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 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
      
 
    Spring, 2016 
 
      
 
     On a warm spring day, Barbara Conway and her daughter, Megan, were spending the afternoon at a bridal shop, making the last decisions needed for Megan’s upcoming wedding which was only two weeks away.  Barbara looked at Megan who was practically glowing with happiness.  Barbara’s heart warmed at the sight.  For her entire adult life, the one goal that had driven her to succeed was seeing this kind of happiness in her daughter, happiness that she’d never had.   
 
      
 
    Megan had met her fiancé, Keegan Callaghan, in a very unusual way.  She had gone hiking on one of her favorite trails in the Rocky Mountains near Denver, Colorado and inadvertently triggered a portal that transported her back through time, 1902 to be precise.  She’d arrived on a cattle ranch that Keegan’s family owned.  Over the next few days, she and Keegan had gotten to know each other, along with his family.  When Megan had decided she’d better return to her time in the future, Keegan followed her through the portal at the last minute.  To make a long story short, they’d fallen in love with each other, and Keegan had fallen in love with Megan’s time.  They became engaged and the rest was history.  
 
      
 
     “What do you think about daisies?” Megan asked, walking up to a particularly simple flower arrangement that brought a young lighthearted feeling into the room. 
 
      
 
     “Daisies would be wonderful for the table arrangements,” Barbara commented after a moment.  “They are inexpensive, which is a plus, and are very inviting.  However, if we are talking about your wedding bouquet, I would suggest gardenias.  They are white and exquisite, and they represent purity and joy.” 
 
      
 
     “Ooh, that sounds perfect,” Megan responded with a grin.  
 
      
 
    Barbara led her over to a table where an extravagant bouquet was arranged.  The bouquet held several gardenias, along with baby’s breath and a few small white roses.   
 
      
 
    Megan seemed speechless for a moment.  “Mom, they are gorgeous.  But I don’t need anything that fancy.  The wedding isn’t going to be anything that big.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, we can tone it down several notches if you prefer,” a saleswoman said from behind them.  Her nametag said her name was Rachel.  “When is your wedding?” 
 
      
 
    “In three weeks.  I know it’s coming up soon, but we decided we didn’t want a long engagement,” Megan explained.  “I love the look of this, but I really don’t need any more than a dozen flowers in the bouquet.” 
 
      
 
    “I think that will be perfect,” the saleswoman responded with an easy smile.   
 
      
 
    She led Megan over to a different bouquet that was a mix of gardenias and lilies of the valley.  There was a lot of dimension in the bouquet, which kept it interesting even if it was smaller.  “It’s smart to choose white flowers.  That way, there is nothing to distract people from your face as you walk down the aisle.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara had to agree with her, even if she had always had a strong love for pink peonies herself.  “I think it’s perfect,” Barbara said, offering her opinion. 
 
      
 
    “I love them,” Megan agreed with a grin.  “This bouquet is beautiful.” 
 
      
 
    They set about finalizing the order, and then they headed to lunch at their favorite noodle restaurant.  Barbara was grateful for the time she got to spend with Megan and she cherished every moment, for she knew that once Megan married, her focus would be Keegan, and rightly so.  While Barbara was elated to see Megan happy with the man of her dreams, she also recognized that this marriage meant she would see a lot less of her daughter outside of running their shop together.  
 
      
 
    “So, we have ordered the flowers and the cake and chosen what food we would like to serve.  The only thing left to figure out is the decorations,” Megan said after they had ordered their food and settled into a table out on the patio.  The restaurant was small and casual, but had fantastic food. 
 
      
 
        “Well, that should be easy considering you’re getting married in Keegan’s backyard,” Barbara pointed out.  “His gardens are beautiful.” 
 
      
 
    Keegan had inherited a beautiful Victorian home while he still lived in his time of 1902.  Miraculously, the home was still around in Barbara’s time of 2016, though it had been empty for several years.  Once Keegan had realized that he somehow still owned it, he’d offered to let Barbara and Megan use it for their new shop, Healing Herbs and Gifts.  The house had beautiful gardens that surrounded it, which had needed a little bit of care.  Luckily, Keegan had taken care of that same garden when he’d been a teenager in his time.  He had known exactly how to get the garden manicured to perfection in time for their early summer wedding. 
 
      
 
    “I know, but I would still like to do something special with it.  Maybe we can tie wires from each of the trees and hang lanterns above everyone,” Megan brainstormed. 
 
      
 
    “That would be beautiful.  We could also string Christmas lights or hang white tulle to create some sense of a ceiling,” Barbara pitched in. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, the tulle would be beautiful.  I can go to the fabric shop near the antique store at the end of the week and price some out.”  
 
      
 
    There was a break in the conversation as a waiter brought out the food they had paid for at the counter.  Barbara had ordered her usual; spinach ravioli in a white sauce, while Megan had ordered chicken fettuccine.   
 
      
 
    “Oh, speaking of the antique shop, there is something I forgot to tell you.  Last night, a customer came in and accidentally knocked over that blue glass vase on the bookshelf.  We are going to need to find a replacement for it,” Megan said after she took a few bites of her meal.  
 
      
 
    Barbara nodded as she dug into her ravioli.  “Can you take a look at the antique shop when you stop to get the fabric?  Maybe you can find something to replace it.” 
 
      
 
    “Sure, sounds fun to me,” Megan said enthusiastically.   
 
      
 
    Barbara had always been grateful that Megan liked to shop for antiques.  Barbara loved the look of antiques in her shop, but often felt overwhelmed by all of the choices when she went shopping for them.  She was never sure what was considered a good deal or what items were even authentic.  
 
      
 
    Their shop had gotten off to a fantastic start at their new location.  They had moved it into the main floor of Keegan’s house the end of fall the year before. The shop they had moved from hadn’t been good for them, in regard to location and emotional well-being.  The man they had rented the storefront from was controlling and a bit frightening at times.  Barbara was very grateful that they had escaped that place.  
 
      
 
    Healing Herbs and Gifts was a dream come true for Barbara.  She had been working with herbs since Megan was born.  At first she worked for a woman who owned her own shop. That was where Barbara had become certified as an herbalist.  When Megan was a teenager, the woman started to have health problems and needed to sell her business.  She’d offered to sell it to Barbara, but Barbara had wanted to start her own shop in a different location.  She was able to rent a building in an older part of Denver for a reasonable price and she, along with Megan’s help, ran that shop for five years.  Then last fall, George Manning, the building’s owner, had raised the rent to a ridiculous amount.  When Barbara told him that she would need to move out of the building since she couldn’t afford to pay the raise in rent, he’d offered her a solution: marry him and she could stay in the building at the same monthly payment.   
 
      
 
    The last thing Barbara had wanted to do was marry George.  For one thing, he was at least twenty years older than her.  When she politely declined, George grew very angry.  Eventually she discovered that George had done some research about her past, how she had been raped and then became pregnant with Megan.  Somehow, he had also found out that Megan knew nothing about the circumstances surrounding her birth, although how he knew that, she had no idea.  George had threatened to tell Megan everything unless Barbara married him.  At first Barbara felt like she had to.  The last thing she wanted was for Megan to know the true story about her father.  But fate had stepped in and Keegan had offered to let them use his historical house for their shop.  Megan was also very upset that Barbara was considering marriage to George.  Barbara knew that if she had married him, her relationship with her daughter would have suffered.  In the end, Barbara had refused to marry George, with the hope that he wouldn’t follow through with his threat, and so far he hadn’t, although he had sent her a few notes letting her know he knew where she was. 
 
      
 
    Over the winter months since they had moved to their new location, they had almost doubled their customer base.  Many of their customers were willing to travel to the new location, even though it was almost thirty minutes away from their old building.  Megan had worked hard setting up a website so they could sell some of their products online.  Their new shop not only had the store where they sold herbs, but also a bookstore and a small café.  Many people came by frequently just to sip tea in their cafe and take a break from their hectic lives.  It was a definite sanctuary for Barbara, and she was glad that it had the same effect on her customers.  
 
      
 
    Barbara and Megan continued to eat as they brainstormed ideas about decorations they could use for the wedding.  The wedding would be small.  They were only inviting about fifty people.  Megan wanted to set up a few long tables for the dinner.  They would use light pink tablecloths, with flowers to match her wedding bouquet, along with the pink peonies Barbara enjoyed.  There was a gazebo at the edge of Keegan’s property that had just been repaired and painted.  Light pink lanterns would be the centerpieces, matching the hanging lanterns around the gardens.  The garden had many rose bushes and Megan hoped they would be in bloom by the time the wedding ceremony was held there.  Barbara smiled at Megan, once again grateful that Megan had such a strong love with the man she had chosen to marry.  
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    “Okay, see you tomorrow, Mom.  I love you,” Megan called to her.   
 
      
 
    Barbara had dropped Megan off at her small studio apartment once they finished their errands for the wedding.  She knew Megan was going to be spending the rest of her day packing up some of her belongings to be moved over to Kegan’s house.  She would be living on the second floor of the Victorian house until they could find their own place.   
 
      
 
    She waved at Megan and smiled again as she drove her small Ford Focus back to her condo.  It had been so nice getting to spend some quality time with Megan.  Ever since she had gotten engaged, Barbara hadn’t seen much of her, but Barbara supported that, even if she didn’t like it much.  
 
      
 
    Megan should be spending plenty of time with the man she was about to marry. Barbara just wished that didn’t mean she would be alone as much as she was.  
 
      
 
    Maybe it’s time I start finding ways to entertain myself.  She thought about that idea as she drove.  Should she start making an effort to date?  Was she even ready to jump into the dating world?  She thought for a moment about Megan and the love she shared with Keegan.  It was so pure and honest; Barbara couldn’t help but crave something similar for herself.  
 
      
 
    She pictured in her head what it would be like to have someone special in her own life.  He would be there to hold her when she needed comfort.  They could make dinners together or go on dates.  Ideally, it would be nice to find someone who enjoyed the same things she did.  It would be even nicer if she could find someone who liked to travel.  Barbara had traveled quite a bit when she was a child.  Her father was the president of a large corporation and they’d had the money to take many extravagant vacations.  But they always went to places her mother had wanted to go--mainly to places where other well-to-do people went, which were in Europe.  Barbara would have preferred to travel to places like Alaska or tour some of the Polynesian Islands.   Maybe once Megan was married, she could leave the running of their shop with her and start to do some traveling.  They could also hire a few people to help if needed.  
 
      
 
    It had been a very long time since she had been on a date, about twenty-three years to be exact.  She hadn’t dated since Megan was born, so her last date had been with Megan’s father.  There were a few men who had shown interest in her over the years, but it had taken her a long time to be able to put the awful experience of her first and last date behind her.   
 
      
 
    She pulled up in front of her condo, thankful she was able to park in her favorite spot and started to shake as her heart raced at the memory.  She had been seventeen years old, and the best-looking guy in school had asked her to a dance.  Jason had actually been the son of friends of her parents.  She had been so flattered and excited for the opportunity to go with him, especially since she’d had a crush on him.  
 
      
 
    What she hadn’t known was that Jason’s friends had found out that she was still a virgin.  They’d teased him and dared him to change that on the night of the dance.   After the dance, he had told her he was driving her home.  She was surprised when he had pulled over to a secluded grove of trees.  When he had started kissing her, it had gotten uncomfortable fast.  She’d asked him to stop, but he hadn’t.   
 
      
 
    She forced herself to stop thinking about it.  She didn’t want to think about the pain from that night.  She didn’t want to think about the way she’d screamed and begged him to stop.  She didn’t want to think about how he’d left her on the side of the road to walk home, or the way her parents hadn’t believed that the nice son of their best friends was capable of rape.  
 
      
 
    She didn’t want to remember the fear she had experienced when she’d realized she was pregnant, or her parents’ plan for her to visit her aunt in New Jersey until the baby was born and given up for adoption.  
 
      
 
    She only wanted to think about the beautiful baby that had come from it.  Her life, pride and joy: her daughter Megan. 
 
      
 
    She forced herself to do the breathing exercises she had learned long ago and slowly, her breathing returned to normal.  Eventually, Barbara got out of her car and walked into her condo.  She made an instant decision.  No, she didn’t need to date.  She wouldn’t ever date.  It was too risky.  She needed to keep herself safe.  Even if she did find a man she might want to go out on a few dates with, she didn’t think she’d ever be able to fully trust him.  
 
      
 
    Maybe I can find a hobby instead, she told herself as she warmed up some leftovers for dinner.  A new hobby was a much better idea than a new man. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
      
 
      
 
     
 
    “Your total comes to $16.07,” Barbara said cheerfully late the next day.  
 
      
 
    “Wonderful.  And how often should I use this to help my migraines?” the woman asked.   
 
      
 
    She had come into the store just a few minutes before Barbara was planning on closing the shop.  The woman had been frazzled and stressed, and Barbara had been happy to help her.  She now seemed calmer and smiled gratefully at Barbara.  
 
      
 
    Barbara knew that the customer’s calmer attitude had a lot to do with the general atmosphere of the shop.  Megan had worked hard to make it feel as if the world could stop when you walked in.  It was a definite refuge for Barbara, who spent most of her days here. 
 
      
 
    “I would suggest drinking a cup of tea every morning, and you can make another cup if you feel a migraine coming on.  It should help a lot.”  Barbara knew from experience that this tea was the best way to get rid of chronic migraines.  
 
      
 
    “Thank you so much.”  The woman took her receipt and bag from Barbara and headed out the door.   
 
      
 
    Barbara hummed to herself as she locked the door behind the customer and cleaned up the counter where she measured and packaged the herbs for tea.  Once she was done, she glanced over at the empty spot on the shelf where the broken vase had been.  She knew Megan was planning on going to the antique store for a replacement later this week, but she would really like to put something else there in the meantime.  
 
      
 
    She decided to head up the stairs to the attic where she knew they had moved a lot of the items that had been left in the home before Keegan moved in.  She knew most of the items had belonged to Victoria Hilton Collins, the original owner of this home.  
 
      
 
    Victoria had lived in the late 1800s and had given the home to Keegan when she passed away.  Victoria and her husband, Collins, were like family to Keegan and his siblings, since they hadn’t had children of their own.  Keegan had only been living in the home for a couple of years in his own time when he met Megan after she accidentally fell through the portal to 1902, suddenly appearing on his family’s ranch deep in the Rocky Mountains.  The two had fallen for each other quickly, although neither of them had wanted to admit it in the beginning.  
 
      
 
    Barbara chuckled to herself as she remembered how stubborn Megan had been. Eventually, Megan told Keegan how she felt, and they agreed that Keegan should live with Megan in the present time.  
 
      
 
        Barbara found an old-fashioned oil lamp that still had some oil in it.  Finding matches on a nearby shelf, she lit the lantern and hung it on a hook from the low ceiling in the attic.  They hadn’t wired the attic or the second floor that contained the bedrooms and bathing room, wanting to keep the integrity of the home as much as possible, although Barbara suspected that eventually Keegan would add lighting and plumbing, especially when he had been in 2016 long enough to enjoy the conveniences of modern technology.  The only renovation they’d made was to the first floor, which contained the bookstore, the room where they sold herbs, and the kitchen so they could use it to cook the foods for the cafe.    
 
      
 
        She walked over to a corner that seemed to hold most of the stuff they had moved up here.  They hadn’t wanted to use everything Victoria had left behind, mostly because a lot of the items were worth quite a bit of money.  There were also some items that Victoria had collected from her years as a time traveler.  
 
      
 
    Barbara still didn’t quite understand how Victoria had traveled through time, or how any type of time travel could occur, for that matter.  Keegan had tried to explain something about Victoria using two golden keys that held a particular kind of magic, although Barbara didn’t understand how it was possible.  She knew it did work because not only had Victoria used the keys, but two of Keegan’s sisters-in-law and a brother-in-law, along with their parents, had used the keys to travel back to Keegan’s time and had married into his family.  
 
      
 
    She rummaged through the items carefully and soon found a bowl that would look nice with some twine balls in it as decoration.  She was about to stand up and carry it downstairs when she saw a beautifully stitched tablecloth.  Barbara set the bowl to the side and stepped over to admire the handiwork.  She was looking over the intricate swirls and designs when something else caught her eye.  
 
      
 
    She reached over and picked up a beautiful glass bird that had been placed on top of some old clothing.  Worried that it could break, she carefully placed it on a table in the back of the attic, where people were less likely to go.  She nestled it in a small wooden box so it wouldn’t fall on the floor and break.  
 
      
 
    Knowing that she had plenty of time, she decided to explore the attic.  She continued to move around, admiring all of the furniture that was there.  There were tables, a sofa, and cushioned wooden chairs.  The furniture had been taken care of very well, with few scratches in the wood.  The cushions on the chairs were worn thin, however.  There were multiple vases, porcelain figurines, and even a trunk of very old books.  She wished she could bring some of these items into her shop and made a note to herself to ask Megan about doing just that.  Maybe Keegan would give her permission to take some of the vases and figurines to display in a china cabinet she owned in her condo.   
 
      
 
    Barbara sighed, worried she was pushing her luck and would break something soon, so she decided to leave.  Then she noticed a trunk she didn’t remember seeing before.  Curious, she worked her way to another corner of the attic.  
 
      
 
    She brushed a thick layer of dust off the beautifully carved wooden trunk and coughed a little as the air cleared.  The flowers carved into the side and top of the trunk were so small and delicate that Barbara wondered how it was possible to carve them at all.  She traced her hand over the design and then carefully opened the trunk.  Surely whatever was inside this exquisite trunk was particularly special.  
 
      
 
    She found dresses that seemed different from the other ones she had found from Victoria.  Carefully, Barbara lifted one out and held it up against her to examine it more closely.  She knew the dresses Victoria had worn were fancier.  They had been covered with lace and ribbon, and the skirts consisted of many yards of fabric.  This dress was a pale blue with only a bit of lace around the collar.  It looked like it could be from the early 1800s, maybe the Regency period.  Barbara carefully laid it aside and pulled out pantaloons that she assumed went under the blue dress, a corset, and a pair of black shoes that were more like slippers than shoes.  
 
      
 
    She reached into the trunk to remove another dress, this time a yellow one, and she noticed a book tucked in between the folds of the fabric.  The book was leather-bound.  She opened it to the first page and instantly knew it was a journal.  In beautiful script was written:  
 
      
 
    Victoria Gouldsmith Hilton 
 
      
 
      
 
    Barbara sank to the dusty wooden floor and started to carefully turn the next few pages.  She turned to the last page of the journal and noticed that it too was full of writing.  She knew Victoria was not her ancestor and it probably wasn’t her place to read the journal, but she could hardly help herself.  She set it to the side, telling herself she shouldn’t take it out of the house to her condo, but she decided it wouldn’t hurt to borrow it, at least for a few days.    
 
      
 
    She saw some more books and wondered if any of them were more journals.  She glanced through each of them, but they all seemed to be novels.  After she lifted the last book out, she noticed a small violet handkerchief folded at the bottom of the trunk.  She reached in to pick it up, admiring the small delicate embroidery and lace that trimmed the handkerchief.  Then she realized something was inside, wrapped up in the handkerchief.  She unfolded it and saw that it was a locket.  
 
      
 
    “Oh,” she breathed with delight.   
 
      
 
    The locket was tarnished, so it was difficult to make out any design on it.  She opened it up and saw a picture of a couple.  The picture was faded and very hard to see in the dim light the lantern provided, but from what she could tell, they made a handsome couple.  Even so, she somehow felt connected to the picture.  It seemed to draw her in, as if it were trying to tell her the couple’s story.  After a moment of looking more closely at the locket, she thought that she could see that a rose was etched into the front, but she wasn’t totally sure of that.   
 
      
 
    She closed the locket and folded it back into the handkerchief.  She was about to put it back in the trunk when a strong feeling of loneliness washed over her.  She lifted her hand back out of the trunk, still holding the locket, and the feeling faded just as quickly as it had overtaken her.   She couldn’t explain why, but she knew she wouldn’t be able to leave the locket in the attic hidden away.  
 
      
 
       Barbara set it on top of the journal and began putting the rest of the items back in the trunk the way she had found them.  She carried the two items back to the decorative bowl she wanted to use and took everything downstairs with her.   
 
      
 
       As she walked down the stairs, she tried to push away thought she had had when she first looked at the small colored picture in the locket.  It almost seemed as if the woman in the picture looked just like her.  Most likely, the woman was one of Victoria’s ancestors since it was stored in the old trunk in her attic.  She had seen one black and white photo of Victoria that had been taken on her wedding day with her second husband, Collins.  But the woman in the locket looked nothing like Victoria had.  Why did the woman in the locket look so much like her?  Barbara finally decided to attribute her thoughts to her busy day.  But she also made the decision to try to polish the locket.  It needed to be taken care of.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Barbara opened her door and stepped into her condo, locking the door behind her as she always did.  She walked into her kitchen and started to grab a few items out of one of her cupboards.  She didn’t have any polish to clean the locket with, but she had heard of a few tricks she might be able to try with some basic kitchen items.  
 
      
 
    She knew boiling the locket with some baking soda and aluminum foil would help, but she feared that it would damage the photo inside the locket, so she sat at the table to scrub the front and back of the locket by hand.  The paper that the picture was on was very thin.  She knew if she tried to remove the tiny picture, it would probably tear.    
 
      
 
    She worked slowly at cleaning the locket, being careful to not damage any part of it.  After about an hour, she had cleaned up the silver well enough to be able to tell that it definitely was a rose etched on the front of the locket.  The leaves and vines behind the rose only added to the beauty of the piece.  
 
      
 
    She opened the locket again to see the couple better.  The man was certainly handsome and had a little smile on the edge of his mouth.  That caught her off guard, as she remembered pictures from the 1800s she had seen.  She didn’t remember seeing anyone who smiled in paintings.  She knew this was because while people posed so their portraits could be painted, it was difficult for them to for most to continually smile for a long period of time.   
 
      
 
    The woman was faded more than the man, and it was still hard to make out her features.  She also wore a smile and Barbara thought that the woman’s eyes matched her own.  In fact, the woman wore her hair in a style similar to her own.  Then Barbara laughed out loud for trying to see similarities between herself and a woman who she guessed lived over a hundred years ago.  
 
      
 
    It didn’t matter anyway, did it?  She wasn’t sure why, but she felt such an incredibly strong connection with this couple.  She polished the silver chain and made sure the clasp didn’t need to be repaired.  Without thinking, she reached back and clasped the necklace behind her neck.  Feeling more at peace with herself than she had in a long time, she got up and started to make herself a simple dinner of grilled chicken and broccoli.  She planned to eat dinner while watching one of her favorite movies.   
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Barbara used to love her Sundays, but now she dreaded them.  They were her one day off, which should be a good thing.  However, now that Megan and Keegan were engaged, she didn’t spend her day with Megan like she used to.  Megan used to come over and they’d have breakfast together before attending church.   Sometimes in the afternoons they would take a drive and explore different areas around Denver.  Other times, they would work on their business.  But they always spent the day together.  
 
      
 
    Since Megan had become engaged, she and Keegan would invite her over for a Sunday dinner at the Victorian home, but that still left the morning and afternoon for Barbara to be alone.  She knew Megan and Kegan had chosen to attend a different church that was closer to Keegan’s home.  They invited Barbara to join them, but she declined, feeling like she needed to let them have some time for themselves.  
 
      
 
    By lunch time, Barbara had already cleaned her condo, answered all of her email, paid her bills, and gone over the needed inventory for the store for the coming month.  She was bored and restless.  She pulled out her laptop and started to research some classes she could take that were close to her home.  She definitely needed a hobby. 
 
      
 
    She saw that cooking classes were popular, but she had never been a big fan of cooking.  She could follow simple recipes and that was good enough for her.   After spending some more time searching, she saw an ad for painting classes, and almost snorted out loud.  She hadn’t painted since her high school art class, but she remembered how atrocious the paintings were.  Even her teacher hadn’t been able to think of anything positive to say about them.  
 
      
 
    Then she noticed that the website that offered the painting classes also offered pottery classes, and this caught her eye.  She had never tried pottery before, but it sounded fun.  She had always been intrigued by the idea of making dishes, vases, bowls and other items with clay.  Instantly, she decided to give this a try.  Even if she didn’t end up being any good at it, it would still be fun to get her hands dirty for an hour or two.  She filled out the online registration for a beginner’s class and was excited to see that her first class would start the next day, Monday. 
 
      
 
    Perfect.  She smiled to herself.  Now she would have something new to occupy her time.  She closed her laptop and realized she still didn’t have anything to do for the rest of the day. 
 
      
 
    Clicking her fingers on the table, she thought about her options.  She could go shopping, but that always resulted in her spending money on things she didn’t need. She already had her groceries for the week and she didn’t want to sit lifelessly in front of the TV.  
 
      
 
    She suddenly remembered that Megan had given her a gift card for her birthday last month.  It was to a local salon, good for a massage, manicure and makeover.  Barbara smiled to herself.  That was just what she needed before she turned a new leaf the next day at her pottery class.   She made a call to the salon, hoping they would have an opening for her.  
 
      
 
    “Hello.  Luscious Locks and Massage; how can I help you?” a chirpy voice answered. 
 
      
 
    “Hi, I was wondering if you have any openings today for a massage package?” 
 
      
 
    “Sure thing, honey.  We are always slow on Sundays, and we just had a cancelation,” the woman replied.  “Can you get here by two o’clock?” 
 
      
 
    Barbara sighed in relief.  “That will be perfect.  I’ll be there.” 
 
      
 
    The woman took down Barbara’s information, and Barbara excitedly got her things together in a small purse that wouldn’t get in the way while she was there.   She remembered when Megan had given her the gift card.  Barbara had acted excited for her daughter’s sake, but didn’t think she’d ever use it.  She had never liked the idea of massages and having perfect strangers touching her, and she was perfectly happy with the way she looked.  But now she realized that her hairstyle was out of date.  She still wore it the way she had in high school, long and straight.  The last time she’d tried to do anything more than pull her hair back, she noticed that she was starting to go gray, which she decided to ignore because after all, she was only forty-one.  She only wore a bit of blush for makeup and never painted her nails.   
 
      
 
    It was time to make some changes in her life.  She’d signed up for a pottery class.  Now it was time to treat herself to a makeover.  With a big grin on her face, she left her condo, locking the door on the way out.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 4 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “What do you think, honey?” the woman, who called herself Keri, asked as she applied the finishing touches on her lipstick.  
 
      
 
    Barbara looked at herself in the mirror. She looked better than she had in years.  The makeup was simple, and most of the colors were neutral, which Barbara appreciated.  She never did enjoy being flashy.  “I don’t know how you did it, but I love it.  I look years younger.” 
 
      
 
    “This cream makes a big difference,” Keri responded, holding up an anti-aging cream.  “It tightens up the skin, perfect for right around your eyes.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara cringed; she didn’t like to think of herself as old enough to need anti-aging cream.  As she looked at herself in the mirror again, she did have to admit that it made a difference.  “Can I purchase a bottle of that?” 
 
      
 
    “Of course.  I’ll take it up to the counter for you when you’re ready.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara felt great.  The knots in her shoulders were gone, her nails were painted a simple pink, and her hair was pulled part way back in loose curls.  Keri had cut off quite a bit of her hair, but it still fell past her shoulders, and she loved the new layered style.  She had also colored it, adding some red highlights, which hid the gray hair.   
 
      
 
    She smiled as she grabbed her purse and headed to the counter.  She would definitely be making more of an effort to take care of herself.  It wouldn’t add that much time to her morning to put on a little more makeup, and do her hair the way the woman had shown her.  It would be worth it.   
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    The next day, Barbara walked into the shop with energy and confidence.  She hadn’t thought she had been low on confidence before; she was always glad to be at work.  Now, however, she wasn’t just happy to be at work; she was happy to be herself.  She had also decided to wear the locket, but she tucked in under her blouse to hide it from anyone who might have questions.  She felt a little guilty for wearing something so old and antique, but she felt such a connection to it.  She couldn’t leave it wrapped up in the handkerchief.  
 
      
 
    “Wow, Mom!  You look great!” Megan exclaimed as Barbara walked into the kitchen.  
 
      
 
    “Thank you!  It was all thanks to the gift you got me for my birthday.” Barbara returned Megan’s hug and kissed her cheek.  
 
      
 
    “You finally used it!” Megan teased.  “I’m glad it worked out so well for you.  I love your new hairstyle.” 
 
      
 
    “I need to ask you for a favor today,” Barbara hedged. 
 
      
 
    “Absolutely, what do you need?” Megan asked as she turned back to her job of getting the food ready for the cafe.   
 
      
 
    “I am going to start a pottery class today, and it starts at the same time we close.  If I left work early, could you close yourself today?”  Barbara felt a little embarrassed; she didn’t want Megan to worry that Barbara was making all of these changes because she was unhappy. 
 
      
 
    “A pottery class?  Sure, Mom.  That’s not a problem.  What made you want to do that?”  Sure enough, Megan seemed concerned.  She was trying to hide it, but Barbara could still see the worry in Megan’s eyes.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, I just want to make the most of my life, that’s all.  There is no point in sitting around waiting for life to do what I want.  I need to go out and get it myself,” Barbara said cheerfully. 
 
      
 
      Megan thought for a second.  “You’re absolutely right.  I’m so glad you are doing things just for fun.  You have always deserved to take care of yourself like this.” 
 
      
 
    “Thanks, honey.  That is sweet of you to say,” Barbara smiled.  “Now, let’s get this shop opened.” 
 
      
 
    They set to work and quickly finished getting the shop ready to open, chatting easily to each other while they worked.  Megan asked questions about the salon and mentioned that she had made an appointment there for herself for the day before her wedding.   
 
      
 
    The day passed quickly, Barbara’s cheerful mood carrying through the day without any negativity or self-doubt.  Before she knew it, it was time for her to leave for her pottery class.  She waved to Megan, who was busy with a customer at the register, and walked out the door to her car.  
 
      
 
    The drive to the class was short, so she had enough time to stop and get a burrito for dinner before she arrived.  She knew if she didn’t eat now, she would get hungry quickly during the two-hour class.  
 
      
 
    As she pulled open the door to the art studio, she could instantly smell oil paints and clay in the air.  A woman who introduced herself as the teacher greeted her and invited her to join the other women.  Her confidence slowly seeped out of her as she realized that the other women had been attending the class for at least a few weeks, and already knew each other.  All of them were talking as they got their supplies ready for the class.  A few smiled at her, but none of them made an effort to talk to her.   
 
      
 
    She gripped the locket around her neck tightly.  The connection she felt with the locket somehow gave her courage, and she walked farther into the room to find a seat.  The women were already setting up their tables with various objects, tools, and big blocks of clay.  Barbara saw that some of these women were really good at what they did; one of the women had a tall vase in front of her and was scratching designs into the side of it.  It was spectacular, and she hadn’t even painted it yet.  Another woman had a set of plates in front of her.  Barbara wondered if she had signed up for the right class.   
 
      
 
    She took a deep breath, and found an empty seat, promising herself that she would have fun whether she made anything that looked good or not. 
 
      
 
    After she sat in an empty chair, the teacher asked, “Are you Barbara Conway or Mary Anne Wilson?  We have two new students starting this evening.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m Barbara,” she replied, relieved that she wasn’t the only new person today. 
 
      
 
    “Nice to meet you.  My name is Joanna, but you can call me Jo.  There should be one more woman on her way, so do you mind waiting a minute before I explain what you need to get started?”  The teacher seemed fun, energetic, and kind. 
 
      
 
    “No problem,” Barbara responded just as the door opened again and another woman walked in.  This woman looked to be a few years younger than herself and seemed harried.   
 
      
 
    “Sorry I’m late.”  She sat down next to Barbara with a huff.  “Traffic was worse than I thought it would be.” 
 
      
 
    “No worries. You must be Mary Anne?” Jo asked. 
 
      
 
    When the woman next to her nodded, Jo proceeded to hand out the basic tools and clay they would need to get started.  She suggested they make small bowls or teacups today, just to get a feel for the clay. 
 
      
 
    The two hours passed quickly and Barbara was very disappointed when it was time to clean up.  She had enjoyed working with clay more than she’d thought she would.  Jo had shown her how to make a bowl.  Barbara had already decided that when she finished the bowl, if it looked decent enough, she would use it to hold fruit on her kitchen table.   
 
      
 
    Most of the women were friendly, but Barbara spent most of her time talking to Mary Ann.  She was also single, having gone through a divorce just a few months ago, and was raising two sons on her own.  Her sons visited their father on Monday’s and Mary Anne had joined the class to give herself something to look forward to while her sons were gone for the evening.  
 
      
 
    Very quickly, Barbara learned that Mary Anne did not enjoy her current job and was looking for a new one.  Barbara made a spur of the moment decision and offered Mary Anne a job in her shop.  She had been thinking about hiring someone to help out since Megan was getting married.  Mary Anne was very interested and accepted Barbara’s card, promising to call her soon.   
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
       Later that evening, Barbara opened a can of soup and poured it into a pot to heat up.  The burrito she had bought hadn’t lasted long and she was still hungry.  She smiled as she thought about her pottery class.  It was nice to make a friend and try something new.   
 
      
 
       Once the soup was warm enough, she poured it into a bowl and grabbed a slice of sourdough bread from her pantry.  As she settled down to eat, her smile slowly faded. She had enjoyed meeting new people, but it still didn’t change the fact that she was alone. She ate alone, watched movies alone, and slept alone.  
 
      
 
       She shook her head, determined not to feel too sorry for herself.  Give it some time, she reminded herself.   
 
      
 
    Once she had been to the class several times, maybe she could get to know Mary Anne well enough to go out to dinner together after the class was over. 
 
      
 
       She finished her soup, and washed out her bowl before going to sit on her couch to read the book she had bought the other day.  If anything could take her mind off of being lonely, it was a book.  She loved to read and spent most of her free time with books.  The book she was reading was a historical fiction about a young girl who left her family to become a Harvey Girl waitress at a restaurant along the Santa Fe Railroad in the late 1800s.  Barbara loved how historical stories came to life with creative characters and enjoyed the romance in the book as well. 
 
      
 
       She jumped when she heard a knock on the door.  Her heart pounded, and she tried to laugh at herself.  No one ever knocked on her door unless it was a salesman.  She glanced at the clock as she stood up and saw that it was after ten.  It was too late for salesmen to be out.  
 
      
 
      She looked through to peephole in her door, but didn’t see anyone.  That’s strange, she thought to herself.  
 
      
 
    She cracked the door open to see if someone was there, but standing out of sight. When she didn’t see anyone, she started to shut the door, but stopped short when she saw a sealed manila envelope with her name scrawled on the front on the ground in front of her door.   A sinking feeling settled at the bottom of her stomach.  
 
      
 
     This couldn’t be good.  
 
      
 
       Nervous that someone was waiting for her to step out of her condo, she just reached an arm through the door and snatched the envelope.  She closed and locked the door quickly before she walked over to the table to open the envelope.  A pile of photos fell to the table.  They were all of her.  Her hand shook as she looked them.  
 
      
 
       There were pictures of her at the grocery store and getting in and out of her car outside of her condo.  She saw some of her going into the art studio she’d had her class at just that evening, and one of her having lunch with Megan just a few days ago.  
 
      
 
       The room started to spin around her, so she sat down in a chair.  Who would do something like this?  She had a sneaking suspicion that she knew, but she wanted to find proof. 
 
      
 
    She looked in the envelope again, checking to see if there was anything else inside, like a note, but it was now empty.  She looked more closely at the pictures, even as they made her stomach heave.  She could see the corner of every picture was signed G.M. in black marker.  It didn’t surprise her to see the initials.  George Manning.  It wasn’t the first time she had received messages from that man, although none had felt as threatening as these pictures did. 
 
      
 
    She knew George hadn’t been happy with her when she’d refused his offer, or more like demand, of marriage.  But he had backed off.  After she had moved her shop out of his building, she thought she had seen the last of him.  Then the night before her new shop opened, he had left her a threatening note on the porch letting her know that “it wasn’t over.”  Ever since then, she would receive a similarly vague, yet threatening note from him every couple of weeks.  Most of them just let her know he hadn’t forgotten about her.  Sometimes they would hint that he was going to find her parents, or Megan’s father and tell them where she was.  One of the notes threatened that he was going to talk to Megan herself, but she knew George hadn’t contacted her daughter.  Megan would have told Barbara if she had heard from him.   
 
      
 
    Barbara saved all the notes, but had done her best to stop worrying about them.  She didn’t think George would be able to find out who her parents were or who Megan’s father was.  When she left Texas all those years ago, she had legally changed her name.   She never told anyone what her birth name was or where she grew up.  She had never actually seen Mr. Manning when he delivered the notes, and she had finally decided that he was just a deranged, lonely man.  Most likely he would eventually forget about her.   
 
      
 
    She had started feeling like nothing would come of it.  After all, it had been almost six months since she had moved her shop from his building to Keegan’s home.  She figured he would have followed through with his threats by now if he had wanted to.  Now she realized how naive she had been.  George had been watching her, taking pictures of her, for months.   
 
      
 
    She looked at the clock, surprised that it was almost eleven o’clock.  How long had she been sitting here staring at the photos?  She shoved the pictures back in the envelope.  She went into her bedroom and found the stack of notes from him she had been saving and put those inside the envelope as well.  Then she put it in her bag.  It was time to do something about George’s harassment.  She would go to the police tomorrow.  
 
      
 
    She tried to calm herself down by taking a hot shower, but she was still shaking by the time she got out.  She climbed into bed, only to stare wide-eyed at the ceiling. Was George Manning outside of her condo now?  What was he planning?  Surely if he was going to follow through with his threats, he would have done so by now.  She didn’t know what he had in mind for her.  All she knew was that it wasn’t going to be good. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 5 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Weary-eyed and tired, Barbara cleaned her breakfast dishes in the sink.  She hadn’t slept much the night before.  She hadn’t been able to stop imagining whatever George Manning had planned for her.  As the night wore on, the images in her head had only grown more gruesome and terrifying.  She didn’t think George had it in his heart to do anything truly horrific; however, she didn’t want to take any chances.  She knew she had to report everything to the police.  In her mind, George was stalking her.  She only hoped the police would take her seriously and not treat her like she was overreacting.  
 
      
 
    Looking around her apartment, she tried to think of anything else she should do before she left.  She admitted she was stalling; she didn’t want to leave her condo when George was likely outside, watching from some hidden spot.  She sighed as she realized her apartment was spotless and she had everything she needed for the day.  
 
      
 
    She gripped the locket again for courage, as she had been doing all morning, and turned the doorknob.  Taking a deep breath, she allowed the light of the morning sun make her feel better.  She locked the door behind her and tried not to run to her car. She didn’t want to give George the satisfaction of knowing he had frightened her, even if it was true.  
 
      
 
    She started to breathe a little easier as she drove to work.  She would soon be with Megan and Keegan in her shop that had the calmest atmosphere she knew.  She would be safe there.  
 
      
 
    The rest of the morning passed quickly.  She knew Megan could tell she was acting odd, but knew better than to push her mother for answers.  Barbara was a very introverted person and only talked to Megan about things that were bothering her after she’d had several days to process them herself. 
 
      
 
    Megan walked into the shop after driving to a nearby deli for sandwiches.  “I have lunch,” she informed Barbara and Keegan as she smiled at her mother.  
 
      
 
    Keegan came in from the other room where he had been bagging herbs for various teas. “Great, I am starving.  There aren’t any customers at the moment.   Barbara, why don’t you eat lunch with us, too?”   
 
      
 
    Usually, they ate lunch in shifts.  Keegan had been a doctor in his time.  He couldn’t have his own practice in 2016 because he didn’t have the correct schooling, so he helped Barbara with the herbs in the shop.  He also took care of the entire Victorian home, including the landscape around the yard. 
 
      
 
    Barbara smiled.  She really was so glad Megan had met Keegan.  He was such a good man; he always made sure those around him were happy and felt included. “That would be wonderful.  Thank you, Keegan.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara grabbed her bag from under her desk so she could check her phone for messages.  Megan smiled at the sight of her bag.  It was a large bag that could hold almost anything she could think of.  Megan had always teased her that she could be stranded on an island with her purse and survive comfortably with everything she kept in there.  Not only did Barbara keep everyday items in it, like makeup, lip balm, and her wallet, but she also kept a backup battery for her phone and tablet, a small solar panel to charge the battery if needed, a small flashlight, a package of dried fruit and jerky, a water bottle, and even a change of clothing.  Of course, Megan didn’t know the real reason Barbara felt the need to keep so many things with her.  But it was a practice Barbara had started after she’d been left on the side of the road by Megan’s father.  She never wanted to be in a position where she couldn’t take care of herself or of Megan.  
 
      
 
    “Keegan, did I tell you Mom’s idea for wedding decorations?” Megan asked, smiling as she described Barbara’s idea of fabric and lights.  
 
      
 
    Keegan listened politely; Barbara knew he respected Megan enough to humor her in her excitement, but he didn’t really care about any of it.  He wouldn’t care if they just went to a courthouse, or if they had a huge expensive wedding.  All he really cared about was getting married to her. 
 
      
 
    They all settled at a table in their cafe for lunch.  Barbara enjoying listening to Megan and Keegan talk easily to each other about their plans for the wedding.  She took a bite of her ham sandwich, not expecting to eat much of it.  She was still nervous about George and did not have much of an appetite.  
 
      
 
    “Mom, you never told me how your pottery class went yesterday,” Megan said after a lull in the conversation.  
 
      
 
    Barbara stiffened.  She had loved the class itself, but now felt uncomfortable knowing that George had been close by the entire time.  “Oh, it was fine.  I’m not very good at it.”  Barbara tried to laugh.  
 
      
 
    “It was only your first class; I’m sure you’ll get the hang of it.  I still think it’s great you are finally taking some time to yourself.” Megan smiled at her.  
 
      
 
    Barbara smiled back, but didn’t say anything else.  Instead, she reached into her bag to get her phone since she had heard it ping that she had received a text.  Somehow, when she was pulling her hand out, the envelope of notes and pictures fell out.  The envelope hadn’t been sealed, and the contents scattered across the floor.  
 
      
 
    The atmosphere in the room became tense as Megan saw them.  She got down on her hand and knees to start looking through them.  “Mom, what are these?” Her voice was quiet.  
 
      
 
    Barbara didn’t know what to say.  She didn’t want to worry her daughter right before her wedding, but didn’t know if Megan would believe anything but the truth.  Plus, since she was planning on going to the police, Megan and Keegan needed to know.   
 
      
 
    “They are from George Manning.”  She started shaking again as all of her fears came rushing back, though she tried to hide it.  
 
      
 
    “‘Don’t think this is over?’ ‘You’d better not forget where you came from?’” Megan’s voice grew louder with every note she read.  “And all of these pictures?  Mom, why didn’t you tell me he was stalking you?” 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t realize it was this serious until last night,” Barbara admitted. 
 
      
 
    “How long has this been going on?”  
 
      
 
    “Ever since we opened this new shop.  He had only left vague threats until now, and I didn’t think he would actually follow through with any of them.” Barbara tried to defend herself, but she knew she should have taken them more seriously from the start.  “Last night, he left those pictures outside of my door.  I am taking everything to the police today to file a report.” 
 
      
 
    “Good.  You should have filed a report months ago.  Have you seen him at all?” Megan asked, moving back to the chair next to Barbara, and grabbed her hand.  Her eyes were tense with worry. 
 
      
 
    “Megan, I don’t want you to worry about this.  I haven’t seen him and he hasn’t called.  I don’t think he even knows how to follow through on these threats.  You remember how he was.”  
 
      
 
    Megan just looked at her incredulously.  
 
      
 
    Keegan cleared his throat. “If I’m remembering right, Mr. Manning was your landlord at your last location?” he asked looking at the two women.  
 
      
 
    Barbara nodded. “Yes.  He tried to force me into a marriage by threatening me with a much higher rent if I didn’t.  When I found a new location, and didn’t have to stay in his building, he was upset.  I just didn’t realize how upset he actually was.” 
 
      
 
    “I think you should stay here in one of the spare bedrooms for the time being,” Keegan responded after a moment of thought.  “Since I’m still living here, you won’t be alone.  You shouldn’t be alone at night with this man following you around.” 
 
      
 
    Megan practically melted with relief.  “Yes, that would be perfect.  We can go pick up all of your things today after we close up.  I will come with you.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara shook her head.  She was relieved at the thought of not spending another night like last night, but she didn’t want to impose on Keegan.  “Wait, you two.  I am perfectly capable of taking care of myself.  I don’t think I need to move in here.” 
 
      
 
    “Of course you can take care of yourself, Mom.  But George Manning could be very dangerous.  You should really be around someone all of the time.  You never know when he might snap and actually try to hurt you,” Megan persuaded.   The lines of worry started creeping back around her eyes.   
 
      
 
    Barbara realized if she wanted Megan to be able to enjoy her engagement and her wedding, she would need to do as she asked.  
 
      
 
    “Okay, you’re right.  It’s better to be safe than sorry, right?” Barbara tried to make light of the sentence, but it sounded much more foreboding out loud.  
 
      
 
    Megan leaned over and hugged her mother.  “We will go to the police first chance we get, but until then, we need to make sure you have a safe place to stay.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara just nodded.  She could barely admit to herself how much better she felt knowing she would be safe tonight.  Maybe if George knew that she was no longer living at her condo, he’d get discouraged and leave her alone.  
 
      
 
    Just then her phone rang.  Mary Anne was on the other end.   
 
      
 
    “I was wondering if you were serious about offering me a job,” Mary Anne said after greetings were exchanged. 
 
      
 
    “Of course,” Barbara said.  “I do need to warn you though that I really would like you to work full-time, at least until after my daughter’s wedding.” 
 
      
 
    “That would work great for me, actually,” Mary Anne admitted.  “I just received word from my employer that they are downsizing.  My position was one of the first to go.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry about that,” Barbara told her.  “Why don’t you come and meet with me tomorrow morning? I can show you around and explain what you would be expected to do.” 
 
      
 
    Mary Anne agreed and promised to come by the shop at ten o’clock.  After she hung up, Barbara quickly explained her plans to Megan who had been listening curiously to the conversation. 
 
      
 
    “I think that’s a good idea, Mom,” Megan told her, almost with a sigh of relief.  “I have to admit that Keegan and I have been a bit worried about being gone so long on our honeymoon.  We don’t like the idea of leaving you alone to run the shop.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, this should work nicely then,” Barbara said.  “I know I just met Mary Anne, but she seems to be a sharp woman.” 
 
      
 
    Keegan stood.  “I need to go and switch on some water for the garden.  Shall we plan on heading over to your condo right after closing for some of your belongings?” 
 
      
 
    Barbara agreed and soon she was busy helping another customer.  She was grateful that she had met Mary Anne and hoped she would be a big help with the shop. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 6 
 
      
 
      
 
        Barbara did hire Mary Anne, after giving her a tour of the shop and allowing Megan and Keegan to meet her.  The woman seemed like she would be a nice fit and Barbara was glad that that was one thing she didn’t need to worry about anymore.  Mary Anne left the interview, with the promise to start the next day.   
 
      
 
       Right after lunch, Barbara took a break with the idea that she would go to the police with the pictures.  But as she left the house, she decided she would spend a few minutes in the gazebo in the backyard of Keegan’s house.  She loved this part of the garden and she liked the idea that Megan’s wedding ceremony was going to be held in the gazebo.  She was very relieved that Megan and Keegan had insisted she move into the large Victorian home.  She felt perfectly at home there, something she hadn’t ever felt in her life.  She had slept better last night; the comfort of the house had helped calm her.   
 
      
 
        Megan and Keegan had gone with her to pack a suitcase the night before, along with some of her other belongings, just enough to get her by at Keegan’s house for a few days.  She hadn’t had any time to go to the police to file her report the day before.  She sat down on a bench Keegan had just painted a few days before under the gazebo.  She smoothed her flowered skirt as she settled on the bench, her large bag was sitting at her side with the envelope of photos and notes in it.  She’d planned to go to the police first thing that morning, but the gazebo had seemed to call to her, and she decided to take some time to regroup before taking care of that unwanted chore.    
 
      
 
    She smoothed her full skirt again, wondering if she should go to her condo to change into a comfortable pair of jeans before heading to the police.  When she packed the night before, Megan had taken charge of her clothing and only included this skirt and a pair of pants that had grown too tight.  She’d never felt comfortable in dresses and only wore them when she absolutely had to.     
 
      
 
     She took a deep breath and clutched the locket around her neck.  She hadn’t taken it off since she’d first put it on.  She couldn’t figure out why it gave her so much comfort.  She felt so much familiarity with the couple.  She wondered if they were somehow her ancestors--even though she couldn’t figure out how they could be, but she couldn’t think of any other reason for the connection between her and them.  
 
      
 
    She sighed as the sun rose higher in the sky and she knew she needed to leave soon.  She would need to open the shop in a few hours and needed to get back in time to start the opening chores.  For the first time, she longed to get away from her shop and responsibilities.  She had always thrived on her own accomplishments and rarely wished she had more time off.  Today, however, she couldn’t think of anything she would rather do than sit in the sun all day.  
 
      
 
    Still holding the locket tightly in her hands, she closed her eyes, and imagined what it would be like.  She would get a good book and stay in the gazebo for hours. Maybe she would have company-- a man?  The image of the man in the locket jumped to her mind, and she tried to imagine how a man like him would act.    
 
      
 
    He would be a gentleman, always caring for those around him. She could tell by the smile in the picture that he had a sense of humor.  He would tease her lightly while they took a walk in the garden.  He would take her hand and promise to always protect her, no matter what.  He wouldn’t care about her past and he would accept Megan as his own.   
 
      
 
    She chuckled out loud, realizing she was caught up in the image of what he would be like, falling for a man who had obviously lived some time in the 1800s.  Suddenly, she started to feel dizzy and clutched her bag close to her side, allowing the swirling to pass.  
 
      
 
    Time to start my day, she thought ruefully, letting the locket fall against her chest.   She opened her eyes and looked around.  Her heart started to pound loudly in her ears. She didn’t recognize anything around her.  She was no longer in the gazebo but what looked like a small shed.  A long wooden shelf full of garden tools lined one of the walls.  In a corner of the shed sat a stack of what looked like burlap sacks.  The wooden floor of the shed was covered with dirt.  There were no windows in the shed, but light showed through the large gaps between the logs that made up the walls.  The dizziness she had experienced had caused her to fall.  Noticing the dirty floor she was sitting on, she jumped to her feet, keeping her bag clutched to her side.  The ceiling was so low, her head almost touched the top.   
 
      
 
    Where was she?  
 
      
 
    And how did she get here? 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Daniel left his house, trying not to slam the kitchen door behind him, but it still made a loud bang.  He ignored it, and strode toward the garden, the one place he knew would help bring him some peace.  
 
      
 
    He knew he shouldn’t be angry; the doctors were trying their best.  He still couldn’t help the frustrated desperation that seeped into him as he remembered his younger sister -- his beautiful, loving, selfless sister -- looking so weak as she lay in bed.  
 
      
 
    He had contacted about half a dozen doctors, some from different cities, trying to get different opinions on what they could do to help Laura get better so she could live a normal life.  All of them told him the same thing.  Some people were weaker than others.  His sister was one of those who just couldn’t handle as much.  There was nothing they could do but try to make her comfortable and hope and pray the sickness would pass.  
 
      
 
    He couldn’t stand to think of his sister so sick.  She had once been so vibrant, so eager to experience whatever she could.  It had only been last year that she started getting weaker.  She would get sick with a cold.  Sometimes the cold would run its course and she’d be fine within a few days.  Other times, she could get a high fever and have a difficult time breathing, along with intense dizzy spells.  She would sleep much longer than normal, sometimes for days.   When Laura first started with these “sick spells,” as she called them, she’d start feeling better within a few weeks, and then she’d be fine for a month or two, although she would still tire easily.  But lately, it seemed it took her longer and longer to recover from them.   
 
      
 
    He knew this wasn’t just his sister not being able to handle life like others.  She was sick.  Yet, no one was able to diagnose what was wrong with her. 
 
      
 
    As the newest doctor he had found -- and practically bribed to come from London to examine Laura -- tried to explain away his sister’s symptoms, he had gotten so angry he had stormed out of the house.  Did he need to take another trip to London?  Surely there was someone who knew how to help her.  
 
      
 
    His younger brother, Edward, was still in Laura’s room, so he hadn’t felt too guilty about leaving her.  Laura was actually doing quite a bit better that day, but the doctor had nothing to do with it.  It seemed that her sickness went in cycles, and she was tired of lying in bed.  She insisted she was feeling better and was making plans to get a good night’s rest so she could perform her usual duties the next day, but Daniel was hoping to keep her in bed at least one more day.   
 
      
 
    Daniel was an earl who came from a wealthy family.  Because he was the eldest, he had inherited all of that wealth as well.  He scoffed.  What good was the money if it wouldn’t help heal his sister?  How could he keep living a life of luxury if Laura was gone? 
 
      
 
    His breathing evened out as he wandered the gardens.  The sun was starting to set and the trees were casting long shadows around the garden.  His thoughts turned back to his sister.  Even as his heart broke, he knew the best thing he could do for Laura was to care for her the best that he could.  She had such a gentle spirit that any anger affected her much more than it affected anyone else, and he regretted leaving the house so upset.  He needed to be better at providing a peaceful atmosphere for her to rest in. 
 
      
 
    He jumped as he heard a thump.  He looked around, trying to figure out where the noise had come from.  He heard another, quieter thump, and realized it was coming from an old shed at the back of the garden.  
 
      
 
    That’s strange, he thought.  No one has used that shed for ages.  
 
      
 
    He walked over to the shed and tried to open the wooden door, but it was stuck.  The door was obviously warped from the weather.  It took him a few seconds, but he finally pried the door open.  He peered in, wondering if an animal had somehow gotten stuck in there.  
 
      
 
    What he saw definitely wasn’t an animal.  A woman stood there with shoulder-length hair that was dark and silky.  Her equally dark eyes, although frightened, seemed to pierce right through him.  He stared in shock, and only then did he realize she was wearing the strangest clothing he had ever seen.  She had on what looked like a man’s shirt with a skirt that had flowers all over it.  He had never seen colors like she had on her skirt.  But then, he would be the first to admit he wasn’t up-to-date on women’s fashion.  
 
      
 
    “I…I’m sorry.  I’m not sure how I got here,” the woman stammered, clearly frightened.  
 
      
 
    He instantly picked up that she had an American accent.  He knew he should be wondering if she was trying to cause trouble on his property, but something inside him made him want to comfort her, to erase the fear in her eyes and replace it with laughter. 
 
      
 
    “That’s quite all right.  Why don’t you step outside, and we can try to figure this out?”  
 
      
 
    She obliged, and he was even more taken with her once the sun shone on her and he noticed red tints in her dark hair that had been cut to just below her shoulders.  He found it odd that she didn’t have a bonnet or hat to cover her hair.   
 
      
 
    “What household are you living in?  Or are you just visiting?  Are you lost?  I know most of the people who live around here.” 
 
      
 
    She seemed dumbfounded as she looked around at her surroundings.  “Where am I?”  The words were quiet, and he was certain she didn’t know he had heard her. She looked over at him, the fear in her eyes stronger than ever.  “I’m sorry, I can’t seem to remember how I got here.” 
 
      
 
    She couldn't remember where she lived?  He considered that with a slight frown.  Was she telling the truth?  Or was she in danger and hiding from someone?   
 
      
 
    “I see,” he finally said, although he didn’t see.  “Why don’t you come inside my home?  I am sure we can figure this out.” 
 
      
 
    She didn’t say anything and only nodded.  He led her through the garden, feeling her presence more than hearing her, as she followed behind him.  Despite the fear in her eyes, he could tell she was intelligent.  She must be on the staff of a neighboring estate.  So, who was she hiding from? 
 
      
 
    He led her to the front door of his home and stepped back to allow her to enter.  He noticed that she seemed utterly shocked by everything around her.  She looked in awe at the foyer and the sculptures they displayed.  There were a few tables with beautiful bouquet of flowers from the gardens on top of them.  The floor had just been cleaned with polished that morning.  There were a few Oriental rugs covered the floor.        
 
      
 
    He didn’t say anything as he led her through to their parlor.  The room was filled with expensive furnishings, but he’d always felt this room was a bit too stuffy.  He didn’t think he would ever change things, though, because his mother had decorated it just before she died.  Even still, he knew the parlor was the proper place to bring a woman to sit and wait until someone else could be in the same room with them as a chaperone.  His butler, Henry, approached them.  
 
      
 
    “Henry.  Please, will you go fetch Laura?” Daniel asked him.   If Laura was serious about not wanting to rest all day, she might as well come to the parlor and meet their surprise visitor.  He knew the doctor had already left since his carriage was no longer in front of their home. 
 
      
 
    “Of course, sir.” Henry inclined his head and left the parlor to do his bidding.  
 
      
 
    He turned to the woman to offer her a seat, and she looked at him with a mixture of shock and discomfort.  It was only then that he realized he hadn’t even introduced himself to her.  Embarrassment flushed through him.  She must think him very rude for such behavior.  
 
      
 
    “I thoroughly apologize, but I believe we haven’t been properly introduced.  I am Daniel Gouldsmith.  I live in this home with my younger brother Edward, his wife Isabella, and my sister, Laura.  Edward and Isabella also have two children, although the house is big enough that they won’t be a bother to you.”  
 
      
 
    The woman looked confused.  “Children are never a bother to me.” 
 
      
 
    She sat down quietly on a sofa.  He watched her for a moment as she rubbed her hand gently on the smooth fabric.  He waited for her to introduce herself, but she said nothing, still acting as though she was in shock.  He wondered if she really didn’t know where she was from.  What if she had injured herself and now had amnesia?  
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry, I don’t seem to know your name,” he hinted, hoping she would at least remember that much.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, my name is Barbara,” she said, while making eye contact with him.  It was as though the two of them were frozen together for a moment.  She brushed her hair from her face in a shy move that only endeared her to him more.  “Barbara Conway,” she added. 
 
      
 
    Daniel wanted to ask her how she could remember her name, but not how she came to be in the old garden shed, but decided he could quiz her later.  Right now it was more important that she feel comfortable in his home.  He also noticed she hadn’t indicated whether she was a Mrs. or Miss.  He could tell that she was probably a few years younger than his 45 years, so most likely she either was married or had been married and was a widow.   
 
      
 
    Laura entered the room at that moment and looked between the two of them, not missing a beat at Barbara’s strange clothing.  He briefly noticed that Laura was no longer in her nightgown.  He had to admit that she looked like she was feeling much better.    
 
      
 
    Daniel sighed with relief.  “Laura.  Thank you for coming so quickly.  This is Barbara Conway.  I found her in the gardens and fear she has amnesia.  She…can’t seem to remember where she has come from, or how she got here.  I feel that due to the lateness of the hour, it would be best if we helped her get settled into a room for the night.  We can revisit this situation in the morning to see what can be done to help her find her way home.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, of course,” Laura said with a sweet smile.   
 
      
 
    Daniel watched as Laura looked curiously at Barbara’s clothing.  He was almost embarrassed for the woman because she was wearing a man’s shirt.  His sister’s gaze lingered on the flowered skirt.  He waited to see if Laura would comment on the woman’s attire, but she just kept smiling in welcome.  He knew Laura would be the right choice to help Barbara.  She had such a naturally giving personality.  It was hard for people to feel uncomfortable around her.  As he had predicted, he could see Barbara relax as Laura took her arm and started to lead her out of the parlor and towards the stairs.  They both moved slowly, so Daniel could hear their conversation.  
 
      
 
    “I’m so sorry.  I didn’t mean to intrude.  I’m still not sure what happened,” Barbara tried to explain, but Laura wouldn’t let her continue.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, don’t worry about it.  It’s always nice having another face around.  Let’s get you up to one of the guest rooms and let you get comfortable for the night.  I will send up a meal for you.  If you would like, I also have a gown you could borrow if you would like to wear something… more appropriate.”  
 
      
 
    “Oh, of course.  I would appreciate that.”  Barbara eyed Laura’s simple day dress.   
 
      
 
    Daniel could hear that Barbara was uncertain about the suggestion of wearing one of Laura’s dresses, but he trusted Laura to make sure she was at ease with whatever happened from this point on.  He didn’t hear what Laura’s response was because they had started up the stairs.   
 
      
 
    Now that he was alone, he started to contemplate why this particular woman had such a strong effect on him.  His mother had done everything she could before she died to introduce him to many women, but he had hated the “marriage market.”  Most of the women he knew only cared to meet him because of his inheritance and title.  He had been perfectly happy being single for as long as he had.  He knew eventually he needed to marry so he could provide an heir to inherit his title.   
 
      
 
    Barbara was an entirely different type of woman than those he usually interacted with.  He actually liked that she wasn’t dressed like all the other women he knew and that she didn’t hide her beautiful hair under a bonnet.  He didn’t know what made her so different, but he would be sure to do everything in his power to find out.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 7 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Barbara stretched in her bed without opening her eyes. She had slept deep, and by the amount of sun shining through the curtains, she had slept late, something she rarely did.  She thought about the weird dream she had had.  She’d been sitting in the gazebo and then she’d become dizzy.  Suddenly, she found herself in a dirty old shed.  A strange man had found her and invited her to stay in his home overnight. 
 
      
 
    Luckily, it was just a dream, although she had to admit, the man had been very attractive.   
 
      
 
    She stretched again before opening her eyes.  The first thing she noticed was that she didn’t recognize the lacy curtains.  Quickly, she jumped out of bed and felt dizzy from standing up too fast.  After her vision cleared, she looked around frantically, as she realized her dream hadn’t been a dream at all.  She instantly realized that the events of yesterday had actually happened.   Was it possible that somehow she had traveled…through time?  The man, who she now remembered had introduced himself as Daniel Gouldsmith, was dressed very strangely, almost as if he were an actor in a movie.  She remembered that he wore brown pants that were ugly in color, that didn’t have a zipper.  He had a butler and lived in a very fancy home on an estate.    
 
      
 
    His sister, Laura, had led her to this room and let her borrow a nightgown and a dress to wear.  When she’d first met Laura, Barbara had immediately realized she wasn’t dressed appropriately in her flowered skirt and short-sleeved shirt.  The dress Laura wore also looked like she was dressed as an actor for a movie.  Laura had led her pretty quickly from a very fancy parlor, up a long flight of wide stairs and to the guest room she was now in, so Barbara hadn’t been able to see very much of the home, but what she did see had amazed her.  Her own parents had been well-to-do, so she had grown up in a larger-than-average home, and she had been in other mansions when visiting friends of her parents.  But she had never seen such an enormous home.  Part of her hoped she would have some time to explore before she found her way back home.   
 
      
 
    She had accepted it as possible when Megan had told her she had traveled through time by stepping into a portal, even though she didn’t understand it.  It was very obvious that Keegan was from an earlier time.  Some of his family had even traveled through the same portal for a few days when their son had become sick and needed immediate medical care.  It wasn’t very hard for her to accept that she was now in a different time period.  The problem was that she had no idea how it had happened.  One moment, she was sitting in the gazebo at the back of her shop, and the next, she was inside a small dirty shed.  
 
      
 
    She shook her head to clear her thoughts.  She needed to accept what had happened: she’d traveled through time.  What year she had actually traveled to, she didn’t know.  All she knew was that she had to figure out what to do about it.  Maybe the gazebo and the shed were connected somehow. 
 
      
 
    She thought about how Daniel had found her.  When she had first arrived, and realized she was in a shed, she had tried to open the door, but it was stuck as if it had been warped from disuse.  She had had to use all of her strength to pry it open.  Even then, she had only been able to open it a few inches.  As she looked out, she realized she didn’t recognize anything. She couldn’t see the neatly landscaped gardens Keegan had worked so hard on, the oak trees, the gazebo, or the white Victorian house.  All she saw was a large vegetable garden with a brown house that she didn’t recognize in the distance.  She had quickly closed the door and spent a long time trying to decide what to do.  She tried to open the door again, but after realizing she couldn’t get it open any more than a few inches, she didn’t try again, accepting the fact that she was stuck in the shed.   
 
      
 
    She had realized she might need to spend the night in the shed, but didn’t want to lie on the dirt floor, so she had tried to move some garden tools off of a stack of burlap sacks so she could make a bed and ended up dropping some of them on the ground.  That was when Daniel Gouldsmith had found her.  He had been so kind and understanding.  She was relieved he had jumped to the conclusion that she had amnesia.  It was an easy way to excuse her confusion at everything around her, and why she didn’t know anyone here, even though she also knew that technically she wasn’t supposed to know what her name was.   She had been glad she wouldn’t have to spend the night in the shed.   
 
      
 
    Barbara decided to get dressed and saw a pale blue dress with undergarments laid out on a chair.  This must be the dress Laura had offered to lend her.  She smiled at the memory of the evening before; Laura had been very welcoming.  She hadn’t asked any questions, but had seemed to instinctively know that Barbara wouldn’t be able to answer many of them anyway.  She suspected that both Laura and Daniel were eventually going to ask questions.  What was she going to tell them?  
 
      
 
    It took several tries, but she was eventually able to figure out how to put the undergarments on, then the dress.  She was trying to tighten the ribbons on the back when there was a knock on her door.  
 
      
 
    “Um…” What was she supposed to say?  Who’s there?  Come in?  Making a quick decision, she walked to the door, and opened it slightly, not wanting anyone to see that she was struggling with her dress.  A woman in a black and white uniform was standing there with a tray of tea.   
 
      
 
    “Hello, miss.  I brought you some tea.  Oh my, did you put on your garments by yourself?”  
 
      
 
    The young woman seemed shocked, and Barbara felt her cheeks redden as she realized she had no idea how to live in this era.  
 
      
 
    “Well, I tried,” was all she could think to say.  She opened the door to let the maid in, then shut it.  The maid set the tray down on a nearby table and walked up behind her to tighten the bodice.  
 
      
 
    “Well, you certainly got further than most young women would be able to.”  She chuckled, then stopped short.  “Oh, I apologize, it is not my place to say anything.”  
 
      
 
    Barbara didn’t respond.  She didn’t know how she was supposed to act or what to say, so she just remained silent as the maid helped her tie her sash, then led her to a chair in front of a mirror where she combed her hair and twisted it into a loose bun at the top of her head.  Barbara enjoyed sipping on the tea as the maid did her magic.   
 
      
 
    When Barbara looked into the mirror after the maid was done with her hair, she was surprised to see an entirely different woman looking back at her.  She felt stiff and formal and didn’t care for it.  The maid had swept her hair into a bun, allowing a few strands to curl around her face.  Her gaze went to the dress she was wearing.  She usually only wore dresses when she absolutely had to.  They seemed to remind her of the prom night all of those years ago.  She found comfort in the chemise she wore under the gown.  She had also kept on her own underwear.  She was only glad she wasn’t expected to wear a corset.  She knew she wouldn’t be comfortable in one of those.  
 
      
 
    The gown was cinched right under her bosom, and flowed down to her feet in waves. It was a soft blue, one of her favorite colors.  She was given a white shawl to drape over her arms, which she would have preferred to do without.  She would likely only wear it if she was walking outside from one place to another. 
 
      
 
    “There, miss.  That should be everything you need.  Can I get you anything, or would like to go down to the dining room for breakfast?” 
 
      
 
    Barbara’s stomach seemed to answer for her.  “Breakfast would be fabulous.”  
 
      
 
    Only then did she realized she didn’t know where she was supposed to eat.  “Would you mind showing me the way?” she asked hesitantly.  
 
      
 
    “Of course, miss.”  The maid turned to open the door when Barbara stopped her.  
 
      
 
    “Um…could you please tell me what year it is?”  She wasn’t sure if she should even ask that question at all, but figured if she should ask anyone, it might as well be a maid.   After all, maids weren’t supposed to question the people they helped, and she needed to know if her suspicions were true that she had traveled through time.  
 
      
 
    “It is 1816, miss,” the maid said after a brief look of confusion. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you,” Barbara responded, trying to sound as nonchalant as possible.  But inside she was panicking.   
 
      
 
    The maid had confirmed that she really had traveled through time.  What was she going to do?  She had no idea how it had happened.  What if she wasn’t able to figure that out?  Was she going to be stuck in 1816 forever?  She had traveled much farther back than she had first guessed, two hundred years exactly.  She knew she was going to need to be very careful about what she said and did.  She couldn’t let anyone know that she was from their future.  She only hoped that if anyone did ask questions, she would be able to hide the truth behind her amnesia story.   
 
      
 
    She remembered telling Daniel her name and then allowing him to think she had amnesia.  From her own medical knowledge, she knew most people who suffered from amnesia also couldn’t remember their own names.  She only hoped Daniel, or anyone else who lived in this vast home, knew about amnesia symptoms.  She was deeply afraid that if anyone did find out that she was from the future, they would either accuse of lying or being a witch, or something worse.    
 
      
 
    The maid led Barbara down the hall and then the same set of stairs she had climbed the night before.  She took a deep breath and did her best to look calm.  Barbara’s heart fluttered at the thought of seeing Daniel again.  Would he be eating breakfast, too?  
 
      
 
    The maid let Barbara into the dining room, which had a long wooden table running the length of the room.  It was easily big enough to sit at least twenty people.  Barbara’s heart fell as she realized that no one else was there and there were no place settings.  She must have slept in past everyone’s normal meal time.  
 
      
 
    “I will let the cook know you are ready for breakfast,” the maid said with a small curtsy and then left Barbara alone. 
 
      
 
    Barbara picked a chair and sat, trying to be conscious of her posture.  While she waited, she tried to remember everything she knew about this time period.  There wasn’t a lot to remember.  Her interests in books were more adventure and science fiction.  She had read Pride and Prejudice when she was a girl, and although she remembered the story line, she couldn’t remember much of how the characters had lived.  Was that book even from this time period?  She couldn’t remember.   
 
      
 
      A young girl brought in several plates filled with fruit, porridge, and toast.  Barbara was astonished as the maid placed the food in front of her.  She couldn’t possibly eat all of this.  She was used to eating a piece of toast and maybe a boiled egg for breakfast, with a bit of fruit.  She smiled her thanks at the girl, who gave her a curtsy, before starting to eat.  The food was delicious, although a bit bland.  Barbara ate what she could, then sat back and wondered what she should do next.  Part of her wanted to carry the empty plates back to the kitchen.  She always cleaned up after herself.  But she knew that she should just leave them on the table.  Besides, she didn’t even know where the kitchen was located. 
 
      
 
    She desperately wanted to explore the big house, but she knew she shouldn’t wander around unattended.  Deciding that it would be best to make her way back to her room, she left the dining room and breathed a sigh of relief when she was able to find her way back.   
 
      
 
     It’s better this way, she told herself.  Fewer opportunities for me to mess up.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 8 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Safely back in her room, she noticed that it had a small sitting area.  She sat down on a cushioned chair and grasped her locket.  That was when she remembered that she had grasped the locket in the same way when she was sitting in the gazebo.  Did the locket have something to do with traveling through time?  She had thought about that moment when her whole life had changed over and over again since she’d woken up that morning.  She had been sitting in the gazebo in the early afternoon, clutching the locket around her neck.  She had closed her eyes and was thinking about the man in the picture.  She had imagined him in detail and had felt closer to him than ever.  Then she’d grown dizzy and when she opened her eyes she was no longer in the gazebo.   
 
      
 
    She slipped the locket off her neck and opened it.  She again carefully studied the small photo.  Surprise and shock spread over her.  She now looked exactly like the woman, with her dark hair in the bun the maid had arranged with some hair framing her face.   But she knew that had to be a coincidence.  
 
      
 
    She had to admit that the man looked very similar to Daniel.  He had the shaggy light brown hair and mustache.  But how could that be?  She’d found the locket in Keegan’s attic.  She knew that most of the items in the attic had belonged to Victoria.  Maybe Victoria had known this woman and man.  It all had to be a coincidence.   
 
      
 
    Sighing, she slipped the locket around her neck and looked around the room.  She had been sitting in it for a while already, but it was still bright outside, and Barbara could tell she still had most of the day ahead of her.  
 
      
 
    She saw her bag which she had dumped in a corner the night before.  Remembering Megan’s joke about how she could survive on an island by herself as long as she had her purse with her, she chuckled.  
 
      
 
    It’s worth a shot, she told herself.  
 
      
 
    She retrieved her bag and started to look through it.  She pulled out her phone, which was still on, but she could see it didn’t have any service or the internet.  Not surprising.  She turned it off to conserve the battery. 
 
      
 
    She pulled everything out and laid them on a desk.  The first thing her hand touched was the envelope of the notes and photos from George Manning.  It was a stark reminder of the mess she’d left behind.  Pulling it out, she set it aside.  She found her wallet, hand sanitizer, Chapstick, a mini container of mints, a small bag of trail mix, some pens and a notebook.  These were things she used on a daily basis.  Digging deeper, she found Kleenexes, a change of clothing (a pair of yoga pants and shirt), her tablet, and a small solar powered battery.  She was about to put everything back in her bag when she noticed it still felt heavy, like there was something else had been buried in the bottom.  She unzipped one of her rarely used pockets and was pleasantly surprised to find Victoria’s journal.  She had forgotten that she had decided to hold on to the book in order to read it at a later time.   
 
      
 
    Now seemed like the perfect time. 
 
      
 
    She kept the journal out, but put everything else back in her bag.  She knew she needed to find a hiding place for it.  It wouldn’t be a good idea if someone found the bag and looked through it.  Everything in it would let anyone who might find it know that she was from the future.  It took a few minutes, but she finally found the perfect hiding place; in the back of a large wardrobe behind what she assumed were old dresses.    
 
      
 
    Picking up the journal, she settled into a chair and started reading on the first page.  
 
      
 
    March 13, 1865 
 
      
 
    I really have married the most spectacular man.  He has shown me the plans of the house he is building for us in Denver.  It looks exactly like my home in England where I grew up.  It will naturally be a little smaller, which is fine with me.  I can’t remember how many times I got lost in that big home growing up.  
 
      
 
    Charles also promised me a gazebo in the back, which I have always wanted.  He has told me it will take several years to complete the home, so for now, we will rent a house in town.  I am so grateful for such a wonderful man, and the means to do that which we so desire.  
 
      
 
    Barbara smiled.  That would be a fun story to print and frame to show in their shop.  Her customers would love to know the history behind the house.  She was puzzled about Victoria writing about marrying a man named Charles until she remembered that Victoria had been married twice, and Charles had been her first husband.  Victoria had married Collins later in life.  Collins had been Victoria and Charles’ butler and was known by his last name.  Even after he and Victoria married, he still went by Collins.  Turning the page, she kept reading.  
 
      
 
    August 27, 1865 
 
      
 
    We have arrived in Denver, and Charles has gotten his business going very well. He does travel a lot which leaves me alone.  I do wish we were able to have children. What a blessing it would be to have little hands and feet to keep me busy. 
 
      
 
    When I can, I travel with him.  It is fascinating to see all of the different people and cities.  Many of the cities and towns are just getting started, and the people who are helping to build them work so hard.  I enjoy looking around in little shops that sold small items and gadgets for a little extra money.  I always find the most interesting things.   Last week, I found a gold key that somehow vibrates when I touch it.  I thought I was going mad the first time I held it.  Some strange and interesting things happen in those little towns.  
 
      
 
    Barbara thought for a moment.  She had to be talking about the key she used to time travel.  She hadn’t ever seen it, but Keegan had told her many stories about his family, and how Victoria had used two keys to time travel.  He never mentioned how she got the second one, but those keys had brought love to each of his siblings.  Eventually, they did bring harm as well though, as someone had found out about the keys, and wanted them for himself.  He had almost killed Keegan’s niece trying to get them.  
 
      
 
    She leaned closer to the journal, and read the next entry.  
 
      
 
    October 11, 1865 
 
      
 
    I just received a letter from my mother in England.  My father has passed.  I cannot convey my grief at knowing he is gone. It has been years since I have been able to see any of my family.  The funeral had already come and gone by the time I got the letter from my mother.   
 
      
 
    There was a break in the page, as if Victoria had stopped writing, only to come back later.  The script was shaky and hurried, and was harder to read than before.  She figured it was still written on the same day because there wasn’t another date written.  
 
      
 
    Something strange and amazing just happened.  I was unable to continue writing earlier due to the grief I felt for my father.  I sat clutching the gold key I found in a small town not far from Denver.  I was just thinking about how much I wanted to be with my father in my home in England.  I felt a tingling sensation all over, and when I opened my eyes I was in my childhood home.  My mother was there talking to a maid. 
 
      
 
    I hid in a wardrobe, not knowing how to explain how I had gotten there.  I don’t know how it happened, but I somehow traveled to England in just a few moments.  After my mother left the room, I closed my eyes and thought about my home with Charles, and after feeling the tingling sensation again, I was back home.  I don't know how to explain it, but I think that somehow the keys allowed me to travel across miles of land and ocean.  
 
      
 
    Barbara closed the book, and set it down in her lap.  Victoria's description of how she’d first traveled with her key sounded a lot like what had happened to Barbara.  She had been closing her eyes while thinking about the man in the locket, the man with whom she felt a strange connection.  She had cleared her mind of everything but what kind of a man he might be, then she was in Daniel’s old shed.  
 
      
 
    Was time travel as simple as that?  If she held the locket again and thought about home, would she be able to travel back to her time?   
 
      
 
    She gripped the locket tightly, closed her eyes and started to think about Megan. She pictured her daughter’s smile, her happy personality.   
 
      
 
    Then she opened her eyes as she realized she didn’t want to leave just yet.  She didn’t know how she was supposed to act in this time period, but she did know she didn’t want to miss out on the opportunity to get to know Daniel better.  She couldn’t explain why she felt so connected to him, but maybe it was worth it to take some extra time to try to find out.   
 
      
 
    She sat there warring with herself, unable to come to a decision she felt good about.  She jumped at a knock on her door.  She had been so engrossed in her thoughts, she had forgotten the world around her for a moment.  
 
      
 
    “You may enter,” she said, hoping that was a more acceptable response than the way she’d responded the first time the maid had knocked.  
 
      
 
    The same maid as before entered, and curtsied.  “Mr. Daniel has requested that you join him and his family for dinner.”  
 
      
 
    Barbara felt butterflies fill her stomach.  Was it dinner time already?  “Thank you.  Please tell him that I will be glad to join him,” was all she was able to say after a moment.  
 
      
 
    The maid turned to go, and Barbara stopped her.  “Wait.  I don’t believe I ever got your name?”  She felt bad never knowing how to address her.  
 
      
 
    “It is Eliza, ma’am.”  The maid curtsied again and then left.  
 
      
 
    Barbara was able to make her own way down to the dining room, nerves filling her once again.  She hadn’t any idea how dinner should go with Daniel and his family.  She remembered that he had mentioned that not only did Laura live with him, but also his younger brother and his wife and children.  What if she did or said something wrong? 
 
      
 
    She squared her shoulders.  She would just have to be the best person she knew how to be and hope that was enough.  
 
      
 
    The door to the dining room was open, so she entered.  Daniel was already seated at the head of the table with Laura on one side and another man and woman on the other.  Barbara figured the other couple must be Daniel’s brother and his wife, although she couldn’t remember their names. 
 
      
 
    Daniel and the other man stood when she entered the room. 
 
      
 
    “Hello,” Daniel greeted her.  He gestured towards an empty chair next to Laura.  “You may be seated over there.”   
 
      
 
    Barbara smiled nervously and walked to the empty chair.  She noticed that both men stayed standing until she sat down next to Laura.  As she sat, she could feel Daniel's eyes boring into her, as if trying to decipher her true intentions and feelings.  
 
      
 
    Once everyone was seated, Daniel was the first to speak. “I have to apologize for my absence today.  I had some unexpected work to attend to.  I had hoped to spend some time helping you find your home.  I trust you have been comfortable and taken care of?” He asked the question kindly, and Barbara appreciated his concern.  
 
      
 
    “Yes, your staff has been very accommodating,” she replied, and reminded herself to sit straight in the chair, trying to mirror the way Laura sat next to her.  
 
      
 
    “I have to apologize as well,” Laura said with a tired smile.  “I would have been of more help, but I haven’t been feeling my best as of late.”   
 
      
 
    Barbara looked at her and noticed she did seem paler than she should have and there were bags under her eyes. 
 
      
 
    “It’s not a problem at all.  I wouldn’t want to make you feel worse out of obligation to entertain me,” Barbara said honestly, hoping that there wasn’t anything seriously wrong with Laura.  
 
      
 
    “Well, now that everyone has apologized to the guest, can we eat?” The other man commented with a smile, but she could tell he was annoyed.  
 
      
 
    “Edward!” Laura hissed under her breath.  
 
      
 
    “Yes, let’s eat,” Daniel said after looking at his brother disapprovingly.  
 
      
 
    Daniel signaled to the same young girl who had served her breakfast and who was standing at the other end of the table as if waiting for instructions.  When she saw Daniel’s signal, she left the room. 
 
      
 
    “I supposed introductions still need to be made. This is my brother and his wife, Edward and Isabella Gouldsmith,” he said as he gestured to them both.  “And this is Barbara Conway.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s nice to meet you,” Barbara said, and dipped her head, although she wasn’t sure if it was necessary or not.  She felt Edward didn’t approve of her for some reason. 
 
      
 
    “Indeed,” was all Edward said.  
 
      
 
    His wife seemed kinder and laid a hand on Edward’s arm as she said, “Yes, it is nice to have a new face around here.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara smiled gratefully at her as big platters of food were brought in.  Her stomach grumbled as the enticing smell filled her senses.  There was a roasted chicken with potatoes, carrots, beans and thick slices of bread.  The young girl walked around and filled everyone’s goblets with a white wine.  
 
      
 
    Barbara wasn’t sure how to handle this one; she didn’t drink alcohol.  Even the smell of it sent her back to the night Jason had taken advantage of her.  She started to see flashbacks of him above her, smelling the beer on his breath.  
 
      
 
    She closed her eyes and took a deep breath in through her mouth.  She knew she could not have a meltdown here.  Over the course of the years, she had gotten good at suppressing the anxiety that would show up whenever something triggered a memory.  She fell back on everything she had practiced and was able to calm herself down quickly.  
 
      
 
    She opened her eyes, did not look at the wine, and focused on the meal that was being served onto her plate.  She glanced up to see if anyone had noticed her reaction and saw Daniel staring at her intently, questions clearly in his eyes.  She averted her gaze and looked back down at her meal.  
 
      
 
    The maids were soon done serving.  Daniel bowed his head and everyone followed suit as he gave a blessing on the food.  After everyone said amen, Barbara suddenly noticed that there were several sets of silverware around her plate.  She had no idea which one to start with.   Barbara decided to wait and see what fork Laura would start with.  Laura picked up the small fork, but only after Daniel had put the first bite into his mouth.  Once she saw Laura pick up the small fork, she picked up her own, and started eating her chicken.  It was some of the best food she had ever eaten.  The chicken was tender, juicy and full of flavor.  She savored several bites as everyone ate in silence.  
 
      
 
    Daniel spoke again after a few minutes.  “Barbara, I would like to offer our home to you until we are able to find whoever you were staying with.  Hopefully, as the time passes, some of your memory will return.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara looked at him with surprise.  She may have been a bit bold before in assuming that she had already been given permission to stay as long as she needed.  It hadn’t occurred to her she could have been sent on her way when she didn’t have anywhere to go.  She was about to say, “Thank you” when Edward started talking through his teeth to Daniel.  
 
      
 
    “We don't know the first thing about this woman.  You found her rummaging through our old storage shed.  She is probably some beggar off the streets.  Why should we dress and feed her?  She will never leave!” 
 
      
 
    Daniel looked sharply over at him.  “She is a woman who needs our help.  We are capable of helping her, and so we shall,” he said in a definitive voice.  
 
      
 
    Edward scowled at him angrily, then turned back to his meal to eat in silence.  
 
      
 
    Barbara could only whisper, “Thank you.”  She hoped she was able to show her gratitude through the gaze she sent over to Daniel.  
 
      
 
    She had only been around Daniel for a few minutes, but each moment she spent with him only seemed to make their connection grow stronger.  She felt in that moment that she could never go back to 2016, and be perfectly happy right next to him, except she would need to leave Megan behind.  
 
      
 
    To get her mind off Daniel, she turned to Isabella.  “Daniel told me you and Edward have two children.” 
 
      
 
    Isabelle smiled.  “We do.  Two beautiful boys.” 
 
      
 
    “Where are they now?” Barbara asked innocently.  She knew she made an error when all four adults looked at her. 
 
      
 
    “In the nursery, of course,” Edward said with a pointed look at Daniel. 
 
      
 
    Too late, Barbara remembered that titled people in England didn’t eat with their children.  Most likely, they had a governess or nanny who helped raise the children.  It was something she didn’t understand.  She had enjoyed raising Megan on her own.  One of the reasons she couldn’t agree to give her daughter up for adoption like her parents had wanted her to do was because she’d wanted to be the one to raise her.   
 
      
 
    “What are their names?” Barbara asked, trying to get the attention off of her question.   
 
      
 
    “William is four years old and Thomas is almost two,” Isabel answered.   
 
      
 
    One of the maids brought in a basket of bread and Barbara decided not to ask any more questions.    
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 9 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Barbara sighed as the sun hit her face.  After having breakfast alone again, she knew she didn’t want to wait around in her room all day today.  She had decided to walk the grounds, see more of the garden, and think more about her theory of how she had been able to travel here to this time.  
 
      
 
    It was a beautiful day; there were only a few wispy clouds in the sky.  There was a light wind and the sun wasn’t too hot.   
 
      
 
    She decided she would walk the perimeter of the estate first, then move on to the gardens.  It was a beautiful home, but it was very large.  
 
      
 
    Barbara couldn’t imagine living in a home this size, even if she did have help to clean for her.  It just seemed as if it would get lonely.  Even though there were six people permanently living in the home, plus all the maids and a butler, she hadn’t seen or heard anyone while walking from her room to the dining room, and then to the back doors.  She found it interesting that she hadn’t even seen Edward’s two children.   
 
      
 
    She turned the corner to the side of the house and saw a white wrap-around porch that was similar to Keegan’s home.  Now that she thought of it, the color of the brick was similar, too.  She continued to the front of the house and saw that the design mirrored the design of Keegan’s home.  The biggest difference was the size- this house was almost three times the size of Keegan’s.   
 
      
 
    She turned around and started toward the back of the house again, toward the gardens.  As she walked, she went over what she knew about Keegan’s home.  The house used to be owned by Victoria, and as far as Barbara knew she had been the only owner until her death.  Barbara wondered if Victoria had really liked this style of home, or if the two houses were connected somehow.  She shook her head wryly.  Knowing if the houses had some connection didn’t change anything.  
 
      
 
    She decided to think of something else and immediately thought of Laura.  She had seemed very tired last night at dinner. She had eaten about half of what she’d put on her plate, then excused herself.  She had swayed when she stood up, and Daniel had been quick to jump up and help escort her to her room.  Barbara could tell this wasn’t an uncommon occurrence for Laura by the reactions of Edward and Isabelle.  
 
      
 
    She thought through the symptoms she had witnessed and tried to think of any herbs that might help that would have been available in 1816.  Laura had shown fatigue and dizziness and was quite pale.  Barbara could think of a number of things off the top of her head, but couldn’t be sure on any of them without asking Laura more questions, but that seemed to be bad manners in this time period.  She only hoped that whatever was causing these symptoms in Laura wasn’t too serious.  
 
      
 
    She was so lost in thought, she didn’t hear someone come up behind her.  When that someone cleared his throat, she jumped in fright at gave a little shriek. 
 
      
 
    “I am so sorry; I didn’t mean to frighten you,” Daniel said, reaching for her, but he caught himself before taking her hand to comfort her.  She wished he hadn’t.  
 
      
 
    “That’s all right.  I should be paying more attention to what is around me,” Barbara responded. 
 
      
 
    “Do you mind if I join you?” he asked, and the hope in his eyes made her stomach tingle.  
 
      
 
    “Not at all.  I wasn’t going anywhere in particular.”  She turned to continue walking, and Daniel fell in step with her. 
 
      
 
    “Your gardens are beautiful,” Barbara commented after they walked together in silence for a few moments.   
 
      
 
    “Thank you,” Daniel responded.  “It’s been a very wet and cold winter, but now that it’s starting to warm up, the gardens should really perk up.” 
 
      
 
    “Can you tell me a little about your…estate?” 
 
      
 
    “I inherited the house and all the surrounding land from my father.  It’s been in my family since the 1600s.” 
 
      
 
    “What is your title?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m an earl.  Most of the people who live around here help farm this land.  I have about one hundred tenants working for me.” 
 
      
 
    “What do you grow?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, the usual things: vegetables, fruit, food for the animals like the cattle and sheep.” 
 
      
 
    Daniel continued to talk, explaining how things were run on his land.  To Barbara, it sounded like running a small country.  All the people who lived on his land contributed in some way to all the jobs that needed to get done.   
 
      
 
    “You must be very busy,” Barbara finally commented.   
 
      
 
    “Yes, I am.  I do have help from Edward, though.”  Daniel changed the subject.  “Have you been able to remember anything else about what happened a couple of days ago?”   
 
      
 
    She sensed some tension in his question and hoped that wasn’t because he wanted her to leave soon.  She knew Edward wanted her gone as soon as possible.  
 
      
 
    “I wish I could say yes, but unfortunately I haven’t figured anything out yet,” she said honestly.  She wasn’t sure what it was about Daniel that made it hard for her to lie to him.  
 
      
 
    “I can send a note to all the estates in this area; maybe there is someone looking for you,” Daniel suggested. 
 
      
 
    Barbara wanted to ask him not to; she didn’t want to get any information out to strangers that there was an odd woman traveling alone with no escort.  She knew that was frowned upon in this society.  But she said nothing.  
 
      
 
    “I know you aren’t from around here,” Daniel said casually. 
 
      
 
    She looked at him guiltily.  It was really hard to pretend that she was from 1816.  
 
      
 
    “How can you tell?” 
 
      
 
    “All those questions about how I run my estate?  If you were from around here, or even if you worked for someone else, you would have known the answers.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara wondered exactly what she should tell him.  She wondered if he no longer suspected she had amnesia.  
 
      
 
    “Maybe the amnesia is why I didn’t know the answers to my questions about the estate,” she said, to test her theory.   
 
      
 
    Daniel looked at her carefully, then grinned at her and played along.   
 
      
 
    “It might be a good idea to try experiencing different things.  Perhaps seeing the shed again, or riding a horse, for instance, might trigger a memory.” Daniel suggested his idea casually, but her heart fluttered with excitement.  
 
      
 
    She would love to ride a horse; it had been so long since she had last been on one.  She had learned as a girl.  She had been on a horse only once after she left Texas.  When Megan was nine years old, she’d gone through a horse phase.  One summer, Barbara gave Megan the opportunity to take a few horseback riding lessons.  Barbara loved horses dearly; she just hadn’t earned enough while she was raising Megan to ride them like she wanted to. 
 
      
 
    “I think that is a good idea,” she said, shyly ducking her head.  She wanted to shake herself for acting like a schoolgirl.   
 
      
 
    Daniel smiled down at her, and she could practically feel the blush rising in her face. “Shall I go ask the stable hands to saddle a couple horses, then?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, please.  That would be wonderful.” 
 
      
 
    In no time, the horses were saddled, and they were ready to go.  She was about to swing into the saddle as she normally would, then realized she had a long flowing gown on.  How was she supposed to ride in this?  Would Daniel expect her to change into different clothes?  The saddle also looked different and she realized it was a side-saddle. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t you remember how to get on?” Daniel asked from behind her while leading his horse by his reins.  
 
      
 
    “I’m afraid not.”  Having amnesia is awfully convenient for learning new things about this time, she thought to herself.  Whether he believed her or not.   
 
      
 
    “Let me help you.”  He bent down and linked his fingers together, inviting her to step into the hold he had created.  
 
      
 
    She did so hoping she was using the right foot. He helped her get settled on the horse in the side saddle position.  She was grateful for his help, but wished she could ride the horse normally; she felt unstable in this position, like she was going to slide off any second.  
 
      
 
    He slung himself onto his own horse gracefully and clicked his tongue to get the horse moving.  Her horse naturally followed the other one, and Barbara was grateful she wouldn’t have to figure out how to lead the horse with both legs on one side of it. 
 
      
 
    She did her best to encourage the horse to move up next to Daniel's so they could talk.  She craved the closeness and wanted to get to know him better.  She hoped he felt the same. 
 
      
 
    He led them out through the fields of his estate.  She wasn’t sure where his property ended, but she could tell it was at least a couple of miles long.  
 
      
 
    They rode their horses next to each other as they chatted easily.  She felt herself relaxing around him the longer they were on the trail.  She forgot to be formal and proper.  She stopped trying to keep her back perfectly straight.  She felt herself smile naturally and realized for the first time how hard it had been to truly smile the past few years.  
 
      
 
    “Would you like to take a break to sit under a tree for a moment?  You look flushed,” Daniel said, inspecting her reddened face with concern.  
 
      
 
    She blushed, knowing that she wasn’t flushed because she was too hot, but she kept that knowledge to herself.  “Yes, some shade would be nice.  Though it has been so nice to spend some time in the sun.”  She sighed as she slid off her horse with Daniel’s help.   
 
      
 
    Daniel was about to tie the reins to a nearby branch to keep the horses close, but he stopped at the sound of a horse trotting towards them.  
 
      
 
    “Daniel, what on earth are you doing?  You have a meeting in fifteen minutes with Mr. Taylor.” It was Edward with a deep scowl on his face, which only darkened when Barbara made eye contact with him.  
 
      
 
    “Mr. Taylor is always at least an hour late; you know that,” Daniel retorted, but he looped the reins back around his horse's neck anyway.  He turned to Barbara with regret on his face. “I suppose it would be a good idea to start heading back.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s all right.  I don’t want to keep you from your work.”  She did her best to get back on the horse herself, feeling awkward as she tried several times to slide herself into the side-saddle position.  She looked up, embarrassed, and was relieved to see Daniel waiting patiently, no judgment on his face.  Edward, however, scoffed at her display, and turned his horse back to the house. 
 
      
 
    Daniel swung onto his own horse, and Barbara’s horse followed his as they silently made their way back to the house.  Barbara couldn’t figure out what she had done to make Edward hate her so much.  She had hardly talked to him.  
 
      
 
    She knew he didn’t think she was a high enough class to be staying in their house, and he was right.  Even in her own time, she and Daniel would live in entirely different worlds.  
 
      
 
    Even so, she couldn’t seem to understand why that would make Edward so hostile.  She would understand if he was annoyed, but what made him so angry at her? 
 
      
 
    She looked up from her musings to see that she was at the house already.  Daniel and Edward easily dismounted, and she followed suit, managing to get off the horse with some grace. 
 
      
 
    “You go inside and get yourself presentable.  I will meet you in the office,” Edward directed, and Daniel nodded.  
 
      
 
    Barbara couldn’t read what Daniel was feeling; he was too good at masking it, but she did sense that he wasn’t happy.  And why was Edward ordering Daniel around?   
 
      
 
    Daniel turned and walked with long strides towards the house, leaving her alone with Edward to return their horses to the stable.  She wished she could follow him.  She didn’t want to talk with Edward.  
 
      
 
    “You will not spend any more time with Daniel, do you understand?  An earl like him needs to find a respectable woman with class and worth.  Not some beggar who can’t even remember her own past,” he practically sneered, making Barbara think he knew that she did not really have amnesia.  “You will not get a penny from him.  You might as well be on your way by tomorrow.”   
 
      
 
    Edward sent her a look that would have normally sent her running.  Instead, it just made her angry, and she narrowed her eyes.  
 
      
 
    “I would think your older brother can make his own choices regarding his life and who he spends time with.”  She squared her shoulders, and handed the horse over to a stable boy, thanking him kindly.   
 
      
 
    She turned and walked away, not caring if she had just acted irresponsibly.  She remembered all too well what it was like to be expected to make your decisions according to what would “look good” to those around you.  
 
      
 
    She liked Daniel; he was so kind and happy.  He actually made her laugh, which was difficult to do these days.  He deserved to find happiness himself, although she knew it wasn’t going to be with her.  Edward had nothing to worry about.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 10 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Barbara walked into the house and realized she didn’t have anything to do.  She didn’t want to go sit in her room alone again; she’d had enough of that yesterday.  
 
      
 
    Instead, she walked slowly through the main hall.  There were beautiful, large pictures of different landscapes and people lining the halls.  She admired the talent behind all of the paintings and took her time inspecting the details of each one.  She walked past the parlor and saw Laura inside.  She looked up at the sound of Barbara’s footsteps and smiled.  
 
      
 
    “There you are!  I have hardly seen you at all since you got here.  I hope you haven’t been hiding away from me,” Laura said with a smile, beckoning her inside the room.  
 
      
 
    Barbara smiled back, relieved to have some company.  “Of course not,” she said, even though she knew Laura had only been joking.  “I was lucky enough to get to ride one of your horses this morning.”  She was about to mention that she’d been with Daniel but stopped herself.  What if Laura wouldn’t welcome her interest in Daniel either?  She sat down next to Laura, trying to mimic her posture. 
 
      
 
    “Ah, that is always fun.  Who took you out?  It couldn’t have been Edward, so it must have been Daniel,” Laura said with a glint in her eye.   
 
      
 
    Barbara dipped her head a little.  “Yes, it was Daniel.  He thought it might help me remember more about what happened.”  She tried to sound convincing, but the words sounded dull even to her.  
 
      
 
    “He is a good man; you can trust him,” Laura patted her arm; she must have taken Barbara’s awkward statement as hesitation to be around Daniel.  
 
      
 
    Barbara nodded.  “I can tell he is a good man.” 
 
      
 
    “He doesn’t want to be an earl, you know,” Laura said conspiratorially.  
 
      
 
    “Really?” Barbara answered, intrigued.  He seemed so sure of himself.  When he talked about the people who lived around them, she could tell he deeply cared about them.  She couldn’t have guessed he didn’t want everything he had.  
 
      
 
    “Yes.  He was left this inheritance by our father, much to the dismay of Edward.  This was always Edward’s dream,” she said as she gestured around the house.  “Our father wrote his will well, so it is difficult to find a way to transfer this living and home to Edward.  According to the wording in his will, the only way Edward could take over would be if Daniel died or abandoned the estate, and had no descendants.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara was fascinated by this new information, but felt a little uncomfortable at getting it from Daniel’s sister.  She felt it was probably something that they didn’t tell people outside of their own household.  Even so, she couldn’t hold back her curiosity. “What would Daniel do instead?” 
 
      
 
    “He has always wanted to travel the world.  He is fascinated by different cultures and keeps detailed journals of everywhere he travels.  He actually writes his experiences very well.”   
 
      
 
    Barbara nodded, thinking about how this new information only attracted her to him more.  She glanced over at Laura and noticed her face seemed drained of color again.  “Are you feeling all right?” she asked hesitantly. 
 
      
 
    Laura nodded, a tired look in her eyes.  “I am afraid I have been feeling out of sorts lately.  The doctors insist there is nothing wrong with me, but my goodness, I didn’t use to feel this poorly so often.”  
 
      
 
    “What are all of the symptoms?” Barbara got more serious, falling into the familiar role of suggesting herbal remedies to her customers.  
 
      
 
    “I get ill more frequently than most.  A typical cough, sore throat, and headache.  It seems every time I get sick, it gets worse.  I just feel so weak.”  Laura looked down, and Barbara could tell this wasn’t an easy thing for her to admit. 
 
      
 
    “Maybe there is something causing this that could be easily fixed.”  Her mind raced, trying to think of what could be causing these symptoms.  
 
      
 
    “You sound just like Daniel.  He wants to plan a trip to London to go see a more expensive doctor-- the ones down here are all fools, apparently.”  She chuckled a little, but she seemed too tired to talk more.  
 
      
 
    That caught Barbara off guard.  “How long has all of this been happening?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, about two years now,” Laura said, straightening her back, even though she still looked tired.  She waved her hand in the air, as if brushing the problem away. “Enough of this dull talk.  There is a ball this Friday evening at a neighboring estate.  Daniel and I were planning on attending.  I will lend you a dress, and you can come with us.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara’s eyes lit up at the thought of experiencing a ball in the 1800s, but she tried not to act too excited.  The image of Edward’s face as he told her to stay away from Daniel lingered in her mind.  “I’m not sure that is the best idea.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, of course it is.  It would be great fun for all of us, and I bet it would make Daniel more excited to go.” 
 
      
 
    “Did I hear my name?” Barbara jumped at the voice behind her.  She turned to see Daniel standing in the doorway.  
 
      
 
    “Daniel, thank goodness you are here.  I think you should accompany Miss Conway to the ball Friday night,” Laura said triumphantly.  
 
      
 
    Daniel raised his eyebrows at his sister’s suggestion and smiled brightly.  “What a pleasant idea.  Miss Conway, would you like to go with me?”  
 
      
 
    Barbara couldn’t take away his lovely smile by denying him, so instead she nodded.  “I would love to.”  
 
      
 
    “Wonderful!” Then for the first time, she saw him look uncertain.  He cleared his throat and seemed to be searching for the words he wanted.  “I can trust you have an idea of attire for Miss Conway?” he asked Laura. 
 
      
 
    “Absolutely, I believe I have just the dress.  Will you send the seamstress up to my room?  I will have her try it on, and we will have it altered to fit her perfectly.”  Laura smiled as she stood, even though Barbara could tell she was unsteady on her feet.  
 
      
 
    Barbara linked arms with her, hoping to show some friendship, and also wanting to help steady Laura.  
 
      
 
    “If you would excuse us.”  She smiled playfully at Daniel.  
 
      
 
    He chuckled and let the two of them pass, watching them leave with a smile. 
 
      
 
    Laura led Barbara up to her room and immediately pulled a dress out of a wardrobe. It was one of the most beautiful dresses Barbara had ever seen.  It was an emerald green silk with a full skirt.  Beautiful see through lace covered the entire dress.   A wide white sash completed the dress which would be tied just under her bust.   
 
      
 
    Barbara’s excitement grew as she tried the dress on.  It was a little long, and just a tad tight around the shoulders.  The seamstress said it shouldn’t take long to make it fit.  Laura explained that they could arrange her hair into curls around her face and weave tiny baby’s breath flowers into her hair.  Barbara loved the idea.   
 
      
 
    Soon after the seamstress left, Laura started to look truly exhausted.  Barbara insisted Laura go lie down, and she left her to rest.  
 
      
 
        She went to her room, clutching her locket happily through her dress.  The gown just happened to be the same design as the one in the painting in the locket.  Her heart fluttered.  She didn’t understand how it would work, but somehow, she just knew that Daniel would be a part of her future.  She had to let destiny work and trust that it would all end well.  
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Friday evening finally came, and Barbara was astonished as they pulled up to the home that was hosting the ball.  It was actually bigger than Daniel’s.  How did the people who lived in this time build such massive homes?   She let Daniel take her hand to help her out of the carriage, but was so amazed at the beauty of the home, she could only mutter a meager “Thank you.” 
 
      
 
    The entire outside of the home seemed to be made of marble.  The stairs leading up to the door were wide, almost making her think of a few of the museums she had visited as a child with her parents.  Beautiful statues were placed all around the home, some of the fancy people and a few of mystical animals.  
 
      
 
    By this point, Daniel had taken Laura’s arm, and she followed after the two of them to enter the mansion-- it was too beautiful to even call a home.  
 
      
 
    The hosts of the party were standing in a receiving line just inside the door, and Daniel introduced her to them.  She had been watching to see how most people greeted the hosts, and she followed suit by dipping into a curtsy.  The couple seemed pleasant enough, and soon they were walking farther into the home, where servers walked around with champagne, and music could be heard coming from the open doors of the ballroom.  
 
      
 
    Daniel greeted and chatted with several people along the way to the ballroom, and Barbara tried to be attentive to his conversations but wasn’t able to concentrate due to her curiosity and awe at the wonderfully decorated home. 
 
      
 
    Although she wasn’t very familiar with the Regency period, she did enjoy seeing all of the furniture, lamps, and vases in their original forms.  It was all more amazing than she had ever imagined.  
 
      
 
    Laura tugged at her arm. “Daniel, if you would excuse us, I would like to introduce Barbara to some acquaintances in the other room.  Mr. Baldwin,” she added, curtsying to the short, stout man Daniel was talking to, who seemed to be scowling at Barbara.   
 
      
 
    She was glad Laura had found an excuse to leave the conversation.  She had curtsied to Mr. Baldwin when they were introduced, following Laura’s example, but he hadn’t seemed fond of her from the beginning.  She worried he found her rude by not contributing more to the conversation, but he made her very uncomfortable.  
 
      
 
    Daniel sent them on their way with a smile before turning back to his discussion with Mr. Baldwin.  Barbara kept her arm linked with Laura and couldn’t suppress a gasp as they stepped into the ballroom.  She had never seen so many fabulous gowns in one room before.   
 
      
 
    Laura led the way through the crowd with a confident, but gentle stride, and they were able to make their way to a group of girls who each greeted Laura with a kiss to the cheek.  
 
      
 
    “It is so nice to see all of you,” Laura said with a twinkle in her eyes.  It was clear to Barbara these were close friends of hers.  “This is my cousin, Barbara Conway.  She came for a visit just a few days ago.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara was introduced to each of them, and they greeted her the same as they had Laura, with a kiss to the cheek.  Barbara appreciated how welcome and comfortable they made her feel.  She let Laura lead the conversation; she didn’t want to say something that wasn’t proper or give clues that she was from the future.  
 
      
 
    The song that many couples had been dancing to ended then, and Barbara was grateful that they wouldn’t have to yell over the music for a moment.  Suddenly Laura and her friends became silent as they looked over her shoulder and she sensed a presence behind her.  She turned around to see Mr. Baldwin.  She curtsied to him again, not sure if she needed to or not, but she didn’t want to offend him.  One of the things she noticed was that the women were constantly curtsying to pretty much everyone they met.   
 
      
 
    “Miss Conway, would you do me the honor of the next dance?” Mr. Baldwin asked very formally.   
 
      
 
    Barbara was stunned.  She had been hoping to dance with Daniel, but hadn’t anticipated dancing with anyone else.  She didn’t want to dance with Mr. Baldwin.  The calculating look in his eyes when he gazed at her made her very uncomfortable.   
 
      
 
    “I’d be delighted,” she found herself saying, even though she wanted to tell him no.  Something inside her told her she shouldn’t refuse.   
 
      
 
    He gave her a toothy grin.  “I’ll come and retrieve you when the next dance set starts.”  He then sauntered off.   
 
      
 
    She was relieved that it would be another five or ten minutes before they announced the next song, but she wished she could avoid dancing with Mr. Baldwin.  
 
      
 
    She glanced back at Laura and her friends who were looking at her cautiously.  Laura was the one to speak what they all seemed to be thinking. “You should be careful around him, Barbara.  He isn’t always on his best behavior, especially when there are good drinks around.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara shuddered at Laura’s advice and nodded.  “It’s just one dance.  But I will be careful and come right back here once the dance is over.” 
 
      
 
    Her words seemed to appease Laura a little, and she went back to her conversation with her friends.  Barbara tuned the conversation out, as she tried to rehearse the ballroom classes in her mind that her parents had insisted she take when she was younger.  
 
      
 
    Within a few minutes, she saw the musicians gather together again, and felt a thick hand at her elbow.  She glanced over at Mr. Baldwin and took the arm that he offered to her.  She saw that a line was forming, with all the men on one side, and all the women on the other.  The music started, and each couple danced their way down the room through a series of repeated steps, intertwining with the couple behind them several times.  She watched them carefully and soon felt confident that she could follow the steps herself once it was their turn to join the line.  She was glad that she wasn’t going to be required to dance the waltz with Mr. Baldwin.  With this particular dance, she only touched his hand a few times.   
 
      
 
    She was able to keep up with only a few clumsy steps.  She felt proud of herself for catching on so quickly, but only got a glare from Mr. Baldwin.  She was glad the style of dance did not allow for any conversation between herself and Mr. Baldwin.  She danced until she was panting and finally the song came to an end.  She stayed several feet from Mr. Baldwin and curtsied in his direction before turning as calmly as she could and walking back to Laura and her group of friends.  She could feel Mr. Baldwin watching her, almost as if he was sending daggers into her back.  Her heart pounded in her chest, and she knew it was for a reason other than being out of breath from the dance.  
 
      
 
    The other women happily greeted her again, and Laura looked relieved as she handed Barbara a glass of water.  Barbara was grateful it was water, as she needed a drink badly, but didn’t want to drink wine or champagne.  Laura seemed to have picked up on this, probably because Barbara always left her glass full during meals.   
 
      
 
    “I am glad Mr. Baldwin let you get away so easily.  I have heard stories of things he has attempted with different ladies,” she said quietly.  
 
      
 
    “He did seem quite unhappy about something,” Barbara responded.  She didn’t want to get into any details about what Mr. Baldwin had attempted with other ladies; she could imagine well enough herself.  
 
      
 
    After she’d had several minutes to recover, Daniel approached her.  She tried and failed to hide the large smile that spread across her lips.  
 
      
 
    “It has come to my attention that you are a fair dancer, Miss Conway.”  He bowed to her formally.  
 
      
 
    She curtsied back, not sure if he was teasing her, or if it was expected of her to curtsy as well.  She laughed.  “How could a gentleman know for sure unless he has had the opportunity to dance with her as well?”  She surprised herself; she wasn’t usually so forward.  
 
      
 
    “I quite agree.  Will you dance with me during the next song?” he requested with a glint of happiness in his eyes.  
 
      
 
    “I’d be delighted,” she replied as she had to Mr. Baldwin, but this time she meant it with all her heart.   
 
      
 
    Seeing the group of musicians gather again, he took her arm and led her onto the floor.  She could see couples gathering together into circles in groups of six.   
 
      
 
    A wave of nerves hit her; she wouldn’t have the opportunity to watch the other dancers first before it was her turn to start dancing.  She had no idea what type of dance this would be. 
 
      
 
    Daniel led her to a circle with two other couples, making it complete once they joined the group.  The music started slowly, and she sensed this would be a slow song.  Everyone stood still for a few moments, listening to the opening lines.  She watched carefully for any movements and saw the ladies shift as if readying themselves to start dancing.  
 
      
 
    The ladies raised their hands into the circle, and stepped in close together, while the men held still, then turned in a smaller circle inside the larger circle of men.  Barbara was only a moment behind, which earned her curious glances from the other women.  Barbara ignored the looks, and through by watching the ladies carefully, was able to keep up with the slow pace of the song. 
 
      
 
    She was grateful when the women stepped back into their places in the outer circle, and the men stepped inside to start their turn dancing.  She watched Daniel and admired how graceful and calm he was.  His strong shoulders made it seem as though he should only be able to move with purpose, but he clearly knew how to be very gentle. 
 
      
 
    The dance continued and repeated itself several times.  Daniel and Barbara did not talk, even though they had plenty opportunity to.  They only watched each other, speaking their emotions through quiet glances and soft touches.  Barbara had never done or seen anything so romantic in her entire life.  It felt like their souls were touching, were communicating.  It reminded her of when she held the locket for the first time.  She wished they were alone.  She had things she wanted to say, to tell him.  But would he believe them?  Words could wait, but the feelings were so strong, and powerful.  Their fingers touched often during the dance and each time a tingle traveled through her down to her toes.  As the final notes of the music faded, it felt as though Barbara were coming back down from a cloud.  She clapped along with everyone else in the room, then turned back to Daniel.  
 
      
 
    How could she have such strong emotions so quickly?  She felt as though she could love him.  She shook herself slightly.  Not love.  Not yet. 
 
      
 
    Daniel held his arm out to her, and she took it, letting him lead her back to Laura and her group of friends.  He then bowed and excused himself.    
 
      
 
    She looked back at the group with dreamy eyes, and the women giggled and teased her.  Barbara only smiled at them, not letting the teasing take away from such an amazing moment.  She tucked these new feelings deep down inside to be thought of later when she was alone.  
 
      
 
    The dance continued for another hour or so without event.  Some of the other women left to dance several times, but they all came back after each dance.  Barbara was relieved when she didn’t see Mr. Baldwin again.   
 
      
 
       Laura hid a yawn behind her hand, and Barbara noticed how pale she had started to look.  “Are you feeling alright?” Barbara asked her quietly. 
 
      
 
       “I am a bit tired.  I wonder if I am turning into an old maid early,” she said with a chuckle, trying to lighten the mood, but Barbara knew she really wasn’t feeling well.  “It would seem I am ready to retire already.  It was so pleasant to spend the evening with all of you.”  She said her farewells to her friends, and Barbara followed suit, kissing cheeks with each of them. 
 
      
 
       As they walked away from the group, Laura’s face seemed about to crumble with exhaustion. “We need to track down Daniel and fetch the carriage.”  She seemed to be talking more to herself than to Barbara. 
 
      
 
       Barbara instantly took charge.  “I can do that.  You sit on this chair. I will be back with Daniel.”   
 
      
 
    Barbara waited until Laura was settled, and started scanning the crowds for Daniel. She did remember seeing him head out one of the doors to the left of the room, and wondered if he was still there.  
 
      
 
    She walked through the same set of doors to find an empty hall.  She hesitated. Would it be considered rude to wander the halls in search of Daniel?  She remembered the look on Laura’s face and sighed.  She needed to get home; Daniel would want her to come find him.   
 
      
 
       She tried to walk confidently and listened for voices every time she walked past a door.  Everything seemed quiet; Daniel must not be down here.  She turned to go and found a short man standing in her path.  She looked more closely in the dim light of the hallway and recognized Mr. Baldwin.   
 
      
 
    “Excuse me.”  She curtsied, and tried to slip past him, her heart racing.  
 
      
 
    “I don’t think you should be down here.”  His face seemed angry, but his eyes told her he was hungry-- and it wasn’t hard could guess for what as he looked her up and down.  
 
      
 
    “Are you lost?  Let me help you,” he sneered as he grabbed her arm, and forced her into a room nearby. 
 
      
 
    A quick glance around told her it was a library.  She turned around to face him. “Please let me go.  I need to find Daniel.  It is time for us to be headed back.  His sister is ill.” 
 
      
 
    “You aren’t from around here, are you? I can tell you are trying hard to play the part, but I can see right through you.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara’s breath caught in her throat.  Could he somehow know her secret?  She didn’t respond and just waited for him to say something else.  She reminded herself that she had taken classes and knew how to defend herself if he started to get aggressive.  
 
      
 
    “A woman your age should be married.  If you are not... That would mean your family couldn’t carry your weight.  Am I right?  Did they leave you to make your own way?  And what better way to do that than to offer your services to rich men?” 
 
      
 
    Disgust washed through her as she realized what he was suggesting.  “You are wrong.” 
 
      
 
    “Ah, you want a price before you commit to a side job, is that right?”  He took a step forward and reached for her arm. 
 
      
 
    She automatically crouched down a little in a defensive position.  
 
      
 
    “Ah, so you do have a wild side, don’t you?  I knew it.  You must be a prostitute from the city.  I knew Daniel would break one day and take advantage of all that money he has.  I’m sure he wouldn’t mind if I had a little taste for myself.”  He moved more quickly this time and grabbed her arm, holding on to her tightly.  
 
      
 
    Flashbacks of what happened when she was younger started to overtake her.  She took a deep breath and cleared her head.  
 
      
 
    She thought back to the self-defense training she had taken when Megan was still young, and let those memories overcome her instead. 
 
      
 
    Her free arm shot forward and connected with his nose, pushing it up and into his forehead with the heel of her hand.  He cried out in pain, and held his nose, which was now gushing blood.  He smeared some of the blood with his hand and turned furious eyes toward her.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, you will wish you hadn’t of done that,” he growled as he started forward again.  She kneed him in the groin, and he flew forward in pain.  Now that they were within easy reach, she jabbed his eyes with her fingers.  He recoiled, holding his eyes this time, and she ruthlessly kneed his groin again.  He doubled over and she slipped past him and ran out of the room.  
 
      
 
    She almost lashed out again as she ran into another man, but she stopped when she felt gentle arms enclose her protectively. She looked up to see it was Daniel who had found her, and she started shaking as the adrenaline started to wear off.  
 
      
 
    Daniel just looked shocked and confused, and she realized he had witnessed her defend herself against Mr. Baldwin.  Women in this era weren’t supposed to act in such a way; they were never taught self-defense, or permitted to fight for sport.  She lowered her head.  How was she going to explain this? 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
    The ride home in the carriage seemed to take twice as long as it should have. Laura was still pale, and as soon as Daniel had realized she needed to get home, he had switched his entire attention to his sister.  He hadn’t looked at Barbara once. 
 
      
 
    Barbara’s mind raced with everything that had happened in the last hour.  She was worried for Laura; she knew something wasn’t quite right, and wasn’t sure she had the knowledge needed to fix it.  
 
      
 
    She was also worried that Daniel would start to believe Edward; she wouldn’t be a proper woman to spend time with. 
 
      
 
    She tried not to think about what had actually happened with Mr. Baldwin.  It was hard not to notice the irony.  She had left one era with a man who was stalking her, only to go into another where she met a man who had wanted to assault her.  She had to continually remind herself that she had taken care of herself; she had stopped him from hurting her.  That was all that mattered.   
 
      
 
    They finally pulled up in front of Daniel’s estate.  Barbara let Daniel help Laura out of the carriage so she could get inside first before she stepped out of the carriage herself.  She quietly watched as Daniel scooped Laura up in his arms and quickly carried her into the house.   
 
      
 
    Loneliness coursed through her.  Of course she wanted Daniel to focus on his sister when she needed it.  She only wished that there was someone who cared enough for her, who could be there for her when she needed it.    
 
      
 
    She saw herself to her own room and dreaded tomorrow.  She didn’t know what she was going to say to Daniel.  Could she tell him the truth?  Would he even believe her?  She lay down and closed her eyes, knowing as she did so that she wouldn’t sleep well.  
 
      
 
    Only one thought circulated through her head:  
 
      
 
    I don’t want to lose Daniel’s trust. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 11 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The next morning, Barbara was up early.  She hadn’t slept well and had finally gotten up to stare out of her window.  She was grateful that her maid, Eliza, had chosen to check on her early.  She was ravenous and wanted to get dressed quickly so she could eat some breakfast, but knew she wouldn’t be able to get herself dressed properly.  She needed Eliza’s help.  
 
      
 
    She was at the breakfast table as the sun rose, fidgeting nervously the entire time.  She knew Daniel was usually up early as well and anticipated seeing him at the table for breakfast.  She brought her bag with her, filled with items of “proof” that she was from the future, in case she needed them.  
 
      
 
    She had made a decision early this morning about what she should tell Daniel.  She only hoped it was the right thing to do.  She heard heavy footsteps approaching and braced herself.  As she had predicted, Daniel came in, ready for the day.  He stopped walking for a moment when he saw her, then continued to his normal chair at the table.  
 
      
 
    “I trust you slept well?” he asked formally, and she knew he was still unsure about what had happened last night.  
 
      
 
    “Yes,” Barbara lied, then found herself admitting the truth.  “Well, not much, actually.  How is Laura?” 
 
      
 
    “She is fine.  Resting always helps her,” he answered.  
 
      
 
    The food was brought to their table now, and the conversation stopped while they both filled their plates.  
 
      
 
    “I would like to explain what happened last night.”  Barbara tried to sound confident.  
 
      
 
    Daniel said nothing, just looked up at her cautiously. 
 
      
 
    “Mr. Baldwin was threatening to force himself on me,” she started, just as she had rehearsed. “I had two choices, to let him do as he wished, or to stop him.  I chose to protect myself.” 
 
      
 
    Daniel was watching her skeptically, not touching his food.  “I know Mr. Baldwin is not a respectable man.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara nodded in agreement.  “I am sure you are wondering how I know how to protect myself in such a way?”  
 
      
 
    Daniel’s eyes seemed even more guarded as he waited for her to continue.  
 
      
 
    “I have taken lessons that are designed especially for women, so they know how to protect themselves against unrespectable men.” 
 
      
 
    “I have never heard of such a thing,” Daniel said with disgust in his voice.  
 
      
 
    “No, I’m sure you have not.  I was not born here.  I was born in a different place… In a different time.”  Her voice wavered; this is where she was unsure of how to explain herself.  She looked up at him to see if he had understood what she was saying.  
 
      
 
    “So, you remember where you are from now?” he asked with confusion in his voice, but she could tell by his eyes that he already knew the answer to that question.    
 
      
 
    “Well, to be honest, I have always remembered.  I just haven’t told you because I knew you wouldn’t believe me.”  She could tell he was getting frustrated, so she decided to get to the point. “I am from the future.  Somehow, I was able to travel through time. I live in the year 2016, in a city called Denver in the United States.” 
 
      
 
    Daniel looked down at his plate with a scowl on his face. “Do you think me such a fool?” he asked with what sounded an awful lot like anguish in his voice.  
 
      
 
    Barbara’s heart fell.  She wasn’t doing this right, wasn’t explaining things well.  But how in the world should she have told someone she was from the future when they’d never heard of such a thing before? 
 
      
 
    “Of course not.  I am hoping you will be open-minded enough to hear the truth so I do not have to continue lying to you.”  She reached down and grabbed her bag.  “I can show you proof if you are willing to listen to me for a few moments longer.” 
 
      
 
    Daniel looked at her back with distrust, but she could tell there was some curiosity in his eyes as well.  He only nodded.  
 
      
 
    “Thank you.”  She reached into her bag and pulled out her phone.  “Where I am from, everyone has one of these.  We use it to communicate with each other.”  She turned the phone on and laid it on the table so he could see the screen light up with the logo of her phone company.  Once it was fully booted, he was able to see a picture of her and Megan.  They had their arms around each other and Megan was smiling brightly.  When she looked at the wallpaper of her daughter, she suddenly wanted to see her again.   
 
      
 
    “This is my daughter, Megan.  She is my life.”   
 
      
 
    She felt herself starting to tear up as she realized that as much as she was enjoying her trip back through time, she missed Megan fiercely.  She didn’t let herself stop, though, and started navigating the phone to show him different features, and what each would be able to do if she were in her own time.  She was able to get into her photo gallery and show him pictures she had taken over the years.  There were cars in some pictures and buildings in others.  Everyone was dressed in pants, shorts, and t-shirts.  It was glaringly obvious these were not taken in his time period. 
 
      
 
    He stared in blank amazement, not responding once during her entire explanation.  She decided she had shown him enough and left the phone next to him so he could look through it if he wanted to.      
 
      
 
    Silence filled the room, and Barbara started to wonder if this had been a horrible idea.  She forced herself to wait for him to speak. 
 
      
 
    Finally, he looked at her, shock still pasted on his face. “You are telling me the truth, aren’t you?”  
 
      
 
    Barbara nodded, but couldn’t bring herself to say anything.  
 
      
 
    “How… how did you come to travel here?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m still not exactly sure. I found this locket last week and somehow felt it bring me comfort. I guess you could say I felt I was connected to it somehow.” She didn’t want to show him the picture, as he had likely had enough shock already. “I was just closing my eyes, and holding onto the locket, trying to find strength to do… something difficult.  When I opened my eyes, I was in your shed.” 
 
      
 
    Daniel continued to stare at her, and she was glad the distrust had been in his eyes earlier was now gone. “You must return.” 
 
      
 
    That sentence made her heart drop, even as she knew he was right.  “I know.  I guess I only wanted to get to know you a little better,” she admitted, not sure if she should tell him that or not.   “And I also wanted to experience a little bit of your time.” 
 
      
 
    His eyes softened.  “I am honored to have been able to meet you.  I only assume your daughter needs you.  You have a whole world that you are no longer a part of.  It would not be wise to stay away for long.” 
 
      
 
    “I know.”  Barbara held back a sigh.  “I do have an idea of how to return, but I am not sure if it will work or not.” 
 
      
 
    “The only way to find out it to try, is it not?” he asked, with his normal, kind gleam in his eyes.  
 
      
 
    Barbara smiled at him, even as she wanted to cry at the thought of leaving him. “Yes, it is.” 
 
      
 
    “You mention Megan.  But you aren’t married?  Are you a widow?”  Daniel asked curiously. 
 
      
 
    Barbara looked down at her plate.  “No, I’m not a widow.”   
 
      
 
    That was all she said, and she knew he would know that Megan was born out of wedlock, a huge taboo in his time.  She waited for his discrimination, but he remained silent for a few minutes. 
 
      
 
    “May I ask how old you are?” 
 
      
 
    She nodded.  “I’m 42.” 
 
      
 
    “Why haven’t you married?  Is there something wrong with the men in your time?” 
 
      
 
    Barbara’s head jerked up at his words.  She noticed a twinkle in his eyes.  “I guess I just haven’t found the right one.  Most of my time has been spent in raising Megan and supporting us financially.” 
 
      
 
    “I would assume if you had married, supporting yourself and your daughter would have been easier.” 
 
      
 
    “Things…are different in my time.  It is common for women to remain single, yet raise a child on her own.  It is also common for a woman to be the sole supporter of her family.” 
 
      
 
    “I am guessing there are many things that are different in your time,” Daniel said as he gestured to her phone that was still sitting beside his plate. 
 
      
 
    “I’m going to ask you the same question.  How old are you?” 
 
      
 
    Daniel grinned, as if knowing where the conversation was going.  “I’m 45.” 
 
      
 
    “And why haven’t you married?  From what I do know of your time period, it was important for the oldest son of an estate such as yours to marry, so you would have an heir to take over when you're gone.” 
 
      
 
    Daniel nodded.  “I guess I haven’t found the right one,” he said, repeating her words to him. 
 
      
 
    For a moment, they both grinned at each other.  She watched as he glanced at her lips and instantly knew he wanted to kiss her.  She started to lean forward as an invitation, but he cleared his throat.  
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    “Let’s eat our breakfast.”  
 
      
 
    Barbara agreed although she felt disappointed that he hadn’t kissed her.  She knew she would need to leave soon, but she wanted to experience his kiss before she left.  While they ate their breakfast, Daniel asked questions about her time, and Barbara answered with as much detail as she could manage.  She did try to leave out mentioning any major historical events; she didn’t feel it was wise for him to know any of those.   She enjoyed their breakfast and was glad that his humorous side had returned.  They both sat, chatting and laughing long after breakfast was over.  
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Daniel watched this amazing woman talk and laugh, and he didn’t know how he was ever going to let her go.  He knew she wouldn’t be able to stay with him here; there was too much that was different about her, and the people in this area were not forgiving of people who didn’t look and act exactly like they should.  
 
      
 
    Encouraging her to go back to her time was the right thing to do, even if he felt as though he could be sending his future along with her.  Back to her time, he thought. What a crazy idea, and yet he believed her wholeheartedly.  Everything she had told him made perfect sense, and he couldn’t deny that her ‘phone,’ as she called it, was far beyond anything he had ever seen before.  
 
      
 
    “So, there she was, running out of the house dripping wet and entirely naked.” Barbara laughed with a smile at the memory of her daughter she was describing.  “I chased her with a towel for about half a block before I finally caught up to her.  She was a wild child.”  
 
      
 
    “I can see how much you love her,” Daniel said, longing to reach out and touch her face as she smiled. 
 
      
 
    “I do.  I love her very much.”  Her eyes looked sad. “I do miss her terribly.  She is getting married soon, and I can’t miss her wedding.” 
 
      
 
    They locked eyes at that sentence, and he could see she felt the same as he did. She knew she had to go home, but the fact brought her some sadness. 
 
      
 
    “Pardon me, sir,” his butler, Henry said from the doorway of the room. “I believe Laura is in need of your care.  She is asking for you.”  
 
      
 
    Daniel’s heart dropped.  It was never good when Henry came to fetch him for Laura.  Laura generally tried to hide how sick she was for as long as she could.  It was when she asked for help that he worried the most. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you,” he said to the butler, then he turned to Barbara.  For the first time, he felt as though he wanted to bare his soul to a woman, to this woman.  He wanted to let her in his heart and lean on her.  “I must go check on my sister.  I worried that going to the ball would be too much for her.”  
 
      
 
    “I may be able to help.  In my time, I work with herbs, and know a lot of their healing capabilities.” 
 
      
 
    He nodded his agreement as he felt a little hope that Barbara could help.  He hoped she may know something the doctors didn’t, but he didn’t want to get his hopes up too high yet.  “Come with me.”  He almost held out his hand to her, but stopped himself, as it wasn’t proper.  He turned to lead the way to Laura’s room instead. 
 
      
 
    Daniel knocked on his sister’s door briefly before entering, worry weighing him down.  She had been sick so often, and each time it got worse and worse.  How bad would it be this time? 
 
      
 
    She was propped up against many pillows, and he could see she was extremely pale.  She had a wet cloth lying on her forehead; she must have a fever again.  Her maid was silently attending to her.  
 
      
 
    He quietly walked into the room and sat on a chair by her bed.  He took her hand gingerly as he heard Barbara walking up behind him.  Laura shifted and opened her eyes to look at them.   
 
      
 
    “How are you doing?” he asked her softly. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I’ve been better,” she sighed, and took the rag from her forehead to hand to Daniel.  It was hot to the touch.   
 
      
 
    He dipped it into the cool water again, rang it out, and gave it back to her.  “Is it the same symptoms?”  
 
      
 
    “Yes.   A fever, swollen neck, tight chest.  Everything is the same as last time.”  She winced as she tried to swallow.  He looked around for a glass and helped her drink some water.   Even if the symptoms were the same, they seemed worse than before.   
 
      
 
    “Miss Conway said she might be able to help.” 
 
      
 
    Laura looked over his shoulder at Barbara.  “What did you have in mind?” she asked weakly.  
 
      
 
    “Well, I do know drinking lemon tea with honey in it should help relieve some of the symptoms.  As for the fever, you can try drinking basil and pepper tea.  If you would like to combine them, that should be fine as well.  It sounds like you get these symptoms frequently?”  
 
      
 
    Daniel made eye contact with a maid who was folding laundry in a corner.  He nodded at her to let her know that he would like her to go to the kitchen and ask the cook to make the tea. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, every few weeks or so,” Laura nodded.  “And I still get very tired even when I don’t have the symptoms.” 
 
      
 
    “Hmm…I have an idea of what it could be, but I’m not sure.  I haven’t diagnosed it myself before.”  Barbara sounded hesitant.  Even though she had many experiences with sick people, she wasn’t a doctor or even a nurse.  In her time, she was legally required to advise the person to see a doctor.  
 
      
 
    “What do you think it could be?” Daniel encouraged her.  
 
      
 
    There was silence for a moment before Barbara admitted, “Pneumonia.  Some people get it and then it goes away on its own, but others get it over and over again, and it can get worse each time.” 
 
      
 
    “What can we do to keep it from coming back?” Daniel asked.  He hadn’t heard of pneumonia before.  Was this something discovered after his time?  He had heard of people getting bad colds and ending up dying from it.  Was this going to be his sister’s fate?  
 
      
 
    “There is nothing I can do myself.  She needs a strong antibiotic and a doctor’s care.”  
 
      
 
    Daniel’s heart dropped.  Was his sister meant to live like this for the rest of her life?  How much longer could she live like this?  “What is a…antibiotic?” 
 
      
 
    “Strong medicine that helps the body get rid of pneumonia.  Laura’s body has bacteria in her lungs that is causing pneumonia.  Antibiotics kill the bacteria.” 
 
      
 
    Daniel had no idea what Barbara was talking about, but he could also tell she was familiar with why Laura was sick.   
 
      
 
    “There’s got to be something we can do,” Daniel said with frustration as he started to pace the room.    
 
     
 
    There was another pregnant pause before Barbara spoke again.  “We could go to my time.  I know of someone who should be able to help.” 
 
      
 
    Daniel immediately understood what she meant.  She was suggesting they bring Laura into the future.  He simultaneously felt hope and fear.  He would do anything to help heal his sister, but how safe was it?  What if something went wrong, and it made Laura worse, not better? 
 
      
 
    He looked up at Laura, who had drifted to sleep at some point during the conversation.  He wondered what she would think about it.  
 
      
 
    “Is it safe?” Daniel asked quietly. “Time travel?” 
 
      
 
    “I think so.  I can’t be positive. I don’t have a lot of knowledge on it myself, but I do know someone whose family traveled back and forth in time several times.  They didn’t run into problems.”  
 
      
 
    “Let me think about it a moment?” Daniel requested.  
 
      
 
    “Of course.”  Barbara quietly left the room and shut the door behind her.  
 
      
 
    He brought Laura’s hand up to his lips.  What should he do? 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 12 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “What else do you propose we do?  Barbara knows some people who can help.” Daniel could normally hide his frustration, but he struggled to do so when he talked to Edward.  
 
      
 
    “I don’t trust her.  How can you be so blind?  She doesn't remember where she is from, she has stayed in our home longer than we ever expected, and now she swoops in with promises of fixing something multiple doctors haven’t been able to?” Edward's voice was laced with ridicule. 
 
      
 
    “You haven’t ever given her a chance.  You have never had a decent conversation with her.  I trust her.  She wants to help,” Daniel insisted.  “I will be with Laura the entire time.  She will be safe.”  
 
      
 
    Edward just looked at him with hard eyes.  Daniel sighed.  “I am the head of this estate and this family, so it is my decision to make.  We will be leaving in the next few hours.” He hated using his position to control the situation- especially when Edward wanted to be the earl so badly.  He knew his brother resented him.   
 
      
 
    Daniel turned to leave, but stopped at the door.  “We should be back within the week.  If I do not return within six months’ time, declare me dead.  The estate will be yours.”  
 
      
 
    He strode off before Edward had a chance to say anything.  He wasn’t sure why he had said that.  He was glad he would be able to stay with Barbara a little longer, but still did not plan on staying with her for longer than Laura needed.  Maybe he wanted to be with Barbara more than he realized.  Edward had no idea that he was planning on taking Laura to the future for help.  The less his brother knew about his plans, the better.  Then, if something did happen to them that would make them have to stay in Barbara’s time, Edward would know what to do. 
 
      
 
    He slowed his pace when he reached Laura’s room, where he knew Barbara was explaining to Laura what their plan was.  He opened the door slowly, not sure how Laura would take this idea of traveling to the future.  
 
      
 
    Laura seemed a little unsure and looked to Daniel for advice the moment she saw him. “Are you sure about this?” 
 
      
 
    “This is our best option.  I am positive Barbara is telling the truth and it is worth a try.”  He didn’t want to make promises, but he hoped with everything inside him that this would help heal her.  “I didn’t tell Edward where we are going exactly.  I figured it would be better if he didn’t know.”  
 
      
 
    Laura nodded in agreement.  “I guess we are going to the future then.”   
 
      
 
    She barked a short laugh of shock, which sent her into a coughing fit.  Barbara and Daniel stayed with her until it had passed, and Barbara held out a glass of tea to help soothe her throat.  
 
      
 
    “We’d better leave soon.  She will only get worse,” Barbara said, eyes serious.  
 
      
 
    Daniel nodded.  He looked at Laura.  “Are you ready?”  
 
      
 
    “As ready as one could expect.”  
 
      
 
    He bent down and picked her up. She had a shawl around her shoulders, which she pulled tight around her shoulders to help keep herself warm.  
 
      
 
    Barbara bent down to pick up her bag and slung it over her shoulder.  
 
      
 
    How could things have changed so much from when he’d woken up this morning? He shook his head, and let Barbara lead him out of the house and towards the shed.  
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Barbara looked at Daniel, who was holding a very pale Laura in his arms, wrapped tightly in a quilt.  It was hard to see in the dim lighting of the shed, but she could sense that he was nervous.  
 
      
 
    She didn’t blame him.  She was nervous, too.  What if this didn’t work? 
 
      
 
    She held on tightly to her necklace and reached out to touch Daniel’s shoulder.  She couldn’t help but notice how his muscles trembled under her touch.  She took a deep breath and focused on the task at hand.  She thought there should be some form of contact in order to take Daniel and Laura with her.  Since he was holding Laura, the most she could do was lay her hand on his shoulder.  
 
      
 
    “Are you ready?” she asked them.  
 
      
 
    Daniel nodded stiffly.  
 
      
 
    Laura quietly whispered, “Yes.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara breathed in deeply, then let it out in a gush.  She closed her eyes and pictured Megan.  It wasn’t hard; she loved her daughter’s happy smile.  The way her eyes twinkled constantly.  Her brown hair that she kept short.  
 
      
 
    She didn’t remember feeling anything the first time she’d traveled.  This time, she could sense a vague sensation of falling.  She could almost feel air rushing past her face.  She didn’t dare open her eyes, but she could still feel Daniel’s solid shoulder beneath her, and that sent a wave of relief over her.  Once the sensation ended, she cautiously opened her eyes.  
 
      
 
    She laughed out loud as she recognized the gazebo they stood in and Keegan’s house ahead of her.  She looked over happily at Daniel and Laura but was quickly sobered when she realized Laura was barely conscious.  “Let’s get her to a hospital right away.” 
 
      
 
    She ran into the house, with Daniel following close behind.  “Megan!  Keegan!”  A quick glance at the clock told her it was still early, too early for the shop to be open.  
 
      
 
    “Barbara?” Keegan’s shocked voice came from the front room, and Barbara made a beeline to him.  
 
      
 
    She saw Keegan staring at the doorway in shock when he saw her and Daniel enter the room, with a sick Laura in his arms.  He composed himself quickly, however, and gave Barbara a hug.  “You’re alright?  We have been so worried!  Where have you been?” 
 
      
 
    “I know.  I’m so sorry to worry you.  How is Megan?” Barbara didn’t want to get into the story right now.  
 
      
 
    “She’s not great.  She was ready to postpone the wedding.  We thought George had gotten to you,” Keegan said solemnly. 
 
      
 
    “Can you let her know I am alright?  This is Daniel Gouldsmith and his sister, Laura.  They are from 1816.” 
 
      
 
    At Keegan’s gasp, she knew she had gotten her message across that she had traveled back through time. 
 
      
 
    “Laura is very sick, and she needs a hospital right away.”  She reached out and took her keys, which she had left behind the counter before this whole adventure had started.  “Daniel, we will need to drive my car.” 
 
      
 
    He looked hesitant but followed her swiftly.  She helped him and Laura into the back seat, and showed him how to fasten his seatbelt.  She did her best to buckle Laura up as well, but it was more difficult since she had to be lying down, and soon she gave up.  The hospital wasn’t too far away, and it was more important to get Laura there as soon as possible.  
 
      
 
    She drove as fast as she dared to the hospital.  While she drove, she glanced in the rearview mirror a few times to watch Danie’s face.  He alternated between looking out the windows in amazement at everything he saw and then looking with deep concern at his sister.  Less than ten minutes later, she arrived at the hospital.  She pulled up to the emergency room doors and let Daniel and Laura out at the patient drop off, instructing him to go ahead and go inside, and that she would join them after she parked the car.   
 
      
 
    She was able to find a spot for the car pretty close to the emergency room entrance and she breathed a sigh of relief.  She ran to the emergency room and found Daniel and Laura waiting on a couple of chairs in the waiting room.  Laura was awake but looked groggy.  Daniel had an angry scowl on his face, and she realized how incredibly different the two of them looked from the rest of the people in the room.  They were getting curious glances from everyone.  
 
      
 
    “Have you talked to anyone?” she asked him. 
 
      
 
    Daniel gave a short nod. 
 
      
 
    “How long did they say the wait time was?” she asked him. 
 
      
 
    “Thirty minutes,” he practically spat the words. 
 
      
 
    “Oh,” she sighed.  He was pretty frustrated.  “What’s wrong?”  
 
      
 
    “What’s wrong?  My sister is clearly in need of immediate attention, and they are making me sit here and wait!” His voice was rising.  
 
      
 
    Barbara tried to use a soothing voice and placed a hand on his arm in comfort.  “That is normal.  They can’t take you back there if there isn’t a room available for her to sit in, or a doctor available to look at her.  They are working on it.”  
 
      
 
    Daniel grunted angrily and continued scowling. 
 
      
 
    Barbara could understand why Daniel was acting this way; his sister was very sick.  He was asked to sit and wait instead of doing something to help.  She had felt like this several times when Megan had been sick as a child, and she even knew to expect wait times and paperwork.  He’d had no idea they would have to wait.  She thought about telling him as much, but sensed that now was a bad time to approach him. 
 
      
 
    Just then, a nurse walked up to them and held out a clipboard.  “Here is some paperwork I’d like you to fill out before coming back.” 
 
      
 
    Daniel looked at the nurse with angry shock and said nothing.  Barbara took the clipboard from her and thanked her quietly.  
 
      
 
    She could hear Daniel muttering angrily to himself, so she did her best to fill out the paperwork.  She had to make up a birthdate for Laura, and left several parts of the paperwork blank, including insurance.  The important parts, such as symptoms and medical history were easy enough based on what she and Daniel had already talked about.  She had no idea how she was going to pay for this, but decided to worry about that later.   
 
      
 
    Eventually, they were brought back to a room where Laura was quickly assessed and given an IV.  The doctor came in and did another examination, diagnosing her with pneumonia and dehydration.  He gave them a prescription for antibiotics and told them that they would need to stay for another couple of hours on the IV to rehydrate Laura and see how she was doing.  If she seemed to be doing better, they wouldn’t need to admit her.  
 
      
 
    The entire time they were in the small room, Daniel held Laura’s hand.  Even after the doctor left, Daniel stayed by her side, and wouldn’t look away from her face.  
 
      
 
    “I remember when she was eight.  She had gotten into some trouble climbing a tree too high.  Father hated it when she climbed trees.  He said it wasn’t right for a girl to do such boyish things.  She never listened to him.  For hours, she was stuck in the tree. She refused to call out and ask for help, even when we started searching for her.  I still don’t know if she was scared of getting into trouble, or if she didn’t want to admit she couldn’t get down on her own.” 
 
      
 
    He shook his head and chuckled.  “Father and I looked all over for her.  I eventually spotted her and waited until Father had walked away to help her down.   Anyone who meets her knows she is sweet as honey.  What most people don’t know is she has always had so much spirit.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara smiled at his memory, and yet her heart broke for him.  She could tell he was very worried about his sister.  She yearned to wrap her arms around his shoulders or rub his back gently. Anything to help comfort him, but she knew he would see it as inappropriate.  
 
      
 
    After another few minutes, he started talking again.  “She was married before, you know.  He was a wonderful man, with an equally strong spirit.  They were only married for a year before he had an accident with a spooked horse.  He died instantly.”  He stopped talking then, and she could imagine the painful memories that would be coursing through him.   
 
      
 
    “She has never been the same since, and she started getting sick a lot right after he died.  The doctors kept trying to tell me she was sick because she was so sad.  But I knew there was something else going on.  I can hardly stand to see her sick like this.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara’s heart broke at hearing the anguish in his voice.  Even though she wanted to do so much more, she couldn’t stop herself from reaching out to touch his shoulder in comfort. “She will be alright.  People who get pneumonia in my time usually get better very quickly, and it goes away within a few days with the help of antibiotics.  It’s not very common to die from it.”  
 
      
 
    Daniel nodded, but said nothing.  She could tell he didn’t believe her, but also hoped that what she said was true.  
 
      
 
    “I’m going to go make a phone call,” Barbara told him.  “I’ll be back in a few minutes.” 
 
      
 
    Daniel nodded, although he looked curiously at her and then the phone she was holding.  She slipped from the room and walked down a long hallway until she reached an area where there wasn’t anyone around.  She didn’t want anyone to overhear her conversation.  
 
      
 
    She called Megan, but the phone went right to voicemail.  She left a short message and then called Keegan. 
 
      
 
    “Hello,” Keegan answered. 
 
      
 
    “Hi, Keegan,” Barbara said.  “I tried to call Megan but she didn’t answer.” 
 
      
 
    “There’s something wrong with her phone,” Keegan explained.  “But let’s talk about that later.  Is everything alright?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes.  We are in the Emergency Room.  Laura was diagnosed with pneumonia but she should be fine.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s good.”  There was a brief pause.  “So, are you going to tell me what’s going on?  Where you in 1816?” 
 
      
 
    Barbara looked around to make sure she was still alone.  “Yes.  I accidentally traveled through time.” 
 
      
 
    “How did that happen?” 
 
      
 
    “I was in the gazebo and I somehow was transported to England in 1816.” 
 
      
 
    “Wow.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll explain everything later.  To make a long story short, I met Daniel and Laura.  Laura became very sick and I suspected pneumonia.  I brought them here so she could be treated.” 
 
      
 
    “Are they going to return to their time?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m sure they will,” Barbara responded, although she hoped they might want to stay awhile, at least.  
 
      
 
    “Boy, we all sure seem to attract time travel devices, don’t we?  First Kimberly, then Nicky, then her brother, me, Megan, and now you.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara smiled wryly.  “It’s looking like that.” 
 
      
 
    “Are they going to admit Laura?” 
 
      
 
    “No. They immediately started antibiotics and are hydrating her, but they think she will be able to be released soon.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s good.” 
 
      
 
    “I’d better get back to them.  I just wanted to let you know what was going on.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll tell Megan.” 
 
      
 
    After they said their goodbye’s, Barbara pocketed her phone and walked back to the room Laura was in.  Daniel looked up when she came in.  She could tell he had many questions but he didn’t ask them.  She was glad he didn’t because of how thin the walls were.  She would answer all of his questions later when they were back at Keegan’s house.  
 
      
 
    After what seemed like an eternity, Laura started to wake up.  Color had started to return to her cheeks as the IV did its job as it helped rehydrate her.  Daniel continued to hold her hand.  
 
      
 
    “Laura,” he sighed with relief.  “Laura, we are right here.” 
 
      
 
    Laura looked around the room with some shock and confusion before her eyes landed on her brother.  “Are we in the future?” she whispered. 
 
      
 
    “Yes.  We made it, and the doctors know how to make you better,” Daniel spoke gently.  
 
      
 
       Laura just nodded, then looked at Barbara. “Thank you.” 
 
      
 
      “You’re welcome,” Barbara smiled, knowing Laura would be alright.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 13 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
       A few hours later, they were signing the release papers, and gathering some of the medical supplies the doctor and nurses had given Laura.   
 
      
 
      “Thank you so much,” Daniel said, shaking the doctor’s hand.  He had done the same with every nurse and orderly who had come into the room in the last half hour.  
 
      
 
       “You are welcome.  Just be sure she finishes the antibiotics completely; otherwise, she will be more likely to get sick again.” The doctor smiled at them before leaving the room.  
 
      
 
    “All right, are you ready to go home, Laura?” Barbara asked her. 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” she said quietly.  Some of the color had returned to her cheeks, and the medicine they had given her was keeping the fever down and the pain at bay, but Barbara could tell she still felt weak.  
 
      
 
    Ever since she had woken up, she had been looking at the equipment around the room as if she was afraid of it.  
 
      
 
    They walked to Barbara’s car with Laura between Barbara and Daniel, each holding one arm to help support her.  This frustrated Laura, and she insisted she was fine to walk on her own.  Barbara eventually let Daniel lead Laura by the arm on his own, and stopped trying to help, although she watched her carefully in case Laura started swaying again.  
 
      
 
    The sun was setting as they drove home; Barbara was shocked at the amount of time that had passed.  Her stomach rumbled, and she was sure Daniel was hungry as well.  Neither of them had eaten since breakfast that morning.  
 
      
 
    The drive was quiet, but tense.  No one talked, but Barbara could feel Daniel’s and Laura’s discomfort in her car.  Laura was significantly more stressed about the speed they were going and eventually just buried her face in her hands.  
 
      
 
    When they pulled up to Keegan’s home, Daniel carefully helped Laura out of her seat belt and the car.  
 
      
 
    Barbara was impressed with how well Daniel was doing surrounded by all of the technology he had been exposed to in the last few hours.  She had expected him to be more shocked or frightened when he saw something new, but he was taking it in stride.  This was likely due to his being focused on caring for his sister, Barbara realized. 
 
      
 
    When they entered the house, Megan immediately ran to her and wrapped her in a tight hug.  
 
      
 
    “I was so scared you were hurt, Mom,” Megan said with a thick voice.   
 
      
 
    Tears pricked Barbara’s eyes at the sound.  
 
      
 
    “I’m all right, sweetheart.  I’m alright.” They stayed like that for a few moments, then Megan pulled away. 
 
      
 
    “I thought George had done something to you.  We have been working with the police.  I reported everything you told me, and there is a restraining order against him.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara’s eyes widened at the news. “We need to let the police know that I am alright.”  
 
      
 
    “I called them a few hours ago.  They weren’t happy at my lack of explanation, though.  I didn’t know what to tell them.” Megan looked uncertain.  “There is someone coming by tomorrow morning to hear your story.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara sighed.  “I will need to think of something to tell them.”  She realized Laura and Daniel were still standing, awkwardly waiting to be noticed.  
 
      
 
    “I’m so sorry to leave you standing.  This is my daughter, Megan.  This is Daniel and Laura.” They all greeted each other, then Barbara’s stomach grumbled painfully. “Let’s take this conversation into the kitchen.  I think we all need food.” 
 
      
 
    Daniel sent her a grateful look, and she led them to the kitchen, where she found Keegan cooking something that smelled fantastic.  She turned to Laura. “You can sit here at the table, or if you are too tired, we can get you settled in a room upstairs.  We will bring the food up when it is done.” 
 
      
 
    “If you don’t mind, I would like to lie down,” Laura admitted, swaying slightly on her feet.  Daniel was instantly at her side and helped walk her to the stairs.  
 
      
 
    “We have a room all set up for you,” Megan said as she led the way upstairs. “The chicken should be ready in about fifteen minutes. 
 
      
 
    Barbara sank into one of the chairs, exhaustion seeping through her.  
 
      
 
    “How did it go?” Keegan asked, watching her carefully.   
 
      
 
    “It was fine.  Like I told you, she does have pneumonia, and will need to take antibiotics.  We got the prescription filled at the hospital pharmacy, and she has already had her first dose.  She should start feeling better by tomorrow night.” 
 
      
 
    Keegan nodded. “And, how are you?”  
 
      
 
    Barbara smiled at his caring nature, once again grateful that Megan had found such a good man to marry.  “I am fine, just tired.” 
 
      
 
    “Time travel can wipe out your energy,” Keegan responded, speaking from his own experience.  
 
      
 
    “Yes, it can.”  
 
      
 
    Megan came into the room and sat down next to Barbara.  “Laura is all settled, and Daniel wants to stay with her.”  
 
      
 
    Barbara smiled.  “I figured he would.  He has hardly left her side since he found out she was so sick.” 
 
      
 
    Keegan finished tossing the salad together and pulled a casserole dish out of the oven.  “There, it should be done.  It is nothing special, but should hopefully feel good on Laura’s throat.”  
 
      
 
    Barbara helped dish two plates of chicken and rice with salad.  She took them upstairs, and let them eat their meal in peace.  She sensed that Laura was overwhelmed with her surroundings, and likely needed some space.  
 
      
 
    When she came down the stairs, she saw Megan and Keegan sitting at the table with a plate already set for her. “Thank you,” she said as she sat down.  They blessed the food, then all ate in silence for a few minutes.  
 
      
 
    After Barbara had curbed her hunger, she felt an overwhelming need to tell Megan the truth about her birth.  She wasn’t sure what had changed in the last week that made her feel better about telling Megan.  Maybe it was meeting Daniel, finding confidence in who she was, or defending herself against Mr. Baldwin the night before.  
 
      
 
    Could it only have been one day since that horrifying moment? 
 
      
 
    One thing was for sure: after everything that had happened with George, it was likely going to come out soon-- and Barbara didn’t want Megan to hear it from anyone but herself.  
 
      
 
    “Megan, I need to talk to you,” she said, but she couldn’t seem to be able to launch into the story right away.  
 
      
 
    Keegan stood as if thinking Barbara wanted to be alone with Megan.  “I will be in the other room.”  
 
      
 
    “No, Keegan, please stay.  You should hear this, too.”  Barbara felt Megan might feel better if she had him there to help comfort her.  
 
      
 
    “I haven’t told you much about your father, and with everything that has been happening, I feel like it is important that you know more about him now.” 
 
      
 
    Megan seemed surprised at the topic, then grew concerned as she exchanged glances with Keegan. “Okay.” 
 
      
 
    “His name is Jason Cooper.  He was the son of my parents’ closest friends, so we grew up around each other.  He usually didn’t like to do things with me and ignored me for a long time.  When I was a senior in high school, he started showing interest in me, sitting with me at lunch, and walking me to my class.  He asked me to the Christmas dance; I was so shocked and flattered.  He was the one all the girls wanted to go to the dance with.  
 
      
 
    “On the way back from the dance, he took me to a side road that people didn’t use much.  He started kissing me, and when I asked him to stop…he wouldn’t.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara wasn’t able to say anything more than that.  She didn’t want to go into details with her daughter and was scared it would trigger a flashback.  She glanced up at Megan and saw a shocked and outraged face.  Keegan reached across the table to place his hand over Barbara’s while simultaneously pulling Megan closer to him.  She knew then that they understood what she was trying to say. 
 
      
 
    “I went to the police.  My parents were furious.  Jason’s parents were their closest friends, like I said.  They couldn’t believe that their friends would raise a boy capable of that.  They thought I was lying.”  Barbara cleared her throat.  The way her parents had treated her was still painful.  “When I found out I was pregnant, they created this plan for me to visit my aunt until you were born.  I was then to give you up for adoption and go to college.  I knew I couldn’t give up my baby.  So I left right after graduation.  I changed my name and started over.  You know the rest of the story.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara waited in silence for a moment, watching Megan carefully.  Emotions flitted across her face so quickly, she couldn’t be sure exactly what Megan was feeling.   
 
      
 
    “I don’t want you to let this become a part of who you are,” Barbara said with fire in her voice.  “Even if your father was a horrible man, it hasn’t reflected on you one bit.  You are the brightest part of my life, and I have never regretted having you.  Not once.”   
 
      
 
    Megan looked surprised yet again, as though she hadn’t considered letting this news affect how she thought about herself.  “Mom,” she said but didn’t seem able to continue.  Megan jumped up from her chair and ran over to Barbara to give her a tight hug. “Have you been dealing with this by yourself all these years?  Please tell me you have at least talked to someone who understood.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara had a hard time understanding what Megan was saying.  She was worried about Barbara, instead of herself?  She found her bearings enough to answer Megan’s question. “Do you remember Mrs. Whittaker?  The woman who owned that herb shop I worked at for so long?  She was a big help.  I talked her, and she taught me how to deal with the memories so they don’t affect my day-to-day life.  She is the reason we are where we are.  In so many different ways.” 
 
      
 
    Megan seemed relieved by this.  “Good.”  She didn’t talk again and seemed to be thinking hard.  
 
      
 
    “Are you going to be alright?” Barbara worried. 
 
      
 
    “Me?  Of course.  I know who I am, and I know it is because of you, not my father.  I am worried about you,” Megan said honestly.  
 
      
 
    Tears welled up in Barbara’s eyes. “You are such a good girl.”  She pulled Megan into a hug again for a few long moments before moving away. “There is something else.”  Caution filled Megan’s eyes again, and she slid back into her own chair.  
 
      
 
    “George Manning found out.  I don’t know how, but he knows my real name, and he knows who your father is.  He has threatened to contact him and reveal where we are.  I thought he was just bluffing, but with how things have been escalating, I thought it was time you knew.” 
 
      
 
    Megan nodded.  “It all makes so much more sense now that I know.  I could never understand why you still agreed to marry him after I Keegan offered his house as a solution.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I was just trying to keep you safe.  I didn’t want him to come and bother you.  I came to realize that by marrying him, I could effectively ruin our relationship, so that is why I called it off.  He has been threatening me ever since.”  
 
      
 
    Megan nodded again, then sat for a moment in silence.  “Thank you for telling me, Mom.  You don’t need to worry about telling me things like this.  I can handle it, I promise.  I can help.” 
 
      
 
    “We both can,” Keegan spoke up.  “You will need to stay here until we get everything sorted out with George Manning.  You will be safe here.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you both so much.” Barbara could barely get the words out as tears threatened to fall again.  She forced herself to think about something else.  “How has Mary Anne been working out?” 
 
      
 
    Megan grinned for the first time since Barbara had returned.  “She has been great.  A godsend, really.  She knows how to run a small business and already has some good suggestions.  She is very eager to learn all she can about herbs and she absolutely loves to cook.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara felt relieved and a little guilty that she hadn’t thought about her shop at all while she was in Daniel’s time.  She was glad she had inadvertently helped Megan out by hiring Mary Anne just before she disappeared.  
  
 
    “I’m so glad to hear that.  I had a good feeling about her, but it is nice to know she is working out.” 
 
      
 
    “She’s brought her boys by a few times.  I told her that was okay. They absolutely love Keegan,” Megan said. 
 
      
 
    “Of course that’s okay,” Barbara agreed, remembering how another woman had helped her by giving her a job in her herb store when Megan was a baby.  She had also allowed Barbara to bring Megan with her. 
 
      
 
    “Well, I think it has been a long enough day.  Let’s all get some sleep,” Barbara suggested. 
 
      
 
     Megan and Keegan agreed, and they all went their separate ways.  Megan went back to her studio apartment, and Keegan rinsed the dishes before walking up to his own room.  Barbara trudged up the stairs and stopped by Laura’s room to check on them.  Laura was sleeping, and Daniel was making up a bed on the couch at the other end of the room.  
 
      
 
    “You don’t have to sleep on the couch.  There are enough rooms for you to have your own bed.” Barbara spoke, and she could see she startled him.  
 
      
 
    He cleared his throat.  “I would rather Laura not be alone.  I want to be here in case she needs something.”  
 
      
 
    “I can understand that.  I will be in the room next door.  You can get me if she needs anything at all,” she offered, but could see that her offer made him uncomfortable.  She needed to remember that in his time, men weren’t supposed to even enter a woman’s sleeping quarters, let alone wake her up while she was in them.   She quickly added, “Or, if you prefer, you can ask Keegan.  He is in the room next to mine.”  
 
      
 
    Daniel seemed to like that idea better.  “Thank you.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara smiled, and was about to leave, but stopped when she heard him say her name.  Oh, how she loved it when he called her by her first name. 
 
      
 
    “Barbara. I mean it.  Thank you for saving my sister.”  Emotion poured from his eyes; gratitude, fear, hope, relief.  
 
      
 
    Tears threatened to fall again when she realized how difficult this had been on him.  “You are very welcome.”  She smiled kindly at him.  “Get some sleep.”  
 
      
 
    She left him there and shut the door quietly.  She went to the bathroom, and took a shower, grateful for the warm running water Keegan had installed.  She climbed into bed and was asleep immediately. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 14 
 
      
 
      
 
    Megan sat with her head in her hands.  The sun hadn’t risen yet, but she couldn’t sleep.  
 
      
 
    Her wedding was this weekend--only five more days to prepare.  She had stopped planning when her mother went missing, so she felt behind.  
 
      
 
    Now her mother was back, but so much had happened.  
 
      
 
    Her mother had been raped as a teenager.  Megan still couldn’t wrap her mind around that; about what it meant when she was born.  She had always admired her mother, and that admiration had only grown after hearing her story last night.  
 
      
 
    She’d had a baby because a man had forced himself on her, and she loved that baby.  She lost her family because of that baby.  She had struggled for years because she chose to love Megan more than hate the act that had brought her there.  Only an incredibly strong woman could make it through a life like that at such a young age.  
 
      
 
    Just then, she heard a knock on the doorframe, and glanced back to see Keegan watching her.  “Can I join you?”   
 
      
 
    She smiled. “Of course.”  She glanced down at her now cold, full cup of tea.  “I can make a fresh batch of tea if you would like.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll do it.” And just like that, Keegan was working in the kitchen, boiling water, and frying a couple of eggs.  
 
      
 
    Megan didn’t realize she was hungry until she smelled them.  Gratitude overwhelmed her.  “Thank you, Keegan.  For being a wonderful man, for knowing what I need before I know myself, for standing by me when things get hard.” 
 
      
 
    He stopped what he was doing, and came over to her, wrapping her tightly in a hug.  “I would do anything for you.  I’m the lucky one to have you in my life.” He pulled back and kissed her gently. 
 
      
 
    “I’m thinking it might be a good idea to postpone the wedding,” she said, hating that she had to bring up the subject.  
 
      
 
    His eyes turned from happy to serious.  “Because of your mom?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes. She has been through a lot this last week.  Not to mention we haven’t even dealt with the George Manning problem.  It’s too much for her all at once.” 
 
      
 
    Keegan nodded, looking sad.  “I see.  If you want to postpone the wedding, I will understand.  Maybe we should talk to your mom about it, and ask her what she thinks.” 
 
      
 
    Megan nodded.  “You’re probably right.” 
 
      
 
    Keegan kissed her on the forehead, poured the steeped tea into two mugs, and brought it all over to the table.  
 
      
 
    “Ooh, I might make myself some of that,” Barbara said from behind her, kissing her cheek before she went over to counter to start her own eggs and tea.  Keegan gestured to Megan with his eyes to tell her now would be a good time to talk.  
 
      
 
    Megan took a deep breath.  “Hey, Mom.  How did you sleep?” 
 
      
 
    “Wonderfully.  I don’t think I moved once last night.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, that’s good.” Megan paused, not sure how to start this conversation.  “Um…I have a question for you.” 
 
      
 
    Her mother stopped moving around the kitchen.  
 
      
 
    “I know a lot has happened in these last couple weeks, between George Manning getting more aggressive, and going back in time…I’m just thinking maybe it would be better to postpone the wedding a month or so to give you time to sort some stuff out.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara looked shocked and almost offended.  “Absolutely not.  There is nothing that would make me happier than seeing you married to such a wonderful man.  To see you postpone it would only add to the bad that has been happening.  Although I don’t feel time traveling to 1816 was a bad thing.”  
 
      
 
    Megan was flooded with relief.  “Are you sure?” 
 
      
 
    “It would be worth it to us if waiting to get married meant you would have better memories at our wedding,” Keegan pitched in, wording it in a different way.  
 
      
 
    “I am sure.  You are getting married in five days, and we will do everything we can to get it all set up in time,” Barbara said firmly.  She sat down with her own eggs and tea. “Now, what all still needs to be done?” 
 
      
 
    Megan let a big smile break out over her face.  They all ate then while making plans for the week.  She would have been willing to wait for her mother to be ready for her wedding, but she was very happy she wouldn’t have to postpone it.  A thrill of excitement shot through her.  She would be married to her best friend by the end of the week. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    The next few days passed quickly.  Barbara and Megan worked to catch up on all the wedding plans.  More than once, Barbara was grateful that Megan wasn’t too frilly and only wanted a simple backyard wedding.  
 
      
 
    She spent whatever extra time she could up in Laura's room with Daniel.  Laura was feeling better now that the antibiotics had had some time to work, but she was still tired a lot.  Daniel had relaxed and started laughing and joking more.  Whenever Barbara was with him, she always had a large smile on her face. 
 
      
 
    She and Megan were currently finishing the centerpieces for the few tables they wanted to set up.  They had found an assortment of old lanterns in an antique shop.  They planned to sand them down a little and stain them the same color.  They also had to fix a few of the lantern doors.  They were almost done; she was staining her last one.  It was fun work, but Barbara still wished she could be spending the time with Daniel.  She knew he would be ready to leave once Laura’s antibiotics were finished.  
 
      
 
    Megan’s stomach grumbled loudly, and she laughed.  “I guess it’s time for dinner.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara laughed, too.  “I think I would agree with you.  How does Chinese takeout sound?”  
 
      
 
    “Like it would hit the spot!  I think the restaurant down the street will even deliver it here.  You want the usual?” Megan asked as she pulled out her phone.  
 
      
 
    “Of course,” Barbara said, her stomach rumbling at the thought of their favorite take-out meal.  “Be sure to order a little extra for Daniel and Laura.”  They would normally order enough to have leftovers for a couple extra days anyway, but she didn’t want to run out of food.  
 
      
 
    While Megan made the call and ordered their favorite chicken and beef dishes, Barbara took a break to go check on Daniel and Laura.  
 
      
 
    She knocked on the open door, and only saw Daniel sitting on the couch, reading a book.  He looked up as she entered.  “Laura was feeling good enough to wash up.  I showed her how to use the shower.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara smiled.  “I’ll bet she’ll feel nice to get clean.  It’s always nice to feel a little normal again after being sick so long.  Megan and I ordered dinner.  They should be bringing it by in about a half hour.” 
 
      
 
    Daniel seemed confused.  “They are bringing the food here?  To cook it?” 
 
      
 
    Barbara chuckled.  “No, they cook it in the restaurant, then drive it to different homes for an extra fee.  It is nice when you have a very busy day and don’t have time to cook.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I see,” Daniel said, then smiled as he always did right before he was going to joke. Barbara’s heart fluttered.  “I sure hope it’s better than eating the meals cooked around here.”  He smiled again, and she knew he was just teasing. He had scraped every plate of food they had given him completely clean.  
 
      
 
    “It should be.  It is one of my favorite meals to order. It’s Chinese food.” 
 
      
 
    Daniel seemed genuinely intrigued now.  “Is it authentic?  And you eat this frequently?” 
 
      
 
    “Well it’s probably Americanized Chinese food, but it is still very good.” 
 
      
 
    “I can’t wait to try it.”  He jumped up from his chair, as if the thought of trying a new cuisine was too exciting for him to sit still.   
 
      
 
    Laura came in wearing a pair of borrowed sweatpants and t-shirt.  She was the same size as Megan, so she had been using Megan’s clothes to relax in.  At the moment, she wore a green t-shirt and sweatpants.  She pulled and shifted the fabric frequently, giving Barbara the impression that she wasn’t comfortable in them.  After all, she had likely never worn pants before.  
 
      
 
    “Barbara said someone is bringing Chinese food to the house,” Daniel told Laura he walked over to her.  
 
      
 
    “If you’re feeling up to it, you can come downstairs with us to eat.  We can show you a movie tonight,” Barbara suggested.  
 
      
 
    Laura looked hesitant, but Daniel looked excited.  
 
      
 
    “Yes, what a wonderful idea,” Daniel exclaimed, then turned to Laura.  “That is, if you are not feeling too ill?”  
 
      
 
    Her hesitation seemed to melt his enthusiasm a little, and she smiled at him.  “I agree; it is time we leave this room.”  
 
      
 
    They all went downstairs and sat at the large table where Barbara had the lanterns set out.  She finished her lantern and could see Megan had already finished her own.  
 
      
 
    Daniel, Keegan, and Megan started talking easily, while Laura sat back to listen. Barbara hoped she wasn’t uncomfortable down here.  
 
      
 
    She finished her lantern, and set them all by an open window, hoping the fresh breeze would take the strong smell of paint out of the house.  
 
      
 
    Megan helped her clean up the mess on the table, and by the time they were done, the doorbell chimed, letting them know their Chinese food had arrived.  Barbara paid for the food and brought it back to the table.  Daniel watched intently as she lifted each box out of the bag.  She handed everyone chopsticks and plates while Megan stuck serving spoons into each box.  
 
      
 
    Everyone served themselves and sat down to eat.  Barbara watched Daniel as he tried to figure out how to use the chopsticks.  He had learned how to open the package by watching Megan and Keegan, but he couldn’t seem to hold the chopsticks, and pick up the food.  Barbara started to laugh.  
 
      
 
    Daniel looked up in shock, then started laughing as well.  “These contraptions are actually used to eat food?”  
 
      
 
    “Not the way you are using them.  Here, hold them like this.” She tried to show him, but they kept falling out of his hand.  She finally grabbed forks for him and Laura so they could eat.  Daniel polished off his plate and quickly went back for seconds before Barbara had finished half of what was on her plate.  
 
      
 
    She couldn’t stop smiling at his enthusiasm for everything.  She noticed the longer he stayed in this time period, the less formal he became, and she started to see more of his true personality coming out. 
 
      
 
    Laura finished her plate, although she was less enthusiastic.  She admitted it did taste good, but her stomach was still feeling queasy because of her medication. 
 
      
 
    Megan and Keegan cleaned up dinner and put the leftovers in the fridge while Daniel finished his second helping.  
 
      
 
    “That was amazing.  It was exceptional.  I have always wanted to try new foods that other people eat around the world,” Daniel said, standing to help take care of the trash on the table.   
 
      
 
    “There are plenty of places that make food from different countries.  We have Mexican, Indian, Italian, and a number of different restaurants that just make American food that I would be willing to bet you haven’t tried before,” Barbara said with a smile. “We will have to make an effort to be sure you get to try some of them before you go back home.” 
 
      
 
    Daniel’s face dropped at the words, and Barbara regretted saying them.  She didn’t mean to bring up the fact that he would be leaving soon. 
 
      
 
    “Why don’t we go start a movie?  I have one in mind that I think you will like.” 
 
      
 
    She led them to an entertainment room Megan had set up last month. There were two couches set up to surround a TV with bookshelves on either side.  It wasn’t anything fancy, but it was comfortable.  They had all spent some time relaxing in here.  
 
      
 
    She slid in a DVD of The Scarlet Pimpernel.  It had been one of her favorite movies growing up, and later she had enjoyed the book as well.  She knew it was written after Daniel’s time, but the events had happened before his time, so she hoped it would be a movie that Daniel and Laura would be able to relate to more than they would a modern movie.  
 
      
 
    She settled down next to Daniel, with Laura on the other side of him.  Megan and Keegan took the other couch, cuddling under a blanket.  
 
      
 
    Daniel was leaning forward towards the TV the entire movie and asked questions several different times.  Laura seemed interested in it, but quickly became tired.  She excused herself after a half hour of the movie, ready to retire for the day. Daniel jumped up to help her.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, please, Daniel.  I can find my own way to my room. You finish the…” She paused, trying to remember what it was called.  “Movie.” 
 
      
 
    Daniel hesitated. “Are you sure?” 
 
      
 
    “Absolutely.” Laura smiled. “Thank you, Barbara, for the new experience.  It was enthralling.”  With that, she left the room quietly.  
 
      
 
    They all finished the movie in silence, letting Daniel get the full experience of it.  When it was over, it took a moment for Daniel to recover from the experience.  
 
      
 
    “That was incredible!”  He talked quickly about the experience, and how real it had all felt.  
 
      
 
    Barbara sat and smiled at him while she listened.  “I’m glad you enjoyed it.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m going to head home.” Megan came over and gave her a hug. “It was nice to get to know you better, Daniel.” 
 
      
 
    “Indeed.  I can see why Barbara is so fond of you,” Daniel said pleasantly.  
 
      
 
    “Please be safe driving home.  And remember, I don’t want to see you at work tomorrow.  You take the day to catch up on things you need to do for the wedding.  You only have two more days,” Barbara reminded her with an excited smile.  
 
      
 
    “I know!  I can hardly believe it is actually happening.”  She and Keegan shared a happy smile, and she gave him a hug as well.  
 
      
 
    She said her farewells and left.  Keegan went with Megan to walk her to her car.   
 
      
 
    “I hadn’t realized so much time had passed,” Daniel said, shocked as he looked at the clock.  
 
      
 
    “Yes, it is easy for time to pass quickly while you are watching a movie,” Barbara agreed, then yawned. “I think I’m going to head up to bed as well.  Do you need anything before I go?” 
 
      
 
    “No, I am well satisfied from that dinner.  Thank you.”  
 
      
 
    He looked straight into her eyes, and Barbara seemed unable to move.  She longed to lean forward and kiss him.  Feelings overwhelmed her.  She hadn’t felt remotely attracted to any man since high school, but she still somehow knew that what she felt for Daniel was more than just attraction.  She took a step towards him.  
 
      
 
    He hesitated, and she had to remind herself that in his time, couples weren’t supposed to show affection freely.  The most contact they had with each other was through dancing.  Even engaged couples had to be properly chaperoned.   
 
      
 
    She looked down, trying to hide her disappointment.  Daniel caught her off guard by bending down and kissing her softly in that moment.   
 
      
 
    She felt tingling all over, strange sensations she had never felt before.  He cupped her face and deepened the kiss for a few moments before stepping away slightly.   
 
      
 
    Barbara could barely breathe.  This man was the most amazing man she had ever met; she knew right then and there that she loved him.  She had known him for less than two weeks, but somehow, she was sure that she loved him. And she instantly knew that he was the only one she wanted a life with.  When he left to go back to his time, she knew she would never want a life with anyone else.   
 
      
 
    They looked into each other’s eyes for a few more moments, and Barbara wondered if he felt the same deep feelings for her.  
 
      
 
    “Goodnight Barbara.” Daniel smiled gently before he turned and walked up the stairs to his room.  
 
      
 
    Barbara watched him leave, unable to help the grin that spread across her face.  She was, without doubt, the luckiest woman alive.  Even though he was from 1816, he was here now, in her time.  She was going to enjoy this time with him.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 15 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Barbara’s eyes filled with tears as she watched her daughter walk down the red carpet they had laid out to lead into the gazebo.  She was beautiful in a simple flowing gown, with a glow about her like she had never seen before.  
 
      
 
    They had chosen to keep the wedding simple and small.  There were only a couple dozen people scattered around the gazebo in Keegan’s backyard.  The transparent fabric they had hung around the yard provided a little shade and gave the yard a more elegant feeling. 
 
      
 
    Megan didn’t have any man in her life that she’d ever looked at like a father, so she walked down the aisle alone, with her head held high.  Barbara felt a wave of guilt that Megan had never had a male figure to look up to, but she was also incredibly proud that Megan didn’t let it bother her or affect the way she saw her life.  
 
      
 
    It had been a crazy couple of days leading up to the wedding.  Barbara and Megan had hardly had any time to sleep, let alone relax with the men in their lives.  It was shocking how quickly Barbara had accepted Daniel as someone who was important to her.  She glanced over at him and Laura.  They were sitting just a few yards away, smiling at the happy couple, who now joined hands in front of the priest.  Daniel met her eyes and smiled happily at her.  Barbara smiled back, then focused on her daughter's ceremony.  
 
      
 
    It was beautiful, and she could hear several people in the crowd sniffling.  She couldn’t hold back her own tears as she remembered Megan as a toddler, child, teenager, and now an adult.  They had experienced so many trials and so much happiness together.  Now she would have to hand the opportunity for new experiences to someone else.  She was thrilled Megan had met Keegan, and she knew Keegan would treat her daughter well, but it was still hard to know that the part of life where she was the most important person to her daughter was now over.  
 
      
 
    The priest announced that it was time to exchange rings, and Keegan pulled a ring box out of his pocket.  He handed Megan one ring and kept the other for himself.  Barbara knew what they looked like.  They were a matching set they had found at an antique shop.  Both bands were engraved with an intricate design, and Megan’s band was inlaid with several simple diamonds.  They slid the rings onto each other’s fingers before kissing, sealing their vows to each other.  
 
      
 
    Barbara couldn’t help but let out a simultaneous sob and laugh as their kiss sealed their bond.  Happiness shone from both of them as they came out of the gazebo, and shared hugs with those surrounding it.  
 
      
 
    Megan came straight for her and they embraced tightly.  
 
      
 
    “That was a beautiful ceremony.  Congratulations, sweetheart,” Barbara said while still holding Megan tightly.  
 
      
 
    “Thanks, Mom.” Megan pulled away and wiped at a few tears of her own.  “I am so lucky to have found a man like Keegan.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, you are.  He will treat you well.  I know you two will have a wonderful marriage.”  Barbara couldn’t stop the tears that continued to stream down her face. “Don’t take it for granted.” 
 
      
 
    “Never,” Megan said with a teary, happy smile.  “Hopefully you will soon have a man that will give you a wonderful life, too.” Megan’s eyes darted over to Daniel.  
 
      
 
    Barbara blushed. Goodness, she hadn’t blushed since she was a teenager, but she couldn’t stop it from spreading across her face.   
 
      
 
    “We will see,” she responded before giving Megan one more hug and, then letting her go to greet the other people waiting patiently behind her.  What she didn’t say was how badly she wished and hoped what her daughter had said would come true.  
 
         
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Barbara collapsed on the couch, finally done sending guests home and cleaning up the finger foods they had laid out.  They had sent Keegan and Megan on their honeymoon about an hour ago.  Barbara smiled at the thought of the two of them happily getting into the car and driving away, then she sighed. 
 
      
 
    Oh, how her feet ached.  
 
      
 
    She was grateful that the shop was to be closed tomorrow.  She would definitely be sleeping in.  
 
      
 
    Laura had gone to bed a couple of hours ago, but Daniel had stayed to help Barbara clean up.  Barbara was grateful and impressed.  In his time, he didn’t have to do any of the trivial things that came with a party.  He had people to do that for him.  Now, he was in the kitchen making some tea.  He hadn’t ever made tea before, but he insisted he knew how to do it.  Barbara didn’t want to complain because she only wanted to get off of her feet.  
 
      
 
    Barbara was impressed that he was always so eager to jump in and help when he saw a need.  He had such a caring and giving heart.  
 
      
 
    Daniel came in with two steaming cups of tea and gave one to her.  “I used your lavender blend.  I thought you might prefer this right before bed.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara smiled. “You read my mind.  Thank you.”  She took a sip and sighed.  “This is a good cup of tea.” 
 
      
 
    “I am glad my first tea-making experience didn’t go awry,” he said with a gleam in his eye. 
 
    
They sat in comfortable silence for a few minutes while they sipped at their tea. 
 
      
 
    “Laura is nearly done with her antibiotics.  She wants to get home right after she has finished them.” Daniel spoke softly, as though he wished he didn’t have to talk about this. 
 
      
 
    “Oh.  I guess that would be coming up soon.  This week has gone by so fast.  You haven’t even gotten to experience much of the culture in my time.”  Barbara felt like she wanted to ask him to stay so they could continue to spend time together, but she knew she couldn’t. 
 
      
 
    “I have gotten to experience what your life is like.  That is how I would have wanted it, even if I had a choice.”  
 
      
 
    Barbara’s heart melted.  “We need to make sure you get to see something outside of the house before you go.  Tomorrow I can take you both to a farmer’s market. They sell locally grown fruits and vegetables and art, and we can even get lunch there.  It won’t be anything exciting or crazy, but it will be something.”  
 
      
 
    Daniel’s eyes lit up.  “That would be wonderful.  I will talk to Laura in the morning to see if she is feeling up to it.” His eyes hooded a little.  “She doesn’t like being in the future.  She feels it is against nature; it’s not where God intended us to live.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara nodded.  This was how Keegan’s family viewed time travel as well.  Love couldn’t stop them from choosing each other despite the difference in years, but they didn’t want to continue using time travel because they didn’t want to change history any more than they already had.  
 
      
 
    “I can understand that.  If I’d had a choice, I probably would not have traveled back to your time.”  She waited for a beat before she spoke again.  “I am glad I didn’t have a choice.” 
 
      
 
    Daniel looked into her eyes and gave her his sweet smile she loved so much. “As am I.”  
 
      
 
    He leaned forward, hesitating only for a moment, and cupped her face comfortably in his warm hand.  He leaned forward and kissed her gently and simply.  He pulled away slightly, then leaned his forehead against hers.  The simple, tender way he treated her made her heart race.  It made her want more, which she never thought she would want.  This man was everything she needed and more.  
 
      
 
    “I love you,” she whispered to him.  She hadn’t meant to say the words, but she still knew they were true. 
 
      
 
    Daniel looked slightly surprised, but his gaze softened with warmth.  “And I love you.”  He kissed her again sweetly and sighed gently against the top of her face. 
 
      
 
    “I will see you in the morning, sweetheart,” he whispered to her before he stood and left to his room.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 16 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The next day, she woke earlier than she thought she would, excitement for the day ahead filling her with energy.  
 
      
 
    She got up, showered, and fixed her hair quickly in the mirror.  She stopped as she looked at herself for the first time since before she had moved into Keegan’s house.  Her reflection a few weeks ago had been stressed, tired and almost grumpy.  Now, her whole face seemed happier.  The lines around her eyes looked more like laugh lines than stress lines.  A small smile stayed on her lips.  
 
      
 
    She knew a change this drastic could only be because of one person.  Her smile grew at the thought of him. 
 
      
 
    She took the stairs quickly as she heard Daniel and Laura in the kitchen.  
 
      
 
    She stepped into the kitchen, savoring the smell of eggs, with a smile on her face. “Good morning.” 
 
      
 
    “Good morning,” they both responded with a smile.  
 
      
 
    Daniel was at the stove, which impressed Barbara again.  He was embracing every new experience he could.  
 
      
 
    “You’re not going to burn those, are you?” she teased him. 
 
      
 
    Daniel shot her a teasing look.  “I can if you want me to.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara chuckled. “They actually smell amazing.”  
 
      
 
    Daniel spooned eggs onto three separate plates that already had toast on them.  She and Laura thanked Daniel and dug into their breakfast.  
 
      
 
    “Did Daniel tell you about what we were thinking of doing today?” Barbara asked Laura. 
 
      
 
    Laura looked uncomfortable.  “Yes, but I think I would prefer to stay here.  I am sure you have a fun day planned, but I am still tired.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara thought that it surprising that Laura was tired today; she’d had plenty of energy yesterday.  
 
      
 
    “We can find something less active to do if you would prefer,” Barbara suggested. 
 
      
 
    “Oh no.  Don’t change your plans just because of me.  Besides, I found a good book in your library that I would like to finish before we go home tomorrow,” she responded with a smile. 
 
      
 
    Daniel looked at Laura as if trying to decide if he should really leave her or not.  He finally nodded. “If you are sure.” 
 
      
 
    “I am.  You two go have some fun!” Laura smiled again.  
 
      
 
    Barbara had been looking forward to going with both of them, but she felt a thrill of excitement shoot through her at the thought of being alone with Daniel all day. 
 
      
 
    “Well, I am not going to argue with you,” Daniel said with a grin.  Then he turned to Barbara. “When do you want to leave?” 
 
      
 
    “I will be ready after breakfast.” 
 
      
 
    “Excellent.  We will leave then.” 
 
      
 
    They finished their breakfast quickly, and after they ensured that Laura would have everything she needed for the day, they set out in Barbara’s car.  She wanted Daniel to experience everything in her time, so she decided to drive to the nearest train station, and take the train all the way down to the farmer’s market.  
 
      
 
    She pulled into the parking lot, and Daniel hopped out of his seat in excitement. “That was very fast!  It is hard to believe we are here already.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara chuckled as she locked her car.  “We are only at the train station.  We are taking the train down.” 
 
      
 
    “The train?” She could see Daniel get a little nervous at the thought.  “Will it take us there faster than your car?” 
 
      
 
    “Probably not, but I thought it would be a fun experience for you.  You haven’t been on a train before, have you?” 
 
      
 
    Daniel wrinkled his nose. “No.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, you will like it.  I promise.” 
 
      
 
    They went up to the ticket kiosk, and Barbara paid for the tickets.  They didn’t have to wait much longer before a train pulled up in front of them.  Daniel was amazed. 
 
      
 
    “This is what trains look like in your time?  How do they move so fast without all the coal?” Questions kept pouring from his mouth faster than Barbara could answer them.  The train came to a stop, and people started pouring out of the automatic doors.  
 
      
 
    “Come on, let’s go.” Barbara laughed as the flow of people slowed.  She led the way onto the train and to an open seat.   
 
      
 
    She let Daniel sit next to the window, and he watched out the window excitedly as the train started to move.  The steady stream of questions never stopped.  “Do you know how fast this train goes?  How far can it take us?” The train started to slow down, and Daniel started to stand. “Are we there already?”  
 
      
 
    Barbara laughed again. His curiosity and excitement reminded her of a little boy.  “Sit back down.  We still have a ways to go.” 
 
      
 
    Daniel sat. “How many times will the train stop?”  
 
      
 
    Barbara waited to see if he had another question before trying to answer.  When she could see that he was waiting for the answer this time, she said, “I’m not sure exactly how many times it will stop, but it usually stops every three to five minutes.” 
 
      
 
    “That often?  It is amazing that it doesn’t take a very long time to travel anywhere you need to go.” 
 
      
 
    Daniel finally seemed to calm down enough to hold a conversation, so she started explaining what she knew about how the train worked. She kept an eye out for their stop and motioned for Daniel to stand once they the train pulled up in front of the station. “This is us.”  
 
      
 
    Daniel stood before the train completely stopped and was thrown slightly off balance at the jerkiness of the train once it stopped.  A smile lit up his face.  “What a marvelous machine.  That was one of the best things I have ever experienced.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara couldn’t help but smile back at his enthusiasm.  “And that is just the beginning.” 
 
      
 
    She led the way down the block to the large park that held the Farmers Market every Saturday and Sunday.  
 
      
 
    The park was full of people, food carts, and art tents.  Daniel looked around excitedly, and they stopped at every tent and kiosk so Daniel could get a thorough look at everything there.  
 
      
 
    They walked past all of the food carts before Daniel could decide on what he wanted.  He finally settled on a taco cart, and they thoroughly enjoyed their authentic spicy pork tacos.  
 
      
 
    Barbara bought a few things while they were there, like locally collected honey, and a nice piece of art she thought would look good in the foyer of her shop.  She also bought herself and Daniel a pastry puff for them to enjoy.  The flaky crust had to be her biggest weakness.   
 
      
 
    They walked past the last fruit stand, and Barbara couldn’t stop herself from buying a bag of oranges that looked perfectly sweet and juicy.  She added it to the canvas bag that she had brought with her for all of their purchases.  
 
      
 
    Daniel smiled with satisfaction. “What a fantastic day.  Thank you, Barbara, for giving me the opportunity to experience this with you.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara smiled and blushed a little at his sincerity.  “It was my pleasure.”  
 
      
 
    They started walking back to the railway station.  Daniel stopped when they passed a homeless shelter.  On the front read a sign that said Volunteers Welcome.   
 
      
 
    Daniel looked at her curiously. “What do volunteers do here?”  
 
      
 
    “They usually will help serve meals to those that are sheltered here.” 
 
      
 
    “What do you need to do to qualify?” 
 
      
 
    Barbara smiled.  She really loved the way he was always so eager to help those around him.  “Why don’t we go inside and ask?” 
 
      
 
    Daniel nodded and led the way with confidence.  His excited child-like demeanor changed to one that was more serious, empathetic.  
 
      
 
    A frazzled woman looked up at them as they entered.  “Can I help you?” 
 
      
 
    “We wanted to get more information about volunteering for your establishment,” Daniel said formally.  
 
      
 
    Relief flooded her face.  “Thank goodness.  We had three volunteers set up for tonight, and each one of them has called to cancel.  I didn’t know how we were going to get everyone fed while the food was still warm.  My name is Stacy.  Follow me, and I will explain everything along the way.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara noted that they had never said they wanted to volunteer that night, but she figured the woman must have needed them.  She talked in a rush the whole way down to a kitchen that had large tin pails full of green beans, potatoes, and what looked like shredded pork or beef.  Two men were in one corner of the kitchen still cooking.  The smell of dinner was strong and delicious.  
 
      
 
    “You will both have to wear gloves and hair nets to keep the food sanitary.  Dinner hour starts in about thirty minutes, so you two came just in time.”  She proceeded to explain where everyone would line up, how much food to put on each plate, and tips on how to keep the line moving quickly.  
 
      
 
    Before Barbara knew how the time had passed, they were serving the men in line.  Stacy had explained that this shelter was for men only, while there was another shelter for women and children down the street.  The line moved quickly, and the atmosphere was upbeat.  She had expected the men to be discouraged, tired and quiet, but they were all quite the opposite.  Each man would smile and graciously thank them for the food, then sit down and talk with everyone around them, swapping stories.  
 
      
 
    Barbara couldn’t help but admire the men who were no doubt going through the biggest trials of their lives, but still found a way to find enjoyment in their lives and in each other.  There are a lot of people who could learn from them, she thought as she remembered herself feeling discouraged and frustrated over things that were trivial compared to not having a home to call your own. 
 
      
 
    Daniel chatted with the men easily as the line moved, clearly in his element. He laughed at jokes and snuck an extra roll to those who asked.  Barbara watched him while she worked, admiring his generous spirit.  She was falling harder for this man by the minute. 
 
      
 
    Dinner had been served before they knew it, and they were given the opportunity to fill their own plates with whatever they wanted.  They ate quickly, then helped the cooks clean all the pans.  By the time they had finished everything up, it was dark outside.  
 
      
 
    Barbara was exhausted but fulfilled.  She had never volunteered for work like that, and she wished that she had thought of it sooner.  It felt good to help those who needed it more than she did, and it gave her a fresh perspective on everything she had to be grateful about.  
 
      
 
    Daniel was quiet for a while after leaving the shelter.  Barbara finally broke the silence.  “I hope you had a good day experiencing the future.” 
 
      
 
    He glanced over and smiled at her, but his eyes were troubled.  “I did.  It was all so great to experience.”  
 
      
 
    He looked away again, and Barbara could tell there was something on his mind.  She gave him a few minutes of quiet again and was rewarded for her patience when he started talking again.  
 
      
 
    “In my time, people without homes are shunned.  People of my status aren’t even supposed to acknowledge them.  How backward is it that the people who have the money to set up shelters such as that one would be scorned if they chose to do such a thing?” He looked at her. “I am so grateful for the experience.  I would never have known what it was like to truly help someone else.” 
 
      
 
    “I am grateful you had the idea to volunteer.  I suppose I can be selfish at times and haven’t ever considered taking this opportunity.  I am glad we did tonight,” Barbara responded, slightly embarrassed.   
 
      
 
    “As am I.” Daniel smiled at her and took her hand as they continued walking down the street.  Barbara smiled, and her heart swelled.  This man was the best thing to ever happen to her.  
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Barbara couldn’t move or talk as she stared at the dead roses laid at her front door.  
 
      
 
    “Barbara, are you all right?  What is wrong?” Daniel prodded her, but she wasn’t able to answer.  She finally reached down to pick up the dead flowers, and it felt as though every joint creaked with the effort.  
 
      
 
    It had been only a little over a week since George had sent her anything, but she had almost forgotten that he was still a threat to her.  She wanted to enjoy the rest of the time she had with Daniel.  Now that she saw the flowers, something that he had never sent before, she could see that he was only getting bolder.  There was a small envelope tied to the roses with black ribbon.  
 
      
 
    “Barbara?  Where did the dead roses come from?” Daniel demanded next to her, and she shook her head.  
 
      
 
    “It’s nothing.  It just surprised me, that’s all.”  The lie was obvious to her own ears, but she didn’t know how to explain George Manning to Daniel.  She didn’t have a clue where to begin the story.  
 
      
 
    “Are you certain?  Your face has lost all color.  Can we please get you inside?” 
 
      
 
    Barbara unlocked the door, her hands shaking as she still held the dead roses.  
 
      
 
    Laura was inside, all alone.  And George had been here.  
 
      
 
    She suddenly started rushing at getting the door open.  Once they were inside, she quickly excused herself and ran up the stairs.  She slowed herself down enough to remain quiet, but her heart beat so loudly in her ears, she could hardly tell how much noise she was actually making.  Barbara peeked into Laura’s room and breathed a sigh of relief when she saw Laura sleeping soundly in her bed. 
 
      
 
    She made her way back down the stairs to where a perplexed Daniel was waiting for her. “Are you sure you are alright?” he asked hesitantly. 
 
      
 
    Barbara nodded.  “I thought I might have lost something, but it is still safe.”  
 
      
 
    Daniel looked at her, and she could see that he knew she was lying.  He stared at her, as if debating whether or not he should push the issue before he sighed, and walked forward to kiss her on the forehead.  “I suppose we are both quite exhausted. What do you say to a good night's sleep?” 
 
      
 
    Barbara nodded, even as she knew she wouldn’t sleep well.  “I think that is a great idea.”  
 
      
 
    They walked up the stairs together, and each went into their own rooms.  She placed the roses on a desk in the corner of her room and stared at the envelope.  She would have to open it, but she didn’t want to.  
 
      
 
    After what felt like an eternity, she yanked the envelope off the ribbon, and tore it open.  
 
      
 
    Pictures fell out; each one was from earlier that day.  She and Daniel were in each one, and if the situation was different, she would have smiled at how happy the couple in the picture was.  
 
      
 
    However, understanding how and why these pictures were taken changed everything.  She turned over one of the photos, and there was an angry message scrawled across it.  As she turned over the rest of them, she saw there was a different message across each one. 
 
      
 
    You promised yourself to me. G.M. 
 
      
 
    You think you are safe? G.M. 
 
      
 
    He will never have you. G.M. 
 
      
 
    You are mine! G.M. 
 
      
 
    Do you think he actually likes you? HA! HA!  
 
      
 
    Barbara’s arms were covered in goosebumps, and tears started rolling down her cheeks.  She knew she should save these pictures to add to the file on George she had at the police station, but she couldn't stop herself from shoving them and the flowers into the garbage.  She couldn’t stand to look at them a moment longer.  
 
      
 
    He was clearly angrier than she had ever seen him.  She only hoped it didn’t mean he was more dangerous as well.  
 
      
 
    She stayed up all night, pacing her room, staring lifelessly out the window, and imagining everything George could possibly be planning.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 17 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Early the next morning, Barbara decided she’d had enough pacing, so she went down to the kitchen to start cooking breakfast.  She didn’t usually put a lot of effort into breakfast; pancake mix and eggs were usually her go-to.  This morning, however, she had about two hours before she expected Daniel and Laura to get up.  She figured she had plenty of time to try something new, so she was going to try her hand at homemade biscuits and gravy.  
 
      
 
    Laura and Daniel had plans to go home today. 
 
      
 
    Between that knowledge and the roses that George had left the night before, she hadn’t slept a wink.  
 
      
 
    She had thought about all the worst-case scenarios she could imagine, and she was done rehashing it over and over in her mind.  She opened up her computer and found a couple of recipes that seemed easy enough.  She started with the biscuit dough.  Because she didn’t cook much, she had to focus intently on what she was doing. For that, she was grateful. 
 
      
 
    Daniel entered the kitchen about an hour earlier than Barbara had thought to expect him. “It smells good in here,” he commented.  His voice lacked the enthusiasm he usually carried everywhere with him. 
 
      
 
    Barbara looked over and smiled, but it didn’t reach her eyes.  “I hope it tastes good, too.”  How much longer did she have with him before he left? 
 
      
 
    Daniel sat and watched her cook in silence.  She could tell he was thinking about something, because usually when she was in the kitchen, he offered to help right away.  
 
      
 
    He finally spoke.  “I need to take Laura back to 1816, but I don’t want to stay there.”  
 
      
 
    Barbara stopped what she was doing, and looked over at him with hope in her eyes. “You don’t?” was all she could think to say. 
 
      
 
    “No, I don’t.  There is so much to learn in this era, and everything is so accessible to everybody.  I have had the best days of my life with you these last few days, and if I am to be honest with you, I don’t want it to end.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara’s heart soared at his words.  “You are always welcome here, if you want to stay.”  
 
      
 
    “I want to stay forever, if you are okay with that.” 
 
      
 
    She longed to tell him just how much she had enjoyed the time she’d had with him, and how she wanted him to stay with her forever, but she hesitated.  She hadn’t ever thought she would be in a long-term relationship.  After her first and only relationship with Megan’s dad, if she could even call it that, she didn’t even know if she was capable of having another one.   
 
      
 
    He seemed a little disappointed as he noticed her hesitation, but he smiled.  Then, his eyebrows furrowed.  “Do you have any idea how I should tell my sister about my choice to come back to your time?” 
 
      
 
    Barbara chuckled.  “That will be a difficult conversation.  The best thing you can do is just be honest and open with her.  What about your responsibilities with your estate?”  
 
      
 
    “Edward will be perfectly happy to take over in my place.  He’s always wanted to be in charge since we were small boys.  He deserves it more than I do.” 
 
      
 
    “What are you going to tell him?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m going to tell him that I fell in love with a woman who happens to live far away from England, too far to write letters or visit.  He will need to declare me dead, which shouldn’t be too hard to do since I won’t be living in 1810.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara knew that she needed to let him know how pleased she was that he wanted to stay.  “I feel that I need to tell you that if you stay, there are things that you need to know about me.” 
 
      
 
    “Are you involved with another man?” 
 
      
 
    Barbara shook her head vigorously.  “Of course not.” 
 
      
 
    “What about the dead roses?” 
 
      
 
    “That is one of the things I need to tell you.” 
 
      
 
    Daniel nodded.  “I will go talk to Laura now, before breakfast is ready.  As far as what you need to tell me, let’s talk about it when I return.”  
 
      
 
    It was Barbara’s turn to nod.  Daniel gave her a brief kiss before leaving the room to find his sister.   
 
      
 
    Barbara smiled at him as he left, and her smile grew wider.  She did a little gig, and couldn’t help but let out a short squeal. 
 
      
 
    Daniel wanted to return after taking his sister back, and he wanted to stay forever!  She needed some time to think through things and decide if she could handle a real relationship with someone.  She still had flashbacks sometimes, and it wouldn’t be fair to Daniel to get into a relationship where he had to tiptoe around her for fear of setting off a memory.  When he returned, she knew she needed to tell him about George, Megan’s history, and her high school prom.   
 
      
 
    A few hours later, Barbara hugged Laura goodbye.  Daniel planned to use the locket to take Laura back to 1810, where he would say his goodbyes to his family.  He would then return as soon as he could.  
 
      
 
    He had been acting nervous ever since his announced his decision to stay, and Barbara knew it wasn’t easy for him to shirk his responsibilities back in his own time.  
 
      
 
    Laura kissed her cheek.  “Thank you so much for keeping me at your home while I recovered, and for...well, bringing me to the future in order to heal me.  I don’t know how I will ever repay you.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara smiled sincerely. “It is nothing that needs repaying.  I wouldn’t have done anything differently.” 
 
      
 
    Daniel smiled at her tightly.  She leaned forward and patted his arm.  She wanted to hug him, but knew it was improper in his eyes, and his sister would be uncomfortable.  
 
      
 
    “Everything will be fine.  Take as long as you need, and come back when you can.”   
 
      
 
    She had a niggling worry at the back of her head that he would change his mind while he was in the past, and stay there.  Or something would happen to make it so that he couldn’t come back.  She would have no way of going to visit him; he would have the locket.  She shook her head to clear her thoughts.   
 
      
 
    Everything will be fine, she told herself. 
 
      
 
    They walked about to the gazebo together, and Barbara watched the two of them step inside.  After a moment, they both disappeared.  She stood in shock for a few moments after they left.  It was a different experience watching someone else time travel, and she crossed her fingers that they made it to 1816 safely.  
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Daniel and Laura appeared in their own shed, and collectively breathed a sigh of relief.  He knew what he needed to do with the locket.  It had worked for Barbara to travel back to his time and then for the three of them to go to her time, but he still questioned whether it would really work the way that it should.  
 
      
 
    They walked across the grass and into the house, where they were greeted by an enthusiastic staff.  They were ecstatic to see Laura feeling well.  She looked a world different than when they had left just over a week ago.  Color filled her cheeks, she had a quick step, and her smile was no longer forced.  
 
      
 
    Edward came into the room, lifted their sister up in his arms, and spun her around.  “I can’t believe you are finally home!  We worried when we didn’t receive any letters from you.”  
 
      
 
    Daniel cocked his head.  “Oh, come now,” he joked lightly.  “It has only been just over a week since we left.” 
 
         
 
    Edward smiled.  “A week is a long time when you are waiting for news of your sister’s health.”  He turned to Laura.  “I want to hear all about your trip!”  
 
      
 
    He began giving orders to their servants, planning a big welcome dinner for that night.  Daniel followed, no longer feeling as if he was the head of the household.  How he wished Edward had been gifted the estate instead of him.  Edward fit the role so naturally, and Daniel had always wanted to do things differently.  Because of that, he was frowned and laughed at quite often.  He didn’t let it bother him, but he did wish he had the freedom to travel and learn more about the world around him.  He would have that chance now that he had chosen to stay in the future with Barbara.  If she wanted him around, that is.  She hadn’t seemed too eager at his announcement to stay; he may need to give her some space when he returned.  
 
         
 
    “Daniel?” Laura questioned.  He shook his head, realizing he hadn’t been listening to the conversation.  
 
         
 
    “I apologize. What did you say?” Daniel shook his head slightly.  
 
        
 
    “Edward said he wanted to go over the condition of the estate with you,” Laura said cautiously.  She knew he would have to tell Edward he was leaving again soon. 
 
       
 
     Daniel glanced over at Edward, who was waiting expectantly at the office doorway. “Of course, good idea.” 
 
      
 
    The two brothers entered the room and settled into their chairs.  “I am pleased to say the estate has been thriving,” Edward began.  
 
      
 
    Daniel knew he wouldn’t be able to focus on what Edward was saying, so he interrupted.  “That’s great.  It’s no surprise to me, as you have always been good at managing everything.  Actually, Edward, I need to talk to you about something important.  I won’t be staying.” 
 
      
 
    Edward looked at Daniel, shocked.  “What do you mean, you won’t be staying? Where do you plan to go?  How long are you going to be gone this time?” 
 
      
 
    “I am going to travel back to Barbara.  I have found the opportunity to support the community where she lives, and really help those who need help.  I have always wanted something different; you and I both know that.  We also know that you are much better at being an earl than I am.  That is where I need to be. I can just feel it.” 
 
      
 
    Daniel braced himself for Edwards argument.  Instead, Edward asked curiously, “Where is this place that Barbara lives?” 
 
      
 
    Daniel cleared his throat.  “It is difficult to explain.  It’s a long way from here, and we won’t be able to write or visit each other.” 
 
      
 
    Edward’s eyes darkened, then he looked down thoughtfully.  “I won’t pretend to understand your decisions; I really never have.  However, I can be enough of a man to acknowledge that whatever happened to Laura while you two were gone was very good for her.  She looks better than she has in years.  I suppose I will trust that you know what kind of decision you are making.” 
 
      
 
    Daniel couldn’t suppress his shock.  Edward had always scorned his mindset and decisions.  Daniel had always done things differently than one would expect, and Edward couldn’t understand why.  “You will either need to declare my death or announce my abandonment of the estate.  You can choose whichever would be easier to deal with, considering the backlash.” 
 
      
 
    “So, you don’t plan on ever returning?” Edward asked as if he was holding his breath for the answer. 
 
      
 
    “No, I don’t,” Daniel said, his voice firm.  
 
      
 
    If there was one thing he knew for certain, it was that he could not live this life any longer- not after seeing an opportunity to make a difference in the future, even if Barbara decided she didn’t want to be with him. 
 
      
 
    Edward nodded his head, but his eyes were sad. “I will honor your decision.” 
 
      
 
    The brothers stood and gave each other a hug.  Daniel felt a sadness as he realized that this would be the last time he would ever see his brother again, but he wasn’t sad enough to change his mind.   
 
      
 
    “I will miss you,” Daniel said, ruffling his hair like he used to when they were children. 
 
      
 
    Edward shook him off, but chuckled while he fixed his hair.  “I’ll miss you too, brother.” 
 
      
 
    Daniel smiled, satisfied with the way the conversation had gone.  He would stay for their celebratory dinner, then he would return to Barbara.  “Consider yourself Earl of this estate from this moment on.” 
 
      
 
    “Before you leave, do you know of a Mr. John Leonard?” Edward asked him as he walked over to the desk that was now his. 
 
      
 
    “I believe I’ve heard of him.  Doesn’t he paint portraits?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes.  He’s done several of our neighbors.  Evidently, he was at the ball you attended with Laura and Barbara.  He spent the evening making small sketches of some of the couples.  He brought this over just yesterday.” 
 
      
 
    Edward handed Daniel a few sheets of heavy paper.  On one of them was a small painting of him and Barbara.  They both wore a slight smile.   The other paper showed a painting of him and Laura together.  The paintings were very small, less than two inches in diameter. 
 
      
 
    “Why are they so small?”  Daniel asked as he again stared at the painting of him and Barbara.   
 
      
 
    “I think Mr. Leonard’s plan is to show you what he could do and then if you are willing to commission him, he will paint a much larger portrait.” 
 
      
 
    “I’d like to keep these,” Daniel said as he slid them into his pocket. 
 
      
 
    “Of course,” Edward agreed with a shrug.  He walked around and sat down behind the desk.   
 
      
 
    Daniel started to leave the room, but stopped at Edward’s words.  “Daniel.” 
 
      
 
    He looked at his brother and fought to keep tears from his eyes.  Edward looked so much like his father sitting behind the desk.  He instantly knew the decision he had just made to turn the entire estate over to Edward was the correct one. 
 
      
 
    “Good luck. I hope your life will turn out what you would like it to be.” 
 
      
 
    “And I wish the same for you.” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Later that evening, he pulled out the locket that he had used to travel from Barbara’s time to his.  He hadn’t really been able to get a good look at it and he wanted to study it.  
 
      
 
    What he saw shocked him.  The locket looked exactly like a locket his mother had owned that was being stored in Laura’s jewelry box.  The etching of the rose was the same, with the leaves surrounding it.  He carefully opened it and was shocked even more.  There staring back at him was a picture of himself with Barbara.  But how could that be?  He quickly pulled out the small painting he had received from Edward.  It was the exact painting. 
 
      
 
    He quickly slid the locket back into his pocket and ran up the stairs to Laura’s room.  He knocked on the door, and his sister answered with a tired grin.   
 
      
 
    “Can I come in?  I have something to show you,” he said.   
 
      
 
    “Of course,” Laura responded as she stood back to let him in.   
 
      
 
    Once the door was closed, Daniel showed her the locket.  “What does this look like?” 
 
      
 
    Laura gasped.  “That looks like mother’s locket.  Why do you have it?” 
 
      
 
    “This is the locket Barbara used to travel between her time and ours.  Evidently, she found the locket in an old trunk in the attic of that home we stayed in.” 
 
      
 
    Laura walked quickly to the box where she kept her jewelry.  She opened the lid and pulled out a locket.  “Here is mother’s.” 
 
      
 
    Together they examined both lockets.  They looked almost identical.  Where they both time travel devices?  And what had happened for them to become devices?   
 
      
 
    “We probably will never know the answer as to why there are two of them,” Daniel finally said as he took Barbara’s locket and opened it.  He showed Laura the painting. 
 
      
 
    “That looks like you and Barbara,” Laura commented with puzzlement.  She looked at the picture closer.  “Is it a painting?  Where did it come from?” 
 
      
 
    Daniel quickly explained how Mr. Leonard had created the painting at the ball.  He showed her the two small paintings Edward had given him. 
 
      
 
    “I have to say, dear brother, that the entire time travel aspect is very strange to me.  I really don’t want to have any more part of it.”  
 
      
 
    Daniel made an instant decision.  He carefully took a knife out of his pocket and cut the painting Edward had given him.  It fit perfectly in the locket Laura had just taken out of her jewelry box.   
 
      
 
    “I want you to have this painting.  I’m sure Barbara would agree with me,” Daniel told his sister.  “I will be returning to her as soon as I can.  You will have something to remember us by.”  He held up the small painting of himself with Laura.  “I’d like to keep this one to remember you by.” 
 
      
 
    Laura broke down in tears and Daniel allowed her to cry for a moment in his arms.  He wished there was a way he could stay in touch with his sister, but he also knew it would probably be best if they didn’t.  The fewer people knew of time travel, the better. 
 
      
 
    “I’m going to miss you so much,” Laura sobbed. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll miss you too, but this is something I want to do.  Edward will do a good job of running the estate.  And I want you to promise me something.” 
 
      
 
    Laura looked at him with tears in her eyes. 
 
      
 
    “If you get an opportunity, I want you to marry again.  You deserve to be happy.” 
 
      
 
    His sister hesitated for a moment before nodding.  “I promise.” 
 
      
 
    “Edward isn’t aware of where I’m going and how I’m going to get there.  I feel very strongly that you shouldn’t tell anyone about time travel, including him.” 
 
      
 
    “I feel the same.  Anyway, who would believe me?” 
 
      
 
    “Indeed.” 
 
      
 
    “I won’t tell anyone, but I am grateful for this picture you gave me.  I will treasure it always.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 18 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Barbara sat down at the big table in Keegan’s house with a plate of leftover Chinese food and was deafened by the silence.  She had gotten used to having a lot of people around her all day during the last couple of weeks.  It had been nice at first to have some time to herself, but she was already wishing for someone to chat with.  
 
      
 
    Daniel had said he would return after he took Laura home, but he didn’t tell her how long he would stay before he came back.  Barbara didn’t mind if he took his time; he was leaving his family for a while, if not forever.  Even still, she was worried he would get talked into staying in his own time. 
 
      
 
    She turned on her favorite CD, letting the music relax her while she ate.  Her shoulders had finally lost their tension when there was a knock on the door.  
 
      
 
    Barbara was startled and wondered who it could be.  Megan wasn’t going to be home from her short honeymoon for another week, and if Daniel was back, he would be coming in from the back door. 
 
      
 
    She walked over to the door and told herself it was just a customer who was hoping they would be able to make an after-hours purchase.  She opened the door and froze at the man in front of her.  He was naturally handsome, but it was obvious he needed a shower and a haircut.  His clothes were disheveled, and an angry scowl clouded his face.  She knew immediately who he was, even though she hadn’t seen him for over twenty years.  He looked just like Jason, Meagan’s father, did when they had dated.  
 
      
 
    “Lucy.  How dare you keep my daughter from me all these years!” Jason practically screamed at her.  
 
      
 
    All the blood drained from her face.  George must have finally gotten in touch with Jason.  She tried to act strong, to not let him see how much this visit was affecting her.  And he had called her Lucy, the name she was born with.  She had changed her name legally to Barbara Conway after she left Texas.  “You lost the right to a daughter when you raped me.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, come on, Lucy.  You know you wanted it.” Jason rolled his eyes, acting almost exactly like he used to when they were in high school.  
 
      
 
    Her anger grew.  “I absolutely did not want it.  You should leave.”  She started to slam the door, but Jason shoved his foot in the doorframe to keep it open.  He forced his way inside.  
 
      
 
    “Where is she?” He walked from the foyer into the sitting room.  
 
      
 
    “She is not here.” Barbara gritted her teeth together.  She wasn’t about to tell him anything about Megan; where she was, or that she was newly married.  “Get out.” 
 
      
 
    “I will not leave until I get to meet my daughter.  My own flesh and blood that I didn’t even know about until some sniveling old man came to track me down.  Where is your decency?  You would keep a daughter from ever meeting her dad?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes!  And if I have any say in it, she will never meet you.  Do you really think you could be the father she needs after the way you treated me?” She scoffed.  “Now, get out or I’m calling the police.” 
 
      
 
      “Lucy-” Jason started towards her, his tone softening a little. 
 
      
 
    “My name is Barbara.” She ground her teeth together. 
 
      
 
     “Sure it is.  You don’t need to call the police.  I’m not going to hurt her.  I just want to meet her.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara tried to blink back the angry tears that were forming behind her eyes.  “She is not here.  Now leave.” 
 
      
 
    “Then let me set up a time when I can see her.” 
  
 
    “No.” 
 
      
 
    Jason’s face started turning red. He stalked forwards, looming over her.  She had forgotten just how tall he was. Fear gripped her and flashbacks of that awful night started flipping through her brain.  
 
      
 
    “You cannot keep my daughter from me.” 
 
     
 
    Barbara lost all coherent thought and raised her arms over her head defensively.  She had trained for moments like this, but this man had a frightening hold over her; she forgot everything she had learned once he got this close to her.  
 
      
 
    She tried to take a couple of deep breaths to get her bearings again. He grabbed her arm, frustrated that she wasn’t listening to him. “You CANNOT keep my daughter from me!” he shouted in her face.  
 
      
 
     “Let. Her. Go.”   
 
      
 
    Relief flooded through her as she recognized Daniel’s voice behind them.  
 
      
 
    “Who do you think you are?” Jason scoffed as he turned to look at Daniel, but kept his iron grip on her arm.  
 
      
 
    Daniel had a murderous expression on his face. “I said, let her go.” 
 
      
 
    Jason sneered at him, and shoved Barbara to the floor, releasing her arm.  Blood rushed back into her arm, and she could tell she would have bruise marks tomorrow. Jason stalked towards Daniel.  “You are going to regret ever coming here.” 
 
      
 
    Daniel just waited calmly as Jason strode to him.  As soon as Jason got near enough, he cocked his fist and sent it straight towards Daniel’s nose.  Daniel blocked the punch easily and used Jason’s forward momentum to send him to his stomach on the floor. Quickly, Daniel was on top of him with his knee in Jason’s back.  
 
      
 
     “Are you alright?” Daniel asked Barbara.   
 
      
 
    She was still in shock and could only nod.  
 
      
 
    She was reaching for her phone to call the police when the door burst open and a red-faced George stormed in.  He said nothing, just plowed straight into Daniel, knocking him onto his side on the floor.  Daniel landed with a loud grunt and looked dazed for a moment.  George didn’t miss a beat and started pummeling Daniel in the face.  
 
      
 
    The sound of thuds made Barbara’s stomach turn and twist.  It was enough to get her out of shock and take action. “No! Get off him!” She screamed.  
 
      
 
    She jumped onto George’s back, and reached around to his face to scratch or gouge wherever she could. 
 
      
 
    George made a noise that could only be described as a growl, and tossed her off his back and onto the floor. Her back exploded with pain, and she could only see stars for several moments.  
 
      
 
    When she stood up, she could see Jason pulling George off Daniel.  She shook her head, not understanding.  Within seconds, Jason and a bloody Daniel had George pinned to the ground.     
 
      
 
    George snarled at Jason. “I thought you were on my side!” 
 
      
 
    “I only wanted to meet my daughter.” Jason looked disgusted and ashamed.  “I never wanted to beat a man to death.”  
 
      
 
    Barbara stood and scooped her phone off the ground, where it had landed when she had jumped onto Georges back.  She quickly dialed 911 and explained the situation. She was told someone would be here shortly to make arrests.  
 
      
 
    Meanwhile, Daniel had found some rope that she used to tie herbs together.  It was thin, but it was all she had in her shop. He tied George’s wrists together, looping the rope around several times. 
 
      
 
    As soon as Daniel was finished, and George could no longer lash out at the two of them, Jason backed off, and put his head in his hands.  
 
      
 
    Barbara looked at Daniel and could see several parts of his face swelling, while his nose and a cut right about his eyebrow were bleeding quite a bit. She rushed to the kitchen to get a towel to clean up with, as well as a bag of frozen peas and some bandages.  
 
      
 
    She returned and helped Daniel clean his face, then placed the peas against his cheek, where the swelling was the worst. She also put a couple of butterfly bandages on his eyebrow to help stop the bleeding.  
 
      
 
    “I am so sorry.” Her hand started to shake, and she glanced over at George frequently, scared he was going to jump on them again.  
 
      
 
    Daniel, who was glaring at George and Jason alternately, looked at her in shock. “Sorry for what? If it weren’t for these buffoons, none of this would have happened.”  
 
      
 
    Jason’s head dipped lower.  
 
      
 
    “If you hadn’t come here, you wouldn’t have been hurt,” Barbara spoke quietly to Daniel.  
 
      
 
    Daniel lifted her chin so she was looking into his eyes. “I would much rather have been hurt than even think about what they could have done to you if you were alone.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara’s eyes filled with tears, and she said nothing; she didn’t trust herself to speak.  For so long, she had been the strong one for her daughter, something she would never change.  Now, she realized how tired she had become, how much she longed to lean on someone else for a change. 
 
      
 
    She heard sirens coming down her street, and Daniel’s eyes grew focused and hard again as he walked over to stand next to George, who had started cursing and yanking at the rope on his hands.   
 
      
 
    Jason walked over to the other side of George, a determined look on his face. Two officers came into her already open door and took in everyone in the room.  
 
      
 
    “I’ll take it that is the one that needs arresting?” one officer asked, an amused look on his face.  
 
      
 
    “It looks like ya’ll have got this situation pretty much handled,” the other one chuckled in a Texan accent.  They both came forward and put real cuffs on George, while Daniel explained what had happened.  
 
      
 
    After they put George in the car, they took Daniel and Barbara’s statements, writing everything down.  Then, they turned to Jason.   
 
      
 
    “I don’t see you as much of a threat anymore.  Are you going to leave these two alone now?” one of the policemen asked Jason. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, sir,” Jason said, looking embarrassed.  “I can still come down to the station with you if you need an official statement.”   
 
      
 
    He sounded honestly remorseful, which made Barbara want to let him off the hook, but she couldn’t bring herself to truly forgive him just yet. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t think that is necessary,” the officer replied. “That is,” he added, turning to Barbara.  “Unless you want to press charges?” 
 
      
 
    Barbara shook her head. “I just want him to leave.” 
 
      
 
    Jason gave a short nod and turned to walk out the door.  
 
      
 
    “Wait,” Barbara called out. “How did George find out about you?” 
 
      
 
    “He used a private detective.  I’m not exactly sure of how he did it.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara nodded, sighing with relief as Jason left. 
 
      
 
    “You give us a call if you need anything at all, all right ma’am?” The officer handed her a card with his contact information on it.  
 
      
 
    She nodded as exhaustion swept through her.  The officers left then, and Barbara locked up behind them.  
 
      
 
    Daniel looked over at her with concern. “Are you alright?” he asked as he took her hand. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I’ll be alright. I think I just need some sleep at this point.  You probably do, too.” She looked at the injuries on his face and could see the swelling was getting worse.  “Let me get you some herbs to help the swelling go down.  Do you have a headache?” 
 
      
 
    Daniel shook his head no, but she could see tension around his eyes.  She decided that even if he didn’t have a headache now, he would likely have one soon.  She made a tea to keep a headache away and gave him some oil to dab onto the swelling to help it go down.  
 
      
 
    “What a welcome you received,” Barbara said after they both drank a cup of the tea in silence.  “I wouldn’t blame you if you decided to return to your own time.” 
 
      
 
    Daniel grinned wryly.  “It seems to me that there are bad men in whatever time period a person might live in.” 
 
      
 
    “True,” Barbara agreed.  “I am thankful you showed up at just the right time.” 
 
      
 
    She took another sip of her tea and then set the cup aside.  She felt a hand cover her own and looked at Daniel.  
 
      
 
    Daniel leaned down and gently placed his lips on hers.  For one beautiful moment, everything was alright in her world.   
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 19 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The next morning, Barbara woke later than normal.  Memories of the day before flooded into her mind as she took a shower and got dressed.  She still shuddered every time she thought about George on top of Daniel, the sickening sounds of grunts and his fist hitting flesh.  
 
      
 
    She went down to the kitchen and saw her dinner from the night before uneaten on the table.  Her stomach turned, and she knew she wouldn’t be able to eat much for breakfast.  She dumped the food into the trash, then made some tea and toast anyway, figuring she should have at least something in her stomach.   
 
      
 
     While she sipped the tea and nibbled on the toast, Daniel entered.  His hair was disheveled and he wore a pair of pajamas Keegan must have given him.  She raised her eyebrows in surprise.  She hadn’t ever seen him unless his hair was combed, and he was dressed-- not even when he was watching over Laura.  
 
      
 
    His eyes met hers, questions clear in his eyes. “Did you sleep all right?” he asked her with concern. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I slept well enough.” It had taken her a couple of hours to get to sleep, but once she was asleep, she didn’t move or dream all night. “Did you sleep well?” 
 
      
 
    “I can’t say I did.” He paused, deep in thought.  “I feel it is my duty as a gentleman to make sure you are in a safe situation.  Please, will you explain to me who those men were last night?” 
 
      
 
    Softly, and with choppy words, Barbara told Daniel everything; about her teenage crush on Jason, the prom night and its results, the shame her parents put her through, and giving birth to Megan in a strange city all by herself.  She briefly described the years she raised Megan on her own.  She told him about George and the stalking he had been doing for the past six months.  After she had told him everything, she felt an immense relief.  How nice it was to have someone in her life who knew everything but loved her anyway.  While she talked, she watched his face carefully, but she didn’t see any disgust or revulsion.  All she saw was acceptance and love, although she did see some anger for what she had gone through, but that was understandable.  
 
      
 
    After she was finished, he sat for a moment in silence. He finally shook his head. “Any other angry men in your life I should know about?” he asked with a smile trying to break the tension. 
 
      
 
    Barbara chuckled. “No, that’s it.” 
 
      
 
    He took another minute to think, staring at her the entire time. “You are an incredible woman; did you know that?” 
 
      
 
    Barbara blushed and looked down. “You wouldn’t say that if you had seen me actually go through all of this.”  She thought of her flashbacks, and how she still let something that happened over twenty years ago affect her every day.  Other people would have learned to handle those memories by now.   
 
         
 
    Daniel hooked a finger under her chin. “You are an incredible woman. You have been so strong all by yourself for all of these years. Now it is time for someone to be strong alongside you.” He paused and leaned closer. “I would like to be that someone.” The question was clear in his eyes.  
 
      
 
    Barbara almost couldn’t comprehend what he was saying. He had heard all of her dirty secrets about the past, and he still wanted to be with her?  She finally smiled and leaned forward to meet his lips with a happy passion that consumed her.  
 
         
 
    He cupped her cheek, kissing her for a short yet powerful moment, then pulled away. “I know things are different in your time, but I was taught to treat a woman with respect.  I never expected to kiss a woman before marriage.”  He looked at her lovingly and stroked her cheek as he talked. “If things are to continue as they are, I would like to ensure we do things the right way.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara’s heart picked up its pace as she understood where this conversation was headed. She thought she would be nervous, but instead, excitement coursed through her.  
 
      
 
    “Barbara, would you do me the honor of becoming my wife?” Daniel asked. 
 
     
 
    A smile spread across her face. “Yes, I will!”  
 
      
 
    She kissed him again and had to remind herself to keep the kiss brief. She had never thought she would ever want to be married or even have a serious relationship. Now here she was, happier than she had ever been and engaged to a man who she hardly believed she deserved.  
 
      
 
    Daniel laughed, and stood up, pulling her with him so he could spin her around in a circle. Barbara laughed with him, wondering how it was possible for her to feel so young and happy. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Barbara gripped the wheel of her car tighter as she started to recognize the neighborhood they were driving through.  She hadn’t been back to this neighborhood since she left when she was eighteen.  Nerves coursed through her, and only Daniel next to her kept her from turning the car around.  
 
      
 
    He had encouraged her to get back in contact with her parents.  She had been unsure at first, but he insisted that she would never feel peace in her life until she reconciled her past.  She had to admit that he was right, even if she was nervous about her parents’ reaction to seeing her again.  She called her old phone number and was surprised to find out it was still in service.  Their housekeeper had answered and after explaining to Barbara that neither of her parents were home, she left a message that she would be coming to visit.  She gave the housekeeper the date and time she would be there.  When she hung up, she was glad she wasn’t able to talk to them.  It would be much better to talk to them face to face and it also gave her more time to decide what she wanted to say. 
 
      
 
    So much had changed in the past week.  After she had agreed to marry Daniel, Jason had come back to the house.  Daniel had immediately thought he was back to demand to see Megan again.  Instead, Jason had explained how he’d had anger problems ever since he was a teenager.  He admitted that he had realized just how bad his anger had gotten when he saw how horrible the situation with George had become.  He told Barbara that he was going to get help, and when he had learned how to manage his anger better, he would like to get to know Megan.  Barbara told him that she would let Megan make that decision.  He seemed to respect that and left without any arguments.  
 
         
 
    Daniel had expressed his interest in traveling around the world to experience new things and help anyone less fortunate than they were.  Barbara agreed it would be a wonderful thing to do, and they were working out a plan to make money while they traveled.  She knew from her previous conversation with Laura, that he wrote well, so she was thinking about starting a travel blog, and maybe taking some photography lessons before they left.  Daniel also was showing interest in photography and Barbara was excited to for their future.    
 
      
 
    And now she was in her old neighborhood, about to see her parents again for the first time in over twenty years.  
 
      
 
    She saw her parents’ house down the block and had to pull over to a stop for a moment.  
 
      
 
     “Barbara?” Daniel questioned. 
 
      
 
    “I just need a minute to prepare,” she said, even though she’d had a full week to prepare after calling to make this appointment.  She almost wished she had just talked to them over the phone. That way, she could just hang up if everything wasn’t going the way she wanted it to. The way she hoped it would.  
 
      
 
    Daniel waited patiently and took her hand encouragingly.  She closed her eyes and took several long, deep breaths.  
 
      
 
    “Okay, let’s do this,” she said, and pulled back out onto the street. She steered the car into the driveway and pulled the key out of the ignition with a shaking hand.  
 
      
 
    They both got out of the car, and Daniel quickly walked around to grab her hand again as they walked up to the house.  
 
      
 
    “Everything will be all right,” Daniel encouraged her.  
 
      
 
    She locked eyes with him as she rang the doorbell. “I hope you’re right.” 
 
      
 
    She was expecting a maid or housekeeper to open the door, but instead was startled by her father, looking hopeful.  
 
      
 
    “Lucy?” he asked, and she could tell by the way he said her name that he was happy that she was coming.  
 
      
 
    She decided to skip the lengthy explanation she had prepared and memorized.  “Hi, Dad.” 
 
      
 
    His eyes filled with tears, and he stepped forward to hug her tightly.  Barbara hugged him back, a confusing amount of emotions swelling through her.  She had missed her parents a lot, even if they hadn’t been willing to support her and Megan in the beginning.     
 
      
 
    When she finally pulled away from her father, her mother was there, waiting for her.  They hugged as well, and neither of them could hold back their tears.  Her mother rocked her back and forth.  
 
      
 
    “I’m so sorry, honey. I’m so sorry.”  She repeated the words over and over softly in Barbara’s ear.  
 
      
 
    After a few minutes, Barbara pulled back, and wiped her tears. She cleared her throat and gestured to Daniel, who was watching everyone happily. “This is Daniel Gouldsmith, my fiancé.  Daniel, these are my parents, Patricia and Donald.” 
 
      
 
    They both looked surprised, but happily greeted him.  “Please call us Pat and Don.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, please come inside.  We have so much to talk about,” her mom said as she ushered them both into the front sitting room of the house.  Iced tea and finger foods waited for them on a coffee table.  
 
      
 
    Barbara sat, taking a glass of tea, but not ready for food quite yet.  “I guess you are both probably wondering what happened to me after I left.” 
 
      
 
    Her father looked around uncomfortably. “After you ran away, we hired a private investigator to help find you.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara was surprised, and anger flared in her again.  They had known where she was this entire time? 
 
      
 
    “At first, we were going to bring you home, but by the time we had tracked you down, we started to understand your need for independence.  We figured you would come to us when you were ready.”  He smiled a little.  “We didn’t expect it to take quite this long.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara nodded and tried to calm herself down.  They had respected her wishes; they had been making an effort to let her be who she wanted this entire time.  
 
      
 
    “We haven’t been able to help checking in on you from time to time, just to make sure your life was stable enough, but we did what we could to leave you and your daughter alone.”  
 
      
 
    At that sentence, her mother started glancing at the window, as if hoping she could meet Megan, too.  Barbara spoke up.  “Megan is still in Denver.  I…I wasn’t sure how this meeting would go.” 
 
      
 
    Confusion crossed her mother’s face. “How did you expect it to go?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I ran away after ignoring your plan for my future.  I truly thought you might never want to see me again. You were so angry about my pregnancy.  I didn’t know if you could accept Megan as your granddaughter, especially because of how she came to be.” 
 
      
 
    Her mother nodded in understanding, her face showing her anguish and remorse. “We were mad at first, but I cannot describe how much I regret ever creating that plan for you.  It was not my decision to make, and I should have been much more understanding of everything you were going through.” 
 
      
 
    “We deeply regret not believing you about Jason.  Especially when rumors started about stories of another girl who claimed he also raped her,” her father added.  
 
      
 
    Barbara’s eyes filled with tears, and Daniel wrapped his arm around her. Everything she had hoped to hear from her parents was everything they were saying to her. She couldn’t imagine how things could have turned out any better.  They talked and caught each other up on their lives.  They hadn’t known Megan had just gotten married, and her mother cried at the knowledge.  A pang of guilt went through her, knowing that her parents had missed everything about their own granddaughter growing up. 
 
      
 
    Hours passed, and then she felt it was about time they leave.  She set down her glass and grabbed Daniel’s hand for what felt like the hundredth time since they had sat down.  
 
      
 
    She was about to suggest they leave when her father spoke up. “There is one more thing I wanted to tell you.  On the day you were born, we started an account in your name.  Up until your graduation, we added money to that account, and since then, we have invested it.  I would like to give that account to you, and let you make the decisions you would like with that money.”  
 
      
 
    Barbara shook her head.  “I don’t want any money.  That has never been important to me.” 
 
      
 
    Her mother smiled.  “We know that, sweetheart.  But the account is already in your name.  The money is already yours; there is nothing that would make us ever touch that money and spend it for ourselves.  It was meant to be yours since the day you were born.”  
 
      
 
    Her father slid over an envelope with the account information, and she hesitated, but curiosity overtook her and she picked it up.  She didn’t want to spend the money, her stubborn side insisting that she hadn’t earned it.  However, she could see that her parents weren’t going to let her leave the information there.  She would take it with her and decide what she should do with it later.   
 
      
 
    “Thank you,” she said, uncomfortable with the situation as she picked up the envelope and tucked it into her bag.  
 
      
 
    Her mother seemed to sense that she was ready to leave, and she stood. “Please, will you come back to visit us? Or at least call every now and then?” 
 
      
 
    Barbara smiled. This was one thing she did know the answer to. “Yes. And I will talk to Megan and ask if she would like to come meet you two.” 
 
      
 
    Her mother’s smile spread even wider, and her eyes filled again. “I would enjoy that very much.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara couldn’t help the tears that filled her eyes as well. “So would I.” 
 
      
 
    She left with Daniel, knowing without a doubt that he was the reason her life had turned itself around so perfectly.  She was engaged to be married, had the potential to have a real relationship with her parents again, and they had plans to travel the world and do what they could to make a difference.  A thought hit her. The bank account could be used for travel expenses, or to start a charity for a third world country.  She could use this money to help others, just the way Daniel had been able to help her.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 20 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    In the end, Barbara and Daniel spent two days with her family before returning to Denver.  This was another time where she was glad she had hired Mary Anne so she didn’t need to worry about opening the shop.  There were times when being with her parents was stressful for Barbara, but for the most part, she had enjoyed being with them.  Before they left, her parents made arrangements to come to Denver in order to meet Megan, just as soon as Barbara was able to tell her daughter about her grandparents. 
 
      
 
    Once they returned to Denver, life returned pretty much to normal.  Megan and Keegan returned from their honeymoon and were running the shop by themselves most of the time, although Barbara did show up every now and then to help.  She spent most of her time with Daniel and was able to get to know him better.  The more time she spent with him, the more she fell in love with him.   
 
      
 
    When she had the chance to tell Megan that her father had shown up and George Manning had ended up getting arrested, her daughter was horrified.  When she added the story about going to Texas to meet with her parents, Megan threw her hands up in the air. 
 
      
 
    “I get married and go away for ten days, and look what happens?” she said, half seriously and half-teasing.  “Did you make some more time travel trips while we were gone as well?” 
 
      
 
    Barbara grinned at her daughter.  “No. I thought there was enough happening.  We couldn’t fit in a trip back in time.” 
 
      
 
    Megan chuckled, but then looked at Barbara.  “I’m not sure I ever want to meet… Jason, Mom.” 
 
      
 
    Barbara was relieved at Megan’s words.  She’d figure out how to accept it if Megan decided she wanted her father in her life, but she was glad she didn’t need to.   
 
      
 
    “That’s just fine, sweetheart,” Barbara told her.  “Just know that you can ask me anything you want about him and that time in my life.” 
 
      
 
    “I also want to wait for awhile before meeting your parents.  I do want to meet them someday, just not right now.  I want to get used to my new life with Keegan.  I want to focus on him right now.”  Megan looked at Barbara as if she was pleading for understanding. 
 
      
 
    “That is also fine.  I will contact them and let them know of your decision.  Again, you just let me know when you are ready.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m excited that you have found Daniel,” Megan went on.  “Maybe I can meet your parents at your wedding.” 
 
      
 
    “We haven’t set a date yet,” Barbara reminded her daughter.  “It could be awhile.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s fine.  So much has happened in my life, so many changes.” 
 
      
 
    Later, as Barbara thought about her conversation with Megan, she realized that her daughter was right.  Megan had gone through many changes over the last six months.  Not only had she traveled back in time to 1902: she had met Keegan, become engaged, helped her move the store to a new location and gotten it set up and running, along with planning a wedding.  Then Barbara had disappeared.  Now, when Megan returned from her honeymoon, she’d found out that her father wanted to meet her and her grandparents as well, and that Barbara was engaged.  That had to be a lot to deal with and she totally understood where her daughter was coming from.  
 
      
 
    She could tell that even though Daniel also had many adjustments to make as he learned to live in 2016, he easily accepted her world.  He loved trying new things.  They spent many days driving around Denver and some of the nearby areas.  He even asked her to give him driving lessons.   
 
      
 
    One night after a fun day hiking in the mountains, Daniel took her hand and led her outside to the gazebo.  Once they were seated on one of the benches, he pulled the locket out of his pocket. 
 
      
 
    “I was wondering what happened to the locket,” she commented as she reached out for it, but he closed his hand over it. 
 
      
 
    “I want to explain something to you,” Daniel said.  “When I took Laura back to my time, I was able to study this locket.  It actually looks just like a locket my mother used to own.  She gave it to Laura.  When I showed it to Laura, she thought the same.  But when I asked her to look for Mother’s locket, she had it in her jewelry box.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s weird. So, there are two of them?” 
 
      
 
    “Where did you find this locket?” Daniel asked. 
 
      
 
    “It was wrapped up in a handkerchief hidden in a trunk in the attic.  I assumed it was Victoria’s.” 
 
      
 
    “She is the one who first owned this home?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes.  It was built around 1865.  When she died, she deeded the house to Keegan.”  Daniel was aware of Keegan’s story of being born in the late 1800s and traveling through a portal on his family’s ranch to the future. 
 
      
 
    “There has to be a connection between all of this.” 
 
      
 
    “I wonder if there is some type of magic in the house in general.  It just doesn’t seem a coincidence that so many ways to time travel have happened in connection to this house,” Barbara offered.  
 
      
 
    “You may be right,” Daniel agreed.  He opened the locket and then gave it to her.  “There was a man who attended the ball we went to.  He made some small paintings and delivered them to Edward, hoping we’d commission him to paint some larger portraits.  That painting looked exactly like this one.” 
 
      
 
    “So that’s where the painting came from.  I wondered how we were able to have a painting of the two of us.” 
 
      
 
    “So this was meant to be, somehow,” he finally commented with a grin.  Setting her phone down next to him, he gathered her into his arms.  “In my time when a man asks a woman to marry him, they are usually engaged for at least a year.  I am discovering that I don’t want to wait that long.”   
 
      
 
    Barbara grinned up at him.  “Neither do I.” 
 
      
 
    “I have no idea how long it will take to plan a wedding in this time.  How long do you need?” 
 
      
 
    “Very little time at all.  Sure, there are some people who want large weddings. They will rent a reception hall and plan a large and elaborate wedding, but I don’t care about any of that.  I would be perfectly happy to have a small wedding with just Megan and Keegan with us.” 
 
      
 
    “And your parents?” 
 
      
 
    “Megan isn’t ready to meet them yet.  I am fine with just us.” 
 
      
 
    Daniel said nothing while he held her like she was something precious to him.  She felt so right against his chest, just like she belonged there.  She realized she had loved him since she first saw his image in the locket.  He was the only one she wanted to be with.  The power between them, between their times, between their hearts, and bounded them together.   
 
      
 
    After they shared the most romantic kiss of her life, Daniel pulled away and turned over the locket which she was still holding in her hand.   
 
      
 
    “I asked Keegan to help me find someone who could add something to the locket.” 
 
      
 
    She could see that some writing had been added to the back of the locket. 
 
      
 
    For my love, throughout all time. 
 
    1816 and 2016 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Daniel,” Barbara said as tears came to her eyes.  She buried her face into his chest.  “I think my life started when I found that locket.  We were meant to be together.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve decided something.  I’ve been pondering quite a bit about time travel.  I believe whatever time we live in is the present.  There is only now, because that is where we are.  Man has constructed time and its impact is only in the present.  I was born in 1771.  You were born in…”  He looked at her questioningly. 
 
      
 
    “1975,” she answered, wondering where his thoughts were going. 
 
      
 
    “Up until now, my present was in 1816 and yours was here, in 2016.  Now this time is our one and our only.  Love has brought us together through time.” 
 
      
 
    “I love how you have explained it,” Barbara told him as she took his hand.  “Come.  We have a wedding to plan.” 
 
      
 
    “We have a life to plan, together,” Daniel said with another gentle kiss.   
 
      
 
    Love flowed between them both, from him to her, from her to him.  From his time to hers.  From first to last.  Forever. 
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