
"No, he's not from Reinhart, but your arithmetic is off by a yardstick!" she frowned. 

"Thirteen years ago would make it 1932, not 1897!" 

Rutt chuckled. "No, it was 1897," he began, but suddenly something Doctor Eyestone 

had said many times over the years sprang into his mind. 'If ever you believe you are in the 

presence of a time traveler,' he'd said, 'establish as quickly as possible from what date and 

location they have come! They may not know where and when they presently are, so inform 

them cautiously, so as not to cause panic. Who knows what the circumstances will be! You 

might lose your subject without warning, so note your observations as soon as possible for 

further study!' No, Rutt thought, it couldn't be—and yet a shiver went up his spine. He took a 

deep breath and ran a hand through his collar-length brown hair. "Do you mind if I ask you 

today's date?" he blurted. 

The child pursed her lips for a moment. "Well, that's a silly question, but since my 

headache has subsided a bit I'll play along. It's October seventeenth, 1945. A great time, I'm 

sure you agree, with the hideous war finally over." 

Rutt's heart skipped a beat. 'Cautiously, so as not to cause panic...' he repeated in his 

mind. Mustering a calm voice, he said, "It must be wonderful to have it done with."  

"What do you mean—it must be? Isn't the war being over wonderful for everyone?" 

"I...just meant..." he faltered, not sure what to say but suddenly deciding to speak the 

truth. "I knew nothing about it, but I imagine it is a great relief to have it over." 

"How could you not know about it?" The little voice rose angrily. "Even if you somehow 

managed not to read about the horrors of war in Europe and the Pacific in the newspaper, 

everyone I know was affected by the shortages of gasoline and food! And there's probably a 

gold star in at least a dozen windows here in Sawsock! But please don't tell me you didn't hear 

President Roosevelt's speech on the radio when he told the nation we were at war in 1941!"  

"On the radio?" 

"Alright, the wireless, if you prefer!" 

"I do read the newspaper every day. And I know that an opera was transmitted to the 

people of New York City by wireless in January of this year, but nothing as far-reaching as a 

president's speech to the nation has ever been transmitted by that means. In 1898 President 



McKinley, not Roosevelt, declared that the United States was at war with Spain. McKinley was 

assassinated in 1901. President Roosevelt took office after, and held it until last year." 

"That was Theodore Roosevelt! I am talking about Franklin Roosevelt, who took office in 

1933, declared war on December seventh, 1941, over the radio, and died just this past April!" 

The two stared at each other in sharp silence. Rutt's temples throbbed as he began to 

believe that in front of him stood an actual time traveler—from thirty-five years in the future!  

"Look at this!" He pointed at a calendar on the wall. On it was a photograph of an 

electric streetcar, and under it, the caption: Celebrating Sawsock's first year of public 

transportation in 1910. "Yes, it is October seventeenth, but look at the year! It's 1910!" 

The child's brown eyes grew wide as she stared at the calendar. 

"And as for the war," Rutt went on, "the United States of America has recently only 

been engaged in skirmishes on the border with Mexico!" 

Clearly dumbfounded, the child barely breathed.  

Rutt spoke slowly, in a low tone. "If the United States had been fighting a war that just 

ended, it was in the time you came from. I have been studying the possibility of time travel for 

many years, and I believe you have traveled from 1945 to 1910!" 

"That kind of thing only exists in stories, and you know it!"  

"If that's so, then why do you look like a child, yet you say you're a grown woman? That 

sounds impossible as well." 

In a wavering, quiet voice the child asked, "Is that really what's happened? I look like I'm 

five because I traveled back in time?" 

 "It must be!" Rutt suddenly consulted his pocket watch. "I want to show you 

something." 

 


