowing nod. “Just one. A nice looking fellow. Comes to the

theater regular. I tried to nip something from him a few months
ago, and he caught me straight out. He’s a sharp one.”

“What he’d do?”
“I figured he’d call a copper. Instead, he kissed my hand like a

gentleman, told me to behave myself, and then asked me if I’d
have a go with him.”
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That’d be Defoe. “Did you see him tonight?” The tooler shook her
head. “Any idea where I can find him?” 

“No. Why do you want him?”
“He owes me something.” 
“When you find him, just watch those hands of his,” she said,

laughing. “Good night to you.” With that, she swept back toward
the rich folk like a determined hawk after a clutch of baby chicks.

Cynda tucked away Frank’s watch and chortled. She’d give it
back to him eventually. Or not. One way or another, ’057 would
come for him and it would be a blot on his record. 

“Be a jerk, pay the penalty.” 
Revenge could be so delicious. 

� 

TUESDAY, 23 OCTOBER, 1888

Cynda’s decoy pocket watch interrupted her insomnia. Bleary-
eyed, she stared at the dial. It was only one and some change in
the morning. She logged on.

Have answer to your query.
Ralph? 
Yes. 
Cynda winced. He was still pissed with her. Now was not the

time to get into another argument. Maybe a little honey would
make it easier. 

I appreciate your help on this.
There was a hopeful pause. This took a great deal of effort. The

information was not on digital records.
That was obvious. If it had been, she’d have found it before she

left 2057. 
So what did you find? she typed.
Effington’s household records show a Fiona Ryan, age 17, hired

as a maid in June 1888. She left service without giving notice in
early October same year.

Then what?
No further records for Fiona Ryan.
She couldn’t have just disappeared. 
She didn’t.
He was playing this out on purpose. Before she could growl at

him across the link, the screen lit up.
According to birth records, Desmond Flaherty had two children: a
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son, Ryan, who died in infancy, and a daughter, Fiona, born 1871. 
Cynda re-read the birth date and did the math.
“Which would make that Fiona seventeen, the age of Deidre’s

maid. Was it her?” 
Ralph answered the question as if he’d heard it. Fiona Flaherty

concealed her last name, using her dead brother’s given name instead.
“Yes!” she said and then punched the air with a fist. “Smart

girl.” Few employers would want anything to do with an
anarchist’s daughter. 

How did she get the job at Effington’s? Cynda quizzed.
No record of that. Next event is her death in 1901 from TB.
And in TEM’s alternate time line?
She just vanishes. No further record.
“Drat.” When did Flaherty steal the explosives?
A slight pause. End of September and first day of October.

There was a pause and then, TPB knows you’re gone. They filed an
Article 43-B complaint against TEM.

“A 43-B?” That portion of the Time Immersion Code dealt with
transportation of dangerous objects or persons. Criminals fell
under that section, not Rovers.

Gets better. They’ve issued an arrest warrant for you and Defoe.
Defoe’s is an RFW.

A Reasonable Force Warrant, which meant you were
authorized to use whatever force it took to get the person to 2057,
but nothing lethal. You’d expect that for Time Rover One. 

Then it hit her. And mine?
An Open Force Warrant. They don’t care how you come back, Cyn.
“An OFW!” That was unheard of. Just like the Wild West.

Wanted: Dead or Alive. 
Sorry, Cyn. TEM says to watch your back.
She erupted into nervous laughter. It was ridiculous. Thanks,

Ralph. You’ve given me something to work with.
Be careful, Cyn. There was a hesitation, as if he was going to

type something else and then, Log Off.
Logged Off.
It wasn’t a complete rapprochement between them, but a start.

It’d be a real bummer to go to one’s grave knowing the only friends
you had were a few Victorians, a stuffed animal and a blue
delusion with too many legs. 

A few minutes later, both Frank’s watch and her old interface
announced the news. TPB warrants issued. Defoe–RFW.
Lassiter–OFW. There it was, for all the other Rovers to see. 

“It’s all posturing, Vid-Net hype,” she said, trying to cheer
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herself up. 
She was still their best bet to find Defoe. Killing her at this

stage would be counterproductive. Or very prudent. It just
depended on your point of view.

� 

“Good morning, Mr. S.”
“Sir,” Satyr replied, touching his hat in respect a moment before

removing it. He was later than usual, and his superior had
already tucked into breakfast. 

After dabbing his mouth with a napkin, the Ascendant asked,
“Are the explosives dispersed per my orders?” 

Satyr transferred eggs to his plate and selected two pieces of lightly
browned toast. “All is as you requested. As expected, Flaherty is
agitating for his daughter’s release now that his tasks are complete.” 

“Not yet. We have no leverage over him if she’s no longer in our
care, and I may have additional work for him. I gather she is in
good health?”

“Yes. Unfortunately, I had to dispatch one of her guards last
evening. He seemed to think that she was there for his personal
amusement.”

The Ascendant’s face colored. “He did not harm her, did he?”
“No. I arrived before he had the chance. The other guard was

holding him at bay.”
“Be sure that man is rewarded. What did you do with the

miscreant?”
“He’s in the sewers.” RAT FOOD. Satyr smiled at the thought.
The Ascendant dropped his napkin on the table. “A certain

party is pressing to have Effington arrested for assault.”
Satyr’s hand hovered over the bowl of sausages. “Who filed the

complaint?”
“Mr. Livingston, of all people. Effington recently assaulted his

amanuensis. Livingston was quite vexed by that, I gather. I have
requested that the complaint be ignored. However, others have
come forth recently with similar accusations. Effington’s erratic
behavior cannot continue unabated, especially in light of what
just occurred with Miss Hallcox.”

“Apparently, my warning didn’t have the desired effect. Do you
wish him to shuffle off this mortal coil?”

A grave nod. “The time has come. I have been overly patient
with that thug. And should you find Miss Lassiter vulnerable at
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some point, please remove her as well. She has not located the
failed assassin and hence, her value grows thin.”

“Pity,” Satyr said, putting his fork down. “I shall miss her. She
has spirit.”

The Ascendant frowned. “Spirit is appreciated in racehorses,
not women. See to her.”

“As you wish, sir.” Satyr would indeed regret dispatching the
Twig, as he called her. Well, at least he would ensure it was a
unique kill. “How soon will you begin moving the explosives to
their final locations?”

“In a few nights. I want them all dispersed by the fifth of the
coming month.”

Satyr chortled. “Remember, remember, the fifth of November.
The gunpowder, treason and plot.”

The Ascendant exhibited a rare smile. “I’ve always liked that
rhyme. I wonder if they’ll pen one for my efforts?”

Only if you fail.

�

It was early in the morning, but that didn’t make any difference
at the Yard. It was always like a beehive. Constables and
sergeants sat hunched over their desks, cups of tea within easy
reach. Others toted files around like mindless drones.

“Don’t expect a miracle,” Reuben advised as they climbed the
stairs to Fisher’s office. 

“Our findings should make some impact,” Alastair protested,
holding his medical bag in front of him so it would not bang
into the wall.

“Not now—not after the jury has issued its verdict and the
arrest warrant is in effect.”

“God, I hoped I’d found a way to clear him.”
They halted in front of the chief inspector’s door. “No, my

friend,” Reuben replied. “What you’ve done is found a weakness in
the Crown’s case. As Keats’ barrister, Lord Wescomb may be able
to widen that gap when the time comes. It is our duty to let the
Crown know they have a hole in the first place.”

He rapped smartly and they entered the room.
Chief Inspector J.R. Fisher sat behind his desk, his expression

unreadable. Tea steamed at his elbow. In a chair nearby,
Inspector Hulme rolled a pencil between his fingers in agitation.

“Ah, there you are. Come in, Doctors,” Fisher said, waving them
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forward. “Well, what is this about? You’ve had us on tenterhooks
since we received your note early this morning.” 

Alastair took the lead. “We have devoted additional time to
studying the marks on Miss Hallcox’s neck.” 

Fisher leaned forward. “And?”
“We have determined the height of Miss Hallcox’s killer,”

Alastair said.
“How is that possible?” Hulme demanded.
“Allow me to explain, Inspector.”
“Well, then, get on with it.”
Alastair bottled up his annoyance. He’d rehearsed this moment

countless times. It had to be precise, or they’d dismiss it out of hand.
“Nicci Hallcox stood five feet, four and three-quarter inches in her

bare feet,” Alastair began, consulting his notes. “If her killer had been
roughly the same height, the ligature mark would be nearly
horizontal.” Alastair deposited a piece of paper on Fisher’s desk and
pointed at it. “This is a diagram of the location of the mark as found
post-mortem. Note the steep incline toward the cervical spine. That
is indicative of a killer who is taller than the victim.”

Fisher handed Hulme the paper. The inspector gave it a quick
glance and then tossed on it the desk as if it were a week-old
newspaper. “How can you be so sure?” he argued.

Reuben stepped in. “Dr. Montrose and I performed separate
calculations and we both agree that the killer was at least five feet
nine inches in height.”

“You’ve wasted our time on this?” Hulme retorted. “Sergeant
Keats has to be at least that tall. Metropolitan Police regulations
require it.”

“But he’s not,” Fisher said, a trace of a smile present
underneath his moustache. “Sergeant Keats is considerably
shorter. He had to receive special approval to become a constable.
They only let him in because he could speak a foreign language.”

“You’re sure of that?” Hulme demanded.
Fisher eyed him coldly. “I pride myself on knowing my

subordinates’ departmental history, Inspector.”
The junior inspector retreated. “I am sure you do, sir. Still, the

butler insists it was him.”
“Witnesses are mistaken on occasion.”
“Yes, I know that,” Hulme snapped. “Is it possible that Keats

stood on a chair or a stool?” 
Reuben huffed. “I think that unlikely, Inspector. The victim

would hardly be inclined to allow her assailant time to prepare,
would she?”
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Hulme frowned. “This does not change my opinion on the
matter. To be blunt, Dr. Montrose, your relationship with the
accused puts your judgment into question.”

“I will not lie to save my friend, Inspector. This is documented
evidence. If you have issues with our findings, I am sure an
exhumation—”

“That will not be necessary,” Fisher interjected. “Is it possible
to have these findings reviewed by another source to remove the
question of impartiality?” He was looking at Reuben when he
posed the question.

“We have already done so, Chief Inspector,” Reuben reported. “We
took the liberty of asking our colleagues at St. Mary’s to review our
findings. They concur. The evidence indicates that Sergeant Keats is
not of sufficient height to have killed Miss Hallcox.”

“Thank God,” Fisher whispered, his shoulders sagging in relief. 
Alastair turned to Hulme. “Surely this must alter the Crown’s

case,” he insisted. “Cannot the arrest warrant be withdrawn?”
Hulme shook his head, collecting his hat and coat from the

chair. “This is just conjecture, Doctors. The butler’s testimony
puts Sergeant Keats in Miss Hallcox’s bedroom at the time of the
murder, after a recent quarrel. That is the Crown’s case. Now good
day. I have other matters to attend to.”

The moment the inspector was gone, Reuben let out a snort.
“Either he’s not a smart copper, or he’s being blind on purpose.”

Fisher pursed his lips, but did not reply. “How did you think to
look for this discrepancy?” he asked.

“Ironically,” Alastair explained, “it was Inspector Ramsey’s
disparaging comment that triggered my research. He called Keats
a garden gnome, a remark that was clearly at odds with the angle
of the ligature mark.”

“Best not to tell Ramsey that,” Fisher replied. “He’ll not be
pleased in the least.”

Reuben chortled. “He’s not the only one. My maid is now
extremely leery of Dr. Montrose. She is just about Miss Hallcox’s
height and therefore had to endure a number of...experiments to
help us reach our conclusion, though none of them as graphic as
the victim had to suffer. I suspect that when my housekeeper
learns of this, there will be repercussions.” 

Fisher locked his gaze onto Alastair. “It might be helpful if my
sergeant were to learn of this development. Perhaps it might
convince him that it is best to turn himself in.”

Alastair gave a nod. “I’ll see what I can do on that point, though
it has proven considerably difficult to locate him.” 
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“That does not surprise me. Ramsey has been employing his
spare hours in hunt for my sergeant, without results. Keats is
very good at what he does. I never thought that someday we might
be on opposite sides of the law.” Fisher rose and vigorously shook
each of their hands in turn. “Excellent work, Doctors. You’ve given
me hope where I thought none was possible.” 

Once they’d made it to the street, Reuben paused to put on his
bowler. As Alastair did the same, he found his hands shaking.

“That was hard for you, wasn’t it?” his companion asked.
“Very.” 
“Well, I think you handled it magnificently,” Reuben replied.

“You kept your ardor under control and presented the facts in a
clear fashion. That’s quite difficult under the circumstances.
You’ll need that kind of emotional discipline for the trial.”

“Thank you,” Alastair said, pleased. “Still, I had hoped it would
make a difference.”

“It only throws more doubt on that butler. Do ensure that Lord
Wescomb gets a copy of these findings, will you?”

“I shall. Thank you, Reuben.”His mentor hiked away, whistling
a merry tune while swinging his cane.

Hefting his medical bag, Alastair headed in the opposite
direction, toward the omnibus stop. He’d visit Livingston’s
assistant first, then a few of his other patients, including Mrs.
Butler. Once he’d made his rounds, he’d continue his fruitless
search for his best friend.
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By dusk, Cynda’s feet were sore. She’d worn her old boots to fit
her working-girl outfit and her feet were protesting the decision.
She’d been wandering through the side streets of Rotherhithe for
hours in search of Keats. This was her seventh, no, eighth pub,
and still no sign of him. He’d once remarked the best place to scout
for Fenians was in the pubs. Eventually everyone needed a drink,
he’d said. She hoped the same held true for wanted men.

During her hunt, Cynda had even shared a pint with the old sailor
at the Spread Eagle and Crown. He caught her up on local gossip,
none of which was very helpful. He did know most of the pubs, and
she took mental notes when he listed them off at her request.

Light in the head from the pint, she set off for the Sun and
Stars. According to the sailor, it was a watering hole preferred by
the Irish. Maybe Keats would be there. Only a few steps away
from the pub, a dry, whooshing sound filled her head, ebbing and
flowing with each heartbeat. The walls of the nearby buildings
bowed toward her and the horses’ hooves on the bricks sounded
like thunder.

Leaning against a lamp post for support, Cynda wolfed down two
pieces of chocolate. Instead of abating, the sound grew worse. This
wasn’t good: she should have gotten over most of the time lag by now. 

Cynda forced herself onward. In an effort to distract herself
from her growing sense of panic, she mentally reviewed her plan.
Tonight she would find Keats, explain the Fiona discovery and
then go back to Pratchett’s. Tomorrow, Ralph should be contacting
her with a list of high-end courtesans and gambling houses in
London. She’d work through those, one by one, until she found
Defoe or until TPB caught up with her.

Up ahead, the pub was going full tilt, with brilliant yellow
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streams of light coursing through the front door. A man staggered
out onto the road. A second later, he turned into a bat and flew off
into the night.

Geez. Cynda groped in her pocket for more chocolate as the
whooshing sound grew in intensity.

“Runnin’ on empty,” she said, pushing herself forward by sheer will.

�

Keats and Clancy were on their second pint. They’d spent the
afternoon unloading rope. Keats had been able to handle the work
and it had earned them a few coins.

“You’ve been quiet today,” Clancy observed after a sip of ale. 
“Not much to say,” Keats replied. That was a lie. The paper on

the table in front of him said otherwise. At least there wasn’t a
picture of him this time, the only reason he’d bought the thing.
There was rampant speculation as to his motive for killing Nicci
Hallcox, all quite vulgar. What hurt more were the calls for Chief
Inspector Fisher’s resignation. His boss had become a lightning
rod, drawing some of the vehement fire usually reserved for Police
Commissioner Warren. 

“Anythin’ new?” Clancy asked, eyeing him closely.
Keats pulled himself back to the present. “A killing in the West End,

more about the Parnell Commission and the Whitechapel killer.”
“Caught the mad bastard, did they?”
“No. They’re wondering why he’s stopped killing. It’s

bothering them.”
“And if he kept killin’ they’d be happier?” Clancy asked. Keats

shrugged. “That’s a hangin’ I look forward to. Even the doxies on
this side of the river are afraid.”

“They should be,” Keats replied.
A woman slid into the booth next to him. “Not all of us, luv.” 
Before Keats could react, Jacynda pulled him close and kissed

him hard on the lips. He hid his surprise, knowing others were
watching. When the kiss ended, he nuzzled her ear and
whispered, “Sean Murphy. Got it?” A slight nod returned. Then
she draped herself over his shoulder like a cloak. 

“Well, well, ya got a pretty one in your pocket, don’t ya?” Clancy said. 
“It’s not his pocket I’m wantin’,” she said, followed by a

libidinous wink.
Clancy guffawed. “A tart one, too.”
Keats delivered a mock glare at the newcomer. “What are you
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doing here, girl? I thought I told you to stay in Whitechapel.”
Jacynda shook her head. “Not safe over there. I got to wonderin’

what ya was up to. Just had to prowl the pubs until I found ya.”
“Hard to find work here,” he admitted in all honesty.
“Did ya find any?”
“A bit. What about you?”
“Been sellin’ flowers at the market,” she replied. 
He ran his hands down her shoulders and pulled her closer. Her

eyes were unfocused and he could smell beer on her breath.
Clancy clapped a hand on his shoulder, making him jump. “Ya

got a filly in heat, lad. Wouldn’t want to disappoint her now, would
ya? Go on, I’ll see ya in the mornin’.”

Keats gestured toward the door and guided his lady through
the crowd. Right before they reached the exit, she jumped and
swore. After shooting the offender a glower, Keats steered her
onto the street.

Once out of the pub, Jacynda took his hand and squeezed it,
leaning close. “You’re damned hard to find, you know?” she
whispered, and then stumbled. He slid an arm around her waist.

“You’ve been drinking, haven’t you?” he asked.
Before she could answer, he heard footsteps behind them. As

they continued along the street, the footsteps kept pace. 
“Someone is following us,” he said in the barest whisper. “Since

you started this charade, you’ll just have to go along with it. For
both our sakes, you’d best act willing, or we could end up with our
throats cut.” 

She gave a nod and then laughed brightly. “Ya always say that,
Sean,” she said, loud enough for their follower to hear. “Prove it, luv.” 

Emboldened, Keats pushed her up against the nearest wall,
kissing her neck and running his hands up and down her sides.
“Are you game for all night?” he said.

“I didn’t drag my skirts all the way cross the river for a knee-
trembler.” 

He leaned close and whispered, “Is he still there?” 
She gave a faint nod. He slid a hand under her petticoat,

grabbing a thigh, pressing himself into her. Keats felt his
companion’s mouth open in surprise and took the opportunity to
extract a kiss, his body reacting to the closeness.

When they finally parted, her eyes were riveted on him. To his
astonishment, she chortled and ground her hips into his. “Oh, you
got what I need, luv.”

Good heavens, woman. Clearing his throat, he ordered, “Come on, I
got a room. If we wait much longer, I’ll have you here and now.” 
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Jacynda laughed again as he circled an arm around her waist
and pulled her along. She babbled to him about her imaginary
sister and how her older brother was in jail for stealing a loaf of
bread. Precisely what their shadow would expect to hear.

When they arrived at the door to the boarding house, Mrs. O’Neill
appeared in the hallway, judged the situation and elbowed him. “Got
a smart-lookin’ one there. She’ll set ya to rights, that’s for sure.”

The moment the door to his room closed, Keats held up a hand for
silence. He put an ear to the wood. There was no sound on the stairs.
Once assured they were alone, he threw his hat and coat on the chair
and rounded on Jacynda, dropping his voice to a forced whisper.
“Why are you here? Don’t you know how dangerous this is?”

“Everything’s dangerous, Sean.” 
She sank on the bed, removing her shawl and hat and placing

them on top of his. Then she worked on her boots. First one, then
the other hit the floor with a decided thump. Her raised skirts
revealed shapely ankles and calves. Keats swallowed hard but
didn’t turn away from the sight. 

“Why are you undressing?” he asked.
“I’m taking off my boots. That’s not undressing.” 
“That is not an answer.”
“My feet are sore. Besides, if I’m out of this room in less than a

couple of hours, your bloodhound is going to know something’s
up—especially after that performance you put on in the street.”

“I had no choice. If I’d treated you any other way, they’d know
something was amiss.”

“I know. You just surprised me, that’s all.” She dropped an
envelope on the chair next to her hat. “More money. I’m not sure
when I’ll get back again.”

“I didn’t expect a social call,” he groused. 
She glowered. “This isn’t one. The woman Flaherty is hunting

is his daughter, Fiona. She used to work as a maid at Effington’s.
She went missing right after he stole those explosives.”

Keats sank against the wall, irritation fading. “His daughter,”
he murmured, his thumb and forefinger smoothing his moustache
in thought. “No wonder he’s so upset.” He looked up. “Perhaps she
just ran away, afraid her name would be connected with his.”

“No, she called herself Fiona Ryan, so no one would know the
connection. Mrs. Effington said a strange man used to visit her
husband, someone Hugo was afraid of. The way she described
him, he sounded like a Transitive. Fiona went missing after one of
his visits. I think there’s more here than we’re seeing.”

He nodded. “I’ve felt that ever since Nicci’s death. How did you
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find out about all this?”
Jacynda winked. “I have my sources.” She removed a piece of

paper from a pocket. “Here’s a list of all of Effington’s warehouses
in Rotherhithe. Maybe that will help you.”

He took it, amazed. “Thank you. That will be of immense help.
I’ve made some progress on my own. I helped offload some of
Effington’s stolen goods the other evening.”

“How’d you fall into that?”
“I got the job from Clancy Moran, the man I was sitting with at

the pub. Clancy doesn’t seem too keen about Flaherty. I might be
able to use that to my advantage.”

She beamed. “That’s a good start.”
“Well, since you found me, could you do me another favor?” He

pulled an envelope out of his jacket and tossed it on the bed. “I made
some notes for the chief inspector. I’ve addressed it to his home and it’s
already stamped. Would you post it to him? I would have done so
myself, but I feared they could track me from the postmark.” 

“I’ll mail it on the other side of the river.” 
“Good. He needs to know my side of the story and how my

investigation is unfolding. That way if I am unable to complete it,
he can. I want my innocence known, for my family’s sake.”

Jacynda tucked the envelope into a pocket. Then she yawned,
barely covering her mouth in time. Extracting the truncheon from
a pocket, she jammed it under the pillow and swung her feet up
onto the bed, covering them with the heavy skirts. The bed
squeaked, reminding Keats of the couple in the next room. 

“Let’s give it a few hours and then we can go check out the
warehouses together,” she advised. 

“What?” Perhaps he’d misunderstood.
“You...me...warehouses,” she repeated and yawned again. 
“No. We’ll wait a decent interval and then put you on the train

to Whitechapel. I will investigate the warehouses on my own.”
She stretched out in the bed. “I’m tired. Let me sleep for a bit

and then we’ll go.” Rolling over on her side, she closed her eyes. 
Now what? Unless he wanted to sit in the chair or sleep on the

floor, he had no other choice but to join her. He debated for a time,
watching her breathing even out and her limbs relax. With her in
it, the bed looked very inviting. 

Muttering under his breath about unfathomable women, he
removed his jacket and his boots, and gingerly climbed in, fully
aware of his bedmate’s talent for koshing people on the head when
annoyed. It proved a very narrow fit. He was acutely sensitive
where their bodies touched.
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“If Alastair ever hears of this, he’ll tear me apart,” he said.
“Then don’t tell him,” came the mumbled answer. 
To his surprise, she rolled over and placed her head on his

chest, nestling until she was comfortable. He curled an arm
around her. 

“You smell better than the last time we met,” she observed.
“Visited the bath house. Couldn’t stand myself.”
“Definitely an improvement, Sean.”
Keats allowed that this was rather nice. It’d been a consid-

erable time since he’d had a woman in his bed and Jacynda’s
presence was arousing. If he was honest, it wasn’t just desire. He
was an outcast now, an exile. It touched his heart to have someone
care enough to risk arrest just to help him, no matter how insane
the gesture.

“Thank you,” he said.
There was a muzzy “What?”
“Nothing. Go to sleep.”
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Keats woke later to the sounds of someone in the hall, the
tramp of boots, the slam of a door. Without thinking, he nuzzled
Jacynda’s hair. It smelt nice, like sweet apples. He placed a
delicate kiss on her forehead, followed by another. He’d not
realized how he’d missed her. She moaned softly in response.
Encouraged, he kissed her again. Her soft lips rose to meet his.

This kiss was not hurried, but savored. The next was deeper,
more insistent, opening the door to other possibilities. He heard
another moan escape as he nuzzled her ear and kissed her neck,
lightly biting at the skin. They shouldn’t be doing this, but God it
felt good. His hand went to her shoulder, gripping it, pulling her
closer. So very good.

Like a match thrown on dry tinder, the next kiss stirred the
need within her. In the past she had toed the line, denied herself
this comfort, this closeness with anyone who wasn’t from her time.
Not tonight.

As his mouth moved back to hers, his hand lightly caressed her
breast. She didn’t stop him, but ran her hand down his side, pulling
him closer, feeling his desire tighten against her leg. It was a full
statement of intent. As their caresses became more heated, he undid
the first few buttons of her bodice and slid his fingers under the layer
of fabric. They felt rough against her skin. He waited as if seeking
permission, then stroked her breast as the kisses grew more urgent.

“I want you,” he whispered. 
“Yes,” she murmured and reached for the top button of his

trousers. The first one gave way with some difficulty, then the
second. She slid her hand downward, and it was his turn to moan
at her touch.

To ease her way, he shrugged off his braces, then kissed her
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again. Another button fell to her fingers.
“I swear, we’ll never regret this,” he whispered and lowered his

mouth to her breast. Cynda arched into him, reveling in the sensation. 
Without warning, the humming noise in her head began again.

She tried to ignore it, focusing on the pleasure. The sound rose in
pitch until it became unbearable, blocking out everything good. 

“Jacynda?”
She turned her head. Chris was standing in the doorway. A

gray sheet hung from his waist, river debris draped over his
shoulders. He shook his head at her, as if disappointed. Then he
faded from view.

“Jacynda?” Someone was shaking her shoulder. She pulled
away, transfixed by the trickles of gray water seeping under the
door. A claxon slashed the air. The trickle became a torrent,
pushing against the wood with incredible force, bowing it inward. 

“We have to go!” she cried, rolling off the bed. She landed hard
on the wooden floor, bruising both knees. She heard the crash of
crockery and the shouts of men as the floor arched upward at an
unnatural angle. 

“The ship’s sinking! We have to go!” Cynda fumbled for the
watch, but it fell from her shaking hands. She scrabbled after it,
desperately grasping at the metal. She wound it, wound it again.
Nothing happened. Someone touched her and she grabbed for the
hand, gripping it tightly. Then the door burst inward, a deluge of
water pushing toward them in an impenetrable gray wall. 

Oh, God!

She awoke in stages. First the whole-body shivers ceased, then
consciousness began seeping back in. She became aware of a cool
cloth on her forehead. Keats sat near her, on the chair, his braces
still hanging free, hair mussed. Concern poured from his eyes.

“Are you better?” he asked, leaning closer, brushing some hair aside.
“I think so.” The sound in her head was gone and there was no

water sloshing across the floor. It had all seemed so real.
He removed the cloth, wetted it in the basin and replaced it on

her forehead. This had to have been hell for him. One minute they
were headed toward blissful consummation, and the next she was
on the floor, frantically trying to escape the overpowering
delusions in her head.

“What happened to you? Was it some sort of...fit?” he asked.
Suddenly, it began clear: it was the high-intensity endorphin

rise that had triggered the three-alarm hallucination. All those
years of sex and chocolate had finally come full circle.
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Endorphin Rebound. From this point on, massive surges of the
biochemical in her system would trigger crippling time lag.
That’s what the whooshing sound had been all about. As long as
she avoided excessive stress and the desire to bed a certain
detective-sergeant, episodes like the one she’d just suffered
shouldn’t recur. Or at least, that’s what they taught you in
Rover school.

“Jacynda?” Keats pressed.
“It...” was the end of her career. It was over. If so much weren’t

riding on Defoe and the worried man next to her, now would be
the time to give up and transfer to 2057 immediately. There
wouldn’t be much they could do for her, but at least she’d be safe.

“You wouldn’t believe me.” 
“I am willing to try.”
“I’ve...got some mental problems.”
He sighed. “I noted that. Most women I’ve been with do not

believe they are in the middle of a shipwreck.” He adjusted the
cloth. “What can I do to help?”

She shook her head.
“I’ve witnessed mental aberrations before, but not of such

intensity. You honestly believed you were on a sinking ship.”
Tell him. Maybe this time he’ll believe you.
She looked him straight in the eyes. “My job did this to me.”
Keats blinked. “I don’t understand.”
Because you don’t want to. “I told you that I’m from the future.

It’s the truth.”
He dismissed her words with a shake of his head. “Good

heavens, Jacynda, that old jest again? Now, I could more
understand your situation if it were some form of hysteria or—”

Cynda tuned him out. Alastair believes me. Of course, she’d had
to reveal twenty-first century technology to drive the point home.
Let Keats think I’m nuts. It doesn’t matter anymore.

She swung her feet over the bed, barely catching the
handkerchief before it fell away. “I need to go.”

Keats was up in a flash. “Wait until morning. I’ll escort you to
the train. I don’t want you to have one of these fits on the way
back to Charing Cross.”

“Help me with my boots, will you?” she pleaded.
Keats argued against it for the next minute or so, but when she

refused to back down, he laced each boot and then helped her rise. 
“One moment,” he said, “allow me fix your bodice. You look

like a harlot.”
He got a smile for that.
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“I’m so sorry,” she said. “I really wanted...” 
He nodded, focusing on the last button. Once it was complete,

he delivered a chaste kiss on the cheek.
“Tell Alastair what’s happening to you. Maybe he can help.”
She nodded, if only to mollify him. 

They parted at the train station. It proved very hard. There was
no guarantee she’d ever see him again. Everything felt wrong
between them now.

They hugged tightly. 
“Keep yourself safe,” she whispered.
“And you get well,” he replied, his expression forlorn.
“You’ve got a deal. Then we’ll do this right.”
“I’ll look forward to that,” he whispered back, his voice cracking.
Jonathon Keats was many things, but he wasn’t a good liar.

� 

Cynda’s trip under the Thames proved to be a nightmare. Eyes
jammed shut, she wedged herself into a corner near the side of the
train carriage, feet up on the seat. The bizarre noise engulfed her
again, along with the scream of grinding metal and those more
human. 

The reverberations in her pocket forced her back to the present.
It was Frank’s watch. She’d been carrying it as a backup, banking
on the probability that he hadn’t reported the interface’s loss.
Scrunching down so no one would see her, she performed the
windings. The screen lit up in bright red flashing letters.

Defoe in Wapping near warehouses. Execute RFW immediately.
Cynda shook her head to ensure it wasn’t her scrambled brains

playing games with her. The message didn’t change. She obscured
it and hid the watch back under her clothes.

Then she grinned. Frank still hadn’t let his bosses know his
interface had been nicked or they’d have made sure it wasn’t in
the communications loop. The grin widened. If she could get there
first, she could snag Defoe before anyone else.
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Just off a train from Whitechapel, Alastair barely stifled a gasp
as the woman with the red shawl exited the station in front of
him. Jacynda’s movements were disjointed, like a marionette with
tangled strings. He’d known she was back in London—her note
had arrived this afternoon and it had been much warmer in its
tone than its predecessor. That had buoyed his spirits. What the
note hadn’t conveyed was the state of her health. 

She veered toward a post box, pulled something from a pocket and
dropped it in. Then she leaned against the box, her breathing ragged. 

Alastair pushed his pace and caught up with her.
“Jacynda?” 
She spun around, her hand diving underneath her shawl.

“What are you doing here?” she snapped.
“I was looking for our...mutual friend.”
Jacynda shook her head. “He’s not here. He’s—” Her eyes

narrowed. “How do I know you’re Alastair?”
Her caution was warranted. “The first time we met, you struck

me because you thought I was a giant blue spider.”
She shook her head. “Mildred would know that. She might have

told someone.”
“I asked you to marry me. You turned me down.” 
She shook her head again. “Not good enough.”
Vexed by her paranoia, he stepped closer. “You learned my

secret in a carriage from Colney Hatch. I learned yours at your
lover’s post-mortem. If that isn’t enough for you—”

“All right.” She turned away, eyeing the street warily. Then she
turned back toward him, lowering her voice. “Our mutual friend is
not on this side of the river.” 

“Then why are you here?”
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“I’m hunting a Rover, someone very important.” 
“Is that why you left so abruptly?”
“Yeah. I didn’t have a choice. They came for me.”
With that she lurched away, leaving him to grumble under his

breath as he tried to catch up. Once he succeeded, she stared at
him as if she’d forgotten he was there.

“I don’t need an escort.”
“On the contrary, I think you do. You look ill.”
“Not your problem.”
“I think it is.”
A wagon turned the corner and rolled by. 
“How is our friend?” he asked.
She dropped her voice. “Pretty good. He’s made some

connections and hopes they will lead to Flaherty.” She paused for
moment as if struggling to recall something. “Oh...Fiona, the maid
that Deidre mentioned? That’s Flaherty’s daughter. She went
missing right after the explosives were stolen.”

Alastair’s mouth opened in surprise. “Does the chief inspector
know this?” 

“Not yet. I’m not looking forward to telling him. He thinks I
work for Pinkerton’s. It only complicates things.”

“Are you a Pinkerton agent from—” He waved his hand to
indicate the future.

“No!” she growled. “Don’t be stupid.”
Alastair was preparing a stinging rejoinder when a peculiar

sensation slid over him. He caught sight of a dockworker walking
along the other side of the street and then relaxed. “Ah, it’s him.”

“Who?”
“Wait for me.” He took off before she had time to answer.
Cynda leaned against a fence, the humming sound in her head

edging up in volume. 
“No. Not now!” she said through gritted teeth. She fought it

down, counting backward from twenty-five until it diminished.
Across the street, the two men talked in earnest with the
occasional look in her direction.

“Oh, the hell with this. I don’t need a babysitter.” The doc could
catch up or be left behind. 

As she passed others on the street, she examined their faces, for
all the good it would do. If Defoe were a shifter, she could walk
right by him and never know.

But Alastair would. 
Swearing to herself, she slowed her pace so he could catch up

with her. As she turned the corner, Alastair rejoined her.
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“I asked you to wait!” he scolded. 
“I got bored. Who was that, anyway?”
“Livingston. He’s one of the members of...” his voice went very

quiet, “the organization to which I belong.”
“The Conclave?”
He grimaced. “Yes. Please keep your voice down.”
“Wasn’t he the reason your clinic was sacked?”
“No. That would be the others. Livingston is on the level. We’re

working together to figure out what’s going on.”
“How do you know that?” she demanded, walking faster. “He

could be playing you for a sucker.”
Alastair bristled. “On the contrary. He’s the reason you’re alive

and so damned disagreeable right now.”
She stopped cold. “What do you mean?”
“Your attitude, for one.”
“No, what do you mean he’s the reason I’m alive?”
“He told me what happened that night near the Paul’s Head. He

had to have been present to know those kinds of details.” When she
didn’t react, he added, “Livingston prevented that man from cutting
your throat.” Cynda staggered, and he steadied her. “Careful!”

“What does he look like?”
“I’ve never seen his true form. He always hides himself.”
“Why?” she persisted.
“He said if he didn’t, it would invite ‘repercussions of the

fatal variety’.”
She stunned the doctor by grabbing him and kissing him, hard. 
“You’re...you’re...oh, you’re great!” she said and kissed him

again. “Come on, let’s find this guy.”
“Why?” he asked, clearly bewildered.
“Because I think he’s the fellow I’m looking for!”

�

Satyr descended from the hansom and took in his surroundings.
The docklands were busy, as usual. At the shoreline, lightermen
were ferrying in a load of wine. In the distance, he heard the chug
of a steam launch on the Thames.

With a satisfied nod, he paid the driver.
“Evenin’ sir,” the jarvey said, touching his cap.
“Good evening to you.”
Satyr set off at a leisurely pace, resisting the urge to whistle.

Anticipation was everything. This was one kill he was going to
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relish. As he saw it, he was doing London a favor. Hugo Effington
was a hideous bully, a monster of a man who believed his sheer
bulk made him worthy of respect. His wife’s scars bore testimony
to a union of pain and domination. Few would miss the warehouse
owner’s vile attitude and fists.

A carriage was waiting in front of the warehouse. Satyr shook
his head at that. He had expressly indicated that there was to be
no one else present. No doubt the warehouse owner thought he’d
be safer to ignore the order.

Well, that was easily solved. Satyr stepped into the shadows
and changed form with ease. When he appeared at the side of the
wagon in Effington’s likeness, the teamster jerked to attention.

“Sir?”
He purposely kept his voice low. “Come back in an hour.”
“Right, sir, as you wish,” the teamster said and then flicked

the reins. 
Once the carriage was out of sight, Satyr took a cautious look

around and then shifted into the form that Effington knew only as
“Mr. S.” It was unremarkable and not his favorite. But tonight,
style would be found in the kill.

The warehouse was a pack rat’s dream: stacks of exotic silks
perched precariously on oak wine casks, sacks of sugar, barrels of
aromatic spices, hogsheads of rum and bales of tobacco, all strewn
about in no apparent order. This was Effington’s bank vault, the
place where he hid what he’d stolen from others.

Edging his way inside, Satyr noted a scraggly figure skulking
around a bale of tobacco, dark eyes wide. It was one of the many
dockland felines that lived on scraps and vermin. It slunk back
under cover as he passed, eyeing him warily. 

“You’re smarter than most hunters,” he whispered. “Not to
worry; I’ll have you a big rat soon enough.”

At the sound of approaching boots, Satyr directed his gaze down
an aisle crammed with goods. It was the hefty warehouse owner.

“What the hell is this about?” Effington demanded, a small
notebook in hand. No doubt he’d been making a list of his spoils.
“I’ve done everything you asked.”

“Not everything. You still owe us answers.”
Effington’s face flushed. “I keep telling you, I don’t know who he

was,” he retorted, halting near a bale of tobacco. He flipped the
notebook shut and jammed it in a coat pocket so forcefully Satyr
thought the fabric might tear. 

“That is not helpful, Hugo.”
Effington glowered at the use of his first name. He booted something

304 |  Jana G. Oliver

http://www.dragonmoonpress.com
http://www.dragonmoonpress.com
http://www.dragonmoonpress.com
http://www.timerovers.com
http://www.timerovers.com
http://www.timerovers.com
http://www.amazon.com/Virtual-Evil-Time-Rovers-Book/dp/1896944760
http://www.chapters.indigo.ca/books/Virtual-Evil-Jana-G-Oliver/9781896944760-item.html


w
w

w
.dragonm

oonpress.com
w

w
w

.tim
erovers.com

Order your copy today!

http://www.amazon.com/Virtual-Evil-Time-Rovers-Book/dp/1896944760

http://www.chapters.indigo.ca/books/Virtual-Evil-Jana-G-Oliver/9781896944760-item.html

Time Rovers Trilogy
Book 1: Sojourn (Available now)

Book 2: Virtual Evil (October 2007)
Book 3: Madman’s Dance (October 2008)

at his feet. There was a sharp snarl and the cat shot away
The fingers on Satyr’s right hand twitched in anticipation. 
“Let the coppers sort out what happened that night,” Effington

said. “No business of mine. I’ve done what you asked. I don’t want
anything further to do with you or your superior, do you
understand?” 

“Why did you tell Nicci Hallcox where the explosives were
hidden?”

Effington’s face went white, confirming his guilt. 
“As I thought.” 
Satyr’s right hand flashed forward in a blur of movement. The

blade neatly parted Effington’s coat and slid through his vest and
shirt. When the point reached its final destination, it slit the
bottom of the heart, as intended.

The wounded man stumbled, grasping at his chest.
“You...bastard.” 

“Not at all, Hugo. I’m quite legitimate. I’ll be sure to help your
wife choose her widow’s weeds. After I spend the night making
love to her, that is.” 

Effington crumpled to the ground in a groaning heap, blood
pouring from his lacerated chest. His mouth moved, but nothing
came forth.

“You deserved far worse.” Satyr said, shaking his head in
disappointment. He wiped the blood off the knife onto a large
tobacco leaf and dropped the closed blade in a pocket. 

“Lest you think otherwise, no one will mourn your passing,
Hugo. I can lay odds on that.” Something grazed Satyr’s leg. He
gazed fondly at the mangy feline. “Ah, there you are,” he said and
gestured at the newly-minted corpse. “It’s all yours.”

The next few minutes were full of debate. He wanted to torch
the warehouse, giving Effington’s corpse a glimpse of what
awaited it in the afterlife. Something held him back. 

“No, not this time.” He shifted into nothingness and exited the
building, leaving the double doors open. He’d very much wanted to
bolt them shut and perplex the coppers when they tried to
ascertain how the murderer had escaped. Nevertheless,
sometimes simplicity was its own virtue. Effington’s body needed
to be found quickly. Others would understand the message.

He was partway down the street when he turned, as was his
habit, to savor the moment by looking upon the location of his
most recent kill. To his surprise, two figures were standing near
the open warehouse. He recognized them instantly. The woman
was petting the cat while the man scanned the street, as if
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somehow aware of Satyr’s presence.
“You would be here, wouldn’t you?” he said, shaking his head.

“You just keep pressing your luck, Twig.” 
The Ascendant would not allow any further delay, at least when

it came to this woman. Satyr moved into the shadows, his mind
whirling with possibilities.
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“Yuck. It’s got blood on it,” Cynda said, wiping her hands on
her skirt.

“Probably something it killed,” Alastair replied, searching the
street. He appeared distracted. 

“Sad little thing. I wish I had some decent food for it.” As she
rose, something just inside the warehouse caught her attention.
She took a few steps forward, squinting in the dim light. 

“Jacynda?” 
The cat wandered inside and then turned, as if expecting

her to follow.
Cynda blinked her eyes, but the scene didn’t change. Real or a

delusion? It had come down to that. There wasn’t any humming in her
head, so maybe her time lag symptoms had stabilized for the moment. 

She edged further inside the warehouse, hand on her
truncheon. It took some time for her eyes to adjust to the
darkness. The overpowering scent of rum made her nose itch. A
lantern sat on a wooden cask, illuminating what appeared to be a
pair of boots protruding just beyond the wine barrel.

“Jacynda?” Alastair called. 
“Shush!” 
She moved at a snail’s pace, listening for the slightest sound.

Something brushed past her at floor level. It was the cat. 
The boots gave way to a large body. 
Oh, great. “I found where the blood came from,” she called out.
Hugo Effington’s alabaster face glowed like a full moon, his

eyes staring heavenward, unblinking. A crimson stain dominated
the front of his crisp, white shirt. 

Alastair joined her. “Good God.” He knelt, examining the corpse.
“The weapon must have struck his heart,” he observed, pointing to the
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slit in the fabric. “Death would have come very quickly.”
“Would it take some skill to do that?” Cynda asked, turning in

a slow arc, on her guard. There didn’t appear to be anyone else
present, at least none that she could see.

“Yes, or just sheer luck.” Alastair dug through the man’s
pockets. “Doesn’t appear to be a robbery. His watch is still
attached to the fob. Perhaps I can find out who he is.”

“Don’t bother. It’s Hugo Effington.”
Her companion gasped, then rose, taking a cautious look

around. “Do you think Flaherty did this?” he asked softly.
“If he blamed Effington for his daughter’s disappearance, it’s a

real possibility.” She sighed. “At least Deidre won’t have to bother
with the divorce.”

“I’ll look around,” the doctor said and then cut down one of the
rows of tobacco.

The cat rubbed up against her again with a throaty purr. “Pity
you can’t talk. I bet you saw it all.”

When Alastair finally reappeared, he shook his head. “No knife,
no sign of the assailant, on any level.”

That was great news. Just because you couldn’t see someone didn’t
mean they weren’t there. Having Alastair around was very useful.

“If you are sure you’ll be safe, I’ll find a constable,” he said.
“I’ll be fine here.”
Cynda positioned herself by the open doors, drawing in the

river air to erase the smell of blood from her nose. She didn’t
intend on hanging around, though that’s not what she’d told
Alastair. He’d handle the police without her, and Defoe needed
finding. 

Impatient, Cynda watched as the doctor ducked down an alley
toward the main street.

“Good.” As she turned to leave, something lightly brushed her
cheek, like a feather. 

“Hello, Twig,” a voice said near her ear.
The next contact was a heavy blow to the back of her skull.

�

Cynda woke to searing pain. She gingerly rose to a sitting
position, hand firmly clasped on the back of her neck. She was
seeing at least two of everything. She closed her eyes for a bit
longer. She’d left her Dinky Doc at Pratchett’s. Dumb.

Once her vision cleared, she noted the lantern was gone from its

308 |  Jana G. Oliver

http://www.dragonmoonpress.com
http://www.dragonmoonpress.com
http://www.dragonmoonpress.com
http://www.timerovers.com
http://www.timerovers.com
http://www.timerovers.com
http://www.amazon.com/Virtual-Evil-Time-Rovers-Book/dp/1896944760
http://www.chapters.indigo.ca/books/Virtual-Evil-Jana-G-Oliver/9781896944760-item.html


w
w

w
.dragonm

oonpress.com
w

w
w

.tim
erovers.com

Order your copy today!

http://www.amazon.com/Virtual-Evil-Time-Rovers-Book/dp/1896944760

http://www.chapters.indigo.ca/books/Virtual-Evil-Jana-G-Oliver/9781896944760-item.html

Time Rovers Trilogy
Book 1: Sojourn (Available now)

Book 2: Virtual Evil (October 2007)
Book 3: Madman’s Dance (October 2008)

place on the cask. Yet there was still light in the building, a
dancing sort that rose and fell. Her eyes started to water and she
coughed, making the pain in her head increase tenfold. The cat
shot past her and out the door as a distinct popping noise issued
from the rear of the warehouse. 

Fire.
Using a tobacco bale as leverage, she rose unsteadily to her feet. 
Grasping Effington’s feet, she tried to drag him toward the open

door, but he was just too heavy. At least Alastair had managed to
examine him.

“Jacynda?” 
It was Alastair’s voice. He was standing near the open doors.
Good timing! “Help me get Effington out of here!” she called. 
The doctor didn’t move. 
“Come on, help me! He’s heavy.”
The laugh that filtered back wasn’t anything Alastair Montrose

could have produced. 
She stared. “Who the hell are you?”
“A genuine admirer, so you have my sincere apologies up front.

You should have remained unconscious, you silly woman.” 
With that, he bowed and vanished.
Cynda rushed the doors, but they swung shut in her face, caroming

her back into the warehouse. Then she heard the outer bar falling into
place, followed by the metallic clinks of heavy chain.

“No!” She threw her scant weight against the doors with no
effect. Hammering on the hard wood, she screamed, “Let me out!” 

The only answer was the popping fire as it grew, bright and
greedy, seeking more fuel. She pounded again, shouting louder. 

A hissing noise grew behind her, like a dozen frightened cats,
causing her to turn. Carried by a rolling wave of rum, molten fire
spread across the warehouse floor. In its wake, it ignited silk, crates,
and tobacco, birthing a thundercloud of deadly fumes and smoke.

“Which one is it, sir?” the constable asked, stomping along next
to Alastair.

The doctor hesitated, then frowned, eyes darting from building
to building along the row. “That’s odd, the doors were open.” He lit
upon the one with the green hinges. “That one there,” he said,
pointing. 

The constable walked a few paces forward. “Oy, that looks
like smoke!” 

A fraction of a second later, a concussion blew one of the half-moon
windows outward, showering the ground with splintered glass. 
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“Fire! Fire!” the copper bellowed, blasting his whistle. A
returning cry came from somewhere nearby, followed by another
shrill whistle.

Alastair broke into a run. When he reached the entrance, he
thought he could hear muffled shouts from inside, along with
frantic blows against the wooden doors.

“Jacynda?” he shouted, pulling on the bar. The pounding grew
more agitated. Alastair jerked hard against the metal, but the
massive lock held. He cursed and tried another assault. A
dockworker appeared at his side, crowbar in hand and they tried
to force the bar, but with little result. 

“Pull harder!” he ordered. A billow of acrid black smoke drove
his helper back, but he refused to retreat, hands cramping around
the crowbar.

Inside, Cynda rammed herself into the heavy door, driving
splinters into her shoulder. At the sound of a dull explosion, she
turned and watched in horror as a rum cask cartwheeled into the air.
Incandescent liquor rained downward like flaming tentacles. Eyes
streaming tears and with lungs near to bursting, she fought with her
petticoat, stripping it off with shaking hands. Flinging it over her
head, she used it as a tent to shield her from the burning debris. 

Turning her back to the blistering heat, she fumbled to retrieve
her interface. The moment she opened it, she knew it was Frank’s.
It didn’t matter. A quick hop, that’s all she needed. A few minutes
into the future, a few hundred feet. That’s all it would take. With
her ESR Chip removed, if she died, the Dead Man Switch wouldn’t
kick in and send her body to the future. 

“Come on, come on,” she said, repeating the windings when the
first set didn’t start the transfer process. To her relief, a
countdown clock appeared in the ash-laden air above the watch. 

Working on instinct, she wound the watch chain around her
wrist, clipping it so it wouldn’t fall free if she fainted. Bending low
to the ground near the doors, sucking in air, a prayer tumbled out
of her lips. 

“Please God, not this way.” Keats would hang and Morrisey
would lose everything. Her family would never have a body to
bury. “Please!”

The remaining rum casks rocketed upward in a cacophonous
explosion that blew out the windows and transformed the double
doors into deadly missiles. A talon of flame clawed its way
outward, a fire beast in search of another victim.
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Cynda flailed upward, choking on the water sucked deep into
her lungs. When she finally broke the surface, she cascaded into a
coughing spasm, bringing up Thames effluent. 

As she struggled to regain her senses, it became clear that
Frank hadn’t set his interface properly. Rovers never transferred
into water: reflexes were too inhibited, the mind not fully focused
on survival. It was an invitation to drown. If her leap had taken
any longer, she’d be drifting to the bottom of the river right now.

The man’s a moron.
A spasm of intense shivering made her teeth chatter and

muscles knot. Cynda rolled over, floating to buy time. Broken
barrels and rotting fish bumped against her. Her eyes burned.
Blinking them did nothing to improve her vision. 

Ensuring she still had the interface in her hand, she began to
swim toward the dock. Fortunately, the watch was waterproof.
She wasn’t. The shivering intensified beyond that of just a
transfer, making the diagnosis plain: hypothermia. 

Keep swimming. You’ll make it. 
She thought someone was calling to her. That couldn’t be right.

Another shout. Cynda ignored it. When she finally reached the
dock, she inched her way, hand over hand, along the worn timbers
until she found a ladder. 

I want to sleep...
Maybe she’d just stay in the water for a while, float around and

take a nap. Just a little nap. Not too long. 
“Get up here!” 
The rude command shocked her awake.
“Come on, climb!” 
Cynda made it halfway when her strength gave out. Right
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before she let go, someone grasped a wrist and yanked her
upward. She landed in a coughing, sodden heap at the feet of a
dockworker. Shaking the water off the watch, she pried the chain
from her wrist and stuck it in a pocket. 

When she caught her breath, she stared upward at her rescuer.
He looked hazy, as if her eyeballs were coated with oil. He was
dressed like a dockworker, one that looked familiar.

“I can’t believe you did that,” he said, shaking his head.
“How amateur.”

She recognized the voice; it was the man from the alley, the one
who’d saved her from Mimes. Was it Defoe?

He glowered and tapped a worn boot in displeasure. “I just can’t
believe you did that. Every newbie knows to set the non-water
landing parameter.”

Frank didn’t. “Not...my watch,” she said. 
“No excuse. If I hadn’t been here, you’d be fish food. I can’t

believe it.”
“I was too busy...being burned to death...to worry about the

small stuff.”
“It is a helluva fire, I’ll give you that. How’d it start?”
“Someone tried to kill me.” She looked up into his face and

gambled. “A Virtual.”
His jaw tightened. “Come on, let’s get out of here.” 
As he levered her upward, water flowed off her like a rainstorm.

Her boots squished and the hat was gone, her hair hanging in wet
tendrils. 

A quick check confirmed she’d lost her truncheon. That she
regretted. She dug frantically through her pockets—the decoy
interface was still there.

Thank God.
Cynda turned toward the brilliant glow a few streets away.

“Alastair...”
“Come on!” her rescuer urged, tugging on an arm. “We can’t

stay out in the open.”
“Alastair needs to know I’m out of there.”
“Not right now. It’s too dangerous to stand around.”
She ignored him and sank back to the ground, raising her feet

to allow water to pour out of the boots. While they drained, she
angled her foggy eyes upward again. Her rescuer was swiveling
around like a mongoose on the watch for a cobra

“How did you know I was going to be here?” she asked.
“I didn’t. I heard the splashing. Now come on, will you?”
She gave in and followed him. 
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�

Alastair sat on the back of a wagon, pressing a wet cloth to his face
in an effort to dull the stinging sensation. He gingerly touched his
moustache. It was singed, as were his clothes. None of that mattered.
If he’d been standing in front of the doors when they disintegrated,
more than his garments would have been crisped.

He shuddered at the thought.
Since the explosion, there’d been no sign of Jacynda inside the

furnace. He didn’t want to think about it. She’d escaped. She
always did.

He watched as firemen and dockworkers scrabbled over broken
bricks and twisted timbers to pump water onto the blaze. Other
men emptied adjacent buildings as the flames spread. 

His attention was drawn to a pair of bystanders a few feet away. 
“Right nasty one this time,” one fellow remarked before spitting

on the ground with gusto. “I wonder how it started.”
“Rats. They start fires all the time,” his compatriot replied,

nonchalantly sipping on a ginger beer as if they were watching the
Lord Mayor’s Day procession.

“That’s a load and you know it,” the first one said. “Rats don’t
do that.”

“How do you know?” the second asked.
“You never find any charred ones inside. They always get out.”
“That don’t mean they don’t start the fires in the first place.”
Alastair rose and walked away, not wanting to hear about charred

rodents or anything else. It would be hours before they beat down the
flames. There was only one way to know if Jacynda was in there. He’d
have to pick through the rubble for her remains.

� 

“Quite a fire, isn’t it?” Satyr asked, en mirage as a young clerk. He
looked expectantly at the constable next to him, awaiting a reply.

“Sure is.”
“Anyone in there?” Satyr nudged.
“A dead body is what I heard. Some gent.”
“No one else?” 
The constable gave him a strange look. “I should hope not.”
“How true.” 
Finding no amusement from that quarter, Satyr turned his

back on the conflagration and continued his trek through the
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warehouse district. He’d secure a hansom eventually. Besides, the
evening was cool and currently scented with burning tobacco. Not
entirely unpleasant.

He stopped and looked back the way he’d come. Why was Dr.
Montrose still here? It was plain that the Twig was dead. No one
survived an inferno like that. 

“And yet, she outlived tangling with those work horses pulling
the beer wagon,” he muttered. 

Jacynda Lassiter was the sort who would fight until the very end.
Abruptly, Satyr cut toward the heart of the docklands. His

assassin’s instinct told him his job wasn’t complete.
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“This way,” Cynda’s escort ordered, hauling her by the arm.
When she faltered, he gave her a disgruntled look and then
sighed. “You can barely walk.” 

He angled her into a doorway, then slipped a hand into his coat
and retrieved a Vespa box. With a flip, it became a Dinky Doc.

That she understood. “All right, go for it.” A minor pressure
against her neck. More mumbling, then more pressure. She
immediately felt warmer, her lungs more capable of taking in air.
Her vision cleared.

“My God, you’re carrying a load of time lag. What stage are you?”
There was no reason to lie. “End Stage.”
“You’re in Rebound? Why the hell didn’t you stop before that?”

he demanded, more upset than she’d expect.
“No choice.” 
“Nonsense. You always have a choice.” He did another reading and

tut-tutted. “Well, I can’t do anything for that, but at least you won’t die
from all the garbage in your lungs. I still can’t believe you—”

Momentarily buoyed by the treatment, she swung around.
“Give it a rest, will you? I’m alive. That’s all that counts.”

A reluctant grin appeared underneath the grubby moustache.
“You’re right.”

“Thanks, by the way.”
The grin turned smug. “Three times over.” 
She stuck out her hand, trusting her instincts. “Pleased to meet

you, Mr. Defoe.”
He ignored her gesture. “I have no idea who you’re talking about.”
Yeah, right. “Why don’t you just admit it and we’ll move on?”
“Nothing to admit.” 
She didn’t intend to let this charade go any further. There was
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only one way to get this guy to blow his cover, and that was by
breaking his concentration. Unfortunately it would involve pain,
for both of them. Her rescuer averted his eyes as he tucked away
the Vespa box. That was all she needed. 

“Sorry,” she said, the moment before her fist struck the side of
his jaw with great force. If she were wrong, this was going to be
very hard to explain.

The man staggered back. His hand came away from his mouth,
smeared with blood. “Dammit woman, what the hell are you—” 

The illusion gave way to a face she knew as well as her own:
Harter Defoe, Time Rover One. She smiled in triumph.

The moment the change was complete, he swore under his
breath. “I think I should have let you drown.”

“No fun that way,” she said, still rubbing her knuckles. “We’ve
got some major problems, you and I. TPB has issued a warrant for
both of us.”

Defoe raised a solitary eyebrow and then effortlessly shifted
back to the dockworker persona. “Ah, that’s better. Is this about
Chris’ death?” he asked, dabbing at his mouth with a
handkerchief.

“No, it’s bigger than him now. We’ve got a severe time
disconnect in the works. TPB doesn’t want either of us in ’88 for
some reason.” 

“I’ve felt something was wrong, but couldn’t quite get my mind
around it.”

“That makes two of us.”
He studied her intently. “Let’s go somewhere and compare

notes. It’s not safe here. You may have led the hounds to me.”
“No way; my chip is out.”
“So is mine. There are other ways to track a Rover.”
Cynda shook her head. “Not this one.” 
“Don’t be too cocky.”
She grinned at being chided by the greatest of them all.
“Why are you in Wapping?”
He frowned, apparently not used to such direct questions. “I

have a particular interest in Hugo Effington.”
“Well, you can scratch him off your interesting people list.

Someone just put a knife in his heart. He’s currently in the
warehouse being cremated with a side order of rum and tobacco.”

Defoe glowered. “Dammit all to hell. Will nothing go right?” 
“Nope, not from my experience.” The question she’d been

waiting to ask popped into her mind. “Did you try to assassinate
someone at Effington’s dinner party?”
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“No.”
“Whoever did it looked just like you.”
Defoe eyed her uneasily. “Then it had to be someone from our time.”
“Or someone who saw you on the street and decided to mimic you.”
He shook his head. “I’ve been en mirage since shortly after I arrived.”
“Even when Chris found you?”
A nod. ”I still had my ESR Chip in place. It was a foolish

oversight. It was a bit of a shock for the boy, but he dealt with it.”
Which meant Chris knew about the shifters. That made sense,

given his uncle was one of them.
“What does Theo say about all this?” Defoe asked.
“Who the hell is Theo?”
“Morrisey,” he replied with a grin.
No wonder he uses his initials. Cynda sniggered, triggering

another coughing fit. “He thinks—”
“Lassiter!” a voice rang out. It was Ramrod. Neither of her

interfaces registered his presence.
Had the TPB goon heard their conversation?
The moment she turned toward him, he waved her forward. “Come

here, Lassiter. We don’t want to involve the locals,” he called.
He doesn’t know it’s Defoe. A wave of relief washed over her. 
“Guv?” Defoe asked quietly. 
“TPB,” she whispered back. “He’s already tried to kill one Rover.”
Her companion swore under his breath. “Just move slowly to

allow me time to change. I’ll come back. You understand?”
“Um...hum.”
“So who’s this, then?” he asked, loud enough for Ramrod to hear.
“The old man,” she said. “He always finds me.”
Defoe waved his hands in surrender. “I don’t want no trouble.

Good day to ya, sir,” he said, tapping his cap and slinking off.
Cynda took deliberately slow steps, hoping to deflect his

attention away from her retreating companion. 
How did he find me?
She’d half-expected an answer from her personal delusion.

There was none. He’d gone quiet just about the time the humming
began in her head.

“Come on, move it!” Ramrod ordered.
She voiced the question. “So how’d you find me?” 
“Miller’s watch. We tracked it to the pickpocket. She told us all

about you. It was easy to set you up with the false message about
Defoe,” Ramrod boasted.

She stopped about ten feet away. “There you go,” she said, tossing
the telltale interface at him. “Tell Frank he’s an idiot, will you?”
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The watch skidded to a halt at Ramrod’s feet.
“That’s a nice start,” he said. A pistol emerged from his pocket.

As with his clothes, it was time period appropriate. 
“That’s pretty primitive,” she observed. “You’ve got better

choices than that.”
“Not if I want to inflict pain.”
“Like you did to Hopkins?”
The gun sank lower. “Let’s get you focused. I’ll start with a knee.

Those are really painful.” He cocked the trigger. “Where is Defoe?”
Cynda’s mouth went dry. “That’s a bit over the top, don’t you

think?”
“Not for you. I can bring you home in pieces and no one will care.”
The blow struck so hard Ramrod careened off the nearest wall.

As he bounced like a human basketball, the pistol in his hand
discharged. Cynda was moving before he hit the ground. She
wrestled away the firearm and delivered a satisfying thump on his
skull with the butt end of the weapon. He fell slack.

“That was for Hopkins.” 
A few moments later, Ramrod’s comatose body was on his way

to 2057, courtesy of Frank’s interface. Pity she wouldn’t be around
to hear him explain that twist to his bosses.

“Score one for the good guys!” she crowed. 
“Not...quite.” A waver in the air became Defoe, his hand

grasping his chest as blood oozed around the fingers. He sank to
his knees with a deep moan. “Too cocky, by far.”

Cynda was at his side in an instant. The small bullet hole in his
shirt sprouted a red halo. “Come on, we have to get out of here.
Someone will have heard the shot. I’ll get you some help.”

It took incredible effort to pull him to his feet, much more than
he’d needed to move her a few minutes before. A half block away,
knowing they’d not get much further, she pushed on a gate. It
swung open with a rusty, dry creak. The yard was deserted and it
reeked of something dead.

Once inside, Defoe sank to the ground and leaned heavily
against an unpainted fence. The handkerchief pressed to his chest
was bright crimson. 

“I had hoped it would be...minor.” He groaned as she
unbuttoned his waistcoat, revealing the extent of the bloodstain.
He pressed harder on the handkerchief, not realizing the thin
linen was inadequate to staunch the flood. The wound was near
the breastbone. It was only a shade smaller than the one that had
killed Effington. 

Cynda dug through his pockets, unearthing male detritus:
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opera tickets, a comb, money, pipe and tobacco. She found the
Dinky Doc and pressed it against the side of his neck. The
readings were catastrophic: acute shock, pulmonary congestion,
internal bleeding. The list continued, but she didn’t bother with it.

She let the device do what it thought best and then dropped it
back in his pocket. The humming sound began in her head again.
She fought it down, desperate to stay in the moment. 

Then she found his watch. He murmured something.
“What?”
“Not an...interface.” 
Indignant, she snapped it shut and dropped it into the closest

pocket. “Where is it?” she demanded.
“I don’t...carry it. They can track them.”
So I noticed. “Every newbie knows to carry their interface.”
A half-smile. “Got me...there.”
His breathing grew labored. She knew how it felt: every breath

closer to the last, the cold panic creeping into his bones, the rasping
sound of death sharpening his scythe. He’d saved her life repeatedly.
It was time to return the favor, whether he wanted it or not.

Cynda began the winding procedure on the decoy interface.
Morrisey would just have to figure out how to hide Defoe once he
got to 2057, providing he survived the transfer. The other Rovers
would think she’d turned him in just to save her own ass, but she
didn’t care. He had to live.

The wounded Rover saw her movements. “No...”
“Here equals dead. There, you have a chance.” 
The humming in her head ramped up like a revving motor. 
Stop it, stop it, stop it!
Hands shaking, she set the watch and looped the chain around

his wrist, clicking it in place so he couldn’t shake it loose. Then she
folded his fingers around it.

She leaned close, the humming sound making it hard to hear
anything. “Stay alive, okay?” 

Defoe coughed violently, spraying her with blood droplets.
“You must know...the Ascendant. I think—”
A moment later, the holographic blur encompassed him and he

was gone. The humming was so loud now that she couldn’t bear it. 
Her mind conjured up the lion, muzzle stained with blood. It

arced across the open arena and leapt upon the fleeing man. He
screamed in high-pitched terror as it raked its claws across his
back, shredding flesh. She could hear the crunch of bones, the
muted death shriek. The coliseum erupted in a roar of ecstacy.

Cynda slowly came to her senses, slumped against the fence.
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Her hands were coated with dried blood. Pulling a handkerchief
out of a pocket, she mechanically went about the business of
cleaning her hands. As she scrubbed on each finger, the fog began
to clear. 

In the course of her time in Victorian England, she’d lost a
lover, been thrown under a wagon, knifed in the chest, hit on the
head, barbequed and damned-near drowned. Despite all that,
she’d still managed to find the greatest of all Time Rovers. 

Then she’d sold him out. 
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On auto-pilot, Cynda doggedly trudged toward the fire. It made an
easy beacon. The humming sound in her head was growing again.
The emotional turmoil of Defoe’s shooting had taken its toll. She
shivered as her clothes dried in the chilly air. In front of her, a pillar
of fire ignited in the middle of the street, swirling like a cyclone. Not
caring if it was real or not, she let it pass right over her, welcoming
the searing heat, then the steady pull of the funnel’s updraft on her
clothes. Then it was gone. Another delusion. She kept walking
toward the distant glow, fixated on her goal.

“You were wrong, Morrisey,” she muttered. Defoe was a
Transitive and a Virtual to boot. Probably the only time in Theo’s
life he’d made a mistake. It’d been a big one.

Was Defoe still alive? God, she hoped so. He was too cool to die.
Once they realized he was in 2057, TPB would probably stick him
in a cell somewhere to guard their “national treasure” while
history melted down like a chocolate bar left on hot pavement.

Like me. She was melting. She could feel it. Her vision had no
definition, the air surrounding her seemed heavy, like right before
a rain. She’d known a Rover who gotten this far out on the limb.
He went into Endorphin Rebound and then killed himself. Tossed
himself in front of a Grav Rail train. It made the front pages of the
Vid-Net News for three days. Like I will.

An absurd giggle escaped. “Yo, Mr. Spider! I could use some
help here,” she called.

No reply.
“Nobody home.” She shook her head. That sucked. 
Right foot, left foot. Right foot, left foot. As long as she kept moving,

she’d find the doctor. He’d know what to do. He always helped her.
Smoke drifted toward her and Cynda stopped for a moment to
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catch her breath. The smell triggered memories of fires past. 1666.
San Francisco after the earthquake. Dresden. And now that
warehouse. She’d never drink rum again.

She was on her knees sobbing when the time slips ended.
Someone called her name. Raising her eyes revealed a pair of
boots. A man knelt in front of her. He looked familiar.

The fellow chuckled. “You are very hard to kill, Miss Lassiter.”
That was when she recognized the face of the man at

Effington’s party. The one who wore too much macassar oil.
“You’re Deidre’s lover?”

He nodded. “Among other things.”
“Who are you...really?” 
He gave a resigned nod. “You’ve earned that, at least. Some call

me Drogo.”
Her heart skipped a beat. The last time she’d seen that name, it’d

been on a piece of waterlogged paper in the pocket of her dead lover.
Cynda tried to straighten up, but the blinding headache

stopped her. She had no will left to fight. She only wanted the
truth. “You killed Chris Stone?” 

He ignored her. “I am also called Satyr. No doubt you will
remember me from Nicci’s party, though not in this form.”

The lusty mythological being who had been Queen
Victoria’s partner.

“Were you the target at Effington’s party?”
“I was. Thank you for your assistance that night. It was very grand

of you. Have you discovered the assassin’s identity?”
“No.”
“Pity. Neither have I,” he said. “Quite an elusive soul.”
“Did you kill Effington?”
He smiled broadly. “Certainly, and Nicci, too. I’ve been very

busy as of late.” 
“You framed Keats,” she hissed.
“Purely an accident. I regret that. Well, maybe not that much.”
“Why did you kill Nicci?”
“She was a threat.”
“To whom?”
He evaded her question again. “You present me with a

dilemma, Miss Lassiter. You are supposed to be dead. I locked you
in a burning warehouse and lo, here you are. You passed my test
yet again. How does that happen?” he asked, genuinely curious.

“Yet again?” she repeated, trying to wrap her fragmented mind
around this bizarre man. 

“The first time would have been perfect if you’d behaved
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yourself and fallen under the beer wagon as intended. I almost
forgot myself and applauded when I realized you were still alive.”

“Why did you try to kill me?”
“Because I was ordered to do so.” 
“By whom?”
“My superior, of course.” A knife appeared in his hand without

any apparent effort. It seemed to glow, like something an
archangel might carry.

He twisted the blade for a moment and then shook his head. “This
is not right for you, I think. You’ve earned a gentler death, of sorts.”

The weapon vanished and was replaced by a silver tube, maybe
five inches in length.

“Do you know what this is?” he asked smiling cheerfully.
She shook her head, now barely able to keep her eyes open. The

throb in the back of her skull was supplanting nearly everything else.
“This is a remarkable weapon. I’ve never felt the need to use it

until now. It will not kill you, at least not physically. It’s far more
subtle. It destroys that which makes you unique.” The smile grew.
“Far more humane than a blade to the chest.”

“I don’t understand,” she said, gritting her teeth against the pain.
“You will. Or actually, you won’t. That’s the problem with this

method. It leaves so little untouched.”
Before she could ask another question, he placed the cold tube

against her left temple. Her feeble attempts to stop him were
easily thwarted. 

“I thank you for this merry chase,” he whispered in her ear. “It’s
been a long time since someone has provided this much of a
challenge. Farewell, Twig. Enjoy the twilight.”

A fiery brand of molten heat bored inward above her left ear,
racing along her neural synapses like heat lightning across a
darkened sky. Suddenly, her eyes began blinking without her
command. She opened her mouth to scream, but couldn’t
remember how.

� 

Keats wandered aimlessly about Rotherhithe, despondent since
putting Jacynda on the train. The expression of heart-stopping
panic on her face still haunted his thoughts. At that instant, she
truly believed what was happening to her was real: the hallmark
of incapacitating mental disease. Her claims to be from the future
were just too extraordinary for words. Yet she’d willingly cast
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herself into the fray, fighting off the Fenians to save him only a
few weeks ago. He remembered how she’d held him and cried that
night in the carriage after he’d taken injury.

“Dear God,” he whispered, shaking his head mournfully. As if
his troubles weren’t numerous enough, his heart had been
captivated by a madwoman.

As he passed the Spread Eagle and Crown, he noted a knot of
people clustered on Church Stairs. Strolling closer, he found what
had caught their attention. 

“Which dock is on fire?” he asked the fellow next to him.
“Not a dock. Some of the warehouses,” the man said. “God help

us if it spreads.” 
Keats broke away from the crowd and headed along the

Thames. He passed a constable, but the copper was too distracted
by the fire to notice him. Not keen to return to the boarding house
and his lonely bed, he kept on until he found a set of empty stairs
that led to the river. He sat a few steps down from the top, elbows
on knees, watching the fiery glow across the water.

“What a bloody mess,” he said.
“Amen to that.”
He turned at the voice. Clancy Moran was standing at the head

of the stairs. Without waiting for an invitation, he took a seat next
to Keats.

“Why are you following me?” Keats asked 
“Keepin’ ya alive.”
Keats tensed. “Who wants me dead?” 
After a wary look around, Clancy replied, “Just about everyone,

as far I can tell. Flaherty wants yer nads, and the coppers want
yer neck for the noose.”

Oh, God. There was no point in lying. “When did you know?”
“The moment I met ya. Ya nicked my nephew a few years back.

I remember ya from the trial.”
Keats felt an odd sense of relief. “What was his name?”
“Patrick MacArthur.”
Keats riffled through his Arbour Square memories. “He stole a

joint of beef from a butcher.”
Clancy eyed him. “Ya remember all that?”
Keats nodded. “Not a bad lad. Just hungry. I didn’t want to

arrest him, but the merchant insisted.”
“Pat said ya gave money to his wife so she wouldn’t go hungry

while he was in the clink.”
Keats shrugged.
“I heard ya were fair to Ahearn’s widow, too. Why’d ya do that,
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now?” Clancy looked genuinely puzzled. “Why d’ya care about a
few dirty Irishmen?”

“Because the law has no heart, and sometimes the judge
doesn’t, either. Your nephew was just trying to feed his family. If
he’d had a chance at a good job, he wouldn’t have been on the
wrong side of the law.” 

The irony struck home.
Laughing bitterly, Keats gestured around him. “That’s a load, isn’t

it? Look at me! One moment I’m headed toward a brilliant career and
comfortable retirement, and the next I’m bound for the rope.”

“God loves to play silly buggers with us,” Clancy observed. 
“Odd sense of humor, that’s all I can say.”
“Who fitted ya up, then?”
Keats looked over at him. “How do you know I didn’t kill that

woman?”
“Not yer way.”
Keats nodded. “I have no notion who did this to me, but

somehow it’s all tied up with Flaherty and those damned
explosives.”

Clancy extracted his pipe and lit it. “Why d’ya think that?”
“The Hallcox woman said she had information on where

Flaherty was hiding.”
“Think he killed her?”
“No. Do you know anything about Flaherty’s daughter?”
Clancy shook his head. “He was a quiet one. Never said much.

We didn’t see eye to eye.”
“His daughter’s a part of this. And Effington, too.”
Clancy worked the pipe for a time, the smoke curling in Keats’

direction. The fugitive inhaled deeply.
“I’ll make a deal with ya,” Clancy said and then looked over his

shoulder once more. “I’ll help ya catch Flaherty.”
Keats felt his heart leap. “In return for what?”
“Yer reward money. I hear it’s up to fifty pounds now.”
“Seventy-five,” Keats said. “Not quite as high as the Ripper, but

I’m gaining on him.”
Clancy laughed. “So what do ya say to that, Sean?”
Keats reflected for a moment. “Why are you doing this?

Flaherty’s one of your own.” 
Clancy shot a puff of smoke out of his mouth. “Johnny Ahearn

was a friend of mine. He shouldn’t have died that way.”
“And the money?”
“I want to start over in Canada, buy a pub.”
“Why not in London?”
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“If I stay here, I’ll be in jail or the grave within a year.”
Keats stuck out his hand. “You get the right to turn me over to

the coppers when the time comes. You’ll even get Flaherty’s
money if you do it right.”

Clancy’s hand hovered in the air. “Don’t want Flaherty’s
reward. That’d be blood money.”

“And mine won’t be?” Keats asked, confused.
“Nah, yer a filthy rozzer.” Clancy grinned.
Keats guffawed. “That I am.” 
They shook on it.
“Come on, let’s get ya home. It’s not safe out here.”
As they rose, Keats confided, “My mother was Irish.”
Clancy shot him a startled look, and then a nod of

understanding. “That’s why ya won’t give up.”
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WEDNESDAY, 24 OCTOBER, 1888

The constables were leery of making a decision, especially when
there might be a dead body involved, so Alastair was told to stay
put until their superior arrived. It was a wasted command. He had
no intention of leaving the site until he knew of Jacynda’s fate.

Effington’s carriage and driver arrived shortly thereafter,
adding credence to Alastair’s claim that the warehouse owner had
been inside the building before the blaze began. He just didn’t
bother to mention Jacynda’s part in all this. He’d face that issue if
she was found in the wreckage.

The next arrival was a sergeant, a tall man with a bushy moustache.
He wasted no time. “You sure this Effington fellow was dead?”

“Yes, I’m a doctor. I know such things,” Alastair replied dryly.
The man’s face tightened. “I remember your name. You were in

the newspapers about that set-to with the Fenians. What are you
doing down here?”

It was tempting to say he’d been on a medical call, but Alastair
didn’t have his bag with him and they’d demand to know the name
of the patient. He opted for the truth. “I’m looking for my friend,
Sergeant Keats. I had hoped I could locate him.”

“For what purpose, sir?” 
“To encourage him to turn himself over to the authorities.”
One side of the sergeant’s moustache rose, as if in a smirk. “I

see. So why were you so desperate to open those doors once the
place was on fire?”

“It’s hard to solve a murder if you don’t have a body.”
“Any other reason?”
Alastair couldn’t remember what he’d yelled while he fought
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the doors. Had he cried out Jacynda’s name? Maybe the constable
had heard him and reported it.

“I thought I heard someone calling from inside.”
“Who?”
“I am not sure,” Alastair lied. 
“Alastair?”
He turned to see Reuben Bishop walking toward him at a brisk pace.
“Good morning, Reuben.”
“I got your note. The constable was most adamant that I come

at once.” 
“Who are you, sir?” the sergeant demanded.
“Doctor Reuben Bishop. Dr. Montrose is my colleague.”
“You vouch for him, then?” the sergeant queried.
“Absolutely.”
The sergeant gave a shrug and let them be.
Reuben scrutinized the dying fire. “Good Lord, what

happened here?”
Alastair told him the tale, minus Jacynda’s involvement.
“Why are you still here, then?” Reuben inquired. “The local

coroner can handle it from here.” 
“I need to ensure the corpse inside the building is that of a large

male. I’ll explain later,” Alastair said quietly.
Reuben frowned, but thankfully he held his next question. 

It was nearing dawn when a constable beckoned them forward.
Steeling himself, Alastair moved forward gingerly over the
uneven ground, through charred bits of wood, shattered bricks
and broken glass. 

“What a tangle,” Reuben said, nearly losing his balance when a
board snapped under his boot.

They found the corpse half an hour later, entombed under a
mound of broken bricks. Alastair knelt next to it, swallowing
repeatedly to cope with the stench of burnt flesh. The victim did
not lie in peaceful repose, the heat having contracted the leg and
arm muscles. Most of the flesh was gone, leaving a leering and
charred skull. Pushing aside his emotions, the doctor studied the
remains with as much professional detachment as he could
muster. 

The rib cage and the skull appeared too large to be Jacynda’s, but
he had to be sure. Using a piece of wood, he delicately shifted the burnt
clothing. He thought one piece was the remnant of a waistcoat.

Reuben bent forward and pointed. “Long leg bones. Heavy
pelvic girdle. Most likely male,” he reported. It tallied with
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Alastair’s findings. He kept the sigh of relief to himself. 
More shifting of clothing disgorged a pocket watch, which fell

into the soot. Alastair retrieved it. It was still warm. He brushed
the grime off with his thumb. The back was engraved.

“With all my love, Deidre,” he read. “It’s Effington’s.”
The sergeant in charge peered over at the corpse. “A bit cooked,

isn’t he?” 
Reuben rose, clearly displeased by the man’s cavalier attitude.

“Is the coroner on his way?” he asked. A nod returned. “Did you
find anything else of interest?” 

“Not yet. Could be anything in here,” the man replied.
Alastair’s heart sank. Jacynda’s slight figure could easily be

obscured under the wreckage. “No,” he whispered. She’d been at
the front of the building, near the doors. They would have had to
trip over her corpse to get inside. 

Once they were settled in a hansom bound for Whitechapel,
Reuben coughed heartily to clear his throat and then wiped his
mouth with a handkerchief. After tucking it away, he turned
toward Alastair.

“So, tell me, who were you really looking for in that building?”

�

She awoke to a feeling of pressure on her ankle. Someone was
tugging on her left foot, trying to take off her boot. Forcing her
eyes open, she found herself in semi-darkness.

“Oy, she’s awake,” a voice croaked.
She retaliated with a kick. There was a cry and the sound of

someone shuffling away.
Edging herself into an upright position, her hand immediately

went to the spot above her left temple. It was raw, like someone had
pressed a hot iron against it. When she touched it, it sparked a bolt
of lightning behind her eyes, making her moan in agony. Cradling her
head, she rocked back and forth until the pain subsided.

The voice spoke again. “Those are fine boots. I’ll get ’em yet.”
Boots? She blinked, and then rubbed her eyes. She was clad in

a drab dress, dark blue or navy, she couldn’t tell. It had patches
and smelled bad.

Another tug on her foot. She kicked harder this time, resulting
in a curse and a hurried retreat.

“Leave me alone.”
The others fell to whispering. She thought there were two of
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them. In the distance, a song laced its way through the stones. A
howl pierced the air. Whispers meandered through her mind,
asking questions she couldn’t answer. 

Who are you? Why are you here?
She didn’t even know where here was.
The voices reached a crescendo. They sounded familiar, like

she’d heard them before, been here before. 
Stark panic seized her, feeding the desire to flee. She dug in her

pockets, but came up empty. What was she looking for? No idea.
She clawed her way to her feet, wavering until her balance
righted. Working along the stone wall, she came to a wooden door.
Pounding on it brought no response. Sliding down to the floor, she
leaned her head against the cracked wood, feeling slivers wedge
themselves into her forehead. The pain felt good; so far, it was the
only thing in this place she could understand.

“Where?” she asked. “Where?”
The croaking voice wheezed a cough. “I’ll tell ya for the boots.”
“Oh, leave the lamb alone,” a softer voice said.
“Don’t ya tell her—”
“Yer in Bedlam, dearie. We all comes ’ere in the end.”
“Bedlam?” She had no idea what the woman meant. 
“The asylum, luv.”
Asylum?
Touching the raw spot on her temple shot off more streaks of

fire through her head, making her cry out. The face of a man came
to her. He had a brittle laugh that sounded like wind across the
moors, and hair that glistened in the night. She grasped her chest.
An alley, nearly dead. Another man, one who had wept as she left
him behind. 

Someone had taken it all away. Callously ripped her mind
apart like a sheet of thin paper. 

Hand over hand, she crawled to the corner and sank onto the
damp straw. Tears cascaded down her cheeks, stinging the
small cuts on her face. 

She would get out of this place. She would find who did this.
She would make him reveal her name. 

Right before she killed him. 
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AN EXCERPT FROM:

MADMAN’S DANCE

TIME ROVERS ~ BOOK 3

FALL 2008

This day began like all the others: the grate of the
bolt on the cell door, followed by the sound of metal
bowls sliding across the stone floor, carelessly tossed
inside by one of the attendants. She ignored the food. It
held no interest. The others would eat it. 

She closed her eyes and returned to the wasteland of
her mind. Little snippets of memories floated by,
erratic clouds pushed by a light wind. None of them
made sense. A man’s face. He kept saying a word she
couldn’t understand. Another face, warm and smiling.
The smell of sheep. Something blue.

Her head still throbbed, though the place near her
temple was less sore now. She’d hoped that as the pain
dulled, her memories would reassemble themselves.
Wishful thinking. Asking her cellmates did little. One
of them didn’t know her name. The other demanded
her boots in payment for any answer. 

She’d never been brave enough to ask any of the
attendants. Most of them frightened her. If she
admitted to them she didn’t know who she was, they’d
never set her free.

http://www.dragonmoonpress.com
http://www.dragonmoonpress.com
http://www.dragonmoonpress.com
http://www.timerovers.com
http://www.timerovers.com
http://www.timerovers.com
http://www.amazon.com/Virtual-Evil-Time-Rovers-Book/dp/1896944760
http://www.chapters.indigo.ca/books/Virtual-Evil-Jana-G-Oliver/9781896944760-item.html


w
w

w
.d

ra
go

nm
oo

np
re

ss
.c

om
w

w
w

.t
im

er
ov

er
s.

co
m

Order your copy today!

http://www.amazon.com/Virtual-Evil-Time-Rovers-Book/dp/1896944760

http://www.chapters.indigo.ca/books/Virtual-Evil-Jana-G-Oliver/9781896944760-item.html

If she could just remember. That would be a
beginning. Once she knew her name, she could start to
reconstruct the other missing pieces. There were so
many of them.

What she discovered so far was of little comfort. The
solid stone walls around her belonged to a mental
asylum. The name, Bedlam, was apt: tormented
shrieks rent the air at all hours. All mad people here,
one of her cellmates had said.

She didn’t feel crazy.
“Little miss?” a voice called. 
She opened her eyes. One of the attendants, the nice

older one, stood inside the door, his hands full of empty
bowls. 

“Did you eat?” 
She shook her head. 
He sighed. “You got someone to see you, missy.”
A woman entered the cell, glanced quickly at the two

other occupants, then halted in front of her. She knelt
and peeled back the light veil she was wearing. Her
hair was dark brown, her eyes hazel. “My God,” she
whispered. She hesitated and then asked. “Do you
know how you got here?” 

“No.” 
“Do you know who you are?”
“I, ah...” She shook her head. “Do you know?” 
The woman leaned closer and whispered, “Yes.”
A thrill of hope rushed through her, even as she worked

to tamp it down. “I won’t give up my boots,” she declared,
fearing some trick. 

“No, you keep them. You’ll need them.” She leaned
even closer and whispered, “You are Jacynda Lassiter.”

Jacynda? “Why don’t I know that?”
“You’ve been hurt. Now repeat the name to me.”
She couldn’t. She’d forgotten it already. Tears threatened

to flow.
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“Jacynda Lassiter. Now you say it.”
She did. The next time she tried, it was gone.
“I know it’s hard.” The woman rummaged through a

pocket until she retrieved a piece of paper. She tore a
small section off and handed it to her. “Can you read it?”

She studied the finely printed letters and sounded it
out. “Ja...cynda Lass...iter.”

“That’s it,” the woman said, smiling encouragingly. 
She pointed to another word. “What’s this one?” 
“Cynda. Your friends call you that. Now keep this

paper safe. Repeat the names over and over until you
know them without looking at it. You must eat and—”
a pause and the voice lowered, “find a way out.”

“I don’t know how.”
“If you stay here, you will die. Do you understand?”
She nodded. “Can’t I go with you?”
“No. You have to find your own way out. Eat and

survive. It’s very important for all of us, Jacynda
Lassiter.”

The woman lowered the veil, stood and then knocked
on the door. It swung open, courtesy of the attendant.
A moment later, the door bolted behind the visitor.

She looked at the paper and sounded out the letters.
“Jacynda Lass...Lassiter.” 

The kind lady had given her a name. It might not be
her real one, but she’d claim it anyway. She knew no
other. 
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Dreams of the Sea,  Élisabeth Vonarburg (hb) 
ISBN-13: 978-1-895836-98-1

�

EarthCore,  Scott Sigler (tp) 
ISBN-13: 978-1-896944-32-6

Eclipse,  K. A. Bedford (tp) 
ISBN-13: 978-1-894063-30-2

Even The Stones,  Marie Jakober (tp) 
ISBN-13: 978-1-894063-18-0

�

Fires of the Kindred, Robin Skelton (tp) 
ISBN-13: 978-0-88878-271-7

Forbidden Cargo,  Rebecca Rowe (tp) 
ISBN-13: 978-1-894063-16-6

�

Game of Perfection, A,  Élisabeth Vonarburg (tp) 
ISBN-13: 978-1-894063-32-6

Green Music,  Ursula Pflug (tp) 
ISBN-13: 978-1-895836-75-2

Green Music,  Ursula Pflug (hb) 
ISBN-13: 978-1-895836-77-6

Gryphon Highlord, The,  Connie Ward (tp) 
ISBN-13: 978-1-896944-38-8

�
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Healer, The,  Amber Hayward (tp)
ISBN-13: 978-1-895836-89-9

Healer, The,  Amber Hayward (hb) 
ISBN-13: 978-1-895836-91-2

Human Thing, The,  Kathleen H. Nelson (hb) 
ISBN-13: 978-1-896944-03-6

Hydrogen Steel,  K. A. Bedford (tp) 
ISBN-13: 978-1-894063-20-3

�

i-ROBOT Poetry,  Jason Christie (tp) 
ISBN-13: 978-1-894063-24-1

�

Jackal Bird,  Michael Barley (pb) 
ISBN-13: 978-1-895836-07-3

Jackal Bird,  Michael Barley (hb) 
ISBN-13: 978-1-895836-11-0

�

Keaen,  Till Noever (tp) ISBN-13: 978-1-894063-08-1
Keeper's Child,  Leslie Davis (tp) 

ISBN-13: 978-1-894063-01-2
�

Land/Space, edited  Candas Jane Dorsey and Judy
McCrosky (tp) ISBN-13: 978-1-895836-90-5
Land/Space, edited  Candas Jane Dorsey and Judy
McCrosky (hb) ISBN-13: 978-1-895836-92-9
Legacy of Morevi,  Tee Morris (tp)

ISBN-13: 978-1-896944-29-6
Legends of the Serai,  J.C. Hall (tp) 

ISBN-13: 978-1-896944-04-3
Longevity Thesis,  Jennifer Tahn (tp) 

ISBN-13: 978-1-896944-37-1
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Time Rovers Trilogy
Book 1: Sojourn (Available now)

Book 2: Virtual Evil (October 2007)
Book 3: Madman’s Dance (October 2008)

Lyskarion: The Song of the Wind,  J.A. Cullum (tp) 
ISBN-13: 978-1-894063-02-9

�

Machine Sex and Other stories,  Candas Jane Dorsey 
(tp) ISBN-13: 978-0-88878-278-6

Maërlande Chronicles, The,  Élisabeth Vonarburg (pb) 
ISBN-13: 978-0-88878-294-6

Magister's Mask, The,  Deby Fredericks (tp) 
ISBN-13: 978-1-896944-16-6

Moonfall,  Heather Spears (pb) 
ISBN-13: 978-0-88878-306-6

Morevi: The Chronicles of Rafe and Askana,  Lisa Lee
& Tee Morris (tp) ISBN-13: 978-1-896944-07-4

�

Not Your Father's Horseman,  Valorie Griswold-Ford 
(tp) ISBN-13: 978-1-896944-27-2

�

On Spec: The First Five Years, edited  On Spec (pb) 
ISBN-13: 978-1-895836-08-0

On Spec: The First Five Years, edited  On Spec (hb) 
ISBN-13: 978-1-895836-12-7

Operation: Immortal Servitude,  Tony Ruggerio (tp) 
ISBN-13: 978-1-896944-56-2

Orbital Burn,  K. A. Bedford (tp) 
ISBN-13: 978-1-894063-10-4

Orbital Burn,  K. A. Bedford (hb) 
ISBN-13: 978-1-894063-12-8

�

Pallahaxi Tide,  Michael Coney (pb)
ISBN-13: 978-0-88878-293-9

Passion Play,  Sean Stewart (pb) 
ISBN-13: 978-0-88878-314-1
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Plague Saint,  Rita Donovan, The (tp)
ISBN-13: 978-1-895836-28-8

Plague Saint,  Rita Donovan, The (hb)
ISBN-13: 978-1-895836-29-5

�

Reluctant Voyagers  Élisabeth Vonarburg (pb) 
ISBN-13: 978-1-895836-09-7

Reluctant Voyagers, Élisabeth Vonarburg (hb) 
ISBN-13: 978-1-895836-15-8

Resisting Adonis,  Timothy J. Anderson (tp) 
ISBN-13: 978-1-895836-84-4

Resisting Adonis , Timothy J. Anderson (hb) 
ISBN-13: 978-1-895836-83-7

Righteous Anger,  Lynda Williams (tp) 
ISBN-13: 897-1-894063-38-8

�

Shadebinder's Oath, The,  Jeanette Cottrell (tp) 
ISBN-13: 978-1-896944-31-9

Silent City, The  Élisabeth Vonarburg (tp) 
ISBN-13: 978-1-894063-07-4

Slow Engines of Time, The,  Élisabeth Vonarburg (tp) 
ISBN-13: 978-1-895836-30-1

Slow Engines of Time, The,  Élisabeth Vonarburg (hb) 
ISBN-13: 978-1-895836-31-8

Small Magics,  Erik Buchanan (tp) 
ISBN-13: 978-1-896944-38-8

Sojourn,  Jana Oliver (pb) 
ISBN-13: 978-1-896944-30-2

Stealing Magic,  Tanya Huff (tp) 
ISBN-13: 978-1-894063-34-0

Strange Attractors,  Tom Henighan (pb) 
ISBN-13: 978-0-88878-312-7

�
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Time Rovers Trilogy
Book 1: Sojourn (Available now)

Book 2: Virtual Evil (October 2007)
Book 3: Madman’s Dance (October 2008)

Taming, The,  Heather Spears (pb) 
ISBN-13: 978-1-895836-23-3

Taming, The,  Heather Spears (hb) 
ISBN-13: 978-1-895836-24-0

Teacher's Guide to Dragon's Fire, Wizard's Flame,
Unwin & Mennenga (pb) ISBN-13: 978-1-896944-19-7
Ten Monkeys, Ten Minutes,  Peter Watts (tp) 

ISBN-13: 978-1-895836-74-5
Ten Monkeys, Ten Minutes,  Peter Watts (hb) 

ISBN-13: 978-1-895836-76-9
Tesseracts 1, edited by Judith Merril (pb) 

ISBN-13: 978-0-88878-279-3
Tesseracts 2, edited  Phyllis Gotlieb & Douglas 

Barbour (pb) ISBN-13: 978-0-88878-270-0
Tesseracts 3, edited  Candas Jane Dorsey & Gerry 

Truscott (pb) ISBN-13: 978-0-88878-290-8
Tesseracts 4, edited  Lorna Toolis & Michael Skeet 

(pb)  ISBN-13: 978-0-88878-322-6
Tesseracts 5, edited  Robert Runté & Yves Maynard 

(pb) ISBN-13: 978-1-895836-25-7
Tesseracts 5, edited  Robert Runté & Yves Maynard 

(hb) ISBN-13: 978-1-895836-26-4
Tesseracts 6, edited  Robert J. Sawyer & Carolyn 

Clink (pb) ISBN-13: 978-1-895836-32-5
Tesseracts 6, edited  Robert J. Sawyer & Carolyn 

Clink (hb) ISBN-13: 978-1-895836-33-2
Tesseracts 7, edited  Paula Johanson & Jean-Louis 

Trudel (tp) ISBN-13: 978-1-895836-58-5
Tesseracts 7, edited  Paula Johanson & Jean-Louis 

Trudel (hb) ISBN-13: 978-1-895836-59-2
Tesseracts 8, edited  John Clute & Candas Jane 

Dorsey (tp) ISBN-13: 978-1-895836-61-5
Tesseracts 8, edited  John Clute & Candas Jane 

Dorsey (hb) ISBN-13: 978-1-895836-62-2
Tesseracts Nine, edited  Nalo Hopkinson and Geoff 

Ryman (tp) ISBN-13: 978-1-894063-26-5
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Tesseracts Ten, edited  Robert Charles Wilson and
Edo van Belkom (tp) ISBN-13: 978-1-894063-36-4
Tesseracts Eleven, edited  Cory Doctorow and Holly 

Phillips (tp) ISBN-13: 978-1-894063-03-6
Tesseracts Q, edited  Élisabeth Vonarburg & Jane 

Brierley (pb)ISBN-13: 978-1-895836-21-9
Tesseracts Q, edited  Élisabeth Vonarburg & Jane 

Brierley (hb) ISBN-13: 978-1-895836-22-6
Throne Price, Lynda Williams and Alison Sinclair (tp) 

ISBN-13: 978-1-894063-06-7
Too Many Princes, Deby Fredricks (tp) 

ISBN-13: 978-1-896944-36-4
Twilight of the Fifth Sun,  David Sakmyster (tp) 

ISBN-13: 978-1-896944-01-02
�

Virtual Evil, Jana Oliver (tp) 
ISBN-13: 978-1-896944-76-0
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