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Time Blind 
 
 

814 A.D. 
 
 

ADE LINWOOD, KNOWN to the Roman legion as Wade of Aquitaine, needed to shut out the 
thrum of battle around him and harness his full resources to pull Kreindia of Amorium through 
time and space with him. Though victory was assured, her head wound seemed grave. She required 

a twenty-first century hospital to ensure that she would survive. 
As Wade closed his eyes, his other senses heightened in a rush.  The hot sun baking the skin under his metal 

garments, the stench of mingled blood and filth, and even the solid security of the rocks beneath his feet needed 
to be closed off one at a time to reach the required level of concentration. Perhaps Wade should have heeded 
the centurion's advice and kept Kreindia far from the conflict no matter what she wanted. In compromise, she 
had taken the role of one of their scriptors behind the lines.  That decision had put her within harm's reach, 
notwithstanding the sword at her side.  But Wade would not have been the man she fell in love with if he kept 
her from life's responsibilities. 

In any case, decisions before the clash with Raginpert's rebels seemed as distant as another lifetime.  The 
arc of a single stone that struck her head marked the dividing line between that life and this.  The old reality 
was the one in which he fulfilled a promise to the world by helping the two remnants of empire preserve the 
peace of Nicephoros.  The new one concerned the two halves of his soul. 

Wade drew the serpent's fang bracelet from his tunic and checked that the points were true.  As the rarest 
of synesthetes, he possessed a unique gift of space-time manipulation made possible by stimulating acupuncture 
nodes.  It had only worked properly a couple of times—only once across the centuries—and the first time was 
by means of a piece of glass that left him with damage he couldn’t afford.  But if previous experience held, he 
had only to exert the correct pressure on a precise point on his ankle.  At the proper depth and concentration, 
he would ascend the astral plane, cleave vast swaths of time, and fold the yawning distance. 

The synesthetic mechanisms that applied to him, however, would not work for both of them, a problem 
he’d long suspected.  Having gone to great lengths to visit Taoist Lord Du Sian for his opinion, Wade now had 
the idea that if her ankle was not the key for her, her ear more likely would be. That was the reason he’d had 
his fang bracelet designed with points on opposite sides.  He had to have faith in this approach because it was 
the only option he knew. Breathing deeply and slowly to control his breath so as not to disturb his precise 
movements, he linked himself to his soul mate, ankle to ear, and set his sights on home. 

Given his flawless kinesthetic memory, Wade had no problem triggering the initial pathways. He moved 
close so that the fang points pressed home on both sides, and the color sequence and associated feelings 
supplied by his crossed senses provided a sort of countdown: 

Purple, tainted with the uneasy rolling of a ship’s deck, which Wade suspected to be a whiff of prescience. 
Honey, a promise or a trap. 
Rust, an antidote that corroded fear. 
Though each stage was fraught with emotion, the sequence usually calmed his anxieties. This time the 

sedative effect had many layers of worry through which to cut.  What torments was Kreindia experiencing on 
her end as she lay insensate from her injuries?  What could he do to ensure that they both exited simultaneously? 

The battle had gone silent, and dimly he registered an urgent cry. It may have even been his own. Before he 
could worry about that, the higher plane gathered the pair to its bosom, as nature knows its kin. 

As the two vanished, a curious new sensation raged through Wade’s left hand—not at the wrist where he 
had once been plagued by carpal tunnel syndrome, but in his fingers and sliding somewhere beyond them. 
Where each finger pointed, he could feel the null space filling up, as if his digits were growing to grotesque 

W 



proportions. In his mind’s eye, his new hand lacked only the webbing needed to form a bat's wing. He had 
never experienced this symptom as a part of astral travel before. The bizarre deviation should have been his 
first clue that something had gone terribly wrong. 

 
~W~ 

 
WITH Wade's return to his twenty-first century apartment came the flood of synesthetic reactions that he 

had rarely experienced in the ninth century. Seeing the Egyptian Blue of his plush carpet awoke the auditory 
hallucination of a thousand tiny bells from his crossed senses; only the vivid, medium-dark calcium copper 
silicate dye in the fibers could accomplish that.  The spalted maple finish on his coffee table felt to him like a 
light caress on his scalp, and the birdcage finials on his curtain rods lowered his blood pressure as effectively as 
a display of swimming fish might do.  Having collected his furnishings for their harmonious result on his 
peculiar gifts, he could count on them to produce the same reaction at each approach.  This time they were 
scant comfort for he could not counter a gathering sense of dread that he had arrived alone. 

He spun around, armor clanking, searching for Kreindia first in the living room, then the bedroom and the 
rest of the apartment.  Each area suffered collisions with his hard shell. He tore outside and screamed raw, 
ignoring the neighbors, until he realized the futility of his search.  She could be a house away or in a galaxy two 
billion light years distant.  For the first time, he had no memory of what had transpired in the passage. His 
greatest fear was that he had left her to die on the battlefield. He had to go back to the ninth century and see 
for himself.  Crouching to use the bracelet again and pressing the point home, he waited for the color change 
sequence that would presage his return to the astral plane. 

To his dread, the tooth had no effect on his acupuncture point.  Pain yes, a wash of red in his mind, but 
nothing of the familiar pattern. Varying the angle of entry, his back braced on the sofa, his next dozen attempts 
produced nothing more substantial. His head sank between his shoulders. This failure meant there would be 
no retracing his steps through space-time. Like a frantic junkie, he had destroyed the injection site through 
abuse, and he had no other. 

Then his eyes alit on his laptop, triggering a floating image of fine blue powder on an objectoid surface of 
ice that carried his gaze to infinity. Impossible. Her synesthetic marker did not belong here. 

He’d left his computer open to a dark screen, which he now approached with hope and trepidation.  Blue 
powder on ice was the unique personal signature triggered by Kreindia of Amorium when he was face to face 
with her.  Unlike a personal encounter with the general's niece, this effect faded with his increasing proximity 
to the laptop in the way that a normal person discards the illusion of a mirage.  Curiosity drew him on, however, 
and he booted the computer up, doing his best to clear dirt from his eyes with repeated swipes as he waited. 

When the desktop appeared, an alarm went off: a series of beeps and the flashing words, “REMINDER.  
YOU HAVE AN APPOINTMENT.”  The current date stamp in the corner gave him a Wednesday, 09/09/19.  
His entire scalp reared up.  That made it four weeks since his last visit to Dr. Nesky's office, before his travels 
began—“YOU HAVE AN APPOINTMENT”—the day he met the crippled girl Kreindel, who he called Del. 

“IT IS NOW 5 PM.  YOU HAVE TWO HOURS.”  That was right.  His previous appointment had begun 
at 7 PM when hers ended.  He hadn't known at the time that Del and Kreindia would prove to be a synesthetic 
match, the fine-blue-powder-on-ice signal, which should have been proof of their linkage.  Would Del's 
appointment be the same this week?  Was that where he needed to go?  

“YOU HAVE TWO HOURS.” 
Wade sat at his computer for a moment to think about how he might manage the encounter, prove the 

connection between the two women as the tantalizing blue powder signal told him he must.  The similarity of 
their names was coincidence, but was the modern girl a human portal?  Was the synesthetic tag a long-distance 
message to Wade from Kreindia?  Was the computer itself another message? 

He glanced at the screen, shocked to notice the clock had leapt from 5:01 to 5:23 PM. He couldn’t find his 
phone and it wouldn’t be charged anyway so he checked a date-and-time website to confirm it.  The sources 
matched at 5:26 PM. Yet when he closed the browser, the time at the corner of his screen jumped to 5:44 PM, 
and he had to check the site once more. How had he been contemplating this curiosity for nearly twenty minutes 
without realizing?  Even as he worried about the loss of control and how it would make him late, he found the 
clock had advanced to 5:53 PM. 



No, 6:04 PM.  Every time he stopped to think about the problem, the situation deteriorated further. 
Perceived seconds could equal minutes, and the relationship mutated in an unpredictable fashion. 
As he verified the random clock changes on one website after another, he satisfied himself that he had done 

nothing tangible to cause these jumps but pausing to think.  Finally, struggling into his street clothes and 
bursting out the door, he recognized and acknowledged his ailment because Kreindia herself suffered from it. 

He had become time blind. 
 

~W~ 
 

WADE charged up the stairs and stumbled into the doctor's waiting room. He was late. The third floor 
receptionist, Estela, who was somewhere in her sixties, wrinkled her nose at his grimy and rank appearance.  
He’d changed into whatever shirt and jeans were in the hamper.  She had never liked him to begin with and 
must have assumed he was there for psychiatric help.  Wade's matted hair whipped around as he looked for a 
friendlier face and failed to find one. He hadn't had a much-needed scrubbing in perhaps six weeks of ninth 
century time. 

Estela reared back at his closer approach. 
“The girl,” he said, “The one who finishes her appointment at this hour—is she still in a wheelchair?” 
Stunned, Estela reached for a telephone, probably wanting to consult with Dr. Nesky about how to handle 

him. 
“The young woman!  Answer me!” Wade shouted.  He was desperate with fear that time blindness would 

rob him of a chance to find Kreindia if he stood still. If the conversation was a long one, or if she made him 
wait… 

“Of course she is!” Estela sqawked, her hand frozen on the phone. 
Wade tried to imagine what he must seem like to her.  His sensibilities had adjusted to what he thought of 

as The City—Constantinople—a part of that other world, now fading and nonsensical, where casual violence 
and terror mixed easily with the highest vestiges of civilization.  

 He strained to lower his voice. “Is she still here?” 
 “She just went down in the elevator with her family.  You missed her,” Estela said with triumph, then 

jumped back as he quickly turned. 
Wade plunged down the three flights of stairs, and raced outside and across the parking lot to the van where 

he spotted Kreindel and her family.  Her parents did not look pleased to see a maniac coming towards them, 

trailing blood from crusty re-opened wounds.  The father hastened to usher his brood to the safety of his car. 


