
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    Christmas in Time 
 
      
 
    Time Travel Romance Series, Book 6 
 
      
 
    Written by Zoe Matthews 
 
      
 
    and 
 
      
 
    Jade Jenson 
 
    




  
 
    Copyright © 2017 
 
    All rights reserved 
 
      
 
      
 
    No part of this publication may be copied or reproduced in any format, by any means, electronic or otherwise, without prior consent from the copyright owner and publisher of this book. 
 
      
 
    This is a work of fiction.    All characters, names, places, and events are the product of the author's imagination and used fictitiously. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Special Thanks… 
 
      
 
    to Amie Olsen for the beautiful cover 
 
    and to Judy Knutson for the great editing job 
 
      
 
    To my wonderful grandchildren:  
 
    Elysha, Ashley, John, Sage, Thomas,  
 
    Aida, William, and Evelyn.   
 
    Remember, your dreams can come true! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Contents 
 
    Chapter 1 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
    Chapter 8 
 
    Chapter 9 
 
    Chapter 10 
 
    Chapter 11 
 
    Chapter 12 
 
    Chapter 13 
 
    Chapter 14 
 
    Chapter 15 
 
    Chapter 16 
 
    Chapter 17 
 
    If you enjoyed this book---- 
 
    Also by Zoe Matthews 
 
    
 
      
 
    

 
 
   
  
 




 
 
    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    May, 1905 
 
      
 
    Garrett Foster sat staring at his drink, doing his best to think about nothing.  He took another swallow and barely tasted the strong liquid as it seared its way down his throat.  He scowled as he realized his glass was now empty.  He ran a hand through his long unkempt hair and groaned.   
 
      
 
    He desperately wanted to ask the bartender for another drink, but he knew he didn’t have enough money.  His stomach grumbled, and he cursed himself for spending his last dollars on drinks rather than a good meal.  With a shrug, he resigned himself to visiting his father for dinner.  They were always happy to have him over, even if he knew they would hound him to “get his life together.”  He dug into his pocket, tossed what few coins he had on the counter, and turned to leave without talking to anyone.  
 
      
 
    He winced as he stepped out into the bright sun.  He started walking without really thinking about where he was going.  He cursed this small town he was confined to.  Ever since he had gotten stuck here eleven years ago with his father, his life had gone downhill.  
 
      
 
    When he was eleven years old, he had been living with his father in a small apartment in the year 2006. He had been living in the same complex as his aunt Nicky and their unofficially adopted sister, Kimberly.  He had thought his life was going pretty well until his Aunt Nicky and Kimberly had married and then moved away for reasons he hadn’t understood at the time.  A few months later, his father was packing up Aunt Nicky’s and Kimberly’s stuff in their old apartment and Garrett had been helping.  He remembered that was the day when his entire life had changed.   
 
      
 
    Justin had sent him out to throw some garbage away in a nearby dumpster.  When he returned to the apartment, a strange woman appeared right before his eyes in Nicky’s living room.  She was dressed in a long dress with light blue flowers all over it.  Her dark red hair was swept up into an old-fashioned bun.  When the woman saw him, she seemed equally surprised to see a young boy suddenly appearing in front of her as he was to see a strange woman suddenly appearing in front of him.  He remembered thinking that it was the coolest thing ever.  Justin had discovered that the woman was Bridget Callaghan, a sister to the two men who Nicky and Kimberly had married. Bridget had stayed with his dad and him for a couple of days, and it was only then that his dad had finally told him the truth about Bridget.  She was from the year 1893.   
 
      
 
    Bridget had used two magical keys to travel forward in time for an adventure.  His dad had also told Garrett that Nicky and Kimberly were living in the same time period and had used the same keys to travel back to 1893.  Eventually, Justin wanted to go back in time with Bridget to visit Nicky and Kimberly and make sure they were okay.  His grandparents ended up traveling with them.   
 
      
 
    The thought of time travel was easy to accept to his young mind, and looking back on that day, he knew his dad must have been very desperate to see his sisters again.  They had been missing for some time, so it was a relief for his father to know they were alright.  
 
      
 
    Garrett, Justin, his grandparents, and Bridget had traveled back in time using the same keys Bridget had used to get to their time.  They planned to only stay a few days before returning to 2006.  But through a series of catastrophic events, the keys everyone had used to travel through time were destroyed.  Garrett and Justin were stuck in the past, along with his grandparents.  
 
      
 
    At first Garrett was thrilled.  What eleven-year-old boy wouldn’t have been?  At the time it had been a grand adventure.  Everything looked like it had been taken out of an old Western movie.  His father and Bridget fell in love and married.  For the first time in his memory, he had a mother.  He also had a new family through Nicky and Kimberly.  It was exciting to be living in a different time period than his own.   
 
      
 
    But it only took a couple of months for Garrett to realize he didn’t like living in the past.  When he was living in 2006, he was in advanced classes for his age at school, and excelled in all of his science and math classes.  Once he started going to school in this time period, he realized he would be relearning things he had learned years before.  He also knew many things the other kids hadn’t even been exposed to or taught.  Some things hadn’t even been invented yet; like automobiles, planes, and computers.  Other things were just in the beginning stages of development; like electricity and telephones.  The hardest part was that he had to be silent about his knowledge.  He couldn’t tell anyone where he was from and what he knew.  
 
      
 
    His dad and Bridget had both agreed they should allow him to pursue any schools that would help him fulfill his potential.  But even the top schools seemed too easy for him.  He knew too much about the future and technology that hadn’t been invented yet.  His dad and Bridget were sympathetic, but they were also adamant that Garrett should do nothing to alter history.  He needed to stay silent. 
 
      
 
    He remembered what things were like in the future.  He had been very good with computers.  He remembered there was one time when Nicky was trying to get a software to work on her computer, but it wouldn’t work.  After fiddling around with the program, he was able to figure out what was wrong and fix it so Nicky could use it.  He remembered Nicky throwing her arm over his shoulders and telling him he had a gift for computers.  He seemed to somehow know what was wrong when software, or even computers themselves, weren’t working correctly, and how to fix them.  His father had owned his own gaming business and had been very successful.  In fact, he had sold a new game just before they traveled back through time.  Sometimes he wondered whatever happened to all those games his father had created.   
 
      
 
    Garrett knew that if he and his father had been able to return to their time, he would have continued through junior high and high school, and majored in Computer Science or even followed in his father’s footsteps and created some games of his own.  
 
      
 
    And here he was stuck in a slow backward time period.  Once he finished the local school when he was sixteen, he grew bored and frustrated, and started looking for other things to help fill the gap that his lack of accomplishment had left.  He had few friends.  How could he have friends when he had to be so careful about what he said around them?  What if he slipped and said something he shouldn’t?  It had happened often enough when he was younger.  He’d say something that had to do with his life in the future, and people would look at him strangely.  He soon learned to keep his thoughts to himself.  Now, he mostly hung out with his family either in Denver or on the family ranch where Nicky and Kimberly lived with their families when he felt like being around people.  Lately he wanted to be around people less and less.  
 
      
 
    He was twenty-three years old and unemployed.  He worked short jobs for people who needed help here and there, but he spent quite a bit of his time in the local saloon.  There was no reason to try to do anything else.  He knew what he was good at, and he couldn’t do anything about it.  
 
      
 
    He stumbled to a stop and looked around, surprised to see he had almost reached the edge of Denver.  There wasn’t anything past some of these roads but empty fields. Sighing, he turned around and started walking towards his dad’s house.  He didn’t want a lecture, but he knew he needed to eat at some point.  Bridget would feed him.   
 
      
 
    As he walked, he stuck his hands into his pants pockets to see if he had overlooked some coins and came up empty.  He needed to make some money.  In the saloon, he had overheard Mr. Harris, a farmer from just outside of Denver, telling the two men he was with that he needed help fixing up his old barn at the back of his property.  Maybe he should go talk to Mr. Harris in the morning and offer to do the work. That should get him through the next couple of weeks.  
 
      
 
    He sighed when he realized he had arrived at his dad’s house.  A part of him was looking forward to seeing his family.  He realized he hadn’t seen his younger brothers, David and Matthew, for a few months.  Another part of him dreaded going in.  He knew his parents meant well, but they always hassled him to get a steady job.  They would send meaningful looks over his head, usually after a comment about his drinking ‘problem’ or lack of income.  They thought he didn’t see, but he always did.  
 
      
 
    He braced himself mentally and pushed open the door.  Bridget was in the kitchen cooking something that smelled fantastic, and his stomach growled painfully in response.  She looked up from the meat she was slicing with surprise. 
 
      
 
    “Garrett!  Come in. It’s so good to see you!” Bridget’s happiness at having him home sent a familiar wave of guilt through him.  
 
      
 
    She waddled over to the back door, and Garrett was surprised at how pregnant she looked.  Didn’t she just tell him she was pregnant?  She couldn’t be that close to having her baby, could she?  
 
      
 
    “Justin!  Garrett came by for dinner!”  
 
      
 
    Justin, David, and Matthew came in from the back of the house all at once.  The boys spent a lot of time outside.  Garrett remembered well from when he was a child.  Everyone was expected to help keep the chicken and goat pens clean.  The young boys would collect eggs, and when they got older, they learned how to milk the goat.  After the chores were done, they always found some game to play that would occupy them for hours.  Garrett had loved playing baseball the most.  
 
      
 
    “Garrett!” The two boys ran over to him and jumped on him for a hug.  Matthew was now nine, and David was seven.  He couldn’t believe how much they’d grown.  
 
      
 
    “Hey, boys,” Garrett tried to remain steady on his feet but was ashamed at how off balance he was.  It was easy to ignore the effects of the alcohol when he was by himself, but he often hated himself for drinking too much when he was around his brothers. 
 
      
 
    Justin came up behind the boys. “Go wash up.  It looks like Ma has dinner ready.” The boys plowed back into the kitchen.  They never went anywhere quietly. “Garrett, what brings you by tonight?” Justin had a cautious look in his eyes that he was trying to hide, and Garrett knew he could probably smell the alcohol on his breath by now. 
 
      
 
    “He doesn’t need a reason to stop by, Justin,” Bridget said with a smile.  She gave Garrett a hug in welcome as well.  
 
      
 
    “Of course not.  I was only curious to see if he needed a job.  You know I like to keep an ear out for work around town for him,” Justin said defensively.  
 
      
 
    The tension in the air made Garrett sigh.  He knew they argued about him a lot. “Whatever you are cooking smells great, Ma.  How are you feeling?” he asked, trying to redirect the conversation.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, about as big as a horse,” she said while patting her round belly. “Nathan said I still have a few months before I’m ready to deliver.  If you think I’m big now, just wait two more months.”  
 
      
 
    Nathan was the doctor that took over for Keegan’s practice when he disappeared a few years ago.  No one had told Garrett where Keegan had actually gone.  Garrett knew there was more to the story that he had been told: Keegan found a nice girl in another town and had moved away.  But he couldn’t help but wonder if there was more to the story.   
 
      
 
    “You’re beautiful,” Justin said, leaning over to give her a kiss. “It does smell fantastic.  Let’s go eat.  Are you going to join us, Garrett?” 
 
      
 
    Garrett nodded his head, and Matthew and David cheered with delight that their brother was going to stay for dinner.  Justin just looked at him, asking questions with his eyes that Garrett refused to acknowledge. 
 
      
 
    They all sat down and ate without talking much.  The two boys must be growing; Garrett saw them dish up second helpings and then a third.  The roast beef was delicious and the rolls as soft as ever.  His Ma had always been good at cooking.  By the time he had finished eating, his head had cleared enough to hold full conversations, and the tension in the room had eased a little.  
 
      
 
    “Dad, you said you had heard of a job?” Garrett hedged.  He knew Mr. Harris had a job but wasn’t sure how soon it would be available.  Experience taught him to keep more than one job in mind when he was looking for more work.  
 
      
 
    Justin nodded. “Patrick and Shaun were hoping to get your help around the ranch. They need help patching up the old barn, fixing some fencing, and things like that.  They have been so busy the last year, especially now that it’s calving season, and they decided to keep more of the cattle than usual.  You would be paid, of course.  If you aren’t interested, they’ll need to hire someone anyway.” 
 
      
 
    Garrett nodded.  It sounded like a good job, but he was cautious as well.  His dad likely had ulterior motives.  “How long did they say it would take to fix everything up?” 
 
      
 
    “Probably a week, maybe more.”  Justin appeared nonchalant, but Garrett knew from the sideways glances he kept shooting at him that he hoped Garrett would take him up on the offer.  “I’m sure they could use your help if you wanted to stay through the summer.” 
 
      
 
    Garrett realized it had been almost a year since he had visited any family up at the ranch.  He would much prefer to work for Patrick and Shaun than Mr. Harris.  He would most likely be paid better; he knew that from past experience.  It was also a small incentive to be around his family.  Even if he didn’t enjoy living in the past, the farm had always helped him feel a little better. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll head up in the morning.  I’ll help them fix the fence and the barn and see how much they need me after that.” 
 
      
 
    Justin continued to act nonchalant, like he could care less if Garrett went to the ranch, but Bridget wasn’t so good at hiding her emotions. “Garrett, I think this is such a great idea.  I’m so happy you decided to go.  Be sure to take some bread and goat cheese up to the ranch.  You know they always love it when we bring goat cheese.” 
 
      
 
    “I know, Ma,” Garrett couldn’t help but smile at his mother’s enthusiasm.  He may only be going up to work for a week or so, but he was glad it had made his parents happy for the moment.  He cleared his throat.  “Is Colleen going to be at the Gallery in the morning?”  
 
      
 
    Colleen was Nicky and Shaun’s daughter.  When Garrett first arrived in this time period, she had been his first friend.  She was only a year younger than he was.  She wasn’t actually Shaun’s birth daughter.  She was half-Indian. Her birth father was a mountain man that hadn’t been seen since her birth.  Her Indian mother had given Colleen to Shaun to raise when Colleen was a young baby when she knew she was going to die because she was very sick.  Colleen grew up on the ranch, but when she was grown, she had moved to Denver and lived with Justin and Bridget in their house and helped in their art gallery most mornings.  She made beautiful Indian blankets and sold them in the gallery.  She had recently started working in the evenings at the restaurant down the street.  Their cook had gotten sick, and she was filling in until he felt better.  
 
      
 
    Bridget sent him a meaningful look. “Yes, she is.”  
 
      
 
    Garrett nodded his head again, but said nothing.  His long-time childhood friend had slowly turned into something more, although Garrett knew he couldn’t take their friendship any further.  He couldn’t offer her any future; he had no talents that could be used in this time.  Everything he was good at didn’t exist in this time period.  She deserved better than the likes of him.  He scoffed at himself bitterly.  
 
      
 
    Even still, he couldn’t resist stopping by to see her before he left for the ranch.  He would go visit her in the morning before he went on his way. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Colleen rearranged all the paintings on the wall after she had taken them down to dust and clean them.  It was very important that they keep all the artwork dust-free so when people came in to shop they had the best first impression of what they sold.  That was much easier said than done in this dusty town, and she wiped everything down regularly.  
 
      
 
    Just as she started on the wood carvings on the top shelf of a bookshelf, she heard the door open.  She turned to greet whomever it was with a smile, and her grin grew when she saw it was Garrett.  
 
      
 
    “What brings you this way, Lefty?” Colleen used his childhood nickname, and he rolled his eyes, but chuckled.  When they had first started doing their schoolwork together, she had been fascinated at how he wrote everything with his left hand.  She had always thought it must make him smarter somehow because he always knew everything before she did.  
 
      
 
    “I just came to stop by for a minute.” 
 
      
 
    Colleen’s heart grew with hope.  She had always had a crush on Garrett, and for a few weeks when they were sixteen, she thought he had started to have feelings for her too.  Unexpectedly, after their first kiss, he had started avoiding her and started flirting with any other girl he could lay eyes on.  It had hurt her deeply for a while.  After some time, she realized how he was trying to distract himself from the frustration of not living up to the potential she knew he had in his head.  She didn’t know if he had ever cared for her as more than a friend, but she always hoped he would someday realize how good they were for each other. 
 
      
 
    “Do you want to stay until lunch?” she offered.  “We could go eat at the restaurant I work at in the evenings.” 
 
      
 
    “I can’t.”  
 
      
 
    Colleen’s heart dropped again at Garrett’s words.  Then again, maybe nothing had changed.  
 
      
 
    “I’m going up to the ranch to help them catch up on some maintenance.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I bet they will appreciate that.  They are pretty busy with calving season,” was all she could think of to say, although she was glad he was planning on going to their ranch for awhile.   
 
      
 
    She was so tired of him wasting his life away just because he couldn’t have a job that required a machine that he called a computer.  She didn’t understand why he couldn’t use his smarts to be a banker or something that required thinking in that way.  He didn’t have to throw his life away just because it wasn’t his dream job. 
 
      
 
    Garrett nodded and looked away, as if he could read her thoughts and didn’t want to acknowledge them.  
 
      
 
    “When will you be back?” Colleen couldn’t stop herself from asking after a long pause.  
 
      
 
    “In about a week, maybe more.” Garrett looked at her, and opened his mouth as if he wanted to say something, but seemed to change his mind.  He rubbed the back of his neck, something he did when he was uncomfortable.  “I should be on my way.  Don’t work too hard.” 
 
      
 
    She watched him turn to leave and couldn’t stop herself.  She walked over to him and threw her arms around his neck.  He was tense and stiff for a moment, but she felt him relax as he slid his arms around her waist.  “Don’t let them keep you there forever,” she joked.  She actually thought it would be good for him if he did spend more than a week at the ranch.   
 
      
 
    Garrett chuckled and pulled away. “I’ll always come back,” he said before he turned and strode out the door.  
 
      
 
    Colleen sighed.  Sometimes, she just wanted to smack him on the side of his head to knock some sense into him.  She knew him better than that.  The only way he would change was if he could figure out what he needed to on his own.  Giving Garrett advice only made him feel like a failure to everyone around him.  She had learned from their childhood to be his support system without showing judgment and was usually rewarded with long talks about life and dreams. 
 
      
 
    At least he hadn’t been to the bar today.  He drank too often, and it turned him into someone else.  She hated it.  She turned back to the shelf and tried distracting herself from the whirlwind of emotions Garrett always brought with him.  
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Garrett took a long swig from his canteen and squinted through the sun that was already too hot.  He was about halfway to the ranch and had yet to stop thinking about Colleen.  With her thick, long black hair and deep chocolate brown eyes that seemed to always see right through him, she was easily the most beautiful girl in town.  He knew there would never be another girl that captured his attention the way she could.  
 
      
 
    Other people didn’t see it that way, and that was one of the things that got under his skin most easily.  He had heard two men talking about the “Indian girl” Justin let run his shop and how he must have been paying her a very small amount.  Otherwise, why would he let someone like that into his home and his shop?  Garrett grit his teeth at the memory.  He had thrown a few punches that day. 
 
      
 
    Not everyone felt that way about her.  Some were nice to her, but there were enough people who looked down on her because of her Indian heritage to make him feel protective towards her.  
 
      
 
    If we lived in my time, people wouldn’t treat her that way; the thought crossed his mind frequently in one form or another.  If he could go back to the future, he would be able to learn more about computers and get a job that he actually enjoyed doing.  He could travel more.  His life would be basically perfect.  Everything would smell better.  He could shower more regularly, and there wouldn’t be animals everywhere to stink up the fresh air.  He could take Colleen away from people who constantly looked down on her, and she could experience what it was like to be treated as an equal.  
 
      
 
    He tightened his grip on the reins of the horse his father had lent him and did his best to push those thoughts out of his head.  It wouldn’t do him any good to think about the what-ifs. There was no going back to the time he belonged in - the time he would thrive in.  He was stuck here doing meaningless tasks for the rest of his life.  
 
      
 
    He sighed with relief when he saw the ranch house growing larger in the distance.  It was a hot day, and he hadn’t had anything to drink since he left Denver.  Not any of the good stuff, that is.  Without the dull fuzziness alcohol provided, he tended to think too much, which just made him angry.  Now that he was at his family's ranch, he would at least be distracted by people around him instead of being left alone with his thoughts. 
 
      
 
    A boy who looked to be eight or nine ran out.  Garrett barely recognized him, and guilt hit him again as he realized how little he saw his family.  The boy clearly didn’t recognize him either, because he stopped running toward him and turned around to run back into the house. “Ma, someone’s here!” he said as he ran inside and slammed the door.  
 
      
 
    Garrett chuckled.  It wasn’t often people came out this far to their ranch and even less often when the children didn’t recognize who was visiting.  
 
      
 
    Nicky came out of the house with an apron on, and dough stuck to her fingers. “No, I don’t think we were expecting anyone,” she was saying to her son, who Garrett now remembered as Jonathon. “Garrett!  You decided to come!”  
 
      
 
    She ran out to him even though he was still some distance from the house.  When he was close to his aunt, Garrett jumped off his horse to hug her tightly.  He’d always had a close relationship with Aunt Nicky and relished having the opportunity to hug her again.   
 
      
 
    “I’m not sure I’m ever going to get used to how big you have gotten,” she said as she looked up at him, squinting in the sunlight, then laughed.  “I got dough all over you.” 
 
      
 
    Garrett shrugged and brushed it off. “There.  It’s gone now,” he said with a smile.  
 
      
 
    “I’m glad you came.” She smiled back and then turned to Jonathon. “You remember your cousin, Garrett, don’t you?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I recognize him now that he is closer,” Jonathon said defensively.  
 
      
 
    Garrett ruffled his hair. “Speaking of getting big, I almost didn’t recognize you either.  How old are you now?” 
 
      
 
    “Thirteen,” he responded proudly.  “Pa said I’m big enough now to help train the pups.” 
 
      
 
    “Wow, that’s a big job.” Garrett smiled genuinely for the first time in a while.  He remembered helping Kimberly with the ranch dogs when he was younger as well.  There was something about the atmosphere on the ranch that helped to calm all his anxious nerves. 
 
      
 
    “Well, come inside!  Jonathon, will you go tell Pa and Patrick that Garrett is here?” Nicky turned and led the way back to the house.  “Shaun will be so glad you came.  There is quite a lot that needs to be done around here, and every time they plan on tackling a job, something big happens.  The rain this spring only made things worse.”  
 
      
 
    Nicky chatted happily while she finished kneading the dough and started shaping them into rolls, not giving Garrett much time to respond.  Her five-year-old daughter, Josephine, was happily playing in the corner of the room and came over to sit on his lap once he sat at the table.  He was surprised she felt she could sit on his lap, seeing as how he had hardly been around since her birth.  It took him a moment to think of how to react, but he figured he could wrap one of his arms around her back, and she snuggled against him and continued playing as if she sat on his lap every day.  His heart warmed a little at the sweet girl, and the muscles in his shoulders relaxed a little. 
 
      
 
    Shaun and Patrick came in together a few minutes later.  Garrett stood to give each of them a hug and a pat on the back.  He sat back on the chair, where Josephine was waiting patiently to climb back onto his lap. 
 
      
 
    “Garrett, it’s been awhile.  How are things in town?” Patrick asked conversationally. 
 
      
 
    “About the same as ever.  Not much changes around here.” Garrett tried to keep his tone light but could feel the happy atmosphere in the room dampen at his words.  
 
      
 
    “Dinner is just about ready, and I am making a roast for this evening,” Nicky said, trying to lighten the mood. 
 
      
 
    “It smells delicious,” Garrett said, trying to redeem himself.  
 
      
 
    “Yes, it does,” Shaun agreed while he walked to his wife to give her a kiss on the cheek. “As usual.” 
 
      
 
    The rest of the family piled into the house, washed up, and everyone ate dinner together.  It was different for Garrett to be in such a loud group, but he found himself enjoying his family and realizing he wasn’t wishing for a drink like he normally did around this time of day.  He smiled to himself and tried to focus on the conversation around him.  Maybe being on the farm would be a better idea than he had originally thought.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    Later that night, Garrett left his room in the main cabin to find his way to the outhouse.  On his way, he heard hushed voices coming from the sitting room, and slowed down instinctively.  He didn’t mean to eavesdrop, but the first few sentences of the conversation caught his attention.  
 
      
 
    “He has a right to know,” a female voice said angrily.  It sounded like Nicky. 
 
      
 
    “You know Justin has asked us to wait until he has a chance to tell Garrett himself,” Shaun said more calmly. 
 
      
 
    “Everyone knows Garrett has wanted to go back to the future ever since he was young.  It’s not fair to keep him here when he is clearly miserable.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, and Justin said he would tell him.  He just doesn’t want Garrett to rush into using the portal without time to think things through.”  
 
      
 
    Shock rolled through him, and it was all Garrett could do not to storm into the room yelling.  There is a portal?  And everyone was keeping it a secret from him?   He scoffed.  Some family I have, he thought bitterly.  
 
      
 
    “But what if he stumbles across it by himself?  Then he will be transported to the future with no plan, or any way to contact Keegan once he gets there.” 
 
      
 
    Garrett pursed his lips.  So that’s where Keegan was.  He knew there was more to the story he had been told. 
 
      
 
    “You know the portal only works at a certain time of the day.  We can keep him busy away from the portal while it’s active, and he’ll never know.  Justin said he would tell him soon.  Please just respect Justin’s decision as his father,” Shaun pleaded with Nicky.  
 
      
 
    Garrett scoffed again, turned on his heel and stormed away.  His whole family knew there was a way back to the future, the time he belonged in, and no one had told him.  How long had it been since Keegan had left?  About two years?  All he wanted was a stiff drink, but he knew his family didn’t keep alcohol in their home.  
 
      
 
    Fury raged through him, and he left the house without watching where he was going.  His vision started to clear when he reached the river nearby his uncle’s ranch. With his chest heaving, he thought about what he should do.  He could leave tonight, head back to Denver, and demand his father tell him about the portal.  A small amount of satisfaction filled him at the thought of waking his father in the middle of the night, but then he thought of Bridget.  She was pregnant, and she was already so tired all the time.  As mad as he was at his father, he couldn’t take his anger out on her.  She was keeping the portal a secret as well, but Garrett knew that she would follow Justin’s wishes even if she didn’t agree.   
 
      
 
    He instantly decided he wouldn’t go back home and demand answers from his father.  However, he could demand answers from Shaun or Patrick.  He thought about that idea for a while and realized he couldn’t bring himself to trust any of them, even Nicky and Kimberly.  They had all kept this secret, a secret that could change his entire life for the better.  They didn’t have his interests in mind; they had his father's.  Even if he did storm back into the house and demand Patrick or Shaun tell him about the portal, how would he know they were telling him the truth and not leaving anything out?  
 
      
 
    He finally decided that his best course of action would be to find the portal himself.  He was going to be all over this land for the next two weeks.  He would look for signs that there was a portal nearby.  He didn’t know a lot about portals, but he was certain he could figure it out.  He nodded his head to himself.  He would find the portal and figure out when it was active.  As soon as he could, he would leave this time where his so-called family lived.  He would travel to the time where he belonged. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    During breakfast the next day, Garrett didn’t say a word.  He only grunted if someone tried talking to him, and eventually everyone left him alone.  He saw Nicky and Kimberly give him worried glances, but he didn’t let that bother him.  They could have told him the truth from the beginning, but they didn’t.  They already made their choice.  He swallowed the eggs and sausage quickly, only wishing he had something stronger to help wash it down.  He needed something to dull the pain of his family's betrayal. 
 
      
 
    “Garrett, as soon as you’re done, we can head out to the barn that needs fixing,” Patrick said as he stood.  
 
      
 
    Garrett said his first words of the day, “I’m ready.”  He couldn’t forget the manners Bridget had taught him and carried his dishes to the sink before he followed Patrick outside.  He listened to Patrick as he described what needed to be fixed and where the needed materials and tools were kept.  
 
      
 
    He was surprised when Patrick suddenly stopped talking. “Is everything alright, Garrett?” 
 
      
 
    The concern in his voice almost sounded sincere.  “I’m fine.  I’ll let you know when I’m done here,” he responded tightly.  
 
      
 
    Patrick stared at him with a slight scowl, but he finally nodded.  “Let me know if you need anything.” 
 
      
 
    Garrett nodded and turned to get started.  “Even if what you need has nothing to do with the barn,” Patrick added. 
 
      
 
    Garrett watched Patrick as he walked away.  How could he act as though he cared for Garrett when he was knowingly keeping such a big secret from him?  Garrett shook his head to clear it, then got to work.  He would take a break in an hour or so to look for the portal.  Soon he could leave this place behind. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Garrett wiped the sweat from his brow and climbed down the ladder he was using to fix the roof of the barn.  He picked up his canteen to take a few swigs of water.  He swished some of the water in his mouth before swallowing; then poured the rest of the water that was in the canteen on his head.  
 
      
 
    He wanted something stronger to drink badly; it was even affecting the quality of his work.  His hands would shake so bad it was hard to hold a nail still while hammering it.  Just one drink would help settle his nerves.  He gritted his teeth and started his walk toward the well; water would have to work for now.  On his way over, he kept his eye out for any sign of the portal.  He didn’t have any idea of what he was looking for, but he did figure that his family wouldn’t leave a portal unmarked in some way.  They would want to know where it was so they could make sure they didn’t use it accidentally, or use it again if they needed to.  
 
      
 
    On the edge of the field cleared for the family’s living space, he could see a formation of rocks.  He remembered that an old barn used to be built in that spot before a fire burned it down.  It was where the last time travel key had disappeared.   
 
      
 
    He decided to make a detour out there on his way back to check it out.  As he walked toward it, he started to get excited.  There was a perfectly formed circle of rocks. He was sure the circle was intentionally formed by his family.  He could see there was nothing living inside the circle, even though the grass and weeds around the circle were thriving.  He knew there was a reason nothing was growing inside the circle.  His heart started pounding with excitement.  Could it be that easy?  Was this the portal? 
 
      
 
    He reached his hand out to touch the air above the circle slowly, waiting to feel anything to indicate it was actually the portal, but he felt nothing.  Disappointment flooded him, but just to be sure it really wasn’t the portal, he stepped into the circle.  Again, nothing happened, and his heart sank.  Maybe it wasn’t the portal like he had thought.  Maybe some of his nieces and nephews had built it when they were playing around the ranch.  He stepped out of the circle and started thinking about what he had heard last night.  Hadn’t Nicky said the portal only worked at a certain part of the day?  This could be the portal; he would just need to find out what time it was active: then he would finally be able to go home.  He would keep an eye out for anything else that might be the portal though, in case he was wrong about this spot. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    For the next few weeks, Garrett stayed busy.  He finished working on the shed and fixed the roof on the barn.  The plow blades needed to be sharpened, and he cleaned up and oiled the wheels of the cart they used to harvest hay.  As he worked, he started to lose his desire for alcohol.  He realized he was enjoying the outdoor work.  The sun was hot, but it also felt good on his face.   
 
      
 
    When he wasn’t working, he often spent his time next to the mysterious circle of rocks.  At first, he thought a lot about how he could figure out how this portal worked.  He was so angry with his family that he didn’t want to ask them for help, and he knew they most likely wouldn’t give him any information anyway.  Eventually, the time he spent at the ranch turned more peaceful.  He came to understand how badly Nicky and Kimberly wanted his happiness.  Even his aunts didn’t know what was the best decisions for their own lives.  All they could do is try, pray, and hope they made the right decisions.  He eventually started to forgive them and even partially forgive his father.  If there was one thing he couldn’t understand was why his father hadn’t told him there was a portal to the future on the ranch for the last two years. 
 
      
 
    He spent one afternoon playing baseball with his nieces and nephews and had a blast.  Even Katherine played, although she was starting to act like she was too old for children’s games at thirteen years of age.   When they were almost done with the game, Shaun and Patrick joined them.  After the game, Nicky and Kimberly served dinner outside under some large, shade trees.  It was one of the best days Garrett had had in a long time.  He started to think about spending the rest of the summer on the ranch, even if that would mean he’d probably need to go on the cattle drive.  He had gone on a few of those when he was a teenager and had absolutely hated them.  It was dusty and dirty work, and it was impossible to stay clean. 
 
      
 
    Then came the day when he had finished all the jobs he had come to the ranch to do.  After lunch, he decided to go look at the circle of rocks again.  On his way, he saw his Grandpa Foster working in the family vegetable garden.  He stopped and watched him work for a moment.  His grandma and grandpa had traveled with them when they used the keys to travel to this time.  The trip was supposed to only have been for a few days.  But because the keys had disappeared, they had needed to stay indefinitely.  Garrett always wondered what his grandparents thought about it all.  They were forced to stay just like he was.  Were they really happy in this time? 
 
      
 
    His grandpa loved gardening.  For several years, until Victoria passed away, he took care of her gardens in Denver.  After she died, Garrett’s grandpa and grandma moved to the ranch.  They both seemed to enjoy being around Nicky, Justin, Kimberly, and their grandchildren.  They seemed happy.  But he wondered, were they really?   If they had a chance to go back to the future, would they? 
 
      
 
    He was sure they knew about the portal.   Were they ever tempted to use it?  Garrett decided it was time to talk to his grandpa.  Maybe he would get some answers from him.  He walked purposefully towards where his grandpa was pulling weeds.   
 
      
 
    “Hi, Grandpa,” Garrett greeted him when he got within hollering distance.   
 
      
 
    The elderly man slowly straightened, and a smile spread across his face. “Hello, Garrett!” 
 
      
 
    “I see you are keeping those weeds under control,” Garrett said as he approached his grandfather’s side after stepping over rows of carrots, spinach, lettuce, and other plants he couldn’t name right off.  Keeping the weeds under control wasn’t said lightly.  His grandfather attacked any unwanted plant that dared show its face the minute it poked its head above ground.  No weed was going to grow in his garden if he had anything to say about it.  “How about I help you for a while this morning?” 
 
      
 
    Grandpa’s smile deepened.  “I could use the help.” He gestured to a pile of gardening tools that were in a large box at the edge of the garden. “Grab yourself a hoe and come on over.” 
 
      
 
    Garrett found a hoe that looked like it hadn’t been used yet.  This was another trait of his grandfather’s.  He kept the gardening tools in top condition.  Once he was done for the day, he cleaned and sharpened each tool carefully so that they would be ready to be used the next time he needed them.  
 
      
 
    For the next few minutes, Garett worked by his grandfather’s side, enjoying the time with him.  His grandfather asked him questions about what he had been doing around the ranch and Garrett answered, not minding the inquisition.  He realized this man was the only one who could ask these types of questions without bothering Garrett.  He knew his grandfather genuinely wanted to know.  He wasn’t asking because he was trying to hint that Garrett was wasting his life away. 
 
      
 
    “Can I ask you a question?” Garrett finally asked as he tossed a pile of weeds on a nearby pile to be carted away. 
 
      
 
    “Sure, son,” grandfather agreed. “What’s on your mind?” 
 
      
 
    “Do you ever regret coming with us when we traveled through time with Pa?” 
 
      
 
    Grandfather straightened again thoughtfully.  “I’ve been wondering when you were going to get around to asking that question.  I must admit it’s a hard one to answer.  Your grandmother and I wanted to come because we wanted to see Nicky and Kimberly and to make sure they really were okay.   And of course, we wanted to meet Patrick and Shaun and see Kimberly’s twins.  We also didn’t want your father to disappear with you like they had.  I had a strong feeling that the keys weren’t going to keep working.  And I was right.” 
 
      
 
    “But once you were here and found out you couldn’t go back, how did you really feel about it?” 
 
      
 
    Grandpa gave a deep sigh.  “At first I think it was all a big shock.  I was glad we were all together.  Victoria was willing to give us a job so we could support ourselves, although I have to admit that keeping that big house clean and food on the table was hard for your grandmother.  She wasn’t young, and even though we were sad when Collins and then Victoria died, I was also relieved because then we could move up here, and your grandma wouldn’t need to work so hard anymore.” 
 
      
 
    Garrett hadn’t realized that, but it did make sense to him.  After all, both his grandparents were in their late 60s when the whole time travel thing happened.  He wondered if his father had known how hard taking care of the large Victorian home had been on his parents, physically.  He suspected he didn’t, or he was sure his father, aunts, and uncles would have done something about it. 
 
      
 
    His grandfather continued to talk. “Over the years, I started to allow myself to say, ‘what if.’  What if we hadn’t followed you and Justin?  What if Kimberly hadn’t found that key or if Nicky hadn’t been able to follow her?  But life can be full of ‘what ifs.’  Sometimes it’s better to just accept what’s happened and go on.  What ifs don’t change anything.  They don’t make your life better.” 
 
      
 
    “I get that, grandpa, but I’d really like to know if you regret coming with us.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m going to be honest with you, Garrett.  For the first few years, I was very angry with Victoria for even giving Kimberly that first key.” 
 
      
 
    Garrett tried not to show his surprise but wasn’t very successful.  In all of his years, he had never seen his grandfather angry at anyone. 
 
      
 
    “It was very difficult for me to even be civil to her and to Collins when I discovered his role in using the keys.  In my opinion, time travel shouldn’t be messed with.  It makes me wonder if there are other time-travel devices people are using.  They change history, change people’s lives.  Life is already hard enough.  Why try to make things harder?   I suspect there are other time travel devices.  But I’m not answering your question, am I? 
 
      
 
    I never regretted going with you and your father.  I did wish that Victoria had never found the keys to begin with.  But Kimberly is happy with Patrick.  You know that she lost her parents when she was 16 in a car accident.  It was how she came to live with us, as a foster child.  We just sort of unofficially adopted her.  When we first arrived, I could see how happy she was here.  Patrick is good to her, and he helped her to finally move on from her parents’ deaths.  In fact, I don’t think I ever saw her really happy until I saw her with Patrick.  Now Nicky, on the other hand, I think she could have been happy with whomever she chose to marry.  But she and Shaun have a good marriage.  I don’t know if you know much about your birth mother.” 
 
      
 
    Garrett shrugged his shoulders.  He didn’t know very much, except for the fact that his mother had wanted an abortion until Justin had talked her out of it.  After his birth, she told his father she wasn’t ready to be a mother.  Justin immediately took over his care, with his grandparents’ help.  Justin had been barely out of high school when he had been born.  Even though he had never asked questions, he knew it had to have been difficult for Justin to be trying to raise a baby while also trying to support them when he was barely raised himself.   
 
      
 
    I have never told dad that I’m grateful for what he did, Garrett thought.  
 
      
 
    His grandpa continued.  “I often wondered if your dad would ever marry.  He seemed content enough designing those computer games of his and raising you.  So, once we were here, I was glad he fell in love with Bridget.  Your grandmother and I would have had a very difficult time if we had stayed behind and we never saw any of you again.  As a person gets older, family becomes more and more important.  I wouldn’t have given up the opportunity to be around you kids and grandkids.” 
 
      
 
    Garrett had his answer.  Even though his grandpa didn’t like how Victoria used the keys, he was glad he was here instead of their time. 
 
      
 
    “And what about Uncle Keegan?” Garrett dared ask. “I know he traveled through some portal. “ 
 
      
 
    His grandpa glanced at him sharply.   
 
      
 
    “I overheard Nicky and Shaun talking about it the first night I arrived from Denver,” Garrett admitted. 
 
      
 
    Grandpa shook his head.  “I don’t approve that you haven’t been told.  You are an adult now.” 
 
      
 
    “At first, I wanted to hightail it back to Denver and confront Pa, but I decided to stay and finish the job I was hired to do.”  That and because he did need some money. “Can you tell me anything about it?” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t feel like I can go behind your dad’s back, Garrett.  I will confirm that what you overheard is true.  Keegan is in the future.” 
 
      
 
    “Will he come back?  Did he find a key?  How did he even get there?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry, son,” Grandpa said, letting him know that he wasn’t going to be the one who would tell him Keegan’s story. 
 
      
 
    Garrett sighed with frustration.  He wanted to throw his hoe down and immediately return to Denver.  It was all he could do to continue hoeing weeds.  
 
      
 
    “I know you’re angry, but be careful of those carrots,” Grandpa admonished him, and Garrett glanced at him sheepishly.  He had been hoeing so hard he had chopped off a few of the carrots tops. 
 
      
 
    “Sorry.” 
 
      
 
    The two of them worked in silence for a while before Garrett said, “I suspect that the portal Keegan used is on the ranch.  I think I know where it is.” 
 
      
 
    Grandpa was quiet for a long time before he spoke. “If you do find it and figure out how to use it, I will let the family know where you went.” 
 
      
 
    Garrett stared at his grandpa in shock.  Was he giving his permission, in a round-about-way? 
 
      
 
    “I know you haven’t been happy in this time.  You’re a man now.  You have the right to live where you choose to.  Sometimes a man needs to travel to the place where he is meant to live…even if it ends up being a long way away.” 
 
      
 
    For the first time in a long time, something in him broke.  Grandpa understood.  He felt a tear run down his face, and he turned away from his grandfather so he wouldn’t see and quickly wiped it away.  Ever since they had arrived in this time so many years ago, everyone expected him to accept it, just like they had.  But he hadn’t been able to. Why was that?  Was it because this time period was nothing like the future?   Was it because he knew what was available in the future?  Or was it because the future was where he was supposed to be?   His grandfather had given him a lot to think about. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    That evening after he had gone to bed, he laid awake long into the night thinking about what his grandpa told him.  He knew his grandpa was encouraging him in his own way to figure out where the portal was and how it worked.  He was grateful that his grandpa understood.  He also thought about the part of the conversation where his grandpa was talking about “what if’s.”  It did no good to think that way.  Garrett recognized that that was the way he was thinking.  What if Bridget hadn’t shown up in Nicky’s apartment?  What if his father hadn’t wanted to see Nicky and Kimberly?  What if the keys hadn’t disappeared?  What if? 
 
      
 
    Garrett understood what his grandpa was saying.  What ifs never changed the past.  But what if thinking that way could change his future?   What if the circle of rocks he had found was the portal?   What if he figured out how to use it?  What if it really did take him forward to the future? 
 
      
 
    And a big question that was in the back of his mind; what if it took him somewhere he didn’t want to go? 
 
      
 
    Then I would just use it to come back here, Garrett thought.  He rolled over onto his stomach in the position he liked to sleep in.  He was going to figure out how the portal worked.  He was going to do everything he could to use it to go to the future.  He would stay the summer and help around the ranch, but if he hadn’t figured it out by fall, he was going to confront his father for answers.  
 
      
 
    The next few days were busy ones.  Patrick wanted to move most of the cattle deeper into the mountains so they could use their summer range.  Shaun was going with him, along with Richard and Katherine, and they wanted Garrett to also go, but he refused.   
 
      
 
    “I’ll stay and work on the ranch, keep things running while you’re gone,” he told his uncles firmly. “But don’t expect me to go on a cattle drive.” 
 
      
 
    Garrett didn’t want to go with them, mainly because they usually left a man with the cattle to keep an eye on the cattle, and he suspected that they wanted him to be that man; they just weren’t going to tell him until they got to the summer range.  He couldn’t figure out how the portal worked or if the circle of rocks was even the portal if he was in the mountains taking care of a bunch of dumb cows.    
 
      
 
    Luckily, Uncle Patrick didn’t argue.  Instead, he hired an older teenage boy from a nearby town to go with them.  Once they were gone, Garrett did what he promised.  He made sure things were taken care of.  He helped his grandpa in the garden again, although they didn’t talk about time travel.  He helped his younger nieces and nephews with their usual ranch chores.  Whenever he could take a break, and he could get away without anyone knowing where he was going, he would head to the circle of rocks. 
 
      
 
    He spent quite a bit of time looking it over.  He picked up some of the rocks and then put them back, wondering if one of the rocks would trigger it.  He walked and stood over every inch of it, but nothing happened.  He finally wondered if it was really the portal.  Maybe the kids had formed it and had used it in some type of game they made up.  He felt very frustrated because if it wasn’t the portal, he was wasting his time.   
 
      
 
    One day after he spent some time looking over the portal, he went inside the barn that had been built to replace the one that burned down just before the keys had disappeared.  He remembered that day vividly, but he also didn’t understand why it had happened.  A stranger had come to the ranch and had hidden in part of the forest.  He kidnapped Colleen and barricaded both of them in the barn.  Garrett remembered how scared he was.  The man kept yelling that he knew they had two time-travel keys, and he wanted them.  If they would give them to him, he’d let Colleen go.  Garrett knew why they couldn’t give the man the keys.  They were in a box in a cave about a mile away in the mountains for safe keeping.  The man wouldn’t believe anyone that they didn’t have the keys with them.  Then the barn caught on fire.  Luckily, his uncles and his dad figured out a way to get into the barn, and they were able to rescue Colleen.  The man had become pinned underneath a large beam, and he had died.  Soon after that event, they discovered that the keys in the cave were gone.  No one ever saw them again, although Victoria somehow figured out that another man who had given her one of the keys to begin with had taken them.  How this man, The Irish Man, Victoria had called him, knew where the keys were, Garrett had no idea.  
 
      
 
    The barn was rebuilt, but not in the same place.  Patrick wanted it to be a little farther away from all the cabins that were being built to accommodate their growing family.  Garrett couldn’t remember where the barn that burned down was located exactly, but he wondered if it had been where the circle of rocks now was.   
 
      
 
    Garrett wandered over to the new barn, still going over his memories of that day so long ago. When Garrett went inside the barn, he realized it could use a good cleaning.  The horses that were kept in the barn had gone on the cattle drive, so no animals were using it at the moment, except a mother cat with her five kittens and the milk cow at night.  He decided he would spend the next few days cleaning it. 
 
      
 
    Early the next morning, he started his job.  It wasn’t a huge job; Patrick and Shaun kept the barn pretty clean, but it felt good to do something that hadn’t been assigned to him.  Aunt Nicky had packed him a lunch when she heard of his plans, so when the sun was high in the sky, he took a break and ate the sandwich and cookies near the circle of rocks.  When he was done, he stayed where he was, running everything he had tried in his head to trigger the portal.   
 
      
 
    “I don’t think this is the portal,” Garrett finally said out loud.  “When I’m done here for the day, I’ll start searching this entire ranch.  I’ve got to find it.” 
 
      
 
    That decision being made, he laid down on his back to enjoy the sun on his face.  It was a partly cloudy day, and the sun kept going behind clouds before appearing again.  He felt himself start to drift off, but he sat up to wake himself up.  He needed to finish cleaning the barn.  He stood up when suddenly everything around him went quiet for some reason.  The insects that were normally buzzing and the birds that were usually chirping weren’t making a sound.  Then he heard it; a faint humming.  What was causing that?  He walked in a small circle, trying to figure out where the sound was coming from.  When he walked close to the circle, the hair on his arms stood on end.  He stuck his arm out and felt an energy coming from the circle. 
 
      
 
    “This is the portal!  I knew it,” Garrett exclaimed.  He looked around to see if anyone could see him, but from what he could tell, anyone who was working outside wasn’t paying him any attention.   
 
      
 
    He carefully stepped into the circle, and the humming and energy grew stronger.  He centered himself until he was in the middle of the rocks.  Then it happened.  Whish!  He became very dizzy, and he felt like he was falling.  And he was gone. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    Colleen threaded some colorful yarn on the loom that sat in front of her and started to work on a new blanket.  She needed to make some more blankets because her last one had sold just that morning in the art gallery.  She enjoyed working the gallery and was glad her Aunt Bridget had asked her to help when she finally finished school.  She had been living in Denver since she turned sixteen.  Although she visited her family on the ranch at least every few months, she spent most of her time in Denver.   
 
      
 
    She picked up a skein of yellow yarn and started to work it into the pattern she was designing on the loom.  As she worked, her mind drifted.  She wondered if Garrett was enjoying his time at the ranch.  She expected him to be back before now, so she hoped that was a good sign.  She was very concerned about him, which wasn’t unusual. Sometimes she wished she could shake him and get him to wake up.  He seemed to be so focused on his previous life in the future; he couldn’t see the good that was in front of his face. 
 
      
 
    She had loved Garrett ever since she was a young girl and knew what love was.  She distinctly remembered the first time she met him.  He had arrived on the ranch with Bridget, Justin, and his grandparents.  Bridget had used the keys to go into the future.  She had wanted an adventure.  She had brought Garrett back to her time, along with his father and grandparents.  When Colleen first met Garrett, he was eleven, and she was ten.  He seemed amazed at his new world.  He loved the idea of being on a ranch, learning how to ride a horse, and doing something none of his friends even knew was actually real: travel through time to the late 1800s.  They were friends almost immediately, and they spent the entire summer together while Justin and Bridget made plans to build their new life in Denver.   
 
      
 
    After Justin and Bridget married, Garrett moved to Denver with his father and new mother.  They wanted to open an art gallery that featured local artists in the western United States.  It took a while for it to be successful, but after a few years, the gallery started to do very well.  During her teen years, she visited Garrett every chance she got.  She had a chance to attend school in Denver as she grew older, but she hadn’t been ready to leave the ranch.   
 
      
 
    Colleen was very self-conscious of her heritage.  She had only ever known her father to be Shaun.  But Shaun wasn’t really her father.  Her real mother was a full blood Mouache Indian, and her birth father was an old French trapper.  She belonged to a group of Indians that used to live in the Rocky Mountains a few miles from the ranch during the summer.  In the fall, they always left to go to their winter grounds, wherever those had been.  She never knew.  She didn’t remember her mother for she died when she was a baby.  Before her mother died, she had asked Shaun to raise Colleen as his own, to which he agreed.  They both knew that the Indian Village wouldn’t accept Colleen as one of their own because of her mixed blood.  Colleen always felt Shaun was her father, and when he married Nicky, she had treated Colleen like her own daughter.  Shaun had encouraged Colleen to have a relationship with her birth family, which she had been able to do until she was eleven.  During that summer, the Mouache never returned, and she never found out why.   She never saw her birth family again.   
 
      
 
    Colleen never felt anything but love and acceptance from her family who raised her, but she did feel that other people judged her for her color of skin in Denver.  She knew most people accepted her because of her ties with Garrett’s family, but it was still there, just under the surface.  When some people had questions, they seemed to always ask Bridget or Justin or even Garrett and his younger brothers first, before asking her.  She never understood the aversion to her skin color.  In fact, her skin wasn’t nearly as dark as full-blood Indians, but her hair was jet black, and she had dark eyes.   
 
      
 
    Most of the time, it never bothered her, and she ignored the people who would ignore her or whisper behind her back.  But she knew she would never marry a white man, at least not in Denver.  No man would want to be married to a half-breed, even if she had been well educated and been supporting herself for a number of years now.  Her skin color never mattered to Garrett, not even in the very beginning.  She remembered that he once told her that for the most part, skin color didn’t matter in his time.  He had had black kids, children from China, South America, and even a friend who was Arab in his class at school.  He thought Colleen’s mother had been very wise in allowing Shaun to raise her.  He seemed to understand what her life could have been like if she had stayed with her birth family after her mother’s death.  
 
      
 
    Colleen chose a bright red skein of yarn and worked it into the pattern.  She loved to make Indian blankets and they were very popular.  The blankets she made were a decent size and could easily fit on the bed of an average size.  She also made smaller ones that people could purchase as souvenirs when they visited Denver.  There were a few times when rich people had asked her to make a blanket with a specific pattern.  She enjoyed making those types of blankets the best, because she knew they would treasure them and the pattern wouldn’t ever be duplicated.   
 
      
 
    She heard footsteps just outside her room and then a knock on the door. 
 
      
 
    “Come in,” she yelled as she brushed a strand of black hair from her face. 
 
      
 
    The door opened to reveal Matthew on the other side.  “Dinner is ready.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay,” Colleen said to her cousin. “I’ll be there in a moment.  I just want to finish this new pattern.” 
 
      
 
    Matthew nodded and then walked further inside to watch her.  Out of the two boys, he seemed the most fascinated by what she did.  She used to make the blankets totally by hand.  She would tie the yarn she needed to her bedpost.  When Justin realized she was serious about making blankets, he designed and made the loom for her, and Colleen treasured it.   
 
      
 
    “How big is it going to be?” Matthew asked. 
 
      
 
    “Probably about five feet wide and six feet long,” Colleen answered. 
 
      
 
    Matthew looked into a wooden box she had by her side that had all the colors of yarn she liked to use.  “It looks like you are running out of green and blue.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” Colleen agreed. “I need to go purchase more, but I will need to go to that store that carries a large supply of yarn at the other side of Denver.  I don’t know when I can get over there.” 
 
      
 
    “I can go with you Saturday if you want,” he offered. 
 
      
 
    “We’ll see,” Colleen answered. “Saturdays are our busiest days at the gallery.  I might need to be there to help.” 
 
      
 
    Matthew shrugged his shoulders and continued to watch her work on the blanket with curiosity.     
 
      
 
    “We should go eat since dinner is ready, but would you like to help me with this blanket after we eat?” Colleen offered. 
 
      
 
    “Maybe,” was all Matthew would say.   
 
      
 
    They went into the dining room together.  Bridget had prepared a good meal, like she usually did.  They were having fried chicken, mashed potatoes and gravy, with summer corn.  She could smell a cake for dessert.   
 
      
 
    “This looks good, Aunt Bridget,” Colleen commented.  “I’m sorry I didn’t help prepare it.  You should have called me.” 
 
      
 
    Bridget shook her head with a smile. “I knew you were working at your loom.  It’s fine.” 
 
      
 
    The family gathered around the table.  After the blessing was said, everyone was quiet for a few minutes while they filled their plates.   
 
      
 
    “I’m thinking of going to the ranch next week,” Justin announced.   
 
      
 
    “Can we go with you, Pa?” Matthew asked eagerly. 
 
      
 
    Colleen smiled.  She knew both Matthew and David loved going to the ranch.  They would probably spend their entire summers up there if they had a choice.   
 
      
 
    Justin turned to his wife. “I asked Mr. Harvey if he and his wife would be willing to watch the gallery while we are gone.” 
 
      
 
    “How long do you want to be at the ranch?” Bridget asked.   
 
      
 
    Colleen could tell that Bridget also wanted to go to the ranch.  She hadn’t been up since early spring.  The boys were still waiting anxiously for the answer to their question.  
 
      
 
    “I’m thinking we could stay a week,” Justin said.  He turned to his boys since they were trying hard not to ask if they could go again. “Yes, boys.  Of course, you would both come.” 
 
      
 
    Matthew and David grinned at their father, and Matthew helped himself to another piece of chicken.   
 
      
 
    “This is really good, Ma,” Matthew commented before taking a big bite. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, dear,” Bridget said. 
 
      
 
    “I could stay behind if you would prefer me to,” Colleen offered.  “That way you wouldn’t have to ask Mr. Harvey to help.” 
 
      
 
    Justin shook his head.  “No. You are part of this family and I think it would be good if we all went.  Mr. Harvey seemed very excited to be able to help.  He doesn’t have a lot to do with his time since he stopped working at the bank. “ 
 
      
 
    Colleen knew that Mr. Harvey had been working at the bank down the street since he was a young man, but he had retired just before Christmas the year before.  She could imagine how hard it would be to have a job that kept you busy all day for years and then suddenly you had a lot of time on your hands when you had to quit because of old age. 
 
      
 
    She was glad Justin insisted she should come.  She would get a chance to talk to Garrett.  Maybe they could go on a horseback ride to where her Indian family used to live.  Or even up to a nearby lake where she knew Garrett enjoyed fishing.  It didn’t matter where they went.  She just wanted to spend time with him.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    A mist formed over a certain part of the Rocky Mountains.  It was a small amount of mist, only about six feet in diameter. It was unusual to see this type of mist in these mountains, but no one saw it anyway, except the man who laid in the middle of it.  He stayed there for a moment, disoriented, as if he couldn’t figure out where he was and how he had gotten there.  He sat up and looked around. As the mist cleared he could see aspen and pine trees, a meadow of colorful wildflowers, and he could hear water close by. 
 
      
 
    “I made it,” Garrett whispered in awe.  “It worked!”   
 
      
 
    He stood, and just as quickly as the mist formed, it disappeared.  He turned a full circle as he tried to adjust to his surroundings.  He knew he couldn’t stay where he was, but he wasn’t sure where he was going to go.  
 
      
 
    “I sure didn’t plan this very well,” he muttered to himself.  “But how could I?  I didn’t even know for sure if that circle was the portal.” 
 
      
 
    He looked on the ground and could faintly see the rocks that formed the circle in the ground.  Dirt, leaves, and sticks covered most of them.  A person who didn’t know this was a portal to the past wouldn’t even know it was there.  He stepped out of the circle and started to walk around.  He knew he needed to remember what this area looked like, just in case he needed to use it again to get back to the past.  After acclimating himself, he walked towards the water.  It was a river, likely the same river that ran along his family’s property.  He saw a dirt path and decided to start down the mountain.  As he walked, he grew more and more excited.  The path looked well cared for, and he remembered hiking on paths like this one with his dad when he was a child.  He passed a few people who were going up the path, and he greeted them with a big hello.  A few returned his greeting, but most almost acted like he wasn’t there.   
 
      
 
    It took him longer than he expected to reach the bottom of the path, and he realized he was probably walking part of the same path his family took to get to Denver.  It opened into a large parking lot, and he looked around eagerly.  He saw all sorts of vehicles: cars, trucks, RVs, motorcycles, and bicycles.  They looked different than they had when he was eleven years old.  Obviously, things had also changed in that area.  He wanted to go over to one large truck and inspect it, but he knew that it could be misunderstood by the people around him.  And those people!  They were dressed pretty much the same as he remembered, but the styles were a bit different.  He had no idea how he was going to get to the actual city of Denver.  Even if the past, he wouldn’t be willing to walk to Denver.    
 
      
 
    I’ll see if anyone is heading in that direction.  Maybe they’d be willing to drive me down, he thought. 
 
      
 
    He walked up to a man, woman, and two children who looked like they were getting in their car as if they were getting ready to leave.  One of the children was crying, and the other looked very tired. 
 
      
 
    “Hi,” he said, as he approached them with a friendly smile.  “Are you by chance going to Denver?  If so, can I get a ride?” 
 
      
 
    The woman looked at him almost fearfully, and the man quickly shoved his children into the car.  “No, we aren’t going to Denver,” the man said shortly before climbing in his car and speeding off. 
 
      
 
    People are definitely not as friendly as they are in the past, he thought. 
 
      
 
    He asked a few other people the same question and got pretty much the same response.  Some of them looked at his clothing strangely, and for the first time he realized this wasn’t going to be as easy as he had expected to begin a new life in this time.  He had on a hand-sewn shirt that Bridget had given to him last Christmas.  And his pants - they had a flap in the front with buttons, no zipper.  This was one of the things that he had really missed when he first started to live in the late 1800s.  Zippers hadn’t been invented yet, and it was one of the many things that had been difficult for him to adjust to.  Obviously, people around him were noticing his clothing.  His shoes even looked different than everyone else’s.  He knew he was going to need to get a set of modern clothing as soon as possible. 
 
      
 
    Finally, an older man felt sorry for him and gave him some money.  “If you walk down the road to the bottom of the mountain, there will be a bus you can take to get where you need to go.” 
 
      
 
    Garrett hesitated as the man held out a twenty-dollar bill, but the man forced it in his grasp before turning away.  He felt embarrassed that the man felt like he needed to give him some money, but he was also grateful. He turned to thank the man, but he was already driving away in his car.  After looking at the money carefully, he put it in his pocket and started down the road.  He kept on the far side of the road as far as he could get.  The vehicles whizzed by him quickly, making him nervous. He had forgotten how fast they could go.  As he walked, he realized he wasn’t prepared at all for being back in his time. 
 
      
 
    But was it really his time?  What if the portal had taken him to another time period?  He would have to somehow find out what year it was.  He knew he was in the same mountains his ranch had been in because he could see some similarities, but he couldn’t see any sign of the ranch anywhere.  What had happened to it?   
 
      
 
    By the time he made it to the bottom of the road, he was exhausted.  It was starting to get dark and he was very tired.  He was glad to see a bus just ahead of him and quickly boarded it.  After handing the driver the twenty dollars and getting some change in return, he sat down on a seat in the very back.  The bus pulled away, and he was overwhelmed. This world was so different than he expected. Things were already much harder than he had ever imagined, and he didn’t even have any idea where he was going.   
 
      
 
    He knew Victoria’s home was supposed to be still around in this time, but he had no idea where to find it.  He could try to find Keegan, but he only knew he was living in the future, not where his house was. 
 
      
 
    Nothing looked as he remembered it.  All of his memories of the future were as a child; they were fuzzy at best.  He couldn’t even remember where he had lived.  He watched very carefully where the bus was going, trying to figure out what the year was from the billboards and signs that he saw.  He finally saw a large sign that was advertising a marathon that had the date on it: July 4, 2017.  He was in the time he wanted to be in.  The portal worked the way he hoped it would.  He rode the bus for almost an hour before deciding to just get off to see what he could figure out.   
 
      
 
    After getting off the bus, he had no idea where he was.  He was tired, hungry, and thirsty.  He touched the money he had left that was deep in his pocket, and he figured he could use some of it to buy some food.  Seeing a store in front of him, he went inside, amazed at how large it was.  He walked along the aisles trying to decide what to buy, and he was shocked at the prices.  What would have cost ten cents in the past cost many times more.  He could easily spend all the money he had left just buying food that would only last a meal or two.  He found a restroom, used it, and drank some water at a fountain.  He finally purchased a sandwich after deciding that if he was careful, it could last two meals.  He would need to find a way to make money as soon as he could.  He desperately started to crave a beer, but he ignored his thirst.  It would be stupid to waste his money on alcohol.  
 
      
 
    He bought the sandwich, left the store, and spotted a park across the street.  He found a bench in the park and ate half the sandwich.  After wrapping up what was left, he carefully put it in his pocket and walked around the park.  He saw a large cluster of trees where some of the branches almost touched the ground.  Deciding it was a good place to spend the night, he crawled under the branches.  Even though he was very tired from the events of the day, he wasn’t able to sleep. Instead, he spent most of the night trying to decide what he was going to do.  In the end, he realized he had two choices.  He could either find his way back up the mountain and to the portal and return to the past or stay here in the future, in his time, and figure out a way to learn how to adjust to this new life.   
 
      
 
    The thought of admitting defeat and returning back to the ranch was almost painful.  This is what he had dreamed of for years.  He was finally here in the future.  What kind of man would he be to give up just because he was unsure of how to proceed?  He would ask around for a job tomorrow and figure out how to make it.  He knew he could do it.  He had spent his first eleven years here after all.   How hard could it be?  
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    When Colleen arrived at the ranch, everyone was in an uproar.  Garrett was missing.  No one had seen him for two days.  The last anyone had seen him, he was cleaning out the barn.  A message was sent to Patrick and Shaun who were on the cattle drive.  They had quickly returned after making arrangements with their hired hands to continue with the cattle drive.  Everyone spent the day searching in a large area around their ranch and had not seen any sign of him.  They finally decided Garrett had decided to leave and had gone back to Denver without telling anyone, which really wasn’t like him, but it was the only thing that made sense.  He did tend to take off on his own, but he always let someone know when he was leaving.   
 
      
 
    “We were hoping that he was with you,” Patrick confessed with concern. 
 
      
 
    “We haven’t seen him.  If he did to go Denver, he didn’t stop at our house,” Justin said with equal concern.  He turned to Bridget.  “Let’s put our things in the empty cabin so we can help look for him.” 
 
      
 
    The excitement Colleen had felt at seeing Garrett quickly turned to disappointment and worry.  What could have happened to make him run off without telling anyone? 
 
      
 
    When they were at the ranch, Garrett seemed like a different person, more relaxed and happier.  It was when he was in Denver he was stressed and made bad decisions, spending his time drinking and only working when he ran out of money.   She was also angry at him.  Why did he always take off like this?  Didn’t he care about his family? 
 
      
 
    Kimberly and Nicky quickly prepared a lunch for everyone.  While they ate, speculations were made of where Garrett was.  Then Grandpa Foster cleared his throat, and everyone quieted.  Colleen hid a smile.  Grandpa Foster was quiet and usually just sat back and allowed everyone to talk, enjoying listening to the conversations around them.  But when he had something to say, all he had to do was clear his throat, and everyone would quiet down to listen. 
 
      
 
    “Before Patrick and Shaun left to move the cattle into the mountains, Garrett spent the afternoon helping me in the garden.  We had quite the chat.” 
 
      
 
    “Did he say something that could let us know where he went?” Justin asked his father. 
 
      
 
    “Yes.  I think I know where he is,” Grandpa Foster said. 
 
      
 
    “Why didn’t you say something until now?” Kimberly asked. 
 
      
 
    “Because it just occurred to me where he might have gone.  But I need to tell you about our conversation first.  Evidently, the night he first arrived he had gone to bed early but was thirsty, so he got up to use the restroom and overheard the adults talking in the living room.” 
 
      
 
    “What were we talking about?  I can’t remember,” Shaun said. 
 
      
 
    “You were talking about Keegan and how he used a portal that was located on this ranch to get to the future.  He learned Keegan was married and planned to stay in the future with Megan.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, no,” Justin groaned. 
 
      
 
    “He was upset that the information about the portal had been kept from him.” 
 
      
 
    “I was going to tell him.  I didn’t want to tell him when he was having a hard time,” Justin said sadly. “I was afraid he would just run off without thinking things through, I guess.  I just never found the right time.” 
 
      
 
    “You know how he hasn’t been happy here and always talks about wanting to go back to his time,” Nicky said.  “I can understand why you were reluctant to tell him.” 
 
      
 
    “He asked me a lot of questions about Keegan and where he was.  He had been searching for the portal and told me he thought he found its location.” 
 
      
 
    “Did you encourage him to let it go?” Justin demanded. 
 
      
 
    “No, son, I didn’t.” 
 
      
 
    “Why not?” Bridget asked, confused. 
 
      
 
    “Because Garrett is a grown man.  Out of all of us, he had the hardest time adjusting to living in this time.  He remembers too much, and he was young enough that his childhood memories overshadow his life now.  I didn’t tell him where the portal was, but I did tell him a man needs to decide for himself what he wants his life to be and where he wants to live.  I walked over to the portal this morning and noticed that the grass around the circle of rocks looked singed.  Remember that was how it looked when it was used a few years ago?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Dad,” Nicky breathed.  “Don’t you know you basically gave him permission to use the portal?” 
 
      
 
    “Dad’s right, Nicky.  Garrett is a man, an adult.  We’ve tried to keep too much from him.  I mean, all the other kids know about the portal and about what happened to Keegan.  It wasn’t right to not tell him.  I guess I just didn’t want him to leave and for us to never see him again,” Justin said as he sighed. 
 
      
 
    “So, he must have found the portal and somehow figured out how it works.  He traveled to the future,” Grandma Foster said sadly. 
 
      
 
    “What if the portal took him somewhere else?” Nicky asked.   
 
      
 
    “I suspect the portal works like the keys did.  You picture where you want to be, and it takes you there.  Hopefully, he is in the future, where he wants to be,” Patrick said. 
 
      
 
    “What year would it be now?” Bridget wondered. 
 
      
 
    “It’s 2017,” Kimberly immediately said, and everyone looked at her.  “I have kept track of it.”  
 
      
 
    Patrick looked at her solemnly as if surprised she knew exactly what year it was.  Kimberly was very happy living in Patrick’s time and had never shown regrets.  
 
      
 
    Kimberly quickly reassured him.  “I am very happy here with our children, our family.  But the future was my time, dear.  I can’t totally forget.” 
 
      
 
    Patrick nodded his head in understanding.  “I’m sure everyone in this family who is from the future could have answered that question as quickly as you did.” 
 
      
 
    Nicky, Justin, and his parents all nodded their heads.  
 
      
 
    “What are we going to do?” Nicky asked, bringing the conversation back to the portal.  “Is one of us going to go after him?”   
 
      
 
    Everyone looked at Justin, knowing that they would support whatever he decided.  He slowly shook his head.  “We have to assume that Garrett figured out how to use the portal, especially if the grass around the circle is burned.  The future is where he wants to be.  We’ll let him be.” 
 
      
 
    “Maybe he didn’t use it though,” Colleen spoke up.  “Maybe he is in Denver and just didn’t come home, or he went to some other city.” 
 
      
 
    Bridget looked at Colleen with sympathy. Colleen knew Bridget suspected her feelings for Garrett were more than brotherly.  “I guess we could hope for that, but I do think he went to his time, dear.” 
 
      
 
    Colleen bowed her head and looked at her hands.  Tears started to gather in her eyes, and she stood up and ran out the door.  The warm sun shone down on her as she ran without thinking about where she was going.   
 
      
 
    She ran until she ran out of breath and found herself near the river.  It was a hot day so she took off her shoes and stockings and sat on a rock with her feet in the water.  The water was ice cold, but it felt good against her skin, cooling her down immediately.  She splashed water on her face and then closed her eyes, letting the tears run down her cheeks.   
 
      
 
    She had never had a desire to use the portal, although she was aware of it.  She knew that the family had kept the portal from Garrett, and she had agreed with the decision.  She, more than anyone, knew where his heart was.  She was the only one he would talk about his previous life with, and she was always glad to listen.  Some of the things he talked about and described fascinated her, things like airplanes, cars, computers, something called a TV where you could see and hear people act out what he called movies.  There was so much more he described that she couldn’t understand.  He had hated school in this time.  He was very smart and was easily bored in the school Justin had sent him to.  When he was given an assignment, he finished it in half the time everyone else did.  He knew too much, understood too much, and he couldn’t tell anyone about his knowledge, except her.  
 
      
 
    But Colleen never thought of him as a family member or a cousin.  She couldn’t remember a time that she didn’t love him.  Part of what started her feelings for him was because he never cared that the color of her skin was darker than his.  In fact, he once told her that he loved the deep black color of her hair, that it almost looked purple in the sunlight.   
 
      
 
    At first the love she had for him was a girlhood love, a childhood crush, but it had grown into something more. She knew she loved him like a woman.  But even though it seemed he could talk to her about anything, he always treated her like a sister.  She knew he never felt for her what she felt for him.  Knowing this always saddened her, but she was willing to wait until he realized he loved her too.  But that day never happened, and now it was too late.  He was gone, and she knew she was never going to see him again.  He wanted to be in the future so badly, that if the portal did work, and he really was in 2017, she knew he was going to stay there.   
 
      
 
    She thought about the last words he had said to her, “I will always come back.”  Her heart broke as she sobbed uncontrollably.  Clearly, there was one thing that could keep him away from her forever.  And that wouldn’t ever change.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    November, 2018 - Fifteen months later 
 
      
 
    “Garrett, you can take your break now,” his boss, Mr. Martin, called to him.   
 
      
 
    Garrett nodded and set his tool belt on the ground where he was working.  He took the bandana out of his pocket and wiped his face.  Even though it was November, he was hot and sweaty from the hard work he had been doing.   
 
      
 
    He walked to his small truck that was parked just down the street from the house he had been sheet rocking and climbed inside.  After taking a long drink of water, he unwrapped a peanut butter sandwich and took a large bite.  Leaning back against the cool vinyl leather of the seat, he closed his eyes.  He had been working harder than usual because they were short a man that day, and the boss wanted all the sheetrock up by the end of the day.  He took another bite and thought over the last year of his life.   
 
      
 
    When he had woken up in the park on the first morning in the future, he had seen a pawn shop and remembered that people could sell things there for money.  He had discovered some money in his pocket that was from the early 1900s and a few from 1898 and 1895.  He was able to sell some of them for quite a bit of money.  Evidently, coins from the past were worth a lot.  He had kept some of the coins, but he was able to get enough money to tide him over while he looked for work.  At first, he worked on farms picking vegetables and fruit along with men who were in the country illegally from Mexico.  The owner of the farm was willing to pay them cash because of the issue of no security number.  By the end of the summer, Garrett had saved as much money as he could.  He slept in a dirty old motel, but the cost of a room averaged only twenty dollars a night.  It was all he could afford.  He slowly was able to purchase modern-day clothing.  He found out that the pawn shop was even willing to purchase his pants with the flap in it instead of a zipper.  He probably could have sold his shirt that Bridget had made, but he wanted to keep at least one thing from the past with him.  He had lived on peanut butter and oatmeal.  The owner of the farm allowed him to take any produce that was overripe, and therefore not sellable, free of charge, so he was able to eat some fruit and vegetables.  But then summer ended and so did the job.   
 
      
 
    He had made friends with a man named Jose Sanchez.  This man was actually in the country legally, and he helped Garrett get a copy of his social security card and birth certificate.  After all, Garrett had been born in 1993 and had received those papers, even though the copies Justin had were long gone.  He often wondered what his father had done with all of that stuff.  His father never wanted to talk about it.  After all, when they had gone back in time with Bridget, it was supposed to only be for a few days.  It wasn’t supposed to be permanent.   
 
      
 
    Jose never asked why Garrett didn’t have those papers, but he had a story all ready just in case.  He was going to tell people he had lived with his parents off the grid and hadn’t needed the papers until now.  But no one asked at the government offices.  
 
      
 
    Because he now had papers telling everyone who he was, he was able to get a better job.  After a few weeks of searching, he was hired on as a construction worker for a builder in a part of Denver where many new houses were going up.  He was a good worker and fast, so he quickly moved up from doing grunt work to learning how to build the frames of the houses and putting up sheetrock.  He didn’t mind the work, but he also was doing everything he could to move on to a job he would enjoy.  Over the past months, he spent a lot of time listening and learning.  He also went to the library and read everything he could get his hands on.  He used their computers when he could and slowly taught himself the technology he had missed out on over the past thirteen years.  Luckily, his brain remembered how some of it worked, and he quickly caught on to the changes.   
 
      
 
    He was able to rent a small apartment and even buy a used laptop.  He slept on an air mattress, had dishes he purchased from a second-hand store, a small table and one chair and an old beat-up couch he found on the side of the road one day.  After riding the bus to work every day, he was able to save up enough to purchase an old truck.   
 
      
 
    He had a few friends, although he rarely hung out with them after work.  He had so much to catch up on; he wanted to spend most of his time learning all he could.  
 
      
 
    He was relatively happy with his new life.  He did miss his family, and he often wondered what had happened when they all realized he had disappeared.  He only hoped they figured out where he was.  Sometimes he was tempted to hike back to the portal and see if he could use it to go visit, but he never followed through with that thought.  Even though he missed his family, he wanted to live in 2018, and he didn’t want anything to stop him from being able to come back.  Sometimes he thought about Colleen.  Probably out of all of his family, he missed her the most.  He would speculate what she would think about 2018.  If she came here, would she like it or wish to return to her time?  There were so many things he wished he could show her.  He remembered many conversations he’d had with her, trying to describe his life in the future.  He knew that a lot of what he told her confused her.  After all, how can you understand something you’ve never seen?     
 
      
 
    He glanced at his watch and saw that he needed to get back to work.  He quickly finished his sandwich and walked back into the half-finished house to finish the day.  He wanted to stop off at the library on his way home to check another book about a programming software he wanted to learn.   
 
      
 
    **** 
 
    November, 1906 
 
    The entire family was able to get together for Thanksgiving that year.  The snows weren’t very heavy so far. Justin and Bridget hosted the dinner at their house in Denver.  It was a treat for the family members who lived on the ranch to go to Denver.  Grandma and Grandpa Foster stayed behind to take care of the daily chores while the rest of them were gone.  The women spent the entire day before Thanksgiving cooking and baking.  The next morning, Bridget got up early to put the turkey in the oven and everything was ready to eat by noon.  They enjoyed a wonderful dinner.  After everything was cleaned up, Richard and Katherine took all the younger kids sledding on a nearby hill, leaving the adults to gather in the living room.   
 
    For a while, the talk between the adults was about the ranch and how the art gallery was doing.  Colleen had learned a new way to make dyes for some of the yarn she used for her blankets and explained her idea to everyone.  One thing they didn’t talk about was the fact that a certain member of the family was still missing, until Justin stood up and started to pace the room in frustration.  Bridget got up and touched his arm in comfort when he had paced the length a number of times.   
 
      
 
    “I know you are missing Garrett,” Bridget said.  “We all are.” 
 
      
 
    “I just wish I knew he was alright,” Justin grumbled. 
 
      
 
    No one knew what to say to that.  Everyone was worried about him.  Justin had spent the last six months traveling to nearby cities and towns to see if anyone had seen a man fitting Garrett’s description.  Justin wasn’t 100 percent sure that Garrett had traveled through the portal and wanted to make sure he really wasn’t in their time.  Of course, no one had seen him.   
 
      
 
    Ever since Keegan had left to follow Megan to the future, and the family knew that Keegan was going to stay in her time, they had devised a way to stay in touch with the “Millennial family”, which was how they referred to them.  Just six months ago, Keegan had a stone box with a lid made, and they buried it just under the ground in the portal.  Every month or so, Keegan or Megan would hike to the portal and put letters in the stone box.  The portal would then transport them to the past.  The family on the ranch would dig up the stone box, remove the letters and then do the same.  It was a perfect way to keep in touch with each other.  Keegan and Megan also sometimes actually used the portal to visit for a few days.  Their visits had stopped because Megan was now expecting her first child, and she was concerned about time travel while she was pregnant.   
 
      
 
    Justin knew that Keegan had not seen or heard from Garrett.  Justin had hoped that his son would have tried to find Keegan, but that hadn’t happened.  When Keegan had learned that Garrett had come to the future, he had spent a few months searching for him in the Denver area, but he had to stop when Megan’s mother, Barbara, had become pregnant.  She had had complications with her pregnancy and had needed bed rest to carry the baby full term.  The baby was then born with a heart defect that had needed immediate surgery.  Keegan had been very busy helping with their store so Megan could be with her mother and then with her new little brother who they named after Barbara’s brother-in-law in England, Edward. 
 
      
 
    “I think I need to go to the future and see if I can find him,” Justin suddenly said firmly.  He looked around the room as if he was daring anyone to contradict him.   
 
      
 
    Bridget gasped in dismay.  It was obvious she didn’t approve of the idea, but she didn’t say anything.  Patrick, Shaun, and Justin started to argue with each other with each one insisting they be the one to go and try to find Garrett.  Nicky and Kimberly looked on in amusement, but Bridget was defiantly letting her husband know she didn’t want him to go by the look on her face.   
 
      
 
    “I’ll go,” Colleen spoke up over the voices.  It became quiet as they turned to look at her. 
 
      
 
    “What did you say?” Shaun asked his daughter. 
 
      
 
    “I said that I’ll go and look for Garrett,” Colleen repeated. 
 
      
 
    Shaun sighed and ran a hand through his hair before looking at Bridget sheepishly. “Now I’m the one who isn’t happy about this.” 
 
      
 
    “Pa, you, Patrick, and Justin have responsibilities here.  Traveling to the future isn’t going to be a quick trip.  I am the logical one to send.  You have to admit that I’m the closest to Garrett out of everyone, and I was always able to talk him out of doing stupid things.  I understand how he thinks.” 
 
      
 
    “You have never been to the future before.  You have no idea what it’s like or what you are in for,” Shaun argued. 
 
      
 
    “I’ve never been to the future, but I know quite a bit about it.  Garrett has told me many things,” Colleen explained. 
 
      
 
    Justin frowned.  “He has?  He shouldn’t have done that.  He wasn’t supposed to talk about anything in the future to anyone here in this time, including you.” 
 
      
 
    Kimberly spoke up.  “Justin, look at this from Garrett’s point of view for a moment.  He was only eleven years old when you guys came here.  You were only supposed to stay a few days, but circumstances made it so you had to stay indefinitely.  He remembers the future like a child would, perfect, fun, interesting.” 
 
      
 
    “He struggled here in this time.  He is too smart; he knows too much.  He belongs in the future,” Nicky added.  “But I do agree that we need to try to find him, so we can at least know he is okay.  He has no idea we have the stone mailbox.  Let Colleen go.  We can give her money for the future and directions on how to get to Keegan’s house.  If she follows them exactly, she won’t get lost.” 
 
      
 
    By now Justin was sitting next to Bridget, and Shaun was the one pacing.  Finally, he turned to his daughter.  Colleen couldn’t tell if he was going to let her go or not, but she knew she would try to go even if he was totally against it.  She was old enough to make her own decisions, and she had been feeling very strongly that she needed to try to find Garrett, even if she had to go to the future to do so. 
 
      
 
    “Ok.  But you need to make sure you understand exactly what you need to do to find Keegan.  We don’t need you lost in the future, too.” 
 
      
 
    “Thanks, Pa,” Colleen said as she stood up to give him a hug. 
 
      
 
    Shaun held her close to him for a long time.  “You are my daughter, and I love you very much.  I pray that you will be safe on your journey, that you can find Garrett, and that you can find yourself.” 
 
      
 
    Colleen jerked her head up and looked in his eyes at his last words.  She knew he was telling her that he was aware of her feelings for Garrett.  He was giving her his blessing.   
 
      
 
    Over the next few days, she received many instructions from Kimberly, Nicky, and Justin.  She knew they were surprised at how much she knew about the future.  She was aware of the common machines: the vehicles, the airplanes, and computers.  She also knew about telephones, cell phones, and appliances, to name a few things.  They gave her very detailed instructions on how to get down the canyon after she traveled through the portal.  They told her to go to a restaurant that was at the bottom of the canyon and request that someone to call a taxi for her.  When the taxi arrived, she was to have the person driving it take her directly to Keegan’s house.  They made sure she had enough money to pay the taxi driver and enough extra money just in case she needed it.   
 
      
 
    Kimberly still had some clothes that were from the future; a pair of jeans, a t-shirt, and a jacket.  They no longer fit her since her figure had changed since she had three children, but Kimberly felt they would fit Colleen just fine.  The jacket wouldn’t be as warm as a coat, but it would have to do until she made it to Keegan’s house, and she could purchase more clothing. 
 
      
 
    Colleen had a letter already written that she could put in the stone box as soon as she arrived in the future, so everyone would know she had gotten there safely.  She was to also go to the portal every few weeks and leave an update, weather permitting.  Since it was already November, everyone understood that it could be months before she would be able to hike back to the portal.  Many times the canyon itself was closed by authorities when the snowfall was too heavy.  The hiking trail also could be closed because of snow.  Colleen was told that they didn’t want her to risk going to the portal if it wasn’t safe due to the threat of avalanches.   
 
      
 
    The Saturday after Thanksgiving, Justin and his family decided to head back to Denver. Justin could tell a storm was coming in, and he wanted to get back before it hit the mountains.  Colleen was secretly glad they were leaving.  Now that the decision was made for her to go to the future, she was anxious to leave.  She had received so much advice and instructions, her head was swimming.   
 
      
 
    By lunchtime the next day Colleen was totally ready to go.  She had put on the clothes Kimberly gave her.  She wasn’t sure she liked the jeans.  She had never worn pants before, although she knew some women did wear boys’ britches and liked them better than dresses because they weren’t as restricting.  The jeans seemed way too tight, but Kimberly assured her that they fit her perfectly.  She said that she wouldn’t look out of place in the future, but she would if she showed up in one of her long full dresses she usually wore. 
 
      
 
    At exactly three o’clock, the entire family stood around the portal, and Colleen knew it was time to go.  After last minute hugs from everyone and a long one from her father, she picked up a bag that Nicky called a backpack that had her belongings in it, along with some food, and carefully stepped into the portal.  For a moment nothing happened and Colleen wondered if it was going to work, and then she was gone.  
 
      
 
    **** 
 
    When Colleen arrived in the future, she felt a calmness sweep over her, a feeling she had never felt before, and she wondered what it meant.  The first thing she did was quickly step out of the portal for fear that it would reverse and send her back. There was at least a foot of snow on the ground, quite a bit more than there had been in her time, except in the portal.  Triggering the portal must have melted the snow.  Then she found the spot where the stone box was hidden and placed her pre-written letter in it.   After reburying it, she put on the backpack like Nicky had shown her.  She didn’t linger around the portal but started to look around for the path and quickly found it.  She could hear the river nearby and it helped calm her nerves, knowing it was the same river that she had played and fished in as a child.   
 
      
 
    It took her quite a while to get down the mountain, and she saw no one.  The snow slowed her down, and she couldn’t see any footprints from anyone else.  No one else was around. 
 
      
 
    People are smart enough to stay in their homes and not be out hiking in the snow, she thought wryly.  
 
      
 
    When she finally made it down to the parking lot, she saw her first car, a lone red one sat on the other end of the lot.  It was much bigger than she had imagined.  She was tempted to walk over and look at it, but she remembered one of the many instructions her aunts and uncles had given her. “Don’t show too much interest in the new things you see, at least not until you are with Keegan.  Do your best to fit in.” 
 
      
 
    So, Colleen forced herself to walk right by it.  She took a short break and ate some jerky that was in her backpack before continuing down the road.  A few vehicles drove by, but no one bothered her.  The entire time she walked, she wondered if she would be able to find Garrett.  Keegan never found him.  What made her think she could?  She wondered what his first thoughts were about the future.  Did he immediately like it?   Was he able to find food and lodging quickly?  And the biggest question, was he happy?  Or did he miss his family?  Did he miss her?  By the time she reached the bottom of the road she was exhausted.  She was also very thirsty.  In her time, she would have eaten some of the snow, but she was warned not to do that in the future; something about dirt from the vehicles and pollution.  She had brought a glass bottle of water, but she wanted to save as much as she could just in case she ran into trouble and needed it. 
 
      
 
    When she finally made it to the bottom of the canyon, she immediately saw the restaurant and headed towards it.  She was cold and hungry and was anxious to call the taxi to get to Keegan’s home.  But when she got to the restaurant, it had a big sign on it that said, “Closed for Remodeling.  See you in the Spring!” 
 
      
 
    Colleen’s heart dropped.  What was she going to do now?  Kimberly and Nicky had expected the restaurant to be open, a safe place to wait until the taxi came.  She had been given Keegan’s and Megan’s cell phone numbers.  Kimberly had explained the best she could how to operate a phone and call them, but Colleen really had no idea how she would use one even if she got ahold of a cell phone.   
 
      
 
    She looked around and couldn’t see any other buildings that she might be able to get help from.  She could see a lot of homes in the distance, some of them so big they looked like mansions to her.  Should she walk to one of them and knock on the door?  Would someone be willing to help her?  Tears started to form in her eyes, and she angrily wiped them away.  She was the one who offered to come.  She was a smart woman.  She could get herself out of this mess and find Keegan’s home in another way. 
 
      
 
    She pulled some more jerky out of a pocket of the backpack and tried to think while she chewed.  This road was in the similar location as the road that led from the ranch to Denver in her time.  Keegan’s home shouldn’t be too far away.  She would continue to walk into Denver.  She would try to find another business that was open to call for a taxi.  If that didn’t happen, she should eventually get to Keegan’s home.  
 
      
 
    She walked past the restaurant and came to a road where cars were stopped while other cars were going the opposite direction.  She stood on the side of the road and watched for a while.  It seemed as if the cars all took turns.  One lane of cars would go, and then another, and then another.  None of them went at the same time.  It seemed they somehow knew how to go without crashing into each other.  She remembered Garrett telling her about this once, but she couldn’t remember what he said.  She knew she needed to cross the street, but how was she going to do that without getting hit?  Then she saw a young man with a small boy at his side walk to the edge of the road.  Colleen watched as the man pushed a button on a large post.  Then they waited.  Soon the cars stopped, and the man started to walk.  He pointed to something at the other side of the road and said something to the little boy who nodded at his father.  Colleen looked at what he was pointing at and saw a square box that had a green person in it.  The man and boy crossed to the other side of the street and then continued on.  Colleen watched them make their way down the street and then looked at the box again.  The green person in the box was now a red hand, and the cars started to move again. 
 
      
 
    Colleen then noticed the same type of post right beside her, and a large button was on it.  She pushed it, and sure enough, a few minutes later the cars stopped.  She saw the green person in the box and decided that must mean it was safe to cross the street, so she started to walk, being careful to make sure the cars really had stopped.  When she made it to the other side, the cars started to move again, and Colleen smiled to herself.  She had figured out her first big test at how things worked in the future!  She felt much more confident as she walked down the road.  Maybe this wasn’t going to be as hard as she thought. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
    She walked down the road for quite a while before she found another building that could be a business, bypassing all the fancy homes in the process.  There was a sign in front of the building that said it was open, and she went inside.  She immediately saw that it sold a lot of clothes.  Curiosity made her want to look around at all the clothing that was for sale, but she knew she needed to get to Keegan’s as soon as possible.  She would have plenty of time later to explore.  A man walked up to her. 
 
      
 
    “Can I help you find something?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Actually, I was wondering if I could ask for your help in calling a taxi for me,” Colleen said. 
 
      
 
    The man’s faced darkened.  “We can only help you if you buy something first.” 
 
      
 
    At first Colleen was speechless.  Was he really expecting her to buy something to get help?   
 
      
 
    “Never mind,” she mumbled and quickly left the store.  There was another store next to the first one, so she walked into that building hoping she would have better luck.  This store sold food, and no one walked up to her to ask her if they could help.  In fact, it seemed that everyone was so busy, they didn’t even know she was there.  After standing there for a few minutes, she turned around and left. 
 
      
 
    It was starting to get dark, and she was getting very cold.  She knew she either needed to figure out how to find Keegan or find a place to stay the night.  Just up ahead she saw a large building that had the word vacancy on the front.  She somehow knew that it was probably a hotel.   
 
      
 
    “I wonder how much it would cost to stay there for the night,” she said as she headed in that direction.  When she opened the door, she saw that it was a hotel, only quite a bit fancier than the hotels she had in her time, which was understandable since she was in the future now.  A woman was sitting behind a long counter looking at what looked like a big black box.  Colleen walked towards her and noticed that the woman’s fingers were moving quickly over a flat board that had the alphabet and numbers on it. 
 
      
 
    “Can I help you?” the woman asked. 
 
      
 
    Colleen noticed that she had a name tag on her white shirt that said “Noreen.” 
 
      
 
    “I was wondering how much it would cost to stay here for the night,” Colleen said. 
 
      
 
    “Will it just be you, or will others be joining you?” 
 
      
 
    “Just me.” 
 
      
 
    The woman named an amount that had Colleen’s jaw drop.  She never would have spent that much in her time to stay in a hotel, even in the fancier ones.   
 
      
 
    “It is a very reasonable price,” the woman said, as if feeling the need to defend herself. 
 
      
 
    Colleen did a quick calculation in her head.  What the woman was asking for a room would take up most of her money that her family had given her.  Noreen looked around quickly and then said quietly, “I’ll let you have the room for half price if you really need a place to stay.” 
 
      
 
    Colleen breathed a sigh of relief.  “Okay.  Thank you.”  She gave Noreen some money and then accepted a key.   
 
      
 
    “The room is down the hallway at the end,” Noreen explained.  “We serve a complimentary breakfast until 9:00.” 
 
      
 
    Colleen must have looked confused because Noreen quickly said, “It comes with the price of the room.  If you are hungry right now, there is a gift shop around the corner where you can purchase food.” Colleen nodded her head in understanding.   
 
      
 
    She wanted to ask Noreen how she could call Keegan, because that was what she would need to do now that she just spent most of her money on a hotel room, but in the end, she turned away.  She walked down the hall Noreen had indicated and quickly found room 110.  The key worked perfectly, and she was soon inside with the door shut behind her.  The room was dark and it took her a few minutes to figure out how to turn on the lights.  She was amazed at how lit up the room was.  There was a bed in the middle of the room that was neatly made. She set her backpack down on the bed and slowly looked around at the room.  There were heavy curtains covering a very large window. In her opinion, the curtains were a very ugly green and yellow, but as she looked at them closer, she could see that they were heavy enough to keep light from going into the room from the window if the occupant wished.  She played around with each light and lamp to see how they worked. There was a small table by the bed with a small box that lit up with numbers on it.  After thinking about it, she realized it was a clock, and it was displaying the time of 8:06 pm.  The one item she was most fascinated with was the TV.  It was a large rectangular box that hung on the wall above a dresser.  She couldn’t figure out how to use it though.   
 
      
 
    She inspected a small closet that she assumed was to hang clothes in.  Then she saw a small room with a large tub, sink, and toilet.  She was familiar with these things because the fancier houses and hotels in her time had a bathroom.  She tried each knob to the faucets and loved the idea of water coming out of the top of the tub to shower in.   
 
      
 
    The more she explored her new world, the more she liked what she saw and learned.  She was eager to see and learn more, but right then she was hungry.  She opened her backpack to see what food she had left.  There were a few pieces of jerky and dried fruit, along with a meat sandwich that didn’t look appetizing because it had gotten smashed against one of her dresses she had insisted on taking, along with a few of her personal belongings; a journal, pen, a few colored pencils that Kimberly had given her for Christmas one year, and a sketch pad she used to draw designs with ideas for her blankets.  The pencils were from a set that Kimberly had brought with her from the future.  
 
      
 
    Remembering that Noreen had told her there was a place to buy food in the hotel, she decided to go see what was available.  She took some of the money from her backpack and started to leave the room.  Just as she was going to shut the door, she remembered the key, and went back in to get it.  After making sure the door was locked, she was able to find the gift shop.  A young man was the only person in the room. 
 
      
 
    “Can I help you find anything?” the young man asked. 
 
      
 
    Colleen smiled at him.  He looked to be about her age.  His blonde hair was cut short close to his neck, and grew longer the closer it got to his ears. He had a colorful shirt on that buttoned up into a collar at his neck.  She wasn’t used to the way modern people dressed, but she could tell that this man was dressed well.  
 
      
 
    “I’m just wondering what you have in the way of food,” Colleen said, trying to act confident instead of shy like she felt inside.   
 
      
 
    The young man showed her the options.  There were several prepared foods like thick sandwiches wrapped in some type of see-through blanket, and apples and oranges, and other fruit that she didn’t recognize.  In a see-through container, there were lettuce and vegetables.  In small packages there were other foods she didn’t recognize.  She didn’t want to take a chance trying something new only to find out she didn’t like it, so she picked out a sandwich and an apple.  In a large see-through ice box, there were a number of drink choices.  Seeing a bottle of milk, she took one of those.  After purchasing the food and trying to hide her shock about how expensive the food was, she returned to her room.  Setting the food down on a table, she quickly counted how much money she had left, and her heart dropped.  Kimberly had warned her that things were much more expensive in the future, but she had no idea how much.  She only had about twenty dollars left.  She knew it wasn’t going to be enough for a taxi. 
 
      
 
    “I’m going to have to ask Noreen how I can call Keegan,” she said out loud.   
 
      
 
    The sandwich was good, although the bread was a bit dry.  She only ate half of it, saving the rest of it for the next day, along with half of the milk.  She had discovered a small icebox in the room so she put her left over food in there, along with the apple. 
 
      
 
    Exhaustion swept over her, and she pulled off the uncomfortable pants and climbed right into the comfortable bed. She was asleep within seconds. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 8 
 
    
  
 
    Early the next morning, she took advantage of the free breakfast, enjoying bacon, eggs, and a muffin.  When she was ready to leave, she swallowed her pride and approached the front desk.  Noreen was sitting behind it, and she looked up with a smile. 
 
      
 
    “Are you leaving us already?  I hope you enjoyed your stay,” Noreen said. 
 
      
 
    “Yes.  I was wondering if you could help me with something,” Colleen asked hesitantly.   
 
      
 
    “Of course.” 
 
      
 
    Colleen pulled out the paper that had Keegan’s phone number on it.  “I was wondering if you could help me call this number.”  
 
      
 
    Noreen looked at her, confusion in her eyes, but she was too much a professional to ask questions.  Colleen knew Noreen was wondering why Colleen didn’t know how to do that and sighed inwardly with relief when the woman nodded her head.  
 
      
 
    “Sure.  You can use my phone right here.”   
 
      
 
    Colleen tried to watch carefully while Noreen picked up the phone and touched a bunch of numbers.  She wanted to be able to do this herself next time, but Noreen did it too fast, and she couldn’t follow the steps.  Noreen handed her part of the phone, and Collen instinctively held it to her ear, hoping she did it right. 
 
      
 
    “Hello,” Colleen suddenly heard in her ear. 
 
      
 
    “Hi. Is this Keegan?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, it is.  May I help you?” 
 
      
 
    Colleen sighed with relief, trying to keep her tears at bay.  “Uncle Keegan, this is Colleen.” 
 
      
 
    There was a long pause.  “What?  Is this Shaun’s daughter?  Did you just come from the ranch?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes.  I’m here to try to find Garrett.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, it sure is good to hear your voice.  Where are you?” 
 
      
 
    Colleen had no idea what to tell him.  She tried to be careful of what she said, because she knew Noreen was next to her and would notice if she mentioned time travel.  “I arrived yesterday.  I was supposed to hire a taxi to go to your house, but that didn’t work out.  I’m at a hotel right now.” 
 
      
 
    “Which one?” 
 
      
 
    “I…I’m not sure.  Let me ask.”  Colleen looked at Noreen who gave her an address to which Colleen repeated to Keegan. 
 
      
 
    “Okay.  I know which hotel you are talking about.  It will take me awhile to get there.  I am at our store right now, and I will need to wait until Megan gets here.  It will probably be at least two hours.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s fine,” Colleen said with relief.  She was so happy to hear her uncle’s voice; she had a hard time keeping tears from her voice. 
 
      
 
    “I want you to stay there until I get there.  Don’t go anywhere.  Do you understand?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes.  I will wait for you here,” Colleen agreed. 
 
      
 
    After saying goodbye and thanking Noreen for her help, she wondered where the best place would be to wait.  Noreen seemed to sense her question. 
 
      
 
    “You can wait in the lobby until your ride comes,” the woman offered.  
 
      
 
    “Thanks so much,” Colleen told her with relief.   
 
      
 
    Picking up her backpack, she walked over to a comfortable couch to wait.  There was a TV on in the corner of the room, so she started to watch it.  There was a beautiful woman who talked, and then sometimes a man talked.  There were also words that were printed on the bottom of the screen that moved, saying different things.  After listening to it for a few minutes, she realized they were talking about various events that were happening around the world.  Some of what they talked about was interesting, and other things sounded really scary to her.  Events like a robbery and someone was killed in it, a bomb that had gone off and killed ten people in a country she had never heard of, and a man gave a large amount of money to some homeless people.  Sometimes the woman and man stopped talking and other people talked, trying to get people to buy things like soap that was supposed to clean your clothes really well and a cereal for breakfast that looked awful to her.   
 
      
 
    One story caught her attention.  There was an angry mob of people with black skin. They felt they weren’t being treated fairly due to their skin color and were protesting in front of a large building.  The woman explaining the situation listed problems the people had been facing, and Colleen almost froze with fear.  She wasn’t treated well in her time because she was part Indian and looked different.  It didn’t seem any better for the people on the screen. Is this the way she would be treated as well?  After that story had ended, Colleen stopped watching the T.V. and stared at her hands. 
 
      
 
    She was equally fascinated with this new world, and at the same time appalled.  Life was very different in the future and she wondered if she would ever get used to the differences.  And did she even want to?   As soon as she found Garrett, she was planning on talking him into coming back with her.  Would he really want to stay here with so many scary things happening?   It was starting to sound like the future wasn’t a very safe place to live in at all. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Keegan seemed very happy to see her when he finally arrived, and Colleen was so glad to see someone she knew.  She threw her arms around his shoulders, and they stood in an embrace for a while.  Colleen couldn’t help the tears that fell down her cheeks.  Keegan finally pulled away and held her at arm's length.  
 
      
 
    “Are you okay?” he asked with concern.  He was always very aware of what the people around him were feeling and was quick to offer solutions to any problems.  
 
      
 
    “I’m fine.  Just a little overwhelmed,” Colleen answered honestly, tears threatening to fall again at the earnest look he gave her.  
 
      
 
    “Well, let’s get you home.”  He quickly ushered her out of the hotel and into a waiting black car.  Colleen felt a thrill of excitement for her first ride in an automobile.   
 
      
 
    “You seem to be doing well in the future,” Colleen commented after Keegan had pulled away from the hotel and turned down a street.  He seemed to operate the car with ease. 
 
      
 
    “It was a big adjustment, but I like it here,” Keegan comment with a smile. “So, you came to look for Garrett?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes.  Justin is very worried about him, that we haven’t seen or heard from him.  He was going to come, but I could tell Bridget didn’t like the idea at all.  I found myself volunteering.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m a bit surprised that you came, to be honest.” 
 
      
 
    The car turned onto another larger road and sped up.  Colleen clutched the sides of the seat in fear, but she relaxed when she saw that Keegan was in total control of the car.  She tried not to think about how fast they were going.  She noticed some of the other vehicles around them were going even faster as they passed.    
 
      
 
    “I just felt like I needed to come.  Garrett and I have been close, and if I can find him, I can bring him home.” 
 
      
 
    Keegan glanced at her for a split second before looking at the road again.  “Would you like to know my opinion?” he asked after a few minutes. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, of course.  Do you have an idea where he is?” Colleen asked eagerly.  
 
      
 
    “Garrett is a smart man.  He’s been here in the future long enough that if he wanted to find me, he would have by now.” 
 
      
 
    Colleen’s heart fell.  It never occurred to her that Garrett hadn’t contacted Keegan by choice.  She didn’t say anything, but continued to watch the scenery whiz past her.   
 
      
 
    “But what if something is wrong?  What if something happened to him?” Colleen finally asked. 
 
      
 
    Keegan shrugged his shoulders and maneuvered the car onto another road.  Soon they were pulling in front of a large home that Colleen immediately recognized as Victoria’s house in her time.  Victoria had deeded the house to Keegan, so he now owned it.  It looked pretty much the same as it did in her time.  The grounds and yard around it were different though. For one thing, there were other homes that had been built close by.  Part of the grounds had been made into a small parking lot and a few cars were sitting in it.   
 
      
 
    “Do you still live here?” Colleen asked. 
 
      
 
    “No.  Megan and I did for a while, but since we found out we are going to have a baby, we purchased a home for ourselves.   Most of the house is now the Healing Herbs and Gifts shop Megan’s mother, Barbara, started.” 
 
      
 
    Keegan parked the car and led Colleen inside.  She was greeted with a hug from a very pregnant Megan.  She had only met Megan once, but she felt instantly at home with her.   
 
      
 
    Megan gave her a quick tour of the store which took up the entire bottom floor of the house. There was a main room where a register, some decorations, and some bagged tea and natural oil products were displayed.  Off to the right was a kitchen that was set up as a small cafe.  It smelled strongly of coffee and had a few customers munching on baked goods at tables.  Next, Megan took her to the library.  There were a few comfortable sitting chairs with a table in the middle.  Tall bookcases lined the walls and were filled with different books and more herbs.  The atmosphere was comforting and homely; Colleen felt she could sit in that room with a book all day. 
 
      
 
    Colleen spent the rest of the afternoon with Megan, sitting on a chair watching Megan work in the shop.  She enjoyed listening to Megan talk with her customers.  She wanted to explore the shop some more and the Victorian house in general, but she decided it would be best to stay put.  When Megan finally closed the store at around six in the evening, Keegan drove both of them to a smaller home a few blocks away that they had purchased.  Colleen liked it immediately.  Megan had decorated it with bright colors, and she recognized some of the styles that had been used in the shop.  There was a kitchen with what looked like marble countertops, a large fancy stove and refrigerator.  There was a small living room next to the kitchen followed by three large bedrooms.  One of them Megan and Keegan used, and another was being converted into the baby’s new room.  When Megan opened the door to the third room, she guided Colleen inside.    
 
      
 
    “You can use this room while you are here,” Megan said. Colleen was surprised at the size of the room.  She stayed with Bridget and Justin, and she was grateful for their help, but her room was cramped.  This room was at least three times bigger, with a large bed topped with a flowered blanket, a dresser, and a chair in front of a small desk.  “Please feel free to use anything you wish in this house, and if you need anything at all, you only have to ask.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you,” Colleen said, as she placed her backpack on the floor by the bed. 
 
      
 
    “Are you hungry?” 
 
      
 
    Colleen shook her head.  She had eaten quite a bit at the free breakfast the hotel had provided just in case she wouldn’t be able to eat again for a long time.  She had also finished the sandwich and apple she from the evening before. 
 
      
 
    “Kimberly gave me these clothes to wear,” Coleen said, pointing to the t-shirt and jeans. “Do you think I could change into one of my dresses?” 
 
      
 
    Megan hesitated before shaking her head.  “If you want to fit in and not invite questions from others, you need to dress like we do.  In fact, we look to be the same size.  I can lend you some of my clothes to wear while you are here.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, you don’t have to do that,” Colleen protested. 
 
      
 
    “It’s fine, I promise.  I can’t wear them right now anyway,” Megan said, as she pointed to her very pregnant stomach. 
 
      
 
    Colleen tried not to blush in embarrassment.  In her time, women didn’t talk about their pregnancies openly like Megan was doing, though she never understood why.  After all, having a baby was a perfectly natural process.   
 
      
 
    “I can give you some dresses that you might be comfortable in.  You don’t have to wear pants all the time.” 
 
      
 
    “That would be great.” Colleen looked around the room and then decided to ask, “I assume you know I’m here to try to find Garrett.  Do you have any idea where to start?  Denver has gotten so big.  It probably would be a waste of time to drive all over to find him.” 
 
      
 
    Megan shook her head. “No.  That wouldn’t work.  He might not even be in Denver anyway.” 
 
      
 
    That thought hadn’t even occurred to her.  The possibility of not being able to find him started to seem possible.  What would she do if she couldn’t find him? 
 
      
 
    “I suggest you take a few days to get used to things.  Then I can take you to the library and show you how to search in old newspapers.  We can also hire a detective if we need to, but I would rather have that be the last resort.  The detective will ask questions that we really can’t answer about time travel.”   
 
      
 
    Colleen nodded her understanding.  The fewer people that knew about time travel, the better.  Part of her wanted to go to the library right then, but she also wanted to take Megan’s advice to take a few days.  In the end, she agreed to wait.  
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Two days after Colleen had arrived in the future, she woke up that morning and decided it was time for her to do what she came to do - find Garrett.  She was actually surprised that neither Keegan or Megan seemed too concerned about him, and she wondered why.  Did they know something and they weren’t telling her?   
 
      
 
    She had met Barbara, Megan’s mother, and her new husband, Daniel.  Barbara had a new baby.  She was thrilled to have had a baby at her age since she was over 40 years old.  They had a boy and had named him Edward after Daniel’s brother in England.  Colleen heard about their story; how Barbara had accidentally traveled back to 1810 through an old locket that she had found in Keegan’s attic.  She met Daniel there, and they had fallen in love.  He had traveled back to her time, 2016. They had brought Daniel’s sister, Laura, with them, because she had gotten very sick, and Barbara knew the only way that her life could be saved was to bring her to her time.  Laura had been diagnosed with pneumonia, and antibiotics quickly made her well again.  Laura didn’t want to stay in the future, but Daniel had wanted to.  So, Laura went back to 1810, and Daniel had stayed in the future and married Barbara.  
 
      
 
    Colleen loved watching the older couple together with their new son.  He seemed healthy since he had had a heart operation only a few months previously, and Colleen marveled that medicine had advanced so much that they could fix such problems.  She could tell that Barbara and Daniel were very happy together.  Megan seemed to get along with her step-father and loved holding her new baby brother. 
 
      
 
    “I need all the practice I can get,” Megan had said to Colleen. 
 
      
 
    “Do you know when you are due?” Colleen had asked since it seemed like women were much more open about their pregnancies in this time.  
 
      
 
    “I’m due the end of January.  I’m having a girl,” Megan had said proudly as she cuddled her brother. 
 
      
 
    Colleen’s eyes had widened. “You know what you’re having?  How can that happen?” 
 
      
 
    “We have a machine called an ultrasound.  When I was about 20 weeks along, the doctor used it to make sure everything was okay with the baby.  He was also able to see that it was a girl.” 
 
      
 
    Colleen couldn’t even imagine such a thing.  The future seemed like a wondrous place to her.  She realized she was starting to like it very much and knew that it was going to be hard to go back to her time after she found Garrett.  She was starting to understand why it was so hard for Garrett to adjust to her time.  How did Kimberly, Nicky, Justin, and his parents do it?  There were so many advantages to living in the future.  Why were they so willing to give it all up?  It was a question she hoped to find an answer to while she was here. 
 
      
 
    After breakfast, Colleen announced to Megan and Keegan, “I want to go to the library you talked about. I want to search Denver’s newspapers and see if anything has been written about him.” 
 
      
 
    Keegan and Megan looked at each other in concern.   
 
      
 
    “What if Garrett doesn’t want to be found?” Keegan asked bluntly. “Have you thought of that?” 
 
      
 
    “If Garrett could have found the house your shop is in, couldn’t you have found him just as easily?” Colleen asked, ignoring Keegan’s question. 
 
      
 
    “I did look for him, but it’s not as easy as you might think.  This time period might seem wondrous and miraculous to you, but there are still limitations.  If someone doesn’t want to be found, they can hide themselves easily enough, just like they could in your time.  I don’t have access to any of Garrett’s identification, his address where he used to live, or where he could be living now.  Unless he did something that warranted an article to be written about him, I can almost guarantee that you will not find anything in any newspapers.  He would be smart enough to not draw attention to himself.” 
 
      
 
    Colleen looked at Megan to see if she agreed with Keegan.  She slowly nodded her head.   
 
      
 
    “I want to try,” Colleen said stubbornly.  They might be right that she wouldn’t find anything, but it was a good place to start.  In her time, everything that was even remotely important was written in the newspaper.  Surely things were still the same in the future.  
 
      
 
    After breakfast, Megan wrote down directions to the library.  It was close enough that Colleen could walk to it, which she was grateful for.  She didn’t want Megan or Keegan to feel they had to take her there, especially when they felt she was wasting her time.  Megan had also explained to her how to find the librarian who could help her.  
 
      
 
    “Tell her that you will need help using the computer,” Megan advised.  
 
      
 
    “Won’t she think it strange that I don’t even know how to turn one on?” Colleen asked with apprehension.  It hadn’t occurred to her that she would need to use a computer. 
 
      
 
    Megan shrugged.  “Maybe, but it will be her job.  She’ll help you.  The librarian helped Keegan many times when he first arrived.  Just don’t let on that you are from the early 1900s.” 
 
      
 
    It only took twenty minutes to get to the library.  The day was cold, but the sky was clear with no threatening clouds.  Megan had lent her a heavy coat that Colleen thoroughly loved.  It was long and grey and ended about mid-thigh. The material was thick but very soft. Colleen knew it was different from what she would wear during her time, but it somehow made her feel stylish and gave her confidence.  Part of her wanted to ask if she could take one back to her time when she left, but she knew she couldn’t.  It looked nothing like the coats she wore. It had what Megan called a zipper, for one thing, and once Colleen learned how to use it, she absolutely loved this invention. 
 
      
 
    When she arrived at the library, she meant to go right to the librarian, but instead she spent a full hour slowly walking around.  There were two floors of books and she knew she could spend the rest of her life in this building, just reading anything she wanted.  She loved the children’s section.  There was a small play area where some young toddlers were playing with a wooden train set on a table just for that purpose.  Their mothers sat on some benches nearby and chatted with each other.   
 
      
 
    When she reached the nonfiction section, she pulled various books off the shelves just to see what they were.  She loved the animal section, and she was amazed at the beautiful pictures in some travel books of places around the world.  What she especially found interesting was the history section.  The books had been placed on the shelves by year.  She quickly found a book about the early 1900s and opened it.  It was fun to read about her time like it had already come and gone.  She started to read about inventions that she hadn’t heard of yet.  She was shocked at how soon some of the inventions would be made.  When she moved onto the section that talked about wars, something made her close the book and put it back on the shelf.  She wasn’t sure if she really wanted to know information about future wars.  
 
      
 
    “I should go find the librarian,” Colleen decided.  She also remembered something Patrick had said many times while she grew up, and Keegan would ask questions about history.  “Time travel can change history.  I don’t think it’s a good idea to know what is going to happen when it hasn’t happened yet, in this time.” 
 
      
 
    When Colleen finally approached the librarian, the woman smiled at her.  “Can I help you find something?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” Colleen said, trying to sound confident.  “I am looking for someone and would like to see if he’s in any of the Denver newspapers.” 
 
      
 
    “We have a number of Newspapers in Denver,” the librarian said.  “Do you know which one you’d like to start with?” 
 
      
 
    Colleen shook her head and tried not to look overwhelmed. 
 
      
 
    “We can start with the Denver Tribune and go on from there,” the librarian decided for her.  “Follow me.” 
 
      
 
    The librarian led Colleen into a room where a number of computers were.  “All of our old newspapers are put on these computers, at least the last 20 years or so.  Do you need to look further back than that?” 
 
      
 
    “No, this should be fine.” 
 
      
 
    “Do you have a library card?” 
 
      
 
    Colleen pulled out a small blue and white card Megan had given her just before she left, explaining that Colleen might need it. 
 
      
 
    The librarian inserted it in a slot by the computer.   
 
      
 
    “Would you show me how it works?” Colleen asked apprehensively.  She was just waiting for the look she would constantly get back in her time, the look that said, “I don’t want to waste my time on you.” 
 
      
 
    “Of course.” The look never came.  
 
      
 
    The librarian had Colleen sit down in a chair in front of one of the computers and quickly showed her how to search for a name.  Multiple articles came up, and the name she was searching for was highlighted so she could see it.  Colleen was so amazed at how it worked.  She wanted to ask more questions.  How could such a small box hold so much information?  But she didn’t dare ask.  She could tell the librarian assumed she had some knowledge of how to use a computer.  Colleen wished she had asked Megan or Keegan to give her a crash course on how to use a computer, but it was too late now. 
 
      
 
    “I need to go help another patron,” the librarian said, “But I’ll be back in a while to see if you need anything else.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you,” Colleen called out as the woman left the room.   
 
      
 
    For a full five minutes, Colleen just sat there. She didn’t dare touch anything.  What if it stopped working or she broke something?  She looked around the room, noticing two older men and a young girl were also in the room, each sitting in front of a computer.  She couldn’t see what the older men were doing, but she could see that their fingers were rapidly moving over what the librarian had called the keyboard.  The young girl was looking intently at the screen as colorful images rapidly showed up across the screen.  Her fingers were also on the keyboard, but she was just touching part of it.  Colleen wanted to ask her what she was doing, but she refrained. 
 
      
 
    Looking at her own keyboard, she finally typed in the name “Garrett Foster” and then hit the enter button like the librarian had instructed.  At first nothing seemed to happen, and then the words “search not found” appeared on the screen. 
 
      
 
    Colleen frowned.  Maybe she hadn’t done it properly?  She tried again, but had the same results.  Obviously, Garrett’s name wasn’t in the newspaper.  Then she had the thought: What if she typed in Justin’s name?   
 
      
 
    “It’s worth a try,” Colleen thought as she did so.  This time she was successful.  A few articles appeared on the screen.   
 
      
 
    “Local Family Disappears!” she read.  
 
      
 
    At first Colleen wondered what this article had to do with anything before she realized that it must have been written when Justin went back to her time with his family; they had disappeared.  She could imagine how confusing that would have been to people who had known them.  
 
      
 
    Colleen wondered how she could read the entire article. She didn’t dare type anything; what if it disappeared?  She reached out and touched the screen and the entire article opened up. 
 
      
 
    “This is so amazing,” Colleen breathed.  She leaned forward in her chair and read: 
 
      
 
    Local Family Disappears 
 
      
 
    Recently, the Denver Police Department discovered Justin Foster and his young son missing. Justin owns a successful game-writing business and had just sold his latest game for a very profitable amount.  Police are baffled at not being able to contact any of Justin’s emergency contacts.  Upon further inspection, his parents, Douglas and Michelle, haven’t been seen for quite some time as well. His sister, Nicole Foster, had been reported missing the year before, but there was nothing suspicious about her circumstances, so her case was dropped.  Now police are wondering if they should have done a more thorough investigation.  No other family members have heard from the family for several months. 
 
      
 
    Investigators state they didn’t find anything missing from the apartment, and the fridge and pantry were fully stocked.  
 
      
 
    Late Thursday evening, Justin’s car was found in a parking lot close to Mt. Sanita’s hiking trail.  Police are speculating the family must have gone on a hike and gotten lost.  Search and rescue parties will begin early Friday to search for the family.  Any volunteers are welcome and can contact the local search and rescue office for details.  
 
      
 
    Colleen wondered if there was any way she could get a copy of the article to show Keegan.  She had seen one of the older men walk over to another machine and pick up paper from it, and she figured whatever he had been looking at on the computer was now on the paper.  But how could she do that? 
 
      
 
    She sat in her chair for a long time, rereading the article over and over again, committing it to memory if she wasn’t going to be able to get a copy of it.  Then the librarian appeared at her side.  
 
      
 
    “Have you found what you were looking for?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    Colleen nodded.  “I did.  I was wondering if I could get a copy of this.” 
 
      
 
    The librarian did something on the computer and then nodded her head.  “This card has a few dollars on it.  I’ll print the article for you.” 
 
      
 
    Colleen had no idea how the card could have money on it, but she quietly watched as the librarian hit a few keys and then touched the computer screen. 
 
      
 
    “There you go, sweetie.  It’s over there on the printer.  Can I help you with anything else?” 
 
      
 
    Colleen shook her head.  “You have been very helpful. Thank you.” 
 
      
 
    She walked over to the printer and found three pages had printed out of the article, along with a picture of a house.  She carefully folded the papers and tucked them inside one of the roomy pockets of her coat and headed back to Keegan’s house. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    Garrett drove away from the bank after depositing his most recent paycheck.  He now had enough to enroll in college full time.  He was already taking two online classes, a math and English class, the first type of education he had had since he had arrived in his time.  Garrett planned to go home to his apartment and immediately sign up for more classes through the local community college.  He already knew what he wanted to take; he just needed to make sure he had enough money to cover the costs.  He was going to work on a computer science degree.  He knew it was going to take many years before he graduated, but he figured he had all the time in the world.  He wanted to be a software programmer.  
 
      
 
    His boss had agreed to allow him to take the time off he needed to attend his classes during the week, as long as he worked a twelve-hour day Saturday and four hours each weekday.  Garrett wasn’t sure if he was going to be able to handle going to school full time and work almost full time.  He did have a few coins left from the early 1900s that he knew he could sell to coin collectors if he needed to, but he wanted to hold onto those as long as possible just in case of an emergency.   
 
      
 
    He felt really good about what he had accomplished since he had arrived in his time.  He had worked hard, harder than he had ever worked before.  He knew the difference was he was doing what he wanted to do, not what everyone wanted him to do.  He also felt some regret in how he had handled things.  He knew he could have let his family know that he wanted to return to the future before he left.  He wondered if they were worried about him, and he only hoped that they might have reached some conclusion that he had wanted to be in the future for years and was finally here. 
 
      
 
    About six months after he arrived, he was able to find Keegan’s home.  He had sat in his truck just outside the home late one night wondering if he should go inside.  In the end he had driven away.  He didn’t want anything or anyone to make it so he would need to return to the past.  He also wanted, no, he needed, to prove to himself that he could take care of himself, and he didn’t need his family to give him food or money.  It had been a huge adjustment getting used to things again, but he had remembered quite a bit from his childhood of how things worked, and the rest he figured out on his own and by research. 
 
      
 
    As the months passed, he started to think about things differently.  He understood why his father hadn’t wanted him to know about the portal.  Parents liked having their children close by.  He knew that in his father’s eyes, it wasn’t safe or smart to use the portal just because he wasn’t happy where he was.   
 
      
 
    “I guess I’ve grown up,” Garrett muttered to himself wryly.  He was able to recognize that the reasons he had stayed away from his family no longer applied.  He had built a life for himself, and no one could argue that he should return to the past.  Besides, it would be nice to have family here in this time, and he knew that while Keegan might be upset on how he had handled things, he would still be welcomed with open arms.  Garrett looked forward to meeting Megan and her family.   
 
      
 
    He wondered if Keegan would know of a way to let his father know he was alright.  Most likely there was too much snow on the path to the portal, since it was the end of November, but he knew even if the path was clear, it wouldn’t make a difference.  He didn’t want to use the portal ever again.  He didn’t want anything to happen that would make it so he would have to stay in the past again.  He belonged in the time he was born in.   
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    When Colleen arrived at Megan’s house, she hung up the coat on a rack and got a drink of water before looking for Megan.  She found her sitting on a couch in her living room holding a small, thin, rectangular shaped box.  Megan was looking at it intently.  A thin string was attached to the thin box on one end, and the other end was in Megan’s ear.  Megan looked up as Colleen walked closer. 
 
      
 
    Megan smiled and pulled the thin string out of her ear and then touched the box. “I didn’t hear you come in.  How was your day?” 
 
      
 
    “It was good.  What is that?” 
 
      
 
    Megan patted the couch beside her.  “Sit down, and I’ll show you.” 
 
      
 
    Megan proceeded to show Colleen what she called a tablet.  Megan showed her how she could store many books on it, as well as movies, games, and what she called photographs.  Colleen enjoyed the short lesson and loved to see the pictures of Megan’s family.  
 
      
 
    “So, did you find anything at the library about Garrett?” Megan finally asked. 
 
      
 
    Colleen shook her head and started to tell Megan about the newspaper article about Justin, but Megan touched her hand. 
 
      
 
    “Can I ask you a personal question?” 
 
      
 
    “Of course.” 
 
      
 
    “Why haven’t you married?  I know that most women your age are married in your time, aren’t they?” 
 
      
 
    Colleen suddenly felt very uncomfortable, and she wasn’t sure how honest she should be.  It was true that most of the girls she had gone to school with when she was a teenager were now married. Most of them had at least one child.   
 
      
 
    “I don’t know if I will ever marry,” Colleen confessed. 
 
      
 
    “Why not?” Megan looked shocked.  “You are a very beautiful woman.  I’m surprised you don’t at least have someone you are dating.” 
 
      
 
    “Dating?” Colleen asked, confused at the term. 
 
      
 
    “Courting, I guess you’d call it.”  
 
      
 
    Colleen looked down at her hands.  How could she tell Megan the real reason why most men in her time tended to avoid courting her?  She decided to be upfront.  
 
      
 
    “Most men aren’t interested in me because I’m half Indian.” 
 
      
 
    Megan almost looked shocked at Colleen’s explanation, but then understanding flooded her face.  
 
      
 
    “Well, you will find that in this time that will generally not be a problem for you.” 
 
      
 
    Colleen remembered Garrett telling her the same thing a few times.  She had had a hard time believing it, but now Megan was saying the same thing. 
 
      
 
    “There are a few people who are prejudiced, but there are actually many biracial couples; black and white will marry, Hispanic and Indian.  It is very common to see in this time.” 
 
      
 
    “I did notice that no one looked at me strangely when I was at the library today.  When I needed to rent a hotel room, I didn’t have any problem doing so.” 
 
      
 
    Colleen knew that this was one reason she enjoyed being around Garrett.  He didn’t care she was half Indian. In fact, as he grew older, he would often compliment her, especially when she wore a dress that offset her dark features. 
 
      
 
    “In fact, you might be interested to know that we no longer refer to your race as Indian.  You are called a Native American, because your people were here in America long before white people ever arrived.” 
 
      
 
    Megan repeated the new term to herself.  Native Americans.  She liked the sound of it.  It was much better than half Indian or even half-breed, which she had sometimes been called.  
 
      
 
    Keegan entered the room holding a few bags.  Colleen could tell there was food in them because of the aroma.  She watched almost enviously as he greeted Megan with a long kiss. 
 
      
 
    “I brought home dinner,” Keegan said as he held up the bags.  “Fried chicken.” 
 
      
 
    Megan looked relieved.  “Oh, thank you.  I wasn’t in the mood to make dinner and was trying to decide what to fix when Colleen came home from the library.” 
 
      
 
    Keegan turned to her with a smile of greeting.  “Did you have success finding anything about Garrett?” 
 
      
 
    Colleen shook her head.  “No, but I did find something else that might interest everyone.  I can tell you about it during dinner.” 
 
      
 
    Megan stood.  “I’ll go make a garden salad really quickly to go with the chicken.” 
 
      
 
    “I can help as soon as I clean up,” Colleen offered.   
 
      
 
    She went to her room and looked longingly at the dress she had brought with her hanging in the closet.  She had been wearing some of Megan’s pants, and they were a bit bigger than the ones Kimberly had given her, but Colleen was still uncomfortable in them. She made a mental note to ask Megan about the dresses she mentioned. 
 
      
 
    Within a few minutes, the three of them sat down at the kitchen table to eat.  After Keegan offered a prayer on the food, Colleen filled her plate with chicken, salad, mashed potatoes and gravy, and something Megan called coleslaw.   
 
      
 
    Colleen enjoyed the meal, but was bothered by the article she had read.  She wanted to see what everyone else thought.  
 
      
 
    “While I was at the library, I found an article about Justin right after they had all traveled back in time.” 
 
      
 
    Everyone stopped eating, captivated.  Keegan leaned forward with curiosity and a little concern.  “What did it say?” 
 
      
 
     “Just that they went missing. They had linked the disappearance with Justin’s parents and Nicky a year before. The police were baffled. They found Justin’s car up by the trail the portal is at and figured they got lost and died while hiking.” 
 
      
 
    Relief was apparent on Keegan’s and Megan’s faces. “So, they weren’t suspicious at all?” 
 
      
 
    “It sounded like they were, but they didn’t have a clue as to what actually happened.”  
 
        
 
    “It would be interesting to see if they did any follow up articles about them,” Megan commented as she started eating again. 
 
      
 
    Colleen scowled.  Reading the article and talking about it so much had brought back memories of when she realized that the tribe she was born into would never come back.  Worry, hurt and confusion clouded her mind every time she thought about her grandma and uncle.  
 
      
 
    She hadn’t seen them for years and never planned on seeing them again.  Would she end up feeling the same way about Garrett?  Sadness hung over her as she lost her appetite.  
 
      
 
    She poked at her food, while she thought, not realizing that Megan and Keegan had finished their food, while hers was barely touched.  
 
      
 
    Megan touched her arm. “I will do whatever I can to help you find him, I promise.” 
 
      
 
    Tears pricked her eyes, and she tried to blink them away. “Thank you.” She stood up. “Do you mind if I head to bed?” 
 
      
 
    “Of course not.  Just let us know if you need anything,” Megan said with concern in her eyes. 
 
      
 
    Colleen headed up the stairs to her room and curled up on the bed.  She had to come up with a better way to search for Garrett.  But how? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 10 
 
    
  
 
    The next day Megan woke up with renewed energy and offered to go to the library with Colleen.  Megan had clearly thought about ways to find Garrett, and she directed them to a website that helped find people’s phone numbers and addresses.  Colleen didn’t say much, preferring to stay quiet so Megan could concentrate.  
 
      
 
    After about ten minutes, Colleen was about to ask Megan how it was going when she spoke first.  “Okay, so I have four different Garretts I think could be him.  Only three are connected with phone numbers; let me write them down, and we can call them to see if they are the one we are looking for.” 
 
      
 
    Excitement coursed through Colleen. “That was really fast!” 
 
      
 
    The look on Megan’s face was less than excited. “I wouldn’t get my hopes up too high.  There are a lot of people in Denver, and there is a chance that Garrett may have even moved to a different city.  Keegan tried this before, and it didn’t help him at all.” 
 
      
 
    Colleen tried to tell herself to calm down but was too hopeful.  She just had a feeling that this was going to work out; traveling to the future couldn’t be for nothing. 
 
      
 
    The two of them went home and fixed sandwiches for lunch.  Colleen wanted to wait to eat and try calling the numbers first, but Megan’s pregnant stomach had other ideas.  After they both ate quickly, Megan grabbed her phone and started to make the calls.  Colleen waited anxiously while Megan blocked her own number from being seen on the other person’s phone - Colleen didn’t care enough to ask what that even meant - and dialed the first number.  
 
      
 
    “Hello, is this Garrett?” Megan asked.  
 
      
 
    Colleen could only hear one side of the conversation, but she could tell by the look on Megan’s face that she immediately knew this wasn’t our Garrett.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, yes.  Sorry, sir.  Okay, sir.  Thank you.”  Colleen could hear someone yelling in the background as Megan quickly hung up. “That was one grumpy old man.”  
 
      
 
    “Here, try another one.” Colleen insisted, not wanting to give up hope.  She started picturing seeing Garrett again.  What would he do?  Would he be happy she found him or be upset that she was invading his privacy? 
 
      
 
    Megan dialed, and after a few seconds she hung up. “That number is no longer in service.” 
 
      
 
    Again, Colleen didn’t understand what Megan was saying, but she trusted her enough not to ask questions.  
 
      
 
    “There is one more.  Cross your fingers,” Megan said with a sigh.  
 
      
 
    Colleen held her breath.  
 
      
 
    “Hello, is this Garrett? … Yes, hi this is Megan from the Denver Tribune.  I just have a couple questions regarding your satisfaction of your current residence.  This should only take a minute.” Megan began using the script they had previously talked about using to make sure this was the right person.  Colleen’s heart was practically soaring.  “How long have you currently been living at your home?  Yes, one year. Perfect.  Are you married?  You are?  Wonderful.”   
 
      
 
    Megan kept up her cheerful voice, but shot a surprised look at Colleen.  Just as quickly as the excitement flooded her, Colleen’s heart dropped.  Had he already found someone to marry?  Disappointment overwhelmed her at the lost possibility of marrying Garrett.  She was also somewhat surprised at her disappointment; she hadn’t even considered marriage an option for a long time.  
 
      
 
    “And do you have children?  You do.  How old are they?”  
 
      
 
    Colleen tried to push her disappointment aside.  He was married and already had children.  He must have really found someone he loved, and so quickly too.  Although how could have he become a father to more than one child so quickly? 
 
      
 
    “Okay.  Thank you for your time, Garrett.” Megan said as she hung up the phone. “That wasn’t him.” 
 
      
 
    Colleen was so confused at the whirlwind of emotions, she couldn’t even decipher what she was really feeling.  “How do you know?” 
 
      
 
    “His children were twelve, nine, and five years old,” Megan stated. 
 
      
 
    “Oh.” Was all she could say, as relief flooded through her.  
 
      
 
    “So, it looks like we are back to the drawing board.  We can try again tomorrow,” Megan said with a sigh. “If you don’t mind, I need a break.  I’m going to go try to take a nap.”  She slid off the chair, and hobbled up the stairs, muttering about babies keeping their mother’s awake before they were even born. 
 
      
 
    Colleen couldn’t sit still.  She was so confused at all the emotions she had felt in the last hour: hope, excitement, disappointment, a little hurt, and finally despair.  How were they ever going to find Garrett? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 11 
 
      
 
      
 
    Over the next couple of days, Megan walked with Colleen to the library every morning.  She started to give a more in-depth explanation of how to search for Garrett herself.  Once Colleen started to feel more confident, Megan decided she would start staying at home again.  She could feel her Braxton Hicks contractions stronger, and she was a little nervous about going into labor before the baby was ready to be born.  
 
      
 
    One day Colleen went to the library on her own and did her best to search for Garrett herself.  She had tried several different websites that were supposed to find people, and none of them offered any new results.  She finally got fed up with searching for Garrett.  He had somehow managed to hide from the entire world.  Keegan was right; Garrett did not want to be found.  
 
      
 
    With a sigh, she started closing down the computer.  She stopped herself at the last second and thought for a moment.  There was so much knowledge available to her with this computer.  Couldn’t she search for her tribe to find out what happened to them? 
 
      
 
    Colleen hesitated; she then typed in the name of her tribe: Mauache.  She held her breath as the pages loaded, and she clicked on the first one that seemed to have a lot of information.  As she read, shock and anger coursed through her.  She had no idea through her childhood that her family and entire tribe had been threatened with being forcibly removed.  She kept reading about the fifty-year war and how her tribe had eventually been forced to move to a “headquarters” in 1895, which was the year she had noticed her family wasn’t traveling to their summer grounds. 
 
      
 
    They were supposed to be given land, but most of it was sold to other people who had the money to buy it.  She scrolled through the page, reading more, and seeing sketches of what had happened to Native Americans all through the 1800s and early 1900s.  
 
      
 
    Colleen’s tears finally grew too thick to read, so she shut down the computer, and left the library with her head down.  She had never realized just how lucky she had been to grow up with Shaun as her father.  If she had stayed with her tribe, she would have been an outcast for being half white, and she would have been forced out of her home to live somewhere unfamiliar to her.  The injustice of what happened shocked her and made her all the angrier at the people who would glare at her back in the Denver she knew.  How dare they look down on her, when people like them were the ones forcing her family to live somewhere else! 
 
      
 
    She finally stumbled back to the house, and was able to make it up the stairs and into her room without being noticed.  She lay in her bed thinking of everything she had learned. 
 
      
 
    She should never have come here.  This knowledge was not meant for her.  She was so blissfully ignorant at everything around her a couple of weeks ago.  Now, she knew things that she could never forget.  Tears fell down her cheeks until she finally fell into a restless sleep.  
 
      
 
    **** 
 
         
 
    The next evening, Colleen poked at her food during dinner.  She hadn’t left the house that day.  She knew she wasn’t going to find Garrett, and she couldn’t shake off the knowledge of what happened to her family.  She had stayed at home, in her room, for most of the day.  
 
      
 
     After hearing the concerned questions from Keegan and Megan, she had finally agreed to join them for dinner.  As she stared at her food in thought, she heard a loud bell ring through the house, and jumped. 
 
      
 
    Megan grinned at her response to the bell.  “That’s the doorbell.  Someone is at the door.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll go see who it is,” Keegan offered as he stood.  “You guys keep eating.” 
 
      
 
    Colleen lost interest in who the person at the door might be as she got lost in thought.  She had been looking for Garrett for a week, with absolutely nothing to show for it.  Maybe Keegan was right, and she should just go home.  She could have sworn that she heard Garrett’s voice.  Was she now hearing him because she wanted to find him so badly? 
 
      
 
    “Megan!  Colleen!  Come see who’s finally shown himself!” Keegan called.   
 
      
 
    Megan walked from the kitchen as quickly as she could, considering her advanced pregnancy, but Colleen followed more slowly.  She was afraid to hope it really was Garrett.  When she entered the living room, she stood in shock, almost not believing her eyes.  It was Garrett!  He was hugging Megan, but his eyes were on her, and he looked almost as shocked as she felt. 
 
      
 
    “Colleen?” Garrett asked in disbelief.  “You are here?  In my time?” 
 
      
 
    Colleen just nodded her head, standing there looking at him for a moment as intense feelings flooded through her at the sight of him.  He looked so good!  She ran to him and practically jumped into his arms, and they held each other for a long moment.  She was so glad to know that he was okay, and he was doing well.  Nothing had happened to him.  Tears pricked her eyes as joy and other emotions she couldn’t even name flooded through her. She didn’t ever want to let go, but she also knew it wouldn’t look good if she kept hugging him so closely, so she stepped back reluctantly.  They looked into each other’s eyes and for a moment everything in the room faded as they silently communicated.  Colleen knew that Garrett could read her feelings for him, and his eyes widened in understanding.  Then he smiled softly at her and her heart did a flip in her chest.   
 
      
 
    “It’s so good to see you,” Garrett told her, and she smiled back. 
 
      
 
    “We are just sitting down to eat.  Why don’t you join us?” Keegan offered.  “You can catch us up on what you’ve been doing for the last 15 months while we eat.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I don’t want to impose,” Garrett said.  “I can talk to you while you eat.  I didn’t realize it was dinnertime, or I would have waited a few hours to show up on your doorstep.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s not an imposition,” Megan argued.  “Come on.  There’s plenty.” 
 
      
 
    Garrett finally agreed and soon the four of them were sitting around the kitchen table.  Colleen couldn’t take her eyes off of him.  He had filled out and looked like he was in the sun a lot, even though it was November, and there was snow on the ground.  His hair was cut short, no more than an inch long all over, with the top standing on end.  He seemed so happy and content.  She could immediately tell that he was very comfortable in the future, in his time.  
 
      
 
    “Why are you here, Colleen?” Garrett asked her. 
 
      
 
    “To find you.  Uncle Justin and the rest of the family were very concerned about you.  We searched for you for three days, and we finally figured out that you had found the portal and figured out how to use it.  When we never heard from you, your dad was going to come try to find you, but I volunteered instead.” 
 
      
 
    Surprise and then regret flooded his features as Colleen gave a brief description of what had happened in her time. 
 
      
 
    “Why haven’t you contacted us, Garrett?” Keegan asked.  “You’ve been in this time long enough to be able to find us.” 
 
      
 
    “I am sorry I haven’t come before now.  I did have reasons, good reasons in my mind, but they sound like excuses now.” 
 
      
 
    “Tell us what you have been doing,” Megan said, trying to defuse the growing tension in the room. 
 
      
 
    Colleen listened silently while Garrett talked about his life in this time.  He had worked on a farm for the first summer, trying to earn as much money as he could.  Patrick had paid him some wages right before he figured out how to work the portal, so those coins were in his pocket. He was able to sell some of them to coin collectors for quite a bit of money, which helped him until he started to make his own.  He was able to get copies of his identification papers that people seemed to need in this time period and was hired on with the company he worked for now building houses.  It sounded to Colleen that he worked many hours a day and spent his evenings taking college classes on the computer.  He had his own place to live, and he was getting ready to go to college to get a computer science degree.  
 
      
 
    The more he talked, the sadder Colleen became, and then she realized that she was also feeling intense anger.  It must have shown on her face, because Megan touched her arm. 
 
      
 
    “Are you okay?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    Colleen shook her head, as she glared at Garrett.  “I’m glad that you’re okay and that nothing bad happened to you.  But don’t you realize how many people have been worried about you?  It was like you just disappeared off the face of the earth!  You could have at least come back to let us know you were okay.  It’s been 15 months!  Here we were worried and wondering if we would ever see you again, and you were going on with your life like we didn’t even matter. “ 
 
      
 
    “Colleen…” Garrett started to say, but Colleen continued. 
 
      
 
    “No.  Don’t say anything.  I don’t want to hear excuses.  Maybe I’ll be able to listen later, but right now I’m so mad at you I could just…” 
 
      
 
    Tears filled her eyes, and she jumped up.  Grabbing the coat Megan had lent her from its hook by the back door, she stormed from the house.  The door slammed behind her, but she didn’t care.  She couldn’t believe how angry she was.  Her emotions were so mixed up right now.  How could she be so happy to see him, yet so angry with him at the same time?  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 12 
 
    
  
 
    Garrett looked at the back door with regret, as it slammed behind Colleen.  For the first time, he was starting to see what his actions had done to his family.  He wished he could go back and do things differently, but it was too late.  Now all he could do was try to make amends.  
 
      
 
    He looked at Keegan and Megan to see if they were as upset as Colleen was. They didn’t seem angry, but Garrett could still see sadness and questions in both of their eyes. The three of them sat in silence for a few minutes. 
 
      
 
    “Why didn’t you try to contact us?” Keegan finally asked the question again. “I really want to know.  Did something happen so you couldn’t?” 
 
      
 
    Garrett shook his head.  “When I first arrived, I couldn’t figure out where Victoria’s house was.  When I was able to buy a truck, I did some research and found the house.  I even drove there and almost went inside, but in the end, I drove away.” 
 
    
“Why?” Megan asked.  “Don’t you know you would have been welcomed?” 
 
      
 
    “At the time I was struggling to support myself.  I didn’t want you guys to feel you had to take care of me.  I wanted to prove to myself that I had what it takes to live in this time, my time.  It’s been hard, but I’ve done it.  I’m not rich by any means, but I’ve saved every spare penny I could.   I was able to get my GED.  I now have enough money to go to college.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s easy to see that you are doing much better in this time,” Keegan commented.  “I just wish you would have let us know you were okay.  We would have understood if you had wanted to do things your way.” 
 
      
 
    “Would you really have?” Garrett asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I would have.  I don’t think your father would have, but then he’s your father.  It’s natural for a parent to want the best for their child, even when that child is really an adult.” 
 
      
 
    “I regret now that I didn’t, but I can’t do anything about it.  All I can do now is try to fix things.” He looked fiercely at Keegan. “I don’t want to go back through the portal though.  I don’t want something to happen to it to make it stop working, like what happened to the keys.  I don’t want to be stuck in the early 1900s again.” 
 
      
 
    “Megan and I have used it a few times, at least until she became pregnant.  The family has used it to come here as well.” 
 
      
 
    “But something could happen to make it stop working.” 
 
      
 
    Keegan shrugged.  “I guess it could.  I can understand where you are coming from.  Since you ‘disappeared’ we started a ‘mailbox system.’  I had a waterproof stone box made, and it is buried just under the surface of the portal.  When we put mail in it, they receive it, and then they send letters to us.  If we had known where you were, we could have at least let them know through this system.” 
 
      
 
    Garrett sighed.  “I don’t know if it will help, but I am sorry.  I can now see I should have let you know I was okay.” 
 
      
 
    “I know that you weren’t happy living in the early 1900s.  I am glad to hear you are doing well in this time.” 
 
      
 
    Garrett stood.  “I better go after Colleen and apologize to her.”  He looked at the back door in concern.  “It’s dark out there.  Where did she go?” 
 
      
 
    “Let her be,” Megan suggested softly. 
 
      
 
    “But something could happen to her.  She knows nothing of the future.  What if she gets lost?  What if…?” he stopped at Keegan’s look. 
 
      
 
    “Kind of ironic, isn’t it?” 
 
      
 
    Garrett knew what Keegan was trying to say.  Garrett was concerned about Colleen like she had been about him.  He wanted to argue that it was different, but was it really? 
 
      
 
    “Colleen has actually done very well since she arrived.  She seems very eager to learn all she can,” Megan commented.  “She found her way down the mountain from the portal by herself, was able to stay in a hotel, and figured out a way to contact us.  She is actually very resourceful and bright.” 
 
      
 
    “I still should see if I can find her,” Garrett said with concern. 
 
      
 
    “Let her have some time to process things.  I think it was a big shock to have you suddenly appear at our door,” Megan advised.  “If she doesn’t come back within the hour, Keegan will go after her.” 
 
      
 
    Garrett didn’t want to follow Megan’s advice, but in the end, he sat back down to finish his meal.  Over the next 30 minutes, he continued to update Keegan and Megan about what he was doing.  He could tell Keegan was pleased with what he had accomplished and his plans for his future.  He also knew Keegan understood, even though Colleen might not, that he didn’t want to go back to the past.  He wondered if that was Colleen’s intent, to find him and drag him back to her time.   
 
      
 
    As soon as he finished eating and helped clean up the dishes they used, he left with the promise that he’d be back the next evening.  Now that he had finally made contact with his family, he found he wanted to spend some time with them.  Megan told him about his mother and her marriage to a man from the early 1800s, and he was eager to hear about that story and meet them.  He thought it was very strange that time travel seemed to be such a big part of his family member’s lives, when other people didn’t have that experience, at least as far as he knew.  
 
      
 
    He drove to his apartment and went inside.  After spending a few minutes signing up for the college classes he wanted to take and paying for the tuition, he opened up his online math class to listen to the current lecture but found he couldn’t concentrate.  All he could think about was the shocked look on Colleen’s face when she first saw him.  He remembered how she had run to him and they had held each other.   
 
      
 
    All of the emotions he’d had for her in 1905 came flooding back.  He had never felt like he could act on those emotions; he had been an alcoholic with no steady income.  Now, he was supporting himself, he had overcome his addiction, and he was a happier, more caring person.  He didn’t know if she would forgive him for hiding himself for the last 15 months, but he knew he would do everything he could to make it up to her.  Finally, he had a chance to be with the woman he had loved since he was young. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
    The next morning, Garrett called his boss and requested the day off.  It had been slow the fast few days, so luckily his boss was fine with it.  When he mentioned a member of his family had come for a surprise visit, his boss almost sounded relieved. Garrett knew he worked a lot and clearly never talked about his family.  It felt good to know his boss wanted him to have a good home life too. 
 
      
 
    Garrett wasn’t sure how long Colleen would stay, so he also mentioned he might ask for more days off that week.  Now that she had found him, would she want to immediately return to her time?  Garrett didn’t want her to leave so quickly and hoped he would be able to talk her into staying longer.  He didn’t think it would be very easy to hike back to the portal anyway. 
 
      
 
    On the way to Keegan’s house, he impulsively stopped at a mall.  He figured that Colleen was probably wearing some of Megan’s clothes, and he knew that she’d be more comfortable in her own.  He decided he’d find her a skirt.  He walked into a women’s store, and a saleswoman immediately asked if she could help. 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” Garrett responded. “I am looking for a full skirt and a blouse to go with it for a friend of mine.” 
 
      
 
    The sales lady, whose name tag on her shirt said she was Sarah, led him over to a rack full of skirts.   
 
      
 
    “Do you know what size you need?” Sarah asked. 
 
      
 
    Garrett’s mind went blank for a moment since he had no idea.  Sarah seemed to sense this, and smiled. 
 
      
 
    “How tall is she?” Sarah asked. 
 
      
 
    “About this tall,” Garrett said putting his hand on his shoulder.  “She is about your size, I think.” 
 
      
 
    Sarah nodded.  “I can help you pick something out, and then if she doesn’t like it or if it doesn’t fit her, she can come back and exchange it for something else.” 
 
      
 
    Garrett nodded in relief.  Sarah helped him find a full skirt in a variety of light summer colors that looked long enough that it could touch the floor.  She then helped him pick out a light turquoise blouse that matched some of the colors in the skirt.  He added a few pairs of socks and a beautiful stone necklace that matched.  He knew the clothing he chose would be beautiful against her dark hair and eyes.   
 
      
 
    When he was ready to pay for it, he noticed the gift certificate cards sitting near the cash register.  “I’ll get one of these, too.” 
 
      
 
    He put a few hundred dollars on the card so Colleen could come back and get some more clothing if she wanted to.  The sales lady assured him that if Colleen didn’t want to use the card, he could have his money refunded as long as he had his receipt. 
 
      
 
    When he arrived at Keegan’s house, Megan answered the door.  She seemed to know that he wasn’t there to visit her.  After inviting him in, she told him, “Colleen is in her room getting ready for the day.” 
 
      
 
    “I would like to talk to her,” Garrett said, clutching the sack of clothes in his hands. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll go tell her,” Megan said and left the room for a moment.   
 
      
 
    While Garrett waited, he walked around the room and looked at the pictures on the walls.  He recognized Keegan and Megan and could tell most of them were wedding pictures. There was also an older woman holding a baby with a tall man standing behind her.  It didn’t take Garrett long to figure out that this must be Megan’s mother with her new husband and baby.  
 
      
 
    When Megan returned alone, Garrett’s heart dropped.  What if Colleen refused to see him?  
 
      
 
    “She said she’d be out in a minute,” Megan assured him. 
 
      
 
    Garrett released a sigh of relief.  She seemed so angry the night before at him, and he knew she had every right to be upset. 
 
      
 
    “We are so glad to know you are doing well here,” Megan commented.  “I know the ranch family has been concerned.  Keegan somehow knew you were okay, though.  He kept telling them you’d show your face when you were ready to.” 
 
      
 
    “The ranch family?” Garrett asked with a grin. 
 
      
 
    “It’s what we call them.  It’s kind of awkward to keep saying ‘the family who lives in the past.’”  Megan grinned back. 
 
      
 
    “We call you guys the Millennial family.  It’s kind of hard to keep saying ‘the family who lives in the future.’” 
 
      
 
    They both laughed for a minute.  
 
      
 
    “I can tell Keegan is very comfortable here,” Garrett said. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, he is.  I guess love can change anyone.  He’s had to make some major adjustments, of course.  But he has done well and is very eager to learn all he can.  It does help that we have the store he can work in.” 
 
      
 
    Garrett nodded.  “Since Keegan was a doctor in his time, I’m sure it has helped that he can at least help people with the herbs that are available.” 
 
      
 
    “He’s actually been able to help quite a bit.  There are quite a few herbs we didn’t know the use of that he has been able to help us find for our customers.” 
 
      
 
    Garrett knew that Keegan would never be able to practice as a doctor in this time, since he would need so much more schooling to do so. 
 
      
 
    “We’ve been able to get him a driver’s license and a social security card, so he could pursue his education to be a doctor if he wanted to, but he is content to help out in the store for now.” 
 
      
 
    “How were you able to get him an ID?” 
 
      
 
    Megan hesitated.  "My mother found someone who was willing to help him get one and a birth certificate, for the right price of course.” 
 
      
 
    Garrett grinned, knowing she was saying in a roundabout way that anything could be purchased for the right amount of money.  He saw movement in the corner of his eye and turned to see Colleen enter the room. 
 
      
 
    “Hi,” he said softly to her.  She was even more beautiful than he remembered.  Her dark hair shone in the light, somehow making her chocolate eyes sparkle even when she was upset.  He barely noticed Megan leaving the room discreetly. 
 
      
 
    “Hello, Garrett,” Colleen greeted him more formally. 
 
      
 
    For a moment, they both looked at each other, and Garrett found he wished she’d run into his arms again.  He held up the sack of clothes. 
 
      
 
    “I bought you some clothes.” 
 
      
 
    Colleen glanced at the plastic bag.  “You didn’t need to do that.” 
 
      
 
    “I figured you’d be more comfortable in your own clothing,” he said, gesturing to the jeans and t-shirt she was wearing.  “Just look to see what I bought.  If you don’t like them, or if they don’t fit, we can always return them.” 
 
      
 
    Colleen hesitated before reaching out to take the bag.  She sat on the couch and pulled out the blouse, then the skirt, and then finally the necklace and socks.  Garrett could tell she was pleased with them because she ran a hand over the fabric and smiled.  
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Garrett,” Colleen said.  “I’m not very comfortable wearing pants.  I did bring one of my own dresses but…” 
 
      
 
    “But it would look out of place here,” Garrett finished for her.  “I know what you mean.”  He thought about the clothing he had worn when he first arrived and the strange looks he got from more than a few people. 
 
      
 
    “Why don’t you go try them on?” he suggested. “Then I’d like to take you out to lunch.  Maybe I can show you a bit of modern-day Denver, too. My boss has given me the day off.” 
 
      
 
    Colleen hesitated, but then she nodded her head in agreement.  “I’ll be back in a few minutes.” 
 
      
 
    After Colleen left the room, Garrett breathed a sigh of relief.  That went better than he thought it would.  She didn’t seem very angry at him anymore, and, although she had hesitated when he offered to take her out to lunch, she did agree.  He finally allowed himself to feel excitement that he was able to spend the day with her, and he promised himself he wouldn’t think about her leaving, at least not today. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
    Colleen slipped into the room she was using and quickly took off the tight pants and shirt.  Megan had given her some underclothing which Colleen didn’t like to wear.  She was used to her underclothing coming down to just above her knees and fitting much more loosely, and felt she had lost an extra layer by wearing undergarments so small and tight. 
 
      
 
    When Megan first told her Garrett was in the living room, part of her wanted to refuse to see him.  She was still angry at him for not letting the family know he was okay.  She did understand why he wanted to return to his time, and she didn’t fault him for that.  From the little she had already seen and experienced of 2018, she understood why Garrett wasn’t happy living in her time, at least a little bit.  How did Kimberly and Nicky willingly live in her time so easily?  In her heart, she knew it couldn’t have been easy for them to give up what they had.  Garrett had been forced to, along with Justin and Garrett’s grandparents.   
 
      
 
    She slowly put on the blouse and then the skirt and instantly fell in love with them.  The skirt had intricate swirls in pastel purples, blues and a little yellow.  She recognized the colors as the ones Garrett would always compliment her on when she wore them. There was a loosely fitting, button up lavender blouse that she tucked into her skirt. Once she was finished, Colleen sighed in relief.  Garrett had clearly known what she would need to feel more comfortable.  
 
      
 
    Even though it still was very different from what she was used to wearing, she looked in the mirror once she was dressed and loved how she looked.  She put the necklace on and instantly knew she would be taking this back with her when she returned to her own time.  Small beads were tied in intervals down a long silver chain.  It was simple and didn’t call attention to herself, but it still struck her as beautiful. 
 
      
 
    When Colleen entered the living room, she noticed that Garrett’s eyes lit up when he saw her, and he took a few steps toward her but then stopped.  She could tell he liked what he saw.  She knew the colors of the clothing complimented her dark features. 
 
      
 
    Garrett helped her into his small truck and then walked around to the driver’s side.  “I found a restaurant that is on the other side of Denver that I want to take you to,” he said. “It is an authentic, Native-American restaurant.” 
 
      
 
    Colleen frowned in confusion.  She had no idea what authentic meant, and she had to remind herself that Native-American was another term for Indian.  Garrett seemed to understand her confusion.  “They are supposed to serve food that is like what your Indian family might have eaten.  I’m not sure if there will be food you used to enjoy when you visited your family in the mountains, but it wouldn’t hurt to try.” 
 
      
 
    “It sounds nice,” Colleen said, letting him know she was willing to try it.  Since she hadn’t been able to see her family for years, she had been missing the food and comfort it brought. 
 
      
 
    “What do you think of my time so far?” Garrett asked. 
 
      
 
    “It is very different,” Colleen told him.  “I can’t believe how different everything is.  Did you have a hard time adjusting when you returned?” 
 
      
 
    “Some.  I mean it had been eleven years since I lived here.  I had to be careful not to let people know where I was when they asked about my childhood.  There were a lot of things I had to relearn.  I spent a lot of time in the library,” Garrett grinned at her. 
 
      
 
    Colleen found herself grinning back.  “I’m glad you’re happy now.”  And she realized he was very happy.  It had been a long time since she had seen this relaxed side of him.  
 
      
 
    When Garrett parked his truck near a small building, she realized this was the restaurant.  They went inside, and a waitress immediately seated them.  After handing them menus, Garrett opened his.  
 
      
 
    “Let’s see what types of food they are serving,” Garrett said. 
 
      
 
    Colleen opened hers and almost gasped at the number of foods available.   She was barely able to absorb what she was reading as she saw sections about salads and burgers. Nothing looked familiar.  
 
      
 
    Garrett leaned over. “It looks like a lot of their menu has been Americanized. There is a section here that should be more what you are used to.” 
 
      
 
    Colleen followed his finger to a section label, “Local Legends.”  After looking at the six different options there, she agreed that it did sound more like what she was used to eating.   
 
      
 
    She finally settled on a Navajo stew, and Garrett ordered the same.   
 
      
 
    While they ate, Colleen enjoyed talking with Garrett and she realized she wasn’t angry at him anymore.  She knew he had made decisions the best he knew how.  She could tell that he did feel regret in how he handled things, but he was happy, and he seemed different.  She finally realized he had grown up.  He had a steady job and was pursuing his plans to go to school.  While they talked, she knew he answered the question that was in the back of her mind since she had seen him the night before.  He had no plans to return to her time.  He was going to stay in the time he was born in.  A wave of sadness overwhelmed her at this realization, and tears came to her eyes. 
 
      
 
    “What’s wrong?” Garrett asked with concern when he noticed the tears that she tried to discreetly wipe away. “Is the food okay?”  
 
      
 
    “The food is fine,” Colleen sniffed.  “It reminds me of what I would eat as a child.” 
 
      
 
    “So, what is wrong then?” 
 
      
 
    Colleen decided to be honest with him.  “I just realized how happy you are in this time period.  You aren’t going to come back with me, are you?” 
 
      
 
    Garrett slowly shook his head, regret in his eyes. “No, Colleen, I’m not.  In fact, that is the main reason why I haven’t gone back to the portal.  I don’t want anything to pull me back to the past.  I am afraid that even if I used the portal to let our family know I’m okay, I won’t be able to return.  Either something would happen to make the portal not work, or my dad would do his best to stop me from returning.  I want to live here.” 
 
      
 
    Colleen couldn’t keep the tears from falling.  Garrett reached out and grasped her hand.  “I know that might be hard for you to understand, but…” 
 
      
 
    “No,” Colleen interrupted him.  “I understand.  You’ve changed.  You are no longer the man who wasted his pay on drink and only worked when he had to.  You are happy here.” 
 
      
 
    Garrett shrugged, but he kept his eyes on Colleen as if begging her to understand. “I really don’t know how my dad did it, accepting the idea of living in your time period. I guess a lot of it was because he had Bridget.  He had her love to help him.” 
 
      
 
    “You have my love,” Colleen wanted to say, and was shocked as those words floated through her mind.  She knew she couldn’t say them.   
 
      
 
    “I am happy here,” Garrett continued.  “And I guess coming here forced me to grow up. I had to take care of myself, or I would have starved.” 
 
      
 
    Colleen kept her eyes on her food and took another bite, although she suddenly wasn’t hungry anymore.   
 
      
 
    “Tell me about our family and how everyone is doing,” Garrett said, changing the subject. 
 
      
 
    Throughout the rest of the meal, Colleen entertained him with children, and Bridget’s new baby girl that had been born shortly after Garrett had left.  She kept things light, not mentioning anything about the multiple meetings the family had had about Garrett.  When they were finished, and Garrett paid the check, they were soon back in the truck.  
 
      
 
    “How would you like to spend the rest of the day together?”  Garrett suggested.  “I could show you some things about modern Denver, things that aren’t in your time yet.” 
 
      
 
    Colleen agreed although her heart continued to ache.  She had noticed that the past was never ‘our time.’  Garrett always referred to it as ‘your time.’  She knew it was the last sign she needed to realize he was serious when he said he wasn’t going to go back. 
 
      
 
    Garrett drove around for a while, pointing at things of interest to her.  Colleen tried to show enthusiasm.  She had to tell herself to just enjoy this time with him since she was going to be leaving in a few days, now that she had found him.  She knew the family would be anxious to hear how things went. 
 
      
 
    Finally, Garrett pulled up to what he called an aquarium.  When he told her that it was a place to look at sea and river animals, Colleen was confused.  Why would she want to go watch fish swim?  
 
      
 
    It didn’t take long for Colleen to realize that there was much more than just trout.  She felt like a child again as she looked at the small colorful fish, the giant turtles, and even got to touch a stingray.  
 
      
 
    She took her time reading about each animal and was amazed at the knowledge that was available.  Garrett led her to a giant tank that reached from floor to ceiling. Inside were real sharks!  She could hardly believe it.  There were benches nearby the tank, and they both sat and watched the sharks for a long time.  She was so satisfied; she couldn’t help reaching over and grabbing Garrett’s hand, much like she used to do when they were children.  
 
      
 
    She was so occupied with the sharks, she didn’t notice Garrett’s surprise at her touch or the warm look that quickly followed. 
 
      
 
    She was amazed at how fulfilled she felt. Before they came, she had never known she would enjoy something like this; now, she felt she would have missed a big opportunity had he not taken her.  
 
      
 
    “Have you had a good time?” Garrett almost teased. It had been clear the entire time that she had been thoroughly enjoying herself.  
 
      
 
    “Absolutely.  I can’t believe something like this actually exists.  It’s amazing!” she exclaimed.  
 
      
 
    “Are you tired?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Not at all.  I feel as though I could keep walking for days.” Excitement coursed through her, giving her energy she hadn’t felt since she was a young child exploring the fields near the ranch.  
 
      
 
    “Can I take you somewhere else?” was his next question. 
 
      
 
    Colleen felt uncertain. “Are you sure?  You have already done so much for me.” 
 
      
 
    Garrett stood, pulling her up with him with the hand she still held. “Absolutely,” he said with a big grin and led her back to his truck. 
 
      
 
    He pulled up in front of a large building that had what seemed like a thousand cars parked outside of it.  After the long walk into the building, Colleen realized it was packed full of different stores.  He gave her a card and told her that it had two hundred dollars on it.  She was shocked at the amount. 
 
      
 
    Garrett grinned wryly.  “Two hundred dollars really doesn’t go very far in this time period.  But it might be enough for you to purchase more clothes or anything else you might need.  You can use it at one of the stores here in this mall.” 
 
      
 
    In the end, Colleen agreed to use some of the money and bought a pair of shoes Garrett called walking shoes, along with a warm jacket, so she wouldn’t need to wear Megan’s anymore.  She didn’t want to spend all the money. 
 
      
 
    Once she made her purchases, Garrett offered to buy her a pretzel.  They sat on a bench and enjoyed the treat while watching people walk by.  Colleen realized that throughout all the time at the restaurant, aquarium, and now at the shopping mall, she hadn’t noticed one strange look at her because of her skin.  In fact, she saw many people with dark skin, as well as white.  It was one of the things she enjoyed about this time period, not needing to worry about people’s comments or rude looks.  She felt as though she was finally able to relax and just be herself, regardless of who was around. 
 
      
 
    “I have a question for you,” Garrett said, after taking a bite of pretzel.  “I’d like you to wait until I’m done talking before you answer.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay,” Colleen said cautiously, wondering what he wanted to ask her. 
 
      
 
    “It is almost December.  Why don’t you plan on staying until after Christmas?  I know you might be anxious to leave, but it would be fun to celebrate Christmas together.  It might be difficult to hike up to the portal anyway because of the snow.  I don’t know if Keegan said anything, but the portal will probably be inaccessible until April or even May.” 
 
      
 
    “Really?” Colleen asked shocked.  She hadn’t even considered the fact that she wouldn’t be able to go home whenever she was ready. 
 
      
 
    “It all depends on the amount of snowfall we get.  But remember, that portal is in the same place it is in on the ranch in your time.  Think about all the snow we’d get.” 
 
      
 
    Colleen set what was left of her pretzel aside.  She hadn’t realized it would be so hard to return.  She remembered her walk down the mountain, and there had been at least six inches in some places.  She knew it had snowed the next day, so most likely there was even more snow up in the mountains.  The thought of not being able to get back to let the family know that she had found Garrett distressed her.  It was the reason why she had come. What if they started to worry about her as well?  After all, they don’t even know that she was able to get to Keegan safely. 
 
      
 
    Garrett stopped talking, allowing her to think about his suggestion.  Colleen thought about experiencing Christmas with Garrett.  The more she thought about it, the more she liked his idea.  She could already tell that Christmas was very different here, judging from the decorations that were all over the place.  It would also be nice to spend these last few weeks with Garrett.  Once she went back to her time, she would never see him again.   
 
      
 
    “Okay.  I’ll stay at least until Christmas.  It sounds like I might need to stay until next spring though, if what you are saying is true.” 
 
      
 
    “I will make you a promise.  Once Christmas is over, if you really want to return, I will make sure you get to the portal.” 
 
      
 
    Garrett reached out and grasped her hand.  At the aquarium, holding his hand felt like companionship.  This time, she saw a strong look in his eyes that frightened and excited her at the same time.  She was closer to him than any other man besides her father and uncles.  She knew him better than anyone and felt he knew her just as well.  What if there actually could be more between the two of them now that Garrett had finally found a way to be truly happy?  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 13 
 
    
  
 
    Colleen decided that since she was going to stay in Garrett’s time for Christmas, she was going to enjoy it.  After she told Megan and Keegan her plans, she waited for them to tell her she really should return to her time immediately, but they didn’t.  In fact, they seemed pleased she was staying.  Colleen was concerned about supporting herself while she was here, and Megan immediately came up with a solution. 
 
      
 
    “You can work in our shop,” Megan said with a flourish.  “I’m not feeling up to working long days there right now.  It’s been hard to be on my feet all day.” 
 
      
 
    “We can pay you,” Keegan added.   
 
      
 
    “Do you think that I would really be able to help?” Colleen asked with concern.   
 
      
 
    “It should be similar to what you do in Justin’s art gallery,” Keegan said. “We would take some time to train you, so you can help customers find things.  If you have any questions, we do have two other women who work there, and they could help.  Megan’s mother, Barbara, only comes in sporadically, since she just had her baby.” 
 
      
 
    Colleen hesitated, but then she nodded in agreement. “I’ll do my best, anyway.” 
 
      
 
    Over the next week, she spent most of her time in the shop.  It didn’t take her very long to know where to help when needed.  She basically helped in the gift store.  She wished she had some of her blankets that she created to sell, and she made a note to talk to Megan about bringing more of those kinds of items into the store.  She wondered how easy it would be to find the yarn and loom she would need to make some herself.  
 
      
 
    Colleen didn’t see much of Garrett while she was starting her job at the shop.  He needed to work, and she spent as much time as she could at the store.  In between helping customers, she explored the Victorian home.  The layout was the same as she remembered it being in her time, but much of it had been changed.  Of course, the entire first floor was the store, with its gift shop, the herb store, and the small café.  There was also a bookstore that was used almost like a lending library.  Customers could browse to their hearts’ content.  When they found a book they wanted to read, they could either purchase it or borrow it.  Colleen spent quite a bit of time in the library since she found many books that explained more of this new world she was in. 
 
      
 
    One day, she explored the rooms on the second floor.  Most of them were bedrooms.  Keegan had kept them the same as they were when Victoria was alive in the late 1800s as much as possible and Colleen appreciated that.  One of the rooms was locked, just like it had been in her time.  When she was a child, she never questioned why.  If the owner of a home had a room locked, then they had a reason and it wasn’t her business as to what was in it.  But now, she wanted to know.  She remembered seeing a bunch of keys hanging on small hooks in the kitchen, and she wondered if one of them would unlock the door. 
 
      
 
    Part of her knew that she should ask permission, but she went downstairs and found a few keys that would likely open it.  Back upstairs, the door opened with the third key that she tried.  The door creaked open as she shoved the keys into her pocket.  When her eyes adjusted to the light, she gasped in amazement.  The entire room was full of items.  
 
      
 
    There were many dresses that all looked unique.  There were smaller items like books, spectacles, and coins.  There were also larger items like bags, suitcases, paintings, and even a small statue.  
 
      
 
    It only took Colleen a few minutes to realize that most, if not all, of the items in the room were from other time periods.  When she opened a drawer to a small desk, she found a leather-bound notebook, the paper yellowed with age.  She carefully picked it up and opened it.  It was a journal with dates, the person who wrote in it had used very fancy calligraphy-type writing.  She opened it to the first page and saw the name Victoria Hilton. 
 
      
 
    “This is Victoria’s journal,” Colleen breathed, delighted in her discovery.   
 
      
 
    She settled into a stuffed chair in a corner and began to read.  Victoria had written down all of her experiences as she used the two keys to time travel.  She wrote of how she was given the first key by a funny-looking man who she later started to call The Irish Man.  Colleen loved reading about how she discovered how the key he had given her was really a time-travel device.  Over the next few years, she used the key many times, visiting different time periods.  She never went into the future; she hadn’t felt comfortable visiting anywhere but the past.  She did her best to not let anyone know the year she was from.  Colleen then read how she found the second key and that they looked almost the same. They worked together and became stronger in power.       
 
      
 
    After her first husband, Charles, died, she started the mail-order bride company and decided to use the keys to go to the future.  That was how Kimberly was found and brought back to 1892.   
 
      
 
    She read how a man named Golin had also found his own key, but he had plans to use it to glorify himself.  He somehow found out that Victoria had two other keys, and he wanted them.  Colleen remembered him.  He had used his key to transport himself to their ranch and had kidnapped her one day, barricading them both in the barn.  Colleen had had many nightmares of that awful day, but she hadn’t understood who he was or why he kept telling her family to give him the keys.  Golin had accidentally tipped over a lit lantern, and it caught the barn on fire.  He ended up dying in that fire.   
 
      
 
    Victoria then wrote that The Irish Man had discovered that their two keys were being kept in a cave nearby the ranch for safekeeping.  He found them and took them, forcing Garrett and his family to stay in their time. 
 
      
 
    As Colleen read the story in Victoria’s words, she started to see how things might have looked in Garrett’s eyes as a young boy.  They never found the key Golin had owned.   
 
      
 
    She thought about how unique her family was to have had such experiences with time travel.  It almost seemed like their family attracted the power of time travel, although how it worked, she had no idea.   
 
      
 
    She saw a presence in the doorway. Keegan was standing there. She suddenly realized she had been in the room almost all afternoon when she should have been downstairs helping in the store. She stood up, clutching the leather book to her.  
 
      
 
    “Oh,” Colleen stammered.  “I know I shouldn’t be up here.  I’m so sorry.” 
 
      
 
    Keegan looked at her with an unreadable look on his face.  “How did you manage to open the door?  We’ve tried to keep the room locked from curious customers.” 
 
      
 
    “I found a key in the kitchen with the others,” Colleen confessed sheepishly. Keegan sighed as Colleen gave him the clutch of keys she had put in her pocket.  
 
      
 
    “I really should clear all of this stuff out.  I just don’t have the heart to do it, because it is almost a museum of Victoria’s life.” Colleen knew that he had been closer to Victoria than anyone; he had lived with her for several years while he took advanced classes in town before he went to college. 
 
      
 
    “I think it is okay to leave it for the time being, as long as someone who shouldn’t have the keys find it,” Colleen said with a grin, knowing she had done just that.   
 
      
 
    Keegan stepped further into the room.  “I have something to show you.”   
 
      
 
    Colleen watched as Keegan lifted an old army blanket that was covering something large.  She gasped with delight when she saw what Keegan revealed.  It was a loom, almost the same size of her own. 
 
      
 
    She ran a hand over it as if half expecting it to disappear.   
 
      
 
    “I have no idea how it got here or why Victoria even put it in this room, but there it is, and it is yours for as long as you want it.” 
 
      
 
    Tears formed in Colleen’s eyes, and she threw her arms around Keegan.  He hugged her back; he then started to back away, but Colleen cried harder.  It was as if she couldn’t stop and Keegan just held her.  
 
      
 
    The last week had a been a whirlwind of emotions: experiencing a new world, discovering she probably wouldn’t be able to return to her time for at least a few weeks, and the overwhelming feelings she had for Garrett.  She had been handling it all fairly well and wasn’t really disappointed in where she was at the moment, but she was overwhelmed.  Seeing the loom and knowing she would be able to do something so familiar and comforting just pushed her over the edge.   
 
      
 
    When she finally was able to get herself under control, Keegan led her to the chair he had found her sitting in, and handed her a handkerchief.   
 
      
 
    “I’m so sorry,” Colleen said with embarrassment.  “I don’t know what came over me.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m thinking you have been through a lot lately.  After all, you time traveled from 1906 to 2018 to find a good friend.  You have had huge adjustments to deal with: the differences between our times, working in a new store to earn money, learning how to work with people while trying to not let them know where you are really from, and then Garrett.” 
 
      
 
    Colleen looked at Keegan sharply, trying to figure out what he meant. 
 
      
 
    “You love him,” Keegan said simply. 
 
      
 
    Again, Colleen looked away in embarrassment, wondering if her feelings for Garrett were written all over her face.  “It doesn’t matter.  I came here to find him, but he has let me know he has no desire to return to my time.  And to be honest, he does belong here.  He is happy.” 
 
      
 
    “He is happy here.  Some people were meant to be born in a certain time period, and he is one of them,” Keegan agreed.  
 
      
 
    “Are you really happy here?”  Colleen asked.   
 
      
 
    Keegan hesitated and then looked into her eyes. “Are you ready for the answer, Colleen?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes.  I know you met Megan and you agreed to stay here, for her.  But it has to be hard.  You were a doctor in our time.  You wanted to be a doctor as long as I knew you. Now you can’t be one.” 
 
      
 
    “I am happy here.  Megan is an added bonus, of course.  She is a wonderful woman, and I feel lucky that I found her.  I just had to travel more than one hundred years to do so.  I did have to give up my practice, but I am very happy with how it worked out. Sometimes love can override everything else.” 
 
      
 
    “And sometimes it doesn’t.” 
 
      
 
    “Give Garrett a chance to figure things out.  Give him time.” 
 
      
 
    “I agreed to stay here until after Christmas.  That doesn’t give him very much time.” 
 
      
 
    “What are you holding?” 
 
      
 
    Colleen glanced at the book she forgot she was holding.  “Oh, yes.  I found this book in that desk over there.  It is a journal of Victoria’s travels when she used the keys.  She had many adventures she recorded.  It is quite interesting to read.”  She handed it to Keegan. 
 
      
 
    He took the book almost reverently.  “I never realized she wrote in a journal.” 
 
      
 
    Colleen stood and walked over to the loom.  “Is there any way I can have this moved into the room I’m using in your house?” 
 
      
 
    “Sure,” Keegan agreed. “I’ll get Garrett to help me.”  He turned to leave and then looked at her.  “And that room you are staying in, it is your room.” 
 
      
 
    Colleen knew what he was saying, that she was wanted. 
 
      
 
    Later the next day, Garrett and Keegan moved the loom to a corner in Colleen’s room in Keegan’s house.  Megan had a large box of yarn that was left over from her “knitting days” that she gave to Colleen.   She spent an hour weaving some yarn on the loom, already planning in her head the pattern she was going to use on this first blanket she was going to make.  That evening, Garrett joined them for dinner.  Megan had made a wonderful enchilada casserole and a green salad.  Colleen hadn’t ever had enchiladas and ate two helpings.  She loved having Garrett sit across the table from her and tried to keep herself from looking at him, but she couldn’t help it.  He looked so good with his dark hair, and she was growing to love how short it was cut.  His eyes seemed to shine with happiness, and every time he smiled at her, she could feel butterflies in her stomach.  
 
      
 
    “I heard you went to the library right after you got here,” Garrett said.  “Did you find anything interesting?” 
 
      
 
    Everyone stopped eating and looked at Colleen.  She had forgotten about that trip.  “I went to see if I could find anything about you in the newspapers.” 
 
      
 
    “Really?”  Garrett grinned at her.  “Did you figure out how to use the computers to do that?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, the librarian was very helpful, but I didn’t find anything about you.  I did find an article about your family’s disappearance in 2005.” 
 
      
 
    “What?” Garrett asked sharply.  “There was something in the paper about us?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes.  I was able to print it out.  The copy of it is in my room.” 
 
      
 
    Keegan and Megan looked uncomfortable as Garrett processed this information. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry I didn’t say something to you about it sooner, but I honestly forgot about it,” Colleen said regretfully.   
 
      
 
    “It’s okay,” Keegan said when Garrett didn’t say anything.  “Why don’t you go get it?” 
 
      
 
    Colleen quickly retrieved the article and handed to Garrett who took it and proceeded to read it silently, then set it aside. 
 
      
 
    Garrett changed the subject after the article had been read, and Colleen grew more and more concerned as the meal finished.  He offered to help with the dishes, to which Megan declined.  He then said goodbye to everyone, saying he had to go to a certain store before it closed, and then left. 
 
      
 
    Colleen felt awful, and she wondered if he was angry with her because she kept such important information from him for so long.  But she hadn’t done it on purpose and had honestly felt that the police hadn’t figured anything out, so it wasn’t that important.  She had gone to the library to find Garrett.  Once Garrett showed up, she hadn’t felt it necessary to talk about how hard she looked for him.  She had found him, or he had found her and the article was forgotten. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry about it, Colleen,” Keegan said.  “He needs to process things on his own.” 
 
      
 
    Colleen nodded her head, but she was still worried.  She wondered if she had made things worse by giving him the article, but it was something she couldn’t keep to herself.     
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 14 
 
      
 
    Garrett had invited Colleen to go sledding with him the next day, and Colleen wondered if he would still want to go.  She waited anxiously by the door, and he showed up at the agreed upon time.  Colleen breathed a sigh of relief when she saw him, and her heart skipped a beat, like it always seemed to do.  Megan had lent her a pair of snow boots, gloves, hat, and scarf, along with the heavy coat she had used the first week she was here.  She had never really enjoyed sledding as a child, but she was looking forward to going, because she’d be able to spend time with Garrett.  He took her to a large hill that was located near the mountains.  There were very few people sledding, but Colleen could see that the hill had been used quite a bit, because of the large number of paths that went down it.   
 
      
 
    Garrett had brought two sleds, which were actually two large pieces of hard plastic.  They each went down separately a few times, laughing and joking as they went down.  Colleen didn’t usually like being cold, but she loved spending time with Garrett, so she found herself having fun.  
 
      
 
    Garrett would try to throw snowballs at her from the bottom of the hill as she went down, and she enjoyed laughing and ducking out of the way.  
 
      
 
    After walking back up the hill, it was Garrett’s turn to slide down. Colleen secretly formed a snowball and threw it at his back. The snowball hit its target, and Colleen whooped at her success.  Garrett turned back to look at her in surprise over his shoulder, and in doing so, his sled was turned in a different direction.  
 
      
 
    The sled swerved out of control, and Colleen watched in horror as Garrett headed straight for a tree.  
 
      
 
    Garrett jumped off the sled at the last minute and rolled out of the way.  The sled slammed into the tree and cracked right down the middle.  
 
      
 
    “Garrett, are you alright?” Colleen called as she ran down the hill to him in panic.  She couldn’t understand what was happening when she came up to him and heard laughter.  
 
      
 
    “I didn’t know you had finally learned how to throw!” Garrett teased.  
 
      
 
    Colleen couldn’t help herself and started laughing too. “Oh, you know I was always able to out throw you when we were kids. I am so sorry!” 
 
      
 
    The two of them got caught in a fit of laughter and sat in the snow for a moment after finally calming themselves down.  
 
      
 
    “I guess we’re going to have to share,” Garrett said with a grin after he tossed the broken sled in the back of his truck. 
 
      
 
    Colleen shrugged and tried to act like she didn’t care, but in actuality, she was happy to have an excuse to be close to him.  In her time, being so open with a man was frowned upon, but she knew things were different in Garrett’s time, and this was one difference she liked.  He wasn’t afraid to take her hand in his when they walked beside each other or even put an arm around her, although it never stayed there very long.  He had yet to kiss her though, not counting the time he had kissed her when she was sixteen years old.  She was finding she wanted very much to experience his kiss, again.  When she did go back to her time, she’d at least have that to remember him by. 
 
      
 
    Garrett took her sled from her and sat down; he then patted the space in front of him. Colleen situated herself where he indicated, and Garrett’s arms went around her.   
 
      
 
    “I hope you like going fast,” Garrett said in her ear.  Using his feet, he pushed them down the hill until they were going so fast, Colleen hung onto his legs for dear life.  What if the sled flipped over?  But it made it down the hill safely, and she couldn’t help but laugh with joy.  
 
      
 
    They made the trip down the hill together a few more times before Garrett noticed Colleen shivering. 
 
      
 
    “There is a coffee shop not far away from here within walking distance.  Why don’t we head there for some hot chocolate?” 
 
      
 
    “That sounds great,” Colleen agreed.   
 
      
 
    They dropped the sled in his truck and then they started down the street.  Again, he reached to take her hand, but this time, Colleen slipped her hand into the curve of his arm.  His eyes widened at her move, and then smiled at her.  She knew he understood what she was trying to say.   
 
      
 
    Once they were in the small café, hot chocolate and donuts in front of them, they talked about various things for a few minutes; then Garrett turned serious. 
 
      
 
    “There is something I’d like to talk to you about,” he said.   
 
      
 
    “Alright,” Colleen said, almost afraid to find out what he wanted to say. 
 
      
 
    “I’ve had feelings for you for a long time.  In fact, I can’t remember when I didn’t have feelings for you.” 
 
      
 
    Garrett said the words so quickly, that Colleen almost didn’t understand them, but when she did, they pierced her heart.  She couldn’t do more than sit and smile at him.  
 
      
 
    Garrett must have gotten nervous at her silence, so he continued. “I actually found out about the portal a couple weeks before I used it, and that was because of you.  I worried that if I used the portal, I would never see you again.  I care about you so much; you have always been the one person that I could count on to see me for who I am, and not for the hard times I was going through.” 
 
      
 
    Colleen took his hands in her own.  “I have cared about you for a long time, Garrett.  I have been waiting for you to figure out how perfect we are for each other since we were teenagers.” 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t want to marry you when I was struggling so much in the past.  Now, I have a way to support myself.  I’ve stopped drinking completely.  I’m a much better man now.  Do you think you would be willing to give me a chance to prove myself to you?” Garrett asked, looking more vulnerable than she had ever seen him.  
 
      
 
    She looked at him softly and brought her hand up to his cheek. “Of course I will.” 
 
      
 
    All the tension left Garrett’s face, as he leaned closer to her.  He brought both of his hands up to cup the back of her head and slowly pulled her closer to him, keeping his eyes trained on hers the whole time.  Right before he completed the kiss, she closed her eyes. The feel of his lips on hers, the feeling of him holding her, was everything she had ever wanted. She melted into him until he pulled away gently.  
 
      
 
    She knew it was bold of her, but she couldn’t bring herself to sit alone after feeling so close to him. She continued to lean against him as he held her. They sat like that, just enjoying each other’s quiet companionship until their hot chocolate was cold. 
 
         
 
    **** 
 
    Colleen sat in front of her loom working on her blanket with a thoughtful expression.  She hadn’t seen her Indian family in a long time.  She missed them and knew there really was no way to see them. They were forced off the land they had lived on for hundreds of years.  
 
    It felt wrong to just accept what had happened to them; she couldn’t let herself just move on from that.  Was there even anything she could do? 
 
      
 
    She stopped weaving the blanket for a moment.  There was nothing she could do to change the past.  Even if she went back in time, it would be wrong to take the knowledge she now had to change history.  
 
      
 
    However, that didn’t mean she had to forget her heritage.  
 
      
 
    She got up and went downstairs where Megan was working on something for the shop. “Can I borrow your phone to call Garrett?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “Sure,” Megan said cheerfully.  She dialed Garrett’s number for her and handed the phone over.  
 
      
 
    When Garrett answered, Colleen got straight to the point.  “I need your help with something.  Can you come get me tonight?” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
           When they were in the car, Colleen’s nerves were at an all-time high, and Garrett could sense it. “We don’t have to do this today.” 
 
         
 
          “I know, but I want to,” Colleen responded with determination.  When she spoke again, she sounded a little unsure.  “What if they don’t want me there?” 
 
      
 
          She had decided to go visit the descendants of the family she once knew.  She had gotten the address off an Indian-Heritage website, and she was even able to track her biological line back to her maternal grandmother.  
 
      
 
         “I would imagine most of them will be happy to find another family member,” Garrett tried to reassure her.  
 
      
 
         “But I have mixed blood,” Colleen spoke softly; it had almost been a defining feature her entire life.  She wasn’t entirely accepted into Indian society because of her father, who was a mountain man.  She wasn’t fully accepted into society in Denver because of her Native-American blood.  
 
      
 
          Garrett pulled the truck over to the side of the road and put it in park. “Colleen, look at me.”  
 
      
 
    Colleen looked into his eyes feeling as though he could see deep into her and knew just how she felt.  
 
      
 
    “You are so much more than what your skin color shows.  You are caring, compassionate, and gentle.  At the same time you are determined, brave. You don’t let people treat others with hate. If anyone can’t see you for who you really are, they don’t deserve to know you.” 
 
      
 
    Tears welled in her eyes. “It doesn’t seem fair that they can judge me just for how I look.” 
 
      
 
    Pain mirrored in Garrett’s eyes as well. “It’s not.  That’s one of the reasons I hated living in the 1900s.  People are rude and unfair.  On the other hand, you don’t have to let their attitudes ruin who you really are.  You are an amazing, passionate person who shouldn’t be shut down by those who don’t understand the value of life.  Don’t let them decide who you are.” 
 
      
 
    Colleen wiped away the last of her tears and squared her shoulders. “You’re right.  I have always tried to be the best person I can be; that should be what matters most.” The opinions of others, who didn’t know who she really was, shouldn’t matter.    
 
      
 
    Garrett leaned forward and kissed her gently on the lips. It was a kiss of comfort, not passion, and it filled Colleen with warmth and courage. “Let’s go,” Colleen said with confidence. 
 
      
 
    “That’s my girl.” Garrett smiled at her and pulled the truck back onto the road.  
 
         
 
    After another half hour, they entered the reservation.  Colleen looked around to see small houses and some that even had wheels on them. Garrett explained that they were trailers.  
 
      
 
    Curious people started coming out of their houses some of them looked nice enough, but some were scowling.  
 
      
 
    Garrett parked the truck, and they both got out.  
 
      
 
    “What brings you all the way out here?” one gruff man asked. 
 
      
 
    Colleen’s nerves started acting up again, and she tries to hold onto her courage. “I have come to learn more about my heritage,” she offered in the most open way possible.  
 
      
 
    “Were you not born on a reservation?” another, kinder woman asked. 
 
      
 
    “My mother was Indian; my father was not.  I have never met him.  My mother died shortly after I was born, and I was raised by a family outside of my tribe.” 
 
      
 
    The woman smiled. “Why don’t you come inside out of the snow, and I can get you something to drink?” 
 
      
 
    Colleen smiled, feeling more at ease because of the kindness the woman showed.  Some of the other people turned to walk into their own houses, but no one said anything.  Colleen noticed that most of the glares were now directed at Garrett rather than her. She started to feel protective of him and wanted to get him away from those who were hateful.  “That would be nice, thank you.” 
 
      
 
    She followed the woman into the house, and she could tell immediately that this family hadn’t seen any financial relief in a while. The difference between this house and Keegan’s was big enough to make her feel a pang of grief for the woman.  Her family had been forced onto this land that clearly wasn’t supportive of a comfortable life.  Garrett stayed quiet, as if he knew this was something Colleen needed to take the lead on. 
 
      
 
    The woman walked straight to the kitchen and started making some mint tea. “Have you made any contact with your relatives at all?”  
 
      
 
    “No.” Colleen wanted to talk about her visits with her tribe, but she knew that telling the woman about her early life would raise too many questions.  “I do know one of my ancestors though.  She was called Fawn Lee.  She was from the Mouache tribe.” 
 
      
 
    “I can’t say I have heard of her, but you have come to the right place.” 
 
      
 
    Colleen smiled. “That is good to know.  Can you tell me a little about your traditions?” She was curious to see how they had changed, and she wanted to be around that comfort had she felt as a child.  
 
      
 
    The woman talked and let them sit and drink tea with her for about an hour.  Colleen listened to the woman tell them about her life.  She seemed content where she was living.  She talked about how her grandchildren were able to go to school and then to college.  She had a grandson who was a police officer and a granddaughter who was a nurse.  The woman herself had been a secretary at the local school until she retired a few years previously.  
 
      
 
    “I am sorry to have to push you out, but I have a meeting I need to keep,” the woman finally said as she looked at a clock hanging on the wall. 
 
      
 
    “That’s okay, we should be on our way.   We have a long drive, and it is almost dark,” Colleen said.   
 
      
 
    They all stood, and the woman pulled Colleen into a hug. “You are welcome back any time, cousin.” 
 
      
 
    Tears pricked in Colleen’s eyes. “Thank you,” she said genuinely.  
 
      
 
    Garrett and Colleen climbed back into the car and drove away.  Colleen reached out and again held Garrett’s hand in comfortable companionship.  She hadn’t felt this content in a very long time.  
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    On the way back to Keegan’s house, Colleen dared to ask the question she had been wanting to voice all afternoon. 
 
      
 
    “Would you consider coming back with me, Garrett?” 
 
      
 
    Colleen immediately knew that she had said the wrong thing, but she didn’t want to take her words back.  Kimberly stayed in her time with Patrick; Nicky with her father, Shaun.  They chose to live in an easier time period because of love.  Would Garrett be willing to do the same? 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry, Colleen.  I can’t return.  I like this time period I was born in.  I really think I belong here.  There was nothing for me to do in your time, nothing that I wanted to do to support myself and to eventually support a family.” 
 
      
 
    She was disappointed, but she wasn’t surprised; she knew that was going to be his answer. “What are your plans now?” 
 
         
 
    “I am going to school right now while working building houses with the construction company.   I want to get a degree in computer science.” 
 
      
 
    “What does that mean?” 
 
      
 
    “I will be able to get a job with programming software for computers.  It’s kind of hard to explain, but it’s what I love.” 
 
      
 
    Colleen didn’t understand what he was talking about, but she did understand that she would never be able to take this man out of his time, and it would be unfair of her to ask him to.   
 
      
 
    “I’m going to ask the same question of you, Colleen.  Would you consider living in this time period?” 
 
         
 
    Panic flooded Colleen’s body.  It was one thing to spend a few days or weeks in the future.  But she was in a time period she was totally unfamiliar with.  How could she stay here indefinitely?   
 
      
 
    Garrett seemed to know what she was thinking.  He didn’t seem angry, only sad.  “Think about it, Colleen.  You do realize what I’m asking of you, don’t you?” 
 
      
 
    She shrugged her shoulders.  “I’m not sure.” 
 
      
 
    He picked up her hand with his free one while his other one expertly guided the truck down the road.  “I guess this isn’t a very romantic place to pop the question.  I’m asking you to stay here and marry me.  I know that it will be a huge adjustment, but I can help you and so will Keegan and Megan, I’m sure.” 
 
      
 
    Colleen was speechless.  He finally was asking her the question she had wanted to hear for so long.  But the circumstances were so different than she expected.  She had wanted him to find a good job in her time, be happy with what he chose, and they would get married, have a house full of children, and live happily ever after.  But now it was so different.  He had asked her to marry him.  He already knew what he wanted to do and was making plans to move in that direction, but it was in his time, in the future.  Could she do what he asked? 
 
      
 
    Garrett leaned over and kissed her gently on the lips.  Confusion filled her.  She wanted to marry him, she just didn’t know if she could stay in this time.  She leaned forward to kiss him again; she wanted to feel the one thing she was certain of.  She loved him. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll think about it,” Colleen found herself saying.  “It will be a huge change for me.  I would want to go back to my time for a visit and tell our families our plans.”   
 
      
 
    “I’m not going back again,” Garrett said stubbornly.  
 
      
 
    By this time, the truck was in front of Keegan’s house, and Coleen placed a hand on his leg. “I will think about marrying you and staying in this time, like you have asked.  I’d like you to think about it, too.” 
 
      
 
    Garrett nodded, and she hoped that he understood what she was asking.  She couldn’t agree to stay in this time without ever seeing her family again.   
 
      
 
    **** 
 
    After Garrett dropped off Colleen at Keegan’s house, he headed to his own apartment.  When he got up to go to work that day he hadn’t expected it to end the way that it had.  But it seemed to be the right thing to do; they both cared about each other and knew each other so well.  He had found himself asking her to marry him.  They both had many things to think about.  
 
         
 
    Once he was inside his apartment, he quickly fixed himself something to eat before finding the news article Colleen had given him and read it over again.  He tried to find any clues if anyone knew they had traveled through time, but nothing was said about that.  He sighed and set the article aside.   He had finals coming up, and he needed to study.  He found one of his textbooks and opened it to read a chapter, but he couldn’t concentrate.  His mind kept drifting to the article.  Finally, he gave up on studying and opened his laptop.  He had been in the future, in his time, for almost eighteen months.  Never once he had tried to find out if anything had been reported about his family suddenly missing.  He had been tempted, but it was if he was afraid what he’d find, and he didn’t want anyone to know he had returned.  But now he started to feel very strongly that it was time he tried to discover what he could find out.   
 
      
 
    It was time. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 15 
 
    
  
 
    Colleen kept busy the next few days.  She worked in the gift shop, and when she was done, she spent the evenings creating her blanket.  It was coming along nicely, and Megan had given her many different colors of yarn to use.  She had fun designing a new pattern she had never made before.  Megan invited her to a doctor’s appointment, and she was able to see how an ultrasound worked.  She was amazed at how clearly she could see the baby in Megan’s womb move just like she will once it’s born.  The baby was even sucking her thumb, which made Megan grin.  
 
      
 
    “Maybe I won’t need to buy any pacifiers,” Megan said with a grin of joy. 
 
      
 
    Colleen let the unfamiliar word pacifiers float over her, another word that made her remember she wasn’t from this time.  But she loved seeing the image of the baby and wondered if she would be still around when she was born. 
 
      
 
    She kept busy, but always in the back of her mind, she wondered when she was going to see Garrett again.  She hadn’t made up her mind yet if she was going to marry him and stay in this time, but she still wanted to spend time with him.  Why hadn’t he come visit, or at least contacted her through Megan’s phone?   
 
      
 
    After the fourth day, she started to feel scared.  Maybe he was wishing he hadn’t asked her to marry him.  Maybe he regretted telling her his feelings for her.  And he never did tell her he loved her.  She had just assumed he did, but maybe she should wait until she heard those words.  Weren’t they the three most important words in the English language?  
 
      
 
    Maybe she scared him away by requesting they use the portal to at least say goodbye to her family, their family.  He left her once; what if he did so again?  
 
      
 
    In actuality, Garrett was extremely busy with finals and working almost full time besides.  He wanted to see Colleen again, but he wouldn’t let himself until he was done with his classes, which finally happened the following Friday.   When he had time to think about other things, he was thinking about his conversation with Colleen.  He was beginning to realize that she was right.  If they were going to marry, there needed to be compromise.   
 
      
 
    Once he took his last final, he spent a few hours searching more about information of his family.  He didn’t find much more than Colleen had already found, but he did realize that having his family disappear had been a big deal, especially because his father had owned a rather successful gaming business.  He had sold it to a large company just before they traveled back in time, but the company was supposed to be giving his father a certain percentage of the sale of all future games, which was supposed to be deposited in an account. Somehow the new owner of the company figured out that the money was just sitting in the account, not being used.  Garrett was able to find a small article talking about all of their belongings in their apartment were cleared out and given to charity.  
 
      
 
    After printing out everything he found, he decided it would be best if he continued to keep the whereabouts of his family a secret.  It had been eleven years after all, and he didn’t find anything more recent as of five years ago.  Most likely everyone who was wondering about what happened to his family had moved on to more interesting subjects and had forgotten all about them. 
 
      
 
    When he arrived at Keegan’s that evening, he found a slightly reserved, hesitant Colleen.  She seemed happy to see him, but she was quiet and more reserved than usual.  She asked him where he had been all week, and she seemed to understand when he told her that he had had his finals to study for and then take, along with work.  She showed him a blanket that she was working on. He told her that he thought it was one of her best yet, and she seemed pleased with his compliment. 
 
      
 
    “I have an idea of what we can do tonight,” Megan said after the dinner dishes were done. “The church we go to is having a Christmas program, and all of the children in our congregation will be participating in it, including the children’s choir.” 
 
      
 
    Garrett was relieved when everyone agreed, including Colleen.  She was acting strange to him, and he couldn’t figure out why.  When Megan and Colleen left the kitchen to change into skirts, Garrett turned to Keegan. 
 
      
 
    “Is something wrong with Colleen?” He asked. 
 
      
 
    Keegan looked at him steadily for a moment.  “I have a question for you.  I know you had finals and work, but did you explain that to Colleen before you left her a week ago?” 
 
      
 
    Keegan shook his head. “No, but I guess I didn’t think I needed to.  We aren’t really…” he paused suddenly realizing what it probably looked like to her.  The last time they were together, he had asked her to marry him and had kissed her.  When she didn’t hear from him, she probably was thinking the worst. 
 
      
 
    “Garrett, when you were living in her time, in my time, you disappeared quite often.  You always came back, but no one ever knew where you were, if something had happened to you, or when you were going to return.  Out of all of us, Colleen was the closest to you.  Even though she never said anything to anyone, I suspect it was hard on her when you would be gone from her life so sporadically.” 
 
      
 
    Garrett sighed as he ran a hand through his hair.  “I never thought of it in that way, that I was just disappearing from her life like that.  I was so messed up when I lived in the past.  I don’t think anyone knew how hard it was for me to be forced to live in your time.  Sometimes I just had to get away from it all.  So, I’d leave Denver for a while until I could handle things again.” 
 
      
 
    “You were a child when you arrived in my time.  You saw things like a child, did things like a child, handled what happened to your family like a child would.  But now you are a man.” 
 
      
 
    Garrett wasn’t sure what Keegan was trying to say. “I’ll make sure she always knows where I am from now on.” 
 
      
 
    “Has something changed between the two of you?” 
 
      
 
    Garrett wondered if Colleen had said something to Megan or Keegan.  “The last time we were together, I kissed her.” 
 
      
 
    Keegan nodded in understanding.  “And what did the kiss mean to you?  Did you kiss her because she was a willing female or…”? 
 
      
 
    Garrett was starting to grow angry.  He didn’t want a lecture on if he should or shouldn’t have kissed Colleen.  “I kissed her because… I love her.” 
 
      
 
    Keegan didn’t seem surprised by his confession.  In fact, he seemed pleased.  “I’ve suspected the two of you have had feelings for each other for a long time.  Just remember the time period Colleen is from.  In her mind, that kiss was a promise.” 
 
      
 
    “In my mind it also was.  I… would like to marry her.” 
 
      
 
    “And which time period are you going to live in?”     
 
      
 
    “This one, of course.” 
 
      
 
    Keegan looked at him with a little frustration.  “You had a hard time giving up your time.  Are you expecting her to do the same?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes.  No.  I don’t know,” Garrett finally admitted.  He realized he hadn’t really thought through things.  
 
      
 
    Megan and Colleen came back into the room, and Garrett suddenly couldn’t take his eyes off of her.  She was so pretty.  She had put on the skirt and blouse he had given her, and he wished they were going to be spending the evening alone.  He obviously had some things he needed to talk to Colleen about.  He marveled how Keegan was able to see the entire picture so clearly.  He knew if he were going to have any type of relationship with Colleen, he needed to step up and become the type of man she needed. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 16 
 
      
 
    Colleen loved the Christmas program.  She had gone to many similar programs in her time.  She had always enjoyed listening to children sing Christmas songs; they sounded like angels to her.  They did a great job of telling the story of Christ’s birth and the real reason why Christmas was celebrated. She liked knowing the Christmas story from the Bible was the same no matter what time period a person lived in.   
 
      
 
    The next day, she helped Megan make Christmas cookies and decorated them.  They made enough to deliver to some of their neighbors.  A few days later, she finished the small blanket she had started.  She decided to give it to Megan and Keegan for Christmas and as a thank you for letting her stay with them.   
 
      
 
    Garrett made sure he came over every evening after work and spent the evening with her.  She loved being with him.  He taught her how to play some board games, and they watched Christmas movies.  She loved the idea of a story being acted on a large screen.  Her favorite movie was The Christmas Carol.  It was one of her favorite stories in her time, so it was fun to see the story be acted out like a play.  Garrett also showed her how his tablet worked, and he gave it to her to use.  She had a hard time understanding all of it but she did enjoy the idea that she could basically read any book she wanted, and it was all being stored on the tablet.  Garrett helped her download some Christmas books she was used to reading around this time, her favorite being the Bird’s Christmas Carol. He also taught her how to play a simple game called Solitaire which she had fun doing. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    One evening, the day before Christmas Eve, Garrett was getting ready to go over to Keegan’s to see Colleen when there was a knock on his door.  When he opened it, a woman stood outside on the porch. 
 
      
 
    “Can I help you?” 
 
      
 
    “Are you Garrett Foster?” The woman had a mixture of excitement and hope cross her face. 
 
         
 
    “Yes.” 
 
      
 
    “I am Shelly Sorensen from the Denver Tribune.  I have been doing some research on a family that went missing eleven years ago.  I was wondering if I could talk to you for a moment.”  
 
      
 
    Garrett was so shocked that he couldn’t say anything for a few seconds.  He wanted to send her away, but he also knew that if a journalist somehow figured out that he was searching for information, she wouldn’t stop until she got something to report on.  So, he let her in.  He also realized he recognized her name.  She was the one who had written most of the articles he had found on his family.   
 
      
 
    “What information are you looking for?” 
 
      
 
    “Are you Garrett, the son of Justin Foster?” 
 
      
 
    “I am not answering any of your questions until you answer some of my own,” Garrett said firmly.   
 
      
 
    Shelly kept her face passive as she agreed, but Garrett could almost tell that she was smirking.  She firmly believed he was going to tell her everything. “Okay.  Sounds fair enough.” 
 
      
 
    “Why do you even care about a family that disappeared over eleven years ago?  And how did you find out I was doing my own searching?” 
 
      
 
    “We got some hits on our website on those articles I wrote.  Don’t you realize how strange it was that an entire family just disappeared?  Their belongings were left behind. Their bank accounts were no longer used.  A court finally gave another family member power of attorney to decide what would happen to their belongings.” 
 
      
 
    “Who was the family member?” 
 
      
 
    “A Mr. Bruce Monson.” 
 
      
 
    Garrett remembered that Bruce was his great uncle, a brother to his grandmother. 
 
      
 
    “How did you find me?” 
 
      
 
    “Anyone can be found with the right resources.” 
 
      
 
    Garrett did his best not to groan.  This was one part of the future, of his time, that he didn’t like.  Nothing was private.  If someone wanted to find out something about another person, it was quite easy to do so, because of the connection everyone seemed to have through social media.  Although he had done his best to stay off all social media sites, he couldn’t all the time, especially since he had started college. 
 
      
 
    “I am not prepared to tell you anything at this time.  I’m going to have to ask you to leave,” Garrett said, as he stood and opened his front door.  
 
      
 
    Shelly looked flustered and upset.  “I answered your questions.  Why won’t you answer mine?  Can’t you at least tell me where you have been?  Has your entire family come back to Denver?” 
 
      
 
    Garrett wondered what her reaction would be if he told her what really happened to them all, but he knew that he had to keep the time travel a secret.  He wondered if Shelly would really believe him anyway, if he did tell her what really happened.  He decided it was too late to deny that he was part of the family she had written about.  
 
      
 
    “I need to talk to my other family members before I give you any information.” 
 
      
 
    Shelly refused to take no for an answer, and he had to admire her tenacity and determination. He was finally able to get her to leave, but not before leaving him her card and making him promise that he would contact her as soon as he talked to his family. 
 
      
 
    Once he was sure Shelly had really left (he wouldn’t put it past her that she could be hiding behind a potted plant until he left his apartment, and he smiled at the vision), he headed to Keegan’s house.  He wasn’t sure how he was going to handle this, and for the first time he wished he could talk to his father.  Even though it had greatly irritated him when he was younger, Justin had a very laid-back and humorous attitude about time travel and being forced to stay in 1893.  He probably would be able to help Garrett figure out a way to get rid of Shelly without too many questions.  
 
      
 
    When he pulled in the driveway, he leaned his head back against the headrest of his truck.  His busy mind went over everything that had happened to him over the last sixteen months, since he arrived in the time period he was born in.  Would it be better if he did leave with Colleen after Christmas?  Then he knew what he had to do.  
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Colleen was excited for the next few days.  Tomorrow was Christmas Eve, and then it would be Christmas Day.  She was looking forward to spending Christmas in the future, but she also felt sad, for she knew that she would be leaving and time traveling back to her time soon after.  She was determined to enjoy the next few days as much as she could. 
 
      
 
    When Garrett arrived that evening, a strange energy radiated from him, and Colleen wondered what was causing it.  He seemed excited and determined about something. 
 
      
 
    “Is something wrong?” Colleen asked after he greeted her with a kiss. 
 
      
 
    “No.  I have an idea, but I want to talk to everyone about it.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, dinner’s almost ready,” Colleen said.  “I prepared a hearty stew and rolls today so Megan could rest her feet a bit.” 
 
      
 
    “It smells good.  I’m hungry, so let’s go eat.” 
 
      
 
    Once the prayer was said, and everyone’s plate was filled with food, Garrett immediately spoke. 
 
      
 
    “I think all four of us should go to the ranch for Christmas.  We can leave tomorrow, and we’ll be there in time for Christmas Eve dinner.” 
 
      
 
    The room went absolutely silent at Garrett’s words, and Coleen was confused.  She thought he would never go back ever again, and now he was suggesting that they all go? Had he changed his mind and decided he wanted to stay in her time for good? 
 
      
 
    “Explain why you want to do this, Garrett,” Megan gently suggested. 
 
      
 
    “I guess I realized that, even though we all live in two different time periods, we need to stay in contact with each other.  I left very abruptly, and I need to make amends with my father and Bridget.” 
 
      
 
    “Is it possible to get to the portal this time of year?” Megan wondered.   
 
      
 
    “I looked.  The snowfall has been pretty mild so far this season, and it has been warmer than usual for December.  We might have to park further down the mountain and hike up, but we should be able to make it to the portal.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not sure if Megan should go since she is pregnant.” 
 
      
 
    “I think I’ll be okay, Keegan,” Megan said.  “If we walk up the mountain carefully and have enough snow equipment, I’ll be okay.  I’d like to see your family again.”  
 
      
 
    “Are you staying?” Colleen asked softly.  The room became quiet again while she waited for Garrett’s answer. 
 
      
 
    “No.  It will be a visit.” 
 
      
 
    “Then I will come back with you when you return,” Colleen told him, knowing he would understand that she was agreeing to marry him. 
 
      
 
    Garrett smiled at her, stood up, and then helped her stand.  He pulled her into his arms, and they held each other for a long time.  The peace that overwhelmed Colleen told her that she had made the right decision.   
 
      
 
    Early the next day, the four of them drove to the parking lot and parked the car on the far side of the lot, making sure it was out of the way.  They started to walk up the path.  At first there was little snow, but as they went up further, the snow became deeper.  Keegan and Garrett had come prepared with snowshoes, and soon all four of them were wearing them.  They took their time because of Megan’s pregnancy, but they made it to the portal in time.  Keegan hid their snowshoes behind a large pile of rocks, and then, at the appointed time, all four of them grasped hands and stepped inside the portal.  Almost instantly they were transported through time to 1906, to the family ranch.  After they arrived and Keegan made sure Megan had faired okay, they stepped out of the portal and headed towards the ranch house. 
 
      
 
    Colleen saw a wagon that was just outside one of the barns, and she knew that Justin had brought his family to the ranch for Christmas.  She knew Garrett was counting on his father being at the ranch, and she had wondered what he would have done if Justin wasn’t there this year. There were some Christmases that the weather had prevented them from traveling the distance from Denver.  She was glad to see that this wasn’t going to be one of those years.  Garrett kept her hand in his as they approached the house, answering another question she had thought of on their way up to the portal.  Was Garrett going to let their family know of their feelings for each other immediately or wait until an appropriate time? 
 
    
    They had almost arrived at the door when it swung open.  Richard, Kimberly’s son, had opened it, and Colleen could tell that he had been going to the barn since he was dressed in a warm coat, gloves, and hat.  His eyes opened wide, and then a grin split his face, as he launched himself onto Keegan. 
 
      
 
    “Uncle Keegan!” Richard yelled with glee. “Did you come for Christmas?” 
 
      
 
    “Yep, we sure did,” Keegan told him, as he gave his nephew a hug.  “We thought we’d spend the next few days with our family.” 
 
      
 
    Others must have heard Richard’s yell because soon everyone had crowded around for hugs and to welcome the four of them, many with teary eyes at seeing everyone so unexpectedly.  Colleen noticed that Justin greeted Garrett last.  Garrett had kept her hand in his throughout all the greetings, and Colleen saw Justin’s eyes look at their clasped hands before looking at his son.  Garrett led Colleen to his father. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry, Dad, for disappearing like I did.  It was wrong of me; I see that now.” 
 
      
 
    Justin looked at Garrett for a long moment, and the family became silent, as if wondering what was going to happen next.  Then Justin smiled at his son and gave him a long hug.  Colleen breathed a sigh of relief.  Justin wasn’t angry at Garrett.   
 
      
 
    The next few hours were chaotic as the entire family gathered in the living room to catch up with each other.  Questions were asked about what Keegan had been doing, Megan’s pregnancy, and how their store was doing.   Bridget had birth to a little girl a few months after Garrett had disappeared.  She was now over a year old and was getting into everything.   
 
      
 
     As soon as everyone was caught up adequately, Patrick stood up.  “Who’s ready to decorate the tree?”   
 
      
 
    All of the kids jumped up in unison.  
 
         
 
    “Let me help!” 
 
         
 
    “I’m the tallest; I should put the angel on!” 
 
      
 
    “Let’s do the popcorn string first!” 
 
      
 
     Patrick laughed. “Everyone will get an opportunity to do something important.” He went over to the tree that was held up in a small, tin bucket filled with coal.  First, let’s spread the cotton.  Each child helped spread cotton thinly over the branches to make it look like snow.  Then, they hung popcorn garland over the branches and placed painted stars throughout.  The adults then carefully added their few precious ornaments they had collected over the years.  Katherine was chosen to put the angel on top of the tree, as she hadn’t had a turn in several years.  
 
      
 
    Rather than fight with the older kids, Josephine chose to sit in the corner quietly setting up a twig fence, and placing some of Keegan’s wooden, carved animals carefully inside.  
 
      
 
    Colleen’s heart warmed, as she watched her family.  She had missed them all so much. She felt Garrett’s arm slide around her in a hug, and one look at his face told her he was emotional. Up until yesterday, he likely thought he wouldn’t ever see any of his family again. 
 
      
 
    The kids were sent to bed with promises of a wonderful morning.  All the adults stayed up late, talking and catching up on everything they had missed out on.  When Colleen finally went to sleep, it was with a wide smile on her face.  
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Colleen woke up to the hoots and hollers of the young children waking up to their presents under the tree.  She climbed out of bed with excitement.  She hadn’t had time to plan any presents and wasn’t planning on receiving any, but the thought of being with family was enough to rush into the main living room with the rest of the children.  
 
      
 
    All of the children were waiting patiently to be handed their presents.  Finances were tight some years, and it was important to all the parents that their children find the joy in giving and receiving a few small presents, and not expecting more.  
 
      
 
    First, each child was handed a stocking that had small candies and little cookies folded and tied in a pretty cloth.  Then, they each got a present from their parents, and it was clearly the presents they all had been hoping for.  They each got one more present from an assigned aunt or uncle in the family.  Presents for the children went quickly, and it ended with large smiles on everyone’s faces.  
 
      
 
    Justin cleared his throat and stood up. “I have a gift for Bridget,” he announced, and he walked out of the room, returning shortly with a beautifully carved and stained chest. “You are always talking about wanting a safe place to keep your mementos from the children.  Here is a special chest just for that purpose.”  
 
      
 
    Bridget walked over to it and touched the delicate designs carefully.  “How on earth did you find the time to make this?” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve been working on it a little bit all year.  I had to keep it up here at the ranch so you wouldn’t find it,” Justin said, clearly happy that his wife loved his gift so much.  
 
      
 
    “It’s perfect.  Thank you, Justin.”  Bridget stood, and gave him a tight hug.  
 
      
 
    The other couples exchanged gifts while the children played, most of them simple but thoughtful.  Colleen watched her whole family with happiness.  She wasn’t expecting Garrett to stand up as well.  
 
      
 
    “I... uh,” he cleared his throat, seemingly struggling for words.  “I brought something with me.  For Colleen.” 
 
      
 
    Everyone in the room instantly quieted and exchanged meaningful looks with each other.  
 
      
 
    Garrett pulled a small box out of his pocket and knelt down on one knee. “Colleen, I have known you since I was eleven, and I grew to love you not long after that.  It has been a rough road to where we are now, and you have always been there for me. Please let me always be there for you.  For the rest of your life.”  He opened the box, where a thin gold band laced with diamonds was nestled.  
 
      
 
    Colleen’s eyes filled up with tears. “Yes!” was all she could squeak out.  Garrett slid the ring onto her finger and stood to give her a hug and quick kiss.  
 
      
 
    Congratulations and hugs were all given by everyone, and the happy tears kept flowing down her cheeks.  
 
      
 
    Kimberly was the last to congratulate the couple, then she loudly asked, “Who is ready for breakfast?” 
 
      
 
    Everyone moved over to the table, still talking about marriage and how they had all known Garrett and Colleen were going to end up together.  Kimberly and Nicky dished out an egg, bacon, and potato casserole, and passed the plates around.  Soon the room quieted as everyone ate.  
 
      
 
    Garrett leaned over to kiss her temple. “If you don’t like the ring, we can take it back and find something that better suits you.” 
 
      
 
    Colleen almost looked at him in horror.  “You will not take this ring away!” 
 
      
 
    Garrett and several others laughed. “Okay, okay.  I didn’t have a lot of time to pick it out, so I just wanted to check.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s perfect.” She smiled down at it, then turned to give Garrett another kiss.  She knew they were touching more than was acceptable in this time, but she had grown so comfortable with him that it was hard to stop herself.  
 
      
 
    The rest of the day passed slowly and peacefully, with nothing to do but spend time together. They all did the few necessary farm chores together, then came back inside to play games and talk all afternoon. Colleen helped the women prepare dinner, and plenty of banter about marriage and babies was thrown around.  
 
      
 
    Once dinner was finished, the adults stayed up late again talking and laughing. Colleen could barely keep her eyes open, so Garrett suggested she head to bed. She couldn’t argue with him and trudged to her room where she instantly fell into a peaceful sleep.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 17 
 
      
 
    Early the day after Christmas, they had an unexpected visitor.   When a knock sounded on the door of the main family cabin, one of Nicky’s children, Josephine, answered it.  Colleen was in the kitchen helping to finish up the breakfast dishes when she heard a loud gasp.  Then Josephine ran into the kitchen, her eyes wide with excitement and disbelief.   
 
      
 
    “There is a funny looking man at our door,” she announced.  
 
      
 
    Garrett had been sitting at the table with Patrick, Keegan, and her father, Shaun.  All of them jumped up and ran to the door.  Colleen quickly followed with Nicky, Kimberly, and Bridget.  She immediately understood Josephine’s excitement.  There was a small man standing on the porch.  He was smaller than the average man, with a full white head of hair.  He had on black pants, a white shirt, and a green velvet vest.  He also had on a black top hat with a four-leaf clover tucked in the brim. 
 
      
 
    Nicky snickered softly.  “He looks like a leprechaun.” 
 
      
 
    “Can I help you?” Patrick asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, young man, you sure can,” the man said.  “Are you Patrick Callaghan?” 
 
      
 
    Patrick nodded, giving a half-laugh at being called a young man since he was over 40 years of age. 
 
      
 
    “I have something of utmost importance to discuss with you and your family.  May I come in?” 
 
      
 
    Patrick hesitated before stepping aside.  Colleen had to wonder if the man thought they were being very rude because of all the stares he was receiving.  He knocked on the door and a child answered. That same child left him on the doorstep, and soon eight adults came into the room at once to stare at him.  
 
      
 
    Patrick invited him to sit down before asking, “You seem to know who we are.  Can we ask who you are?” 
 
      
 
    “I will answer who I am momentarily,” the man said with a smile of understanding. 
 
         
 
    “You are The Irish Man,” Kimberly breathed in disbelief.  
 
      
 
    “The Irish Man?” Garrett asked with confusion. 
 
      
 
    Kimberly watched him carefully as he nodded in confirmation.  She looked around the room.  “He is the man who gave Victoria the first key.” 
 
      
 
    Understanding flooded Patrick’s face.  “And the man who removed the two keys from the cave after our barn burned down.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” the man confirmed.  “I have a purpose in being here.  I have a story to tell if you are interested.” 
 
      
 
    After everyone nodded, he continued.  “As much as I love the name The Irish Man, I do have a name I was born with.  I am known as Jack McGee.  I am from the year 2035.” 
 
      
 
    Colleen gasped along with everyone else.  Was it actually possible to travel even further into the future?   
 
      
 
    “I understand that some of you are from the early 2000s.  And some of you are from this time.  We are very aware of the interconnection between you.” 
 
      
 
    “Who is the ‘we’ you are talking about?” Shaun asked curiously. 
 
      
 
    “I am the president of a government agency which collects time travel devices, although I do have superiors that I answer to.” 
 
      
 
    “Do you mean there are more devices besides the two keys Victoria owned?” Justin questioned. 
 
      
 
    “Yes.  I will not get into the whys and hows, but something in the world’s history triggered devices all over the world.  It also triggered portals in various locations.” 
 
      
 
    When Mr. McGee mentioned portals, Colleen grew cold.  She knew this man was the one who put a stop to their time traveling trips right after their barn burned down by taking the two keys that were hidden in the cave.  Was he going to put a stop to the usage of the portal too?  Did he have the power to do so?  She exchanged glances with Garrett, and she could tell he was thinking the same thing. 
 
      
 
    “At first, these devices and portals weren’t a threat to our society, mainly because no one even knew about them.  The ones that discovered them kept the idea of time travel quiet.  But now, in my time, there are evil men who desire to find these devices and portals and use them for their own use, to harm others and to drastically change history.  This simply cannot be done.” 
 
      
 
    “Why are you telling us this?” Patrick asked. 
 
      
 
    “Because I have been watching you for a long time.  I know that you are an honest family.  You have had access to the keys and now to a portal located on your ranch; yet you have always been very careful to keep them a secret and to not let anyone else know about them.  I have been sent by my superiors to discuss the future of the portal with you.” 
 
      
 
    “Why did you take the two keys?” Kimberly asked. 
 
      
 
    “Because Golin was such a danger to every one of you.  Even though he was killed in the barn fire, we didn’t know if he had informed anyone else in his time about the keys.  We felt it was best to take them for safekeeping.” 
 
      
 
    “This is incredible,” Nicky said. 
 
      
 
    Colleen’s mind was swimming.  The world was obviously larger than she even imagined.  
 
      
 
    Mr. McGee looked directly at Megan.  “Your mother is not aware of this at this time, but I have removed the locket she had used to travel to 1810.” 
 
      
 
    Megan’s eyes widened at the implication, but she nodded her understanding, she knew it was her job to inform her mother and step-father, Daniel.  
 
      
 
    “How did you come from your time to ours?” Shaun asked. 
 
      
 
    “I am not able to disclose that information.  Let’s just say that in 2035 it is much easier to travel from one time-period to another.” 
 
      
 
    “So, you must want to stop our portal from working,” Patrick commented. 
 
      
 
    Mr. McGee didn’t say anything. Instead, he just looked at each one of them, confirming Patrick’s words. 
 
      
 
    “If you are here to shut down our portal, I would like to request that I be able to use it to go back to 2018, the time I was born in,” Garrett spoke up firmly.  
 
      
 
    Colleen’s heart dropped at Garrett’s words.  He hadn’t included her in his request.  She shook her head to clear it.  Of course, she would be included.  He had already proposed to her.  But part of her deep down wondered.  If he had to leave quickly and at the last minute before the portal was shut down, would he make sure she was at his side, or would he be so worried about returning that he’d forget his promises? 
 
      
 
    “I’m sure you are aware that Keegan and his wife, Megan, and now Garrett want to live in 2018.  We all live in this time period, but we want to be able to stay in contact with each other.  We are family, after all,” Shaun said. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll admit this family does have different circumstances and needs.  In fact, yours is the only group that has multiple family members living in different time periods that we are aware of.  Because of this, I have a proposition for you.” 
 
      
 
    When Mr. McGee didn’t continue, Patrick said, “We are listening.” 
 
      
 
    “I am willing to keep the portal on your ranch open for the time being.  You all must promise me that no one will ever know about it.  You must tell no one.  You must do all that you can to keep your travels a secret, especially when you are in 2018.  Only go to the portal when no one is around.  Carefully look around and make sure no one sees you.  Tell no one.” 
 
      
 
    All the adults looked at each other and nodded their heads. 
 
      
 
    “We can promise you that,” Patrick said firmly. 
 
      
 
    “If someone finds out about it, no matter who it is outside of this family, it will be immediately shut down.  Only use it to travel to each other’s time; no other date will be permitted.  We will be very firm with this, and we do have ways to regulate this issue.” 
 
      
 
    “We agree to that stipulation,” Garrett spoke up eagerly. 
 
      
 
    “How would you shut it down if you had to?” Kimberly asked curiously. 
 
      
 
    “I cannot tell you the process,” Mr. McGee said. 
 
      
 
    “How did the portal come to be in the first place?” Nicky asked. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sure you are aware that Golin had his own key.  He wanted the two Victoria owned because he thought if he used the three of them together, they would be more powerful.  He was actually wrong about that, but that was what he believed.  I’m aware that when your barn burned down, his key disappeared.  We think it was somehow buried under the rubbish in the ground.  Because of rain and snow, and because of its own power, it has been pushed down further into the ground.  Eventually it became a portal, connecting your time and the time Kimberly originally came from through a type of energy even we don’t quite understand in 2035.” 
 
      
 
    “So, if we dug down in that spot, we’d find the key?” Shaun asked. 
 
      
 
    Mr. McGee shrugged his shoulders.  “I don’t advise it.  The key may be powering the portal, but the entire area around it has power.” 
 
      
 
    “We’ll leave it alone,” Patrick said, after he gave his brother a short glare. 
 
      
 
    Mr. McGee stood.  “I will prepare to leave now.  Please realize we aren’t supposed to handle things in this way.  I was sent to shut the portal down.  But I am willing to allow it to continue, as long as all of you, including family members that don’t know about it now, but will use it in the future, use it per our agreement.” 
 
      
 
    “We will keep our promise,” Patrick said.  “It was a pleasure to meet you.” 
 
      
 
    Mr. McGee’s eyes suddenly twinkled as he looked around the room at each of them.  “You are a top-notch family.  If everyone who found a time-travel device or portal were as responsible as you are, my company wouldn’t even be in business, but there are always bad apples in every time period, and every society.” 
 
      
 
    Patrick walked him to the door, and Garrett went with him, along with Justin.  The three men watched as Mr. McGee walked towards the portal.  They continued watching as Mr. McGee paused at the portal, raised his hands over it for a moment, before continuing on into the nearby forest. 
 
      
 
    “I bet if one of us follows him, we’d find that he’s already gone back to his time,” Garrett commented. 
 
      
 
    Patrick nodded his agreement.  He sighed as he ran a hand over his face.   
 
      
 
    Justin looked at Garrett soberly.  “You need to be very careful, son.  No one must see you come and go.  No one.” 
 
      
 
    Garrett nodded his understanding.  He glanced back in the living room through the open door before beckoning his father and uncle to follow him.  After they walked a short distance from the house, Garrett turned to them. 
 
      
 
    “In 2018, no one believes time travel is real, at least as far as I know.  But the subject has become pretty popular.  Many fiction books have been written on the subject.  I’ve read a few.  Some of them are pretty realistic while others make no sense to me.  There is a popular movie about time travel and a TV series.” 
 
      
 
    “All the more reason to be very careful,” Patrick said firmly. 
 
      
 
    “Here is what I want to tell you.  When Colleen traveled to 2018 to find me, she went to the library, hoping there’d be a newspaper article about me.  She found information about your disappearance, Dad.  She was able to print it for me.  After she gave it to me, I did some more research on the Internet.”  Garrett looked at his father carefully.  “Technology is even more advanced than when we lived there.  You can find pretty much anything you want, good or bad, through the Internet in 2018.  I was able to find quite a few articles about our disappearance.  Grandma’s brother was even given power of attorney over their house and belongings.  The company you sold your games to was extensively interviewed.  Most of the articles were written and researched by a woman named Shelly Sorensen.   
 
      
 
    “She showed up on my doorstep a few days ago and started asking questions about us and how we disappeared.  I suspect she believes our disappearance was more than just foul play or our choice to live off the grid.” 
 
      
 
    “Live off the grid?” Patrick asked.  “What does that mean?” 
 
    
       “Some people don’t like all the technology that is around.  They make the choice to move deep in the mountains or a small town.  They essentially disappear the best they can,” Garrett explained. 
 
      
 
    Patrick nodded, so Garrett continued.  “I think she might suspect we disappeared because of time travel.  Even though I asked her to leave and to not bother me again, I’m sure when I return I’m going to see her again.” 
 
      
 
    “Are you asking for my advice?” Justin asked with a slight grin. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I guess I am,” Garrett admitted as he smiled back. 
 
      
 
    “I think you need to tell her we moved out of the country for a family emergency.  Some of us are still there.  It really isn’t any of her business to know more than that; even if she is a journalist.  Aren’t there still such things as privacy laws?” 
 
      
 
    Garrett shrugged.  “In theory, there are, but you can find out quite a bit about someone else, if you are willing to put the time and money into getting the information. She found out I was still alive and living in the future, after all.  I still don’t know how she tracked me down.” 
 
      
 
    Justin shook his head in disbelief. 
 
      
 
    Patrick spoke up.  “I must ask you, are you certain you want to live in the future?” 
 
      
 
    Garrett looked at his father to watch his reaction as nodded his head firmly.  “Yes, I am certain.  I am happy there.  I’ve gotten my GED, and am going to college, working towards a computer science degree.  I have a good paying job and a nice apartment, even though it is a bit small.” 
 
      
 
    Justin laid a hand on Garrett’s shoulder.  “I’m sorry I wasn’t upfront with you about the portal and that you felt you needed to leave in secret.  I’m sorry I didn’t trust you with the truth.” 
 
      
 
    Garrett studied his father’s face and saw a great remorse and sadness.  He hardly saw Patrick move discreetly away from them.   
 
      
 
    Justin continued.  “I know you’ve never been very happy here.  As a father, I wanted you with me.  But also as a father, I want you to be happy, and if living in 2018 will make you happy, then I will support that decision.” 
 
      
 
    “Thanks, Dad,” Garrett said, his voice shaking a bit with emotion.  “I also would like to apologize.  I shouldn’t have gone so long without contacting Keegan.  I knew he somehow was aware I was in his time.  I should have at least let him know I was okay.” 
 
      
 
    Justin pulled Garrett into his arms, and they hugged for a long moment.  When they finally moved away, Justin looked at Garrett carefully.  “I have to ask, are you sure Colleen is willing to live in the future?  She hardly seems certain of it herself.” 
 
      
 
    “We are still working that out,” Garrett admitted. “I don’t want her to agree to live in 2018 unless she is absolutely sure.  Uncle Keegan adjusted fairly well to our time period, but I also know not everyone would be able to.” 
 
      
 
    “Be gentle with her, son. The future will be a big adjustment for her, and you need to accept with grace if she chooses not to stay with you.” 
 
      
 
    “I know,” Garrett said grimly.  
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    For the rest of the morning, the family couldn’t stop talking about Mr. McGee’s visit.  Josephine loved describing how the “small man” was dressed to her cousins.  The adults talked to the older children, explaining why Mr. McGee visited and that it was important they keep the portal a secret.   
 
      
 
    After lunch, Colleen suddenly realized that Garrett was no longer in the cabin.  She quickly searched each room and even knocked on the bedroom door he was using, but no one answered.  Trying not to panic, she glanced at the clock that hung above the fireplace.  It was a few minutes after two o’clock; almost exactly the time the portal could be triggered.  Grabbing a wrap, she ran out the door, and headed directly to the portal.  What if Mr. McGee had scared Garrett, and he had decided to not take any chances and had used the portal to go back to 2018?  He wouldn’t have left her behind, would he? 
 
      
 
    All she could see in her mind was his face as Mr. McGee threatened to shut the portal down.  Tension ran off him in thick waves; she knew he would be miserable here.  
 
      
 
    Memories of him leaving without any clue as to where he was going, or when he would be back, flew through her mind.  What if the fear of being stuck in the past again was enough to override his love for her? 
 
      
 
    She ran to the side of the portal.  There was evidence that it had been used recently, melted snow and burned grass, but she wasn’t sure if that was from their trip two days before.   
 
      
 
    “Garrett,” she called, as she turned in a circle to look for him.  She ran to the nearby barn and looked inside, but he wasn’t there.  “Garrett!” 
 
      
 
    She walked back to the portal and sank into the snow beside it.  She didn’t know what she was going to do if she found out he had left without her.  In her mind, she knew if he had, he was telling her he didn’t trust her to be able to adjust well enough.  He didn’t love her enough to let her try.  If he had left without her, she wasn’t going to follow him.  She would go back to Denver with Uncle Justin and Aunt Bridget and move on with her life the best she could.  She would work in their art gallery and make her colorful blankets.  And she would never allow herself to love again.   
 
      
 
    She didn’t understand how love could be so strong that it filled her entire soul, but also so powerful that it could hurt so bad.  She covered her face and tried to keep the tears at bay but couldn’t do so.   
 
      
 
    “Colleen.” She barely heard her name over her own sobbing, and at first didn’t register that someone was near her. 
 
      
 
    “Colleen,” she heard again and then strong arms gathered her close.  She opened her eyes and saw that Garrett was on the ground beside her.   
 
      
 
    “Garrett,” she said breathlessly and threw her arms around him.  “I thought you had left me.   I couldn’t find you.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I know,” Garrett whispered.  “I’m so sorry.” 
 
      
 
    He stood and pulled her to her feet.  “Come.  It’s cold out here.  Let’s go talk in the barn.  No one will bother us there.” 
 
      
 
    Colleen nodded her agreement while using a handkerchief to wipe her face.  He kept her hand in his as they walked the short distance to the barn.  After settling down on a stack of hay, Garrett spoke. 
 
      
 
    “I needed to take a walk, clear my head, make sure the decisions I am making are going to be good for both of us.  I never meant for you to think I had used the portal and left you behind.” 
 
      
 
    “I shouldn’t have assumed,” Colleen said softly, her eyes looking down into her lap. “But you left before.  I’m so afraid you will leave again.” 
 
      
 
    “I left for different reasons the first time.  This time, it’s different.  I love you, Colleen.  I wouldn’t leave you behind.  When I go back, you will be at my side.” 
 
      
 
    Tears formed in Colleen’s eyes again, but this time, they were tears of joy. “Oh, Garrett. I love you, too, so much.” 
 
      
 
    “I will make you a promise.  This love between us is a bond, a power.  I will never leave, never think twice about it.  I can’t live without you, not in your time or in mine.  I will never let you go.  Even when times get tough, I won’t give up and leave you behind.” 
 
      
 
    Colleen leaned away from him and could see the truth of his words in his eyes.  His words became a promise.  Theirs was a love that began to grow in one time and will continue to grow old in another.  She allowed her heart to accept his words, his love.  
 
      
 
    “And I will make you a promise.  I will be your wife, in my time and in yours, regardless of what happens to the portal.”   
 
      
 
    Garrett gazed into her eyes, and she could see her future in them.  He bent and slowly touched his lips to hers, soft at first, growing rough and then soft again.  A kiss of a promise, and like Garrett had said, a power. 
 
      
 
    “I’ve known you for most of my life.  We’ve known a love of a brother and a sister, then a friendship between a boy and a girl.  Now we will know the love between a man and a woman, a husband and a wife,” Garrett said.  
 
      
 
    “A true love that comes once in a lifetime and will last forever,” Colleen vowed before his lips claimed hers again. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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