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High School is Tough, but Time Travel is a Trip!Meet Chant Baker, just an average high school
kid who makes an extraordinary discovery, a Time Machine!A new town, a new school, and
new friends, some of which lived 400 years ago!Join Chant as he travels back in time to meet
the famous and the forgotten. There is homework to research, and mysteries to solve! Not to
mention his endless imagination.Can he keep his discovery a secret? Could you? Where
would you go first?History meets tie-dye and tennis shoes in the exciting, science fiction,
fantasy, The Time Pedaler. Bring your imagination and see if Chant lands in the destination you
would choose along the way!If you love Lee Strauss’s The Clockwise Series, or Rysa Walker’s
Chrono’s Files you’re going to love The Time Pedaler series!This is just the beginning of this
series and Chant's incredible adventures!

“Historical fiction at its best…The Personal Librarian spins a complex tale of deceit and
allegiance as told through books.”—Good Morning America“Benedict, who is white, and
Murray, who is African American, do a good job of depicting the tightrope Belle walked, and her
internal conflict from both sides—wanting to adhere to her mother's wishes and move through
the world as white even as she longed to show her father she was proud of her race. Like Belle
and her employer, Benedict and Murray had almost instant chemistry, and as a result, the
book's narrative is seamless. And despite my aversion to the passing trope, I became
hooked.”—NPR“A fascinating story!”—Real Simple“An extraordinary tale that is both brilliant
historical fiction and an important and timely commentary on racism. By holding up an
unflinching mirror and illuminating this little-known chapter in American history, these two gifted
authors have penned a work that is a must-read.”—Pam Jenoff, New York Times bestselling
author of The Woman with the Blue Star “A marvel of a story. This unflinching look at one
woman’s meteoric rise through New York’s high society is enthralling, lyrical, and rife with
danger. Belle’s painful secret and her inspiring courage will capture – and break – your heart.
Serious kudos to Benedict and Murray for bringing this true story to life.”—Fiona Davis, New
York Times bestselling author of The Lions of Fifth Avenue“The Personal Librarian illuminates
the extraordinary life of an exceptional, intelligent woman who had to make the impossible
choice to live as an imposter or sacrifice everything she’d achieved and deserved. That Belle
denied her true identity in order to protect herself and her family from racial persecution speaks
not only to her times but also to ours, a hundred years later. All that glitters is not gold. This is a
compelling and important story.”—Therese Anne Fowler, New York Times bestselling author of
A Good Neighborhood“As richly depicted as the lush world of art and literature Belle da Costa
Greene presided over…an immersive, sweeping delight as well as an intimate, moving, and
powerful portrait of Belle's personal and professional life. An unforgettable, captivating read!”—
Chanel Cleeton, New York Times bestselling author of The Most Beautiful Girl in
Cuba"Meticulously researched, heartbreaking, and inspiring…a fascinating look at a very
public figure fighting a deep private battle, whose story still resonates with surprising power
and immediacy today."—Kristin Harmel, New York Times bestselling author of The Book of
Lost Names"An untold story that is simply amazing. It's timely and impactful."—Brenda
Jackson, New York Times bestselling author of Follow Your Heart "A stunning and timely
novel about a woman who, in forging a path for herself, had to battle constantly against the
limitations society tried to place upon her due to her gender – and who also had to hide her



true identity from a racist world...both a triumph and a fitting tribute to Belle’s courage, her
fierce desire to protect her family and her personal struggle to be both the woman she was,
and the woman she was not allowed to be."—Natasha Lester, New York Times bestselling
author of The Paris Secret “An intimate and extraordinary conversation with the past. As Belle
da Costa Greene achieves her dreams by forsaking an identity, we wonder if we would or could
do the same to irrevocably alter the literary world and our family. A novel abundant with culture,
art, literature, and romance—the beauty and recklessness of love are revealed with
astonishing clarity.”—Patti Callahan, New York Times bestselling author of Surviving
Savannah“From the moment I picked up The Personal Librarian, I was in awe of Belle da Costa
Greene. My heart went out as she navigated the life she lived and the one she hid…. Belle’s
story couldn’t come at a more fitting time as our country faces a united path forward.”—
ReShonda Tate Billingsley, National bestselling author of A Little Bit of Karma“Upon starting
this novel, be prepared to do nothing else until you’ve reached its poignant, reflective end.
Through brilliant pacing and with painstaking care, Benedict and Murray paint a vibrant portrait
of a woman whose accomplishments, relationships, and secretive history were as complex and
intriguing as the collections she helped curate…a timely, provocative read perfect for book
clubs. I loved it."—Kristina McMorris, New York Times bestselling author of Sold on a
Monday"From the opulent gilded age ballrooms of New York, to the fiercely competitive auction
houses of Europe, The Personal Librarian is a poignant story of race, class and one woman’s
struggle to live authentically.”—Renée Rosen, Author of The Social Graces“The story of Belle
da Costa Greene is timely, universal, and enduring. Through it, Benedict and Murray raise
questions that are as important now as they were a hundred years ago—questions to which a
true historical answer may be less important than the fact that we are continuing to face them
in contemporary ways.”—Pittsburgh Post-Gazette“This fictional account of Greene’s life feels
authentic; the authors bring to life not only Belle but all those around her. An excellent piece of
historical fiction that many readers will find hard to put down.”—Library Journal (starred
review)“A powerful take on the accomplishments of J.P. Morgan’s librarian…. Benedict and
Murray do a great job capturing Belle’s passion and tenacity as she carves a place for herself
in a racist male-dominated society. This does fine justice to a remarkable historical figure.”—
Publishers Weekly“Every element of this blockbuster historical novel is compelling and
revelatory, beginning with the bedazzling protagonist based with awestruck care on Belle da
Costa Greene… a novel of enthralling drama, humor, sensuality, and insight. … [a] resounding
tale of a brilliant and resilient woman defying sexism, classism, and racism during the brutality
of Jim Crow. Benedict and Murray do splendidly right by Belle in this captivating and profoundly
enlightening portrayal.”—Booklist (starred review)“Kept me intrigued, fascinated, and
mesmerized throughout….Everyone should know about the woman who took risks, carved her
own path, silenced the naysayers, and forged ahead to becoming one of America’s most
prominent librarians in history. Definitely a must-read.”—The Nerd Daily"Both a stunning tribute
to an amazingly courageous woman and a searingly timely exploration of race relations in
America, The Personal Librarian is an extraordinary novel that will have you frantically googling
the key figures to learn more. I won’t be ready to part with Belle and her contemporaries for a
long time after finishing this one."—Bookreporter.comAbout the AuthorMarie Benedict is a
lawyer with more than ten years' experience as a litigator. A graduate of Boston College and
the Boston University School of Law, she is the New York Times and USAToday bestselling
author of The Only Woman in the Room, The Mystery of Mrs. Christie, Carnegie's Maid, The
Other Einstein, and Lady Clementine. All have been translated into multiple languages. She
lives in Pittsburgh with her family. Victoria Christopher Murray is one of the country's top



African American contemporary authors with more than one million books in print. She has
written more than twenty novels, including the Seven Deadly Sins series and Stand Your
Ground, a Library Journal Best Book of the Year. She holds an MBA from the NYU Stern
School of Business. --This text refers to the paperback edition.Excerpt. © Reprinted by
permission. All rights reserved.Chapter 1 November 28, 1905 Princeton, New Jersey The Old
North bell tolls the hour, and I realize that I'll be late. I long to break into a sprint, my
voluminous skirts lifted, my legs flying along the Princeton University pathways. But just as I
gather the heavy material, I hear Mama's voice: Belle, be a lady at all times. I sigh; a lady
would never run. I release the fabric and slow down as I weave through Princeton's leafy
Gothic landscape, designed to look like Cambridge and Oxford. I know I must do nothing to
draw any kind of extra attention. By the time I pass Blair Arch, my stride is quick but acceptable
for a lady. It's been five years since I left our New York City apartment for this sleepy New
Jersey college town, and the quiet is still unnerving. On the weekends, I wish I could return to
the energy of New York, but the sixty cents for a train ticket is outside our family's budget. So, I
send money home instead. As I duck under a crenellated tower, I moderate my pace so I won't
be breathless when I arrive. You are at Princeton University. You must take extra care working
at that all-male institution. Be cautious, never do anything to stand out. Even though she's
nearly sixty miles away, Mama insinuates herself into my thoughts. Pushing the heavy oak door
slowly to minimize its loud creak, I pad as quietly as my calfskin boots allow, across the marble
foyer before I sidle into the office I share with two other librarians. The room is empty, and I
exhale in relief. If sweet-natured Miss McKenna saw me arrive late, it would have been of no
import, but with hood-eyed, nosy Miss Adams, I could never be certain she wouldn't mention
my offense at some future time to our superior. I remove my coat and hat, careful to smooth my
rebellious curly hair back into place. Tucking my somber navy skirt beneath me, I slide onto my
chair. Within minutes, the office door flies open, slamming against the wood-paneled wall, and I
jump. It is my only dear friend, fellow librarian, and housemate, Gertrude Hyde. As the niece of
the esteemed head of purchasing for the library, Charlotte Martins, she can breach the quiet of
the library's hallowed halls without fear of repercussions. An ebullient twenty-three-year-old
with ginger hair and bright eyes, no one makes me laugh as she does. "Sorry to make you
jump, dear Belle. I guess I owe you two apologies now, instead of the single one I'd intended.
First, we abandoned you this morning, which undoubtedly led to your lateness," she says with
a mischievous smile and a glance at the wall clock, "and now, I've given you a fright." "Don't be
silly. The fault is mine. I should have put aside that letter to my mother and walked to campus
with you and Charlotte. Miss Martins, I mean," I correct myself. Most days, Charlotte, Gertrude,
and I walk together from their large family home on University Drive, where I have a room and
share meals with Charlotte, Gertrude, and the rest of their family who live in the house as well.
From the first, Charlotte and Gertrude have welcomed me into their home and social circles
with warmth and generosity and have provided me with abundant guidance at work. I cannot
imagine what my time in Princeton would have been like without them. "Belle, why are you
fussing about what to call Aunt Charlotte? There's nobody in here but you and me," Gertrude
mock scolds me. I don't say what I'm thinking. That Gertrude doesn't need to assess every
single moment of every single day against societal standards to ensure her behavior passes
muster. She has no need to analyze her words, her walk, her manner, but I do. Even with
Gertrude, I must act with care, particularly given the heightened scrutiny in this university town,
which operates as if it lies in the segregated South rather than in the supposedly more
progressive North. The distinctive clip of Miss Adams's shoes sounds in the hallway outside my
office door, and Gertrude's skirt rustles as she moves to leave. She has as much fondness for



my office mate as I do, and she'll skedaddle before she can get locked into a
conversation. Before she exits the office altogether, she turns back to me, whispering, "Are you
still free for the philosophy lecture tonight?" Since Woodrow Wilson assumed the presidency of
Princeton University three years ago and instituted all sorts of scholastic reform, the number of
lectures open to staff and members of the community has increased. While Gertrude and I
revel in being included in the academic life of the campus, I loathe certain of Wilson's other
decisions, such as maintaining Princeton as a whites-only university when all the other Ivy
League schools have admitted colored folks. But I would never voice aloud these
views. Instead, I say, "Wouldn't miss it for the world."*** The quiet of the stacks wraps around
me like a soft blanket. I relax into the subdued hush of patrons turning pages and the scent of
leather bindings. My long days spent in the company of medieval manuscripts and early printed
books calm and delight me. Imagining the labors of the first printing press users as they
memorialized the English language and broadly disseminated its literature through the
meticulous work of placing the type letter by letter, transforming empty pages into beautiful text
to inspire worshippers and readers, transports me beyond the limitations of this time and place,
just as Papa always believed. To him, the written word could act as an invitation to free thought
and the broader world, and nowhere was that more true than in the dawn of the printed word,
where—for the first time—that invitation could be made to the masses instead of a select
few. "Miss Greene." I hear a soft voice from beyond the stacks. Two simple words, but my
visitor's modulated tone and distinctive accent give him away, and anyway, I've been waiting for
him. "Good day, Mr. Morgan," I reply, turning in his direction. Even though I'm talking softly,
Miss Scott glances up from the circulation desk with a disapproving scowl. It isn't so much the
volume of my speech as the pleasantness of my relationship with the fellow librarian and
collection benefactor that vexes her. While Mr. Junius Morgan is ostensibly a banker, he has
generously donated dozens of ancient and medieval manuscripts to the university, which is
why he also holds the titular position of associate head librarian. I'm convinced that Miss Scott
thinks any sort of relationship between us—even the cordial, professional one we share—is
beneath him. A slight man, with wispy brown hair and a kindly expression behind his circular
glasses, materializes. "How are you today, Miss Greene?" "Well, sir. And yourself?" My tone is
professional and reserved. He's twenty minutes later than the time we'd mentioned, and I'd
begun to think he'd forgotten about our appointment. But I would never dare mention his
tardiness. "I was going to take a gander at the Virgils, as we discussed yesterday. I wonder if
you'd still care to accompany me. Assuming your duties and your interest permit, of
course." Mr. Morgan, whom I think of as Junius in the privacy of my thoughts, knows that my
zeal for the library's most valuable collection is nearly as intense as his own and that none of
my other tasks will stand in the way of the private viewing he has promised. We share a
passion for the ancient Roman poet Virgil. The library houses fifty-two volumes of his poetry.
My discussions with Junius about the dark voyages in The Aeneid and The Odyssey are some
of the brightest moments in my days. While Junius admires Odysseus, I identify always with
Aeneas, the Trojan refugee who desperately tries to fulfill his destiny in a world that holds no
place for him. Aeneas was driven by duty, sacrificing for the good of others. "I have cleared my
schedule, sir." I smile. "Wonderful. If you'll follow me." My skirts swish the oak floor as I follow
Junius to the small, elegant room where the Virgils are housed. I have to inhale and restrain my
foot from tapping as I wait for him to fish out a heavy key ring from his pocket. Finally, he
pushes the door open to reveal the glass cases holding the precious collection of rare books.
There are only about one hundred and fifty printed books of Virgil's poetry in existence. These
volumes were all printed in the fifteenth century. Most of them have been donated by



Junius. I've seen these books only a few times before, while in the company of the restoration
team. This is a holy moment. Mr. Morgan's voice worms its way into the sanctity of my
thoughts. "Would you care to hold my favorite?" Junius is carrying the Sweynheym and
Pannartz copy of Virgil, the rarest of all the books. German clerics Conrad Sweynheym and
Arnold Pannartz were two of the first users of the printing press in the fifteenth century, and the
book he's proffering is one of their press's very first editions. "May I?" I ask, incredulous at this
opportunity. "Of course." His eyes are bright behind his spectacles. I suspect it's a thrill for him
to share his prize with one who cares equally about it. I slide the proffered white gloves onto
my hands. The book is heavier than I expected. I sit before its open pages. How Papa would
have relished this moment. I think of my father, who introduced me to the rarefied world of art
and manuscripts when I was only a girl. One day, the beauty of your mind and the beauty of art
will be as one, Papa had said once. The memory of Papa's words makes me smile as I turn the
yellowed pages. I examine the hand-detailed letter T that marks the beginning of a page,
marveling at the luster of its gold leaf. I am oblivious to Junius's presence near me until he
begins talking. "I saw my uncle last evening." Junius doesn't need to identify who his uncle is.
Everyone at the library knows he is the nephew of the infamous financier J. P. Morgan, which is
exactly why I never mention him. I want Junius to understand that I appreciate him for his
erudition alone. "Ah?" I answer politely, never moving my eyes from the page. "Yes, at the
Grolier Club." I know the club he speaks of, by reputation anyway. Founded about twenty years
ago, in 1884, the private club consists of moneyed bibliophiles whose main aim is to promote
the scholarship and collection of books. I would adore a peek behind the closed doors of its
Romanesque townhouse on East Thirty-Second Street. But as a woman, I'd never be admitted,
and to those men, my gender would not be my only sin. "Were you attending an interesting
lecture?" I attempt to continue making small talk. "Actually, Miss Greene, it wasn't the lecture
that was interesting." Junius's tone contains a quality unusual for him, bordering on
playful. Curious, I turn away from the Virgil. Junius's placid face, always pleasant but always
serious, has cracked open wide with a smile. It is a bit disconcerting, and as I lean away a little,
I wonder what on earth is going on. "No?" I ask. "The lecture wasn't good?" "The lecture was
fine, but the most fascinating discussion of the evening was with my uncle about his personal
art and manuscript collection. I advise him about it from time to time, as well as the new library
he's constructing for it right next door to his home in New York City." "Oh, yes," I say with a
small nod. "Is he considering an intriguing new acquisition?" Junius pauses for a moment
before he answers. "In a manner of speaking, I suppose he is in search of a new acquisition,"
he says with a knowing chuckle. "I have recommended that he interview you for his newly
created post of personal librarian."--This text refers to the paperback edition.Read more
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The Time PedalerMicheal MaxwellContentsChapter 1Chapter 2Chapter 3Chapter 4Chapter
5Chapter 6Chapter 7Chapter 8Chapter 9A Note to the ReaderDay TripperAlso by Micheal
MaxwellAbout the AuthorFor my first Time Pedaler FanMackenzie Rhiannon WhitworthShe
was taken from us far too soon.God has a new beautiful Angel.We miss youChapter 1My name
is Chant Baker. My family is what you might call different. My parents are what you might call
Hippies. They aren’t real 1960’s Hippies because they were born in the 1970s, a fact that is a
source of amusement to a lot of my friends. We usually get a lot of giggles and stares when we
go places because we don’t look like your average 21st Century American family.My parents
met while they were camping out in line to buy tickets to a Grateful Dead concert. Back then
they were students at the University of California in Berkeley. My mom offered my dad one of
her homemade eucalyptus honey and cashew granola bars. My dad says it was “love at first
bite.”I was born in Santa Cruz fifteen years ago. Dad was finishing his Master’s degree in textile
dyes at UC Santa Cruz. My parents always joke that mom put her thesis on hold to have me.
She was getting her Master’s in food science. My whole life my parents have followed their
dreams. My dad makes the coolest tie-dyed shirts you have ever seen. His most prized
possession is a two-foot-by-three-foot picture of Jerry Garcia wearing one of his shirts. My
favorite is a shirt he made for me that in the center of the tie-dyed pattern is a foot-tall
seahorse. I wear it on all special occasions.The second time Mom started her thesis, she had
my sister Chai. It was decided that with a boy and a girl, they had the yin and yang to balance
our family, so to not take any chances she decided to give up on the thesis. The lack of a
degree has not held her back from following her dreams. She has developed some of the most
delicious granola on the planet. She has shipped it all over the world. A big company in San
Francisco asked her to let them market her granolas nationwide, but when she refused to add
preservatives, the deal fell through. Now she will have her own shop. It is fun to see her so
happy.In our family, there are two very important words. The first is Peace. Everything we do in
life should help to bring peace to the world. The second is entrepreneur, it means; ‘a person
who organizes and manages any enterprise, especially a business, usually with considerable
initiative and risk.’ That’s us! My parents have always made things and sold them. They believe
that way they are free of corporate influence and can do things that are friendly to the earth
and show love to their fellow man.That’s what brings us to Sonora, California. Our family is
opening a shop. It will be called Transitions Harmony Health Emporium. We purchased a 150-
year-old building. It will have the shop at street level and living quarters upstairs. The shop will
have thirty-six different kinds of granola that my mom makes, tie-dyed shirts, scarves, and
skirts that my dad makes, and a variety of earth-friendly products that our friends around the
world make.Today I went to school here for the first time. It was very different than my school in
Berkeley. Sonora High School has a seven-period day. Six if you don’t count lunch. I have
English, world history, earth science, P.E., speech, and woodshop. I was told that I am a
freshman or a ninth-grader. At my old school, we weren’t labeled with grade names and levels.
In Berkeley, we had ‘Pods’ where we explored learning with a group of friends and discovered
things about the world around us. You learned things by following your interests. Your Mentor
monitored your progress and acted as a guide. Public school is going to be a real adventure.In
English class today, we read from Romeo and Juliet. I read all the tragedies last year, so it
seemed kind of a waste of time to read three pages. The poor teacher had to keep stopping to
explain what things meant. In history, we saw a video about the Dark Ages. I enjoyed the
speech class the most. The teacher seemed to be a pretty hip guy. When I told the class I was



from Berkeley, Mr. Callen told the class all about the ‘Free Speech’ Movement at UC Berkeley
in the sixties.Speech class was as good as it got, I’m afraid. Woodshop was like Dante’s
Inferno. Even though I saw several kids who dressed Goth and a few skater punks in the halls,
I guess the cowboys in my woodshop class were not ready for my tie-dyed seahorse T-shirt
and Kolhapuri Sandals from India. I learned long ago, that people always have a hard time
accepting new people or people who are different. I got some comments that they thought were
clever and one guy tried to get tough with me. I’ve been down this road before and I just smiled
and tried to rise above his attitude.Even though our family is committed to peace and believes
in love for all people, we are not foolish enough to think that a friendly smile will always send
the bullies away. When I was nine years old, I enrolled in a Ju-Jitsu class. Ju-Jitsu is actually a
way of building your self-confidence and staying physically fit. It really helps you protect
yourself if you ever have a confrontation with someone who might hurt you. You learn not only
martial arts to protect yourself, but you also learn to be positive and control your emotions. The
part I like now that I am older is Ju-Jitsu class taught me really effective communication skills.
This is really important, like today, I felt I was ready to resolve the conflict with the bully in a
non-violent way. If not, I knew I could protect myself without really hurting the other guy. His
problem was he didn’t know how to deal with someone new and different.It was a relief to walk
through the doors of our new store. It was good to see my dad covered with sawdust and
sweat. He was building the bins for mother’s granolas. He tore out a wall and found old oak
boards that he was now using to make the bins. The oak bins will have clear acrylic lids when
he finishes. All of the granolas will be sold in bulk and by the pound.We have also bought some
racks that belonged to a health food store in Richmond. The old couple who owned it retired
and gave some of the racks and fixtures to my mother when she went to ask about buying
some of their spices and flavoring oils. The racks now sit proudly against the wall full of a
variety of crafts and foods that were shipped in from as far away as Fiji. Fragrant jams and
jellies made from fruits only found in the faraway jungles of the Pacific Islands and the Ebook
Tops rain forests are now displayed in the small mountain community where we now live. Hand-
blended teas from Ceylon and a small shop in Ireland where Mother’s cousin lives traded for
mom’s granola or Dad’s tie-dyed T-shirts. There were hand-knitted shawls and sweaters from
Chile and hand-trimmed lace tablecloths from Morocco. It seems my parents have friends all
over the world.“Hi, sweetheart!” Mother called from the top of the ladder where she was
hanging a mobile.“Hey, buddy!” Dad said turning off his shop-vac. “How was school?”“It was an
experience.” In our family, this was a code for ‘it could have been better.’“I have some fresh
banana cranberry bread on the kitchen table. Why don’t you have a snack then come give us a
hand?”No matter how much work there was to be done or how tired she was, Mother always
took the time to bake something fresh for us to eat. I ran up the stairs to dump my backpack
and get a slice of the bread.“Hi, Chai, how was your school?” I asked my sister seeing her
head peeking out from behind the door.“It will be okay, I guess. How about you?”Chai was in
the seventh grade and was blessed with the ability to make friends with anybody. I was a bit
concerned by her response. If she was having a hard time, then my day was a real success.“It
is real different than Freedom Co-op, that’s for sure.”“I guess I’ll get used to it,” she said softly. “I
miss Carrie, that’s all.”“You’ll make new friends, don’t worry.”I grabbed a thick slice of the warm
bread and poured a tall glass of milk and ran back downstairs to help.“What’s my job?” I asked
my mouth still full.“Cleanup crew.” Dad was coming toward me with a broom and dustpan. “This
place needs a good sweeping. First this room, then you can sweep out the back
rooms.”“Rooms? How many are there?”“I’m not really sure, so that’s why I want you to explore
as you sweep.”“Very funny,” I said. I was pretty sure he was just telling me that to get me to



sweep out the back rooms.It took me about ten minutes to get the floor of the shop nice and
clean. I swept every corner and every surface. My dad used a large ostrich feather duster to
clear the sawdust from the shelves where he was working. The mobiles of stars, dolphins, and
hand-blown glass balls gently shifted and twirled slowly all over the ceiling. I was proud of the
Transitions Harmony Health Emporium. Saturday and the grand opening couldn’t come soon
enough to suit me.My parents had an appointment at the bank. They locked the front door and
went happily down the street. I looked at the storeroom door and decided the sooner I got it all
swept out, the sooner I could go explore downtown. I picked up the dustpan and pulled the big
blue plastic barrel we were using for trash behind me and headed for the back room.It took me
several seconds to find the light switch. A single bulb was hanging on a cord from the ceiling. It
looked ancient and kind of dangerous to me. There were boxes and supplies stacked all over
the room. I was sure that they were in some kind of order. I figured it probably would be best if I
didn’t disturb the stacks, so I swept around them the best I could. It didn’t take long to sweep
the storeroom and I was about to take the barrel out back and dump it in the big green
dumpster when I saw a door behind a stack of empty moving boxes. I don’t know how I missed
it before.I shoved the boxes out of the way so I could turn the doorknob. The door was locked. It
was a very old door and the lock looked like the ones upstairs which my dad said used
skeleton keys. Several of the closet doors upstairs were locked when we arrived and Dad used
one old-fashioned key to open them all. I ran upstairs and found one of the skeleton keys
hanging on a hook in the kitchen. Mom put it on a loop of orange yarn so it wouldn’t get
lost.That rusty old skeleton key opened the door! A flight of wooden stairs led into the
darkness. I felt around the wall next to the doorframe for a light switch, but couldn’t find one. I
remembered a flashlight behind the counter Dad used to find the fuse box. I got the flashlight
and moments later the bright beam flooded the staircase with light. I made my way down the
stairs and into a room with a short ceiling. The air in the room was dank and smelled of mold.
The walls were made of reddish-brown rock. They were cool and almost felt moist. What a
mess! No wonder Dad wanted me to sweep it out. The floor looked like dirt. The same kind of
single bulb in the ceiling in this room, but I couldn’t see a light switch anywhere.There were
several old posters on the walls, but they were faded or stained so badly you could hardly read
them. One was an ad for flour, another was a boy standing with a dog, but the words at the top
were too decayed and brown to read. On the far wall was a poster of a pretty woman in a big
hat with a huge feather coming out of it. The best one though was a huge poster advertising
the circus. I wished they weren’t so messed up; they would have been cool in my room.I ran the
light over the big circus poster. It must have been six-feet wide and at least four feet tall. The
other poster seemed to be glued to the wall, but the circus poster was bumpy and kind of
sagged in the middle. I wanted to take it out and see it in the light. All the corners looked pretty
secure except one. I carefully pulled on the top right corner. It peeled right off. I wedged the
flashlight under my arm and slid my hand gently along the edge to the bottom corner. The
paste, glue, or whatever they used, just sort of crumbled and broke loose.I took the edge of the
poster carefully in both hands and slowly stepped backward. I could feel little spots of glue
break free as the poster came off the wall. The flashlight under my arm slipped down and the
only thing I could see was the floor. The left edge was tighter than the rest of the poster. I didn’t
want the old paper to tear. I put the flashlight between my legs and used both hands to begin
rolling up the poster. It was then I saw it.Behind the poster was another door! The poster was
hiding it or at least covering it up. I bet dad didn’t know it was even there! I continued rolling the
poster and used its weight to break the rest of the glue loose. I walked my prize out to the front
of the shop and unrolled it on the floor. It was beautiful!The colors were much brighter than



they looked in the dark old basement. In the center of the poster was a big circus wagon pulled
by six white horses, each with huge white feathered plumes on their heads. Trapeze artists flew
overhead and a parade of elephants, giraffes, monkeys, tigers, and lions surrounded the
wagon. Strange looking clowns danced in front of the horses and a man in a top hat seemed to
be calling out to them all through a megaphone. “Captain Billy Peters’ Circus of Wonders” was
across the top in faded yellow and red letters. Even faded, the poster was a wonderful thing to
see.So what’s in the other room I wondered? I pulled the skeleton key out of my pocket by the
orange yarn and headed back downstairs. Just like the other locks, the skeleton key unlocked it
with no problem. The hinges seemed to be really stiff and I needed to push the door with my
shoulder to get it open. To my surprise it wasn’t the hinges at all, it was dirt piled against the
bottom of the door like a miniature snowdrift. The door did not open into a room this time.
Instead, it was the opening of a hallway.Why would there be so many rooms in a basement?
The hallway was about twenty feet long. There were no doors on either side, just another door
at the other end. I was all ready to open the door with my skeleton key, but this time it didn’t
work. As I stood in front of the door, I could feel air coming from under the door and blowing
across my feet. I shot the beam of the flashlight along the bottom of the door. An envelope was
halfway under the door.I pulled the envelope out. It was about six inches long and about four
inches wide. It was slick with a waxy feel to the paper and when I turned it over, there was a
piece of red twine that was looped back and forth like a figure eight around two round hard
discs that were attached with rusty metal rivets. I could feel something hard inside. I untwisted
the red twine and opened the end of the envelope.Inside were two sheets of paper and a key.
The paper was yellowed and brittle. As I unfolded the sheets of paper, they broke in half. I
decided that I better lay them out on a table or flat surface so that they didn’t completely
disintegrate.I went back upstairs and carefully laid out the two sheets of paper on the smooth
clean surface of the counter. The handwriting was cursive and hard to read. Little by little, as I
scanned the pages, I got the flow of the letters. I began to read the pages again:July 26,
1878Dear Mr. Goldstone,I am delighted to see you have finally overcome your objections to
time travel. I can only assume from the length of time you have been gone, you have found a
time and place of singular satisfaction.If you are reading this letter, I am gone. You have been a
true and faithful friend. Do not sorrow at my absence for it only means I have found a place that
will fill my desire for solitude and peace. My struggle to improve the lot of mankind has taken a
terrible toll on my mind, spirit, and body. If I have been successful, I now keep the company of
a fine lady whose affections bring a calm to my soul and restore my broken spirit.You are
welcome to anything you can find that you feel is of value. Some of the tools and machinery I
have acquired will fetch a good price, but, not in this godforsaken hamlet, I’m afraid. I suggest
you take what you will to San Francisco to J. Maynard and Co. Suppliers of Scientific
Equipment. They are a fair and reputable company.My sole request of you, dear friend, is that
my ledger of notes and drawings be sent to Dr. Phineas Harrison Wilcox at Harvard College in
Boston. He and I have shared correspondences for some time now and he is aware of my
work. Many would question the moral and spiritual implications of my work, he has not. Dr.
Wilcox will protect the work I have done and I pray continue on where I have failed.The
authorities have made it difficult to continue my work here. I have been ridiculed and tormented
by the community until I can stand it no more. I am neither a fool nor insane. I am first and
foremost a man of science. Time will find me right and honorable in all things. I am sorry it falls
upon you to tie up the loose ends of my life in Sonora, but I believe to my marrow that history
will paint you well indeed.Your friend in Time,Oswald MoorehartI read the letter twice. What
could it mean? If the envelope was still under the door, that means that Mr. Goldstone never



showed up. If Goldstone and Moorehart were such good friends why didn’t Goldstone come for
the letter? I have always been a very curious person. My mom used to call me Curious George
when I was little because I was always into things and asking questions. This is different; I
discovered a real mystery, a historical mystery, in fact. Suddenly I was struck with the feeling
that I didn’t want to tell anybody what I found.I looked down at the rusty key laying on the
counter. I picked it up and rubbed the rusty surface between my thumb and forefinger. One
thing was for sure; if I was going to do any exploring down in the basement, I would need more
than a flashlight. I remembered the long orange extension cord that Dad bought when we first
arrived. This old building had very few plugs for electricity and until new ones were wired in, we
needed to drag the extension cord from place to place.I ran upstairs, got the extension cord
from the closet, and the lamp off the nightstand next to my bed. I took a page protector from an
old report I did on Vikings and slipped the envelope and letter in it for safekeeping and put
them in the drawer in my nightstand. Now I was ready!I raced back down to the basement. The
lock was stiff and was very difficult to open. I giggled and twisted the key and at last, it turned
in the lock. I plugged in the orange extension cord near the door of the storeroom. When I
pushed open the door I had about six feet of extension cord left plus the four feet of cord on the
lamp. I picked up the lamp and went through the door.All the rooms in this old building were
dusty and dirty when we first arrived. They were filled with cobwebs, dusty spider webs that
hung in the corners of the ceilings, moldy wallpaper, and the smell of years being sealed up. I
swept up piles and piles of dirt. Our whole family scraped, scrubbed, and painted for a week
before school started.As I entered this room, the scene was completely different. It was as if
someone just left for the day, not a hundred and thirty years before. There was a red Persian
carpet on the floor, and two big brown leather chairs sitting on each side of a fireplace. One
wall was floor to ceiling bookcases filled with books. Then, as if divided by an invisible wall, the
other side of the room was a workshop, with a large wooden workbench. Surrounding it were
racks of tools and parts of some kind. A large blackboard was mounted on the wall behind it.
Everything was neat and tidy and completely clean.Off to the side of the workshop area,
standing completely alone, was a large object covered with a beige tarp. Several oil lamps
were sitting around the room. Next to the lamp on the workbench sat a box of matches. My
lamp only lit part of the room. It was still difficult to see much. I struck one of the matches and
sure enough, it lit! I removed the glass cover and lit the wick. I twisted the little brass knob on
the base and the light grew bright and lit a larger part of the work area. I think it worked better
than my lamp!I walked over to the fireplace and lit the oil lamp on the mantel. The mirror on the
mantel reflected the light of the oil lamp and the room really brightened a lot. I went to the
bookcase and began reading the titles of the books. Most had scientific-sounding titles and
quite a few titles looked like what I believe were Latin and German.As I looked around the
room, I remembered Moorehart asking that his ledger be sent to Harvard. I thought a ledger
was something a bookkeeper kept things in. Why would a scientist need to keep books? There
was nothing anywhere that looked like a ledger to me. I began to open drawers and the doors
on a couple of pieces of furniture. I found paper and pens, glasses, bottles of what I think were
wine and some kind of liquor; in a desk drawer, I found two shirts neatly folded and a bundle of
letters, but no ledger. I went to the workshop and opened cupboards and pulled out some
drawers. I was about to give up when I saw a handle under the workbench. I pulled out the
drawer and inside was a large green book with the word LEDGER across the front.I took the
book from the drawer and laid it on the workbench. The cover bulged and it looked like it was
stuffed with paper. I opened the cover and the front page was dated October 16, 1864. Below
the date was written ‘The notes and findings of Oswald Moorehart and his work on Time and



The Universe.’ I couldn’t help myself, I laughed as I reread the words. Who did this guy think he
was, Albert Einstein? Then I realized he lived a long time before Einstein!I blew out the oil
lamps and put the ledger under my arm, picked up my bedroom lamp, and went out the door.
Just as I started up the steps to get to my room, I heard the bell tinkle on the front door of the
shop. My parents were back! I put the extension cord back in the closet, put my lamp back on
the nightstand, and plugged it in and put the ledger under my bed.“Chant! We’re back!” I heard
my mom call from downstairs.“Up here, Mom,” I called as I started down the stairs.“So, did you
get the back room cleaned up?” Dad asked me.“Sure did. It was pretty dirty. I emptied the
barrel in the dumpster too.”“Thanks, Chant, that’s very nice of you.”I felt kind of bad not telling
them about the room downstairs. I would soon, but for now, it was cool to have a secret.“Why
don’t you go have a look around? We’ll have dinner in about an hour.” Mom said starting up the
stairs.Just enough time to do some research at the library I thought, “See you in an hour then!”
I headed for the door.Chapter 2Ilike old buildings. I like marble steps and columns and creaky
floors. The Sonora Library was my kind of building. The lady behind the counter looked like she
started to work the day they finished the building and that, according to the plaque out front,
was 1906.“Good afternoon.” The librarian said in a voice much younger than she looked.“Hi, I
need to find out about a couple of men who used to live in Sonora.” I felt like I had asked an
impossible question.“When?”“About 1865 to about 1880 I think.”“These fellows have names?”
the librarian smiled.“Oh, yes, I’m sorry. The first one was a Mr. Goldstone. The other was
Oswald Moorehart.”“And do you have a name?”“Chant Baker.”“I’m Emily Crowe, Miss Emily
Crowe. With an ‘e.’ No old crow jokes you understand?” Miss Crowe gave a giggle that sounded
like a young girl.“Well, Mr. Baker, let’s see what we can find,” Miss Crowe said standing.I could
hardly believe my eyes! When she stood up, she was at least three inches taller than me and
I’m five-foot-nine! She wore a dark blue dress with little white flowers. Her hair was white with a
kind of blue glow. She was a typical ‘little old lady,’ except for the ‘little’ part.“We will start in the
county historical room. Nothing in this room can be checked out. You may make copies if you
wish.”Miss Crowe opened a door with a glass front. When she turned on the light, I saw that
the room was filled with stacks of books. There didn’t seem to be any order or system to the
way they were stacked. This was going to take way longer than the hour I had until dinner.“A
group of students from the University has been scanning and filing the books in the room. Most
of these big books are bound copies of the local newspaper by year. They have been
cataloging the stories by headline, topic, and any names mentioned in the story. It a huge job,
but they just keep plugging along. I suggest we check on the computer to see if your two
gentlemen are listed yet. We might get lucky.”While the computer was booting up, I looked
around the room. Many large leather books contained copies of old newspapers that were
open. From the spines on the ones I could read, they dated all the way back to 1859.“How are
your computer skills, Chant?”“Pretty good I guess.”She made a few keystrokes and a dark blue
screen popped up. A History of the Mother Lode, Newspapers accounts of the Gold Rush and
Beyond. The University of California.“What was the first man’s name?”“Let’s try Oswald
Moorehart first,” I replied.“M-o-o-r-e–” She said aloud then was quiet. Miss Crowe stood hands
on her hips humming softly as the computer whirred and hummed. “Here we go!” she said
happily.I bent to get a closer look at the screen. There was a list of dates and what seemed to
be titles or maybe headlines. “So these are all about him?” I asked.
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HickeyDo, “An enjoyable read.. I just finished reading “The Time Pedaler” . This is one of the
most enjoyable books that Micheal Maxwell has written. It is great fun to read. The lead
character is a very smart young man with a huge historical curiosity . One of the best works of
Mr. Maxwell. I hope there are many sequels!  I couldn’t put it down.”

Mary Nally, “Love time travel? You will now.. Well that was different.... and surprising. I love time
travel stories and the author did not disappoint. The leading character is truly a Curious
George. Lots of historical happenings and adventure awaits just through the door. Getting
ready to read number 2 in the series. Mr. Maxwell, you have started something....”

Kathryn L. Guillaum, “The series will do well; I just feel it Ø=ÜL. Book One was FUN!I caught myself
worrying that this young adventurer was going to get stuck in the past, or lose his crystals. I am
starting book two this evening / as soon as the clock dongs midnight 2021. It is 11:30 pm now.
Happy New Year to everyone!!”

Sharon White, “Enjoyable, fun read.. Time travel is not usually what I choose to read. But since
I have enjoyed all of the authors other books, I thought I would try this one. Very glad I did. I
thoroughly enjoyed the story, and the characters were quirky and fun. Looking forward to the
next in the series.”

Jo Whitehurst, “A Fun Read. A fun read! Engaging characters and a fun premise, make this a
very enjoyable read. I especially liked the historical aspects. I am anxiously awaiting the
release of the next installment of this series!  Where will we travel next, Chant?”

Pat Safreno, “the publisher had some formatting difficulties (aren't electronic devices fun?!.



Although the genre of time-travel is usually not my first choice of books, this venture/journey
certainly was a page-turner. Evidently, the publisher had some formatting difficulties (aren't
electronic devices fun?!!?!) but the wait for the corrected version's release was certainly was
worth the short wait. I am WAY past my teen years...yet, Chant's intrigue and daring
experiments were "grabbers". Seems to me that this book sparks the imagination of any/every
one who reads it...and a sequel is in the works...yea!!! don't be one to start dissecting each
and every detail of Chant's travels....simply go with the flow of his adventures and you, too, with
want to pedal to another time/place.”

Andrew B., “Amusing. Amusing story.”

jgruber, “Entertaining. A well written and exciting story about time travel. I couldn' t put it away.
The young Chant Baker is a really loveable character and it' s always fascinating to wonder
where I would go to if I could travel back in time.”
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