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London March 1858. Kathryn was looking forward to watching a solar eclipse in the Thames from London Bridge, along with Thomas, her betrothed. As the eclipse began, the throng of people on the bridge pushed her forward, separating her from Thomas, and destiny transported her away to Lake Havasu, Arizona, May 1994. 

Would she return to her former life in England with Thomas? If so, how would that happen? Through twists and turns, this fast paced fantasy blends emotion and metaphysics to deliver an intriguing tale. 
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The pizza restaurant near Todd’s house was hopping. Servers dashing this way and that carrying pizzas to hungry customers. It was a good thing Beth had called ahead and reserved a table for them. There was a line at least twenty feet long outside waiting to get in. 

Todd stood back, his stomach growling, and watched for a moment after they were directed toward the al fresco dining area. He still seemed to be in his book world.

Beth elbowed him to get his attention. “You were saying...”

“Ah yes.” He drew himself back to the present. “I was just finishing up the last sentence when I heard a pop. I searched the office looking at the book shelves, the window, and the odd items sitting on my desk. I couldn’t figure out what it was—until my eyes dropped to where the moonstone was sitting. It was gone. That’s when you came in and I told you to call your friend.”

Beth reached over and grasped his hand. “I called her as soon as I left you. She said she and Mere were having tea and when she looked up Mere was gone. Just—gone.” 

Michael was trembling. “Is that how it will be when you do my story?”

Todd looked up at his new friend, a character from his last book. “Perhaps, but you don’t need to worry. I won’t put you in any danger.”

Amber was watching Todd closely. “Do you know where she went?”

“I would guess someplace where they were having an eclipse. That’s what I was writing about when I heard the pop.”

Just then their server delivered the pizza they’d ordered and everyone dug in like a bunch of hungry dogs fighting over a bone. 

A strange look came over Todd’s features. “I was doing an historical book about London in the nineteenth century. Guess I’ll need to do some more research before continuing.” His gaze wandered around the room before his hunger got the best of him and he turned back to the pizza.
	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]



[image: image]


1

Thomas’s coach clopped up Brook Street, around Regents Quadrant. Then on through Fleet and Cannon Streets before finally reaching the object of their trip. “Oh, Thomas, it’s beautiful isn’t it? Just look. I love viewing at this place every time we pass by.” After they exited the coach, Kathryn paused a moment to take in the great grey stone structure that was now an icon of the city. Then she pulled Thomas through the excited crowds toward the center of the London Bridge.

Her lavender silk gown with elbow ruffles swished and swayed when they walked through the throngs of people. It was fuller than those of the servants that surrounded them, especially with the domed hoop she wore and the half dozen petticoats required. She tried to pull her skirts as close to herself as she could.

Thomas held her arm and directed her through the crowds of peasants jammed onto the bridge.

The odor of the peasants mixed into a stench of the Thames caused her pert nose to wrinkle in disgust. Thomas held his handkerchief to cover his nose with one hand and tried to hold Kathryn with the other. But she pushed on ahead of him and Thomas rushed to catch up.

He failed in his attempt to contain her excitement. When he caught up to her, he pulled her close to his side with his free arm. "You mustn't dash through the throngs of people like that. You never know if you’ll run into a hooligan who would take you away from me.”

She ignored him and turned her head toward the still sun lit sky.

“Don’t look at the eclipse directly, my dear, you will hurt your lovely eyes."

“Oh, Thomas, I know that already. You explained it before we left Browning Hall. I am just thrilled to be here.”

Excitement arose from crowds of peasants pushing and shoving up against the granite railing. The laborers had never seen anything like this in their lives and most wouldn’t live to see another.

Kathryn allowed the crowds to propel her forward to the railing so she could look at the reflection of the solar eclipse in the murky water of the Thames. "I told you the view would be better from here. I can’t believe you wanted to watch it from the veranda.” She smiled up into the turquoise eyes of her betrothed.

Thomas sighed and but kept his arm around Kathryn to protect her. “Yes, you told me, and I believed you.” He was only slightly winded from fighting the crowds to keep her safe. They were nearly to the South side of the bridge by now. The ring of fire around the darkened center of the sun allowed a hint of light to escape—else they would have been enveloped in darkness.

Kathryn moved away from his arm, but grasped his hand and squeezed it before letting it drop. “I love the light behind the darkness. It’s there, you can see it, but you can’t reach it. So exciting and wonderful.” She looked back at Thomas. “I read it only stays in eclipse for a few moments.”

“Yes, you’re correct. It does.” He straightened his silk waistcoat and brocade jacket then lifted his arm to reach for her shoulder again, but found she'd moved farther away. He elbowed his way through the crowds trying to catch her and abandoned his handkerchief in the process. “Damn. You’re so excited you can’t even stay still for a moment. Even for a single kiss under a once in a lifetime eclipse.”

She ignored his allusion that she might let him kiss her. "Look, there's Marian. I must show her the ring you gave me." Kathryn waved her left arm high in the air and her friend waved back. Her left hand felt warm and tingly as she brought it back to her chest. She tried again to inch closer to Marian through the crowds on the bridge, but the crush wouldn’t let her.

“Oh no, it’s starting to shift.” The darkness exploded with blazing light as the moon slid farther along its path.” Kathryn turned and felt herself falling into a swirling mass of color so bright she had to close her eyes.

Then everything suddenly stopped.

Kathryn grasped the bridge rail to steady herself and turned back toward her betrothed, but Thomas wasn’t there. No one was. She looked over the rail to find the full light of the sun shining on the water. “Thomas? Thomas? Where did you go? You weren’t angry with me were you? Come on stop hiding. Let’s go home. Thomas?”

* * *
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She suddenly became aware of how quiet it had become. She could no longer hear the shouts of the crowds. She glanced around but there were only a few others on the bridge now. None of whom she recognized.

She was beginning to get frightened. A lady alone on London Bridge, even at midday, is dangerous. This isn’t right and it’s deucedly difficult. Looking at her surroundings she saw the sights of London were different—now that she’d stopped focusing on her lost betrothed and started to concentrate on herself. The distinct odor of the Thames was gone as well.

She jumped as something swooshed past, almost knocking her to the ground. “Oh my.” Moving backward toward the edge of the bridge again, she leaned against it, then turned around to look over into the water again.

“Are you all right? You’re not going to do anything stupid I hope.”

Startled, she turned, but it wasn’t Thomas. She looked up and took a step backwards but could go no farther as the granite rail stopped her movement. A tall man stood close to her, reaching out. His sandy hair was cut unfashionably short and he wore no wig. His clothes were even stranger yet. She couldn’t even begin to define them. I must be hallucinating or dreaming. Her gaze ran from head to toe, back again, then everything went black.

* * *
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“Tea and scones again.” The friend who’d taken Mére in was nice enough, but she couldn’t for the life of her remember who she was or why she was here. Then she wasn’t any more. Her clothing wasn’t the white robe and slippers she’d been wearing moments ago. She was dressed in a voluminous deep blue ball gown, not unlike some she seemed to remember wearing in the past. The sun glinted off seed beads across the bodice and she ran her hand across the skirts, feeling the lovely texture of the silk brocade.

Mére looked at her surroundings. She found herself standing on London Bridge, unaware of how she got there. It makes no difference. Now she was here watching an eclipse with all of London around her, not eating scones with that nice woman, whoever she was. She couldn’t quite remember her own name either. She’d just play along and see where life took her.

Moving forward slowly, she felt something thump against her leg. When she reached into the placket of her gown she pulled out a marvelous moonstone that glowed and warmed when she held it.

“Marian!”

Mére looked up when she heard a name called. A lady was waving at her and she waved back. Marian? Is that my name? It must be. This lady seems to know me. She started forward, but changed her mind at the last moment—turned around to leave the bridge clutching the moonstone tightly to her chest. She sensed the glowing stone would help her remember who she was.

Marian. She tried the name on her tongue. It felt good. She hadn't yet reached the cobblestone street when the earth shifted beneath her. When she turned around to see what had happened, there were few others on the bridge. She blinked in wonder.

Just herself and the lady who’d called to her were dressed as they were. The rest wore strange garments that she couldn’t describe. The lady turned a circle and looked lost. Abandoned. The others passing by stared. I'll have to think on this. She increased her pace, moving off the bridge toward a street. She proceeded toward collection of buildings that looked like London, but somehow she knew they were a sham.

Wandering around the village she watched the people on the beaches. Children playing with balls and laughing. Others were just stretched out on towels as if dead. Marian could tell they had been there a while by the color of their skin. Bright red on some, tan on others, none of them fashionably pale as she was. She patted her hair and moved on past the beach and around on the other cobble streets, but nothing looked familiar.

* * *
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When Kathryn recovered her senses, she found herself lying on a soft beige couch staring up at the ceiling of a semi-darkened room. There was a light on a desk, but it was turned low. She stared at it a moment, and it struck her as strange. A light but not a candle. I smell no candle wax.

The aroma of something that smelled good caused her mouth to water. It came from behind the door. She didn't rise. I'll stay here and rest. When I wake from this horrible dream everything will be over. I’ll be at Browning Hall and Thomas will be holding my hand.

With her eyes closed, she tried to go over in her head what had happened. She was at a complete loss—thinking so hard would give her a megrim. She remembered convincing Thomas to go to see the eclipse from the London Bridge. The long drive through London. Then they saw the eclipse, the moon shifted, she was here. A stranger accosted her and that was all she could remember. I shall account myself lucky nothing worse happened.

She was startled by loud, clanging noises from beyond the door. That must be an anti-chamber. She knew the smells assaulting her nose came from the other side. Pushing herself up on her elbows, she twisted around to sit on the edge of the couch.

Looking over the chamber, it seemed small when she compared it to her parents’ home. There were many books on the shelves, more than she’d ever seen in one place before. Even more than her father had in his study. A round spherical object sat on a stand in the corner by a desk. Rising slowly, she walked over toward the desk. Strange writing instruments were propped up in a rummer.

She lifted a piece of paper but almost dropped it, amazed at the weight of it. It was so thin and light. She could see her hand’s shadow through it. Turning her attention back to the sphere, she could see it was a map, pasted around the spherical object. She knew the planet was round—Columbus proved that over three hundred years ago—she’d just never seen it depicted so.

Turning back to face the room, she found her hooped gown to be more bulky than she’d ever noticed before. It seemed to knock into things in this small space. She held it close to her as best she could and walked over to look at the books. The words were familiar, but so many printed manuscripts in one place. This person must be wealthy beyond belief.

Kathryn started and backed into the shelves when the door squeaked open. “Oh good, you’re awake? I was just here in the kitchen.” The stranger motioned back over his shoulder. "I was fixing a bite to eat. You hungry?”

Kathryn was confused. Wealthy as he must be, he prepares his own meals? No servants or maids? She stood as straight as she could, nodded , and huffed. “I’m prepared to go home now.” She couldn’t believe the nerve of him even bringing her here. To this place, whatever it was.

He just stared at her. “Now?” A strange look crossed his features.

“Yes, you softheaded, thumbless, scaramouche.” Dumbfounded at his apparent stupidity, she huffed again for good measure.

“I’m not sure I can take you home, lady. I don’t know where you live. I just picked you up and brought you here because you passed out on the bridge.”

“Then return me there, anon, and don’t dawdle.”

He shook his head and left the room but returned immediately. “Whatever you say. I’ll take you back where I found you.”

Kathryn held her head high and walked past him into the next room. The one that held the delicious aroma. No matter. She wanted to go home. She hardly paid attention to the gleaming white machines that sat around the room or the scuffed wooden table in the center. When he opened the door on the other side of the chamber, he allowed her to walk out first.

She gasped. “This isn’t London. God’s Blood! Where am I? How in damnation did I get here?” Wherever here is.

He scratched his head, then ran his hand through his hair. “This is Lake Havasu City.”

How in perdition did I get here to this—Lake Havasu City?

“This way.” He directed her down the steps and out to the roadway. Horseless coaches dashed back and forth in front of her. Now what am I going to do?

* * *
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Walking on a hard grey side path along side of McCulloch Boulevard she looked at this person who’d taken her to his manor. He was a tall well-muscled man, with sandy hair—too short for a tail. He had a nice smile and his personality was friendly.

“What is your Christian name, sir?”

“My name is Jonstan, but my friends call me Jonstan.”

“My name is Kathryn.” She continued to look around, wondering about this strange place where she found herself. They walked past food establishments as well as shops that catered to many varieties of craft.

“Kathryn.” He said the name and decided it fit.

Kathryn looked up at him. “I’ll count myself among that group of friends. Ah, here we are. I'll be returning home now. My betrothed awaits me. He must be just on the other side of the bridge. I deeply regret the names I called you. I was angry and overset.”

Jonstan looked across the bridge, but couldn’t see across the entire span. There was no one here to meet her. If her betrothed was on the other side, Jonstan couldn’t tell. His gaze returned to her.

Kathryn took his hands in hers. “I’ll be fine now, Jonstan. You can return to your manor without worry. Thank you again.” She released his hands, but he just stood there staring at her. Finally, he shook his head then turned on his heel to walk back the way he came. 

He’s a strange one. Turning, she looked toward the English village on the other side of the bridge. So much like home, but not really. She crossed the bridge, but it was a long walk and she became weary. Nothing was in the right place. She began to make her way through the area, but quickly decided she was quite thoroughly lost.

These buildings are false, made up to look like London, but it’s not home. She reached out to touch the side of one. Cold granite—there’s no feeling here. The walls and buildings of home have a sense of feeling to them. A warmth from the years of strife led by the people throughout the ages. These are cold, lifeless pieces of stone. She put her fingertips on another, then another. Nothing. Where am I? A voice in her head repeated Jonstan's words: This is Lake Havasu City. I wonder where this Lake Havasu City is located? I don’t remember hearing of it before.

There were no familiar smells or people. London, as wonderful as it is, has its own distinctive odor. I can’t smell or feel anything here. Just heat. She took a deep breath. No stray animals wandering the streets in search of food. No noise of men brawling after having a snort too many at Whites. What happened? Where am I?

Her gaze lit on a bench. She walked over to sit. I’m so tired. I’ll just rest a bit here, then move on. Perhaps I can locate the local inn if I walk down this road. Closing her eyes, she could imagine Thomas searching frantically for her. When she opened her eyes nothing had changed. She still sat on the bench in the middle of who knows where.
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Marian wandered around the strange buildings until she found an inn to sleep for the night. It was a nice place. Huge, but very odd. Magickal in some ways. Now where did that thought come from? She followed some people into the main door and up a set of stairs. There was a young lad walking down the hall whistling. She motioned and watched as he got closer. Very young, but he could be useful.

"I've lost my way. I don't remember which is my room. Would you assist me?"

He looked at her odd clothing. He must have decided to help her. He nodded. "Of course. Follow me. The rest of your group has a room up on the fourth floor. That’s where we always book rooms for the Ren-Fest visitors. Many of them come into town early for vacation.”

He led her into a box that moved and Marian held on tightly. Once the box stopped moving, she followed him down the hall and entered the room he opened for her. "The rest of them must be out for dinner. Make yourself comfortable. Too bad you got lost. Do you need me to send up some food? They'll be back soon."

Marian turned to face him. “No, I’m not hungry at present.”

The lad nodded, closed the door and left her alone.

Walking around the room she thought it was unusual, but nice in a way. A couple of pallets with flowered coverlets and some empty cots along one wall. A peculiar cupboard held more of the strange clothing she'd seen worn by people on the bridge and the streets, as well as regular clothing such as hers.

She sat in the chair, realizing she was tired. She fell asleep and was startled awake by a noise on the other side of the door. She sat up and watched as other people crowded into the room.

* * *
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Rising from the bench, Kathryn fluffed her skirts and began to make her way down the roadway that was called London Bridge Road. A fitting name. It had become darker as she sat and street lights blinked on. Amazing, no lamp lighters.

In her mind she decided she’d pretend she was on a holiday, so she wouldn’t feel so lost and alone. Enjoy the sights so she could tell Thomas everything when she got back to him. Whenever that would be.

Ahead on the roadside was a huge castle, and outside there was a sign. It was shining brightly and she could make out the words Holiday Inn. Lit probably by the fairies. That must be where I’m supposed to stay. My feet hurt and I could sleep a fortnight.

Drawing closer she could see it wasn't a castle at all. There were no guards at the entrance. She walked up to it, but jumped back quickly when the door opened on its own, as if by magick. The entire door looked like it was made of glass. But how is that possible? She studied it a moment then cautiously entered.

The chamber was massive. Stone floors polished to a sheen, dark wood accents led into various alcoves, voices and laughter came from one such dark alcove on the far side of the chamber.

"May I help you?"

Startled, she turned to see a man standing behind a long dark desk. She stared back at him.

He smiled at her. "May I help you? Did you need a room? The Ren-Fest isn't for another few weeks." He was staring at her clothes.

Unable to stop him from ogling her, she walked closer. "Yes, I think I do desire accommodations for the night. I only have a few coins to pay you with, though." She reached into her placket and drew out a hankie she had kept her coins tied into. Placing it on top of the desk she began to work the knot out and eventually it gave. "Here. I hope this will suffice."

He gasped. "This—this is more than enough but I—I can't accept these. You can stay for the night and in the morning I'll have someone direct you to a place where you can exchange your currency. You can return to pay later. Here, sign in please." He handed her a writing stick, then dropped his hand on a bell that rang so loud Kathryn started.

The man behind the desk looked up as a young man appeared in response to the bell. "Please take...." He looked down at the name she wrote on the register. "Miss Herbert to room 346, if you would." He handed the young man a flat piece of something shiny. The boy waited until Kathryn was turned toward him.

She followed him to a set of doors. Then he pushed a button on the wall, and the doors whooshed open. He stepped inside the box that appeared and waited for her to follow, but Kathryn wasn't sure she wanted to get into that box. Does he expect me to follow him?

"Come on, lady, my show's on and if you don't hurry I'll miss the best part."

Well, there's nothing to lose here anyway. It’s only a dream and I’ll wake up soon. She stepped inside and the doors whooshed shut behind her, nearly catching her gown between them. I don't know where or more exactly when I am, so I may as well go along. The box moved on its own accord and stopped so suddenly she had to grasp the railing.

When the doors opened, he held them for her, then motioned for her to follow him down a long hallway. He walked up to another door and put the shiny thing into a slot and a green light blinked. He pushed open the door and held it for her.

"The phone’s over there, bathroom is here. I'm sure you can find the light switches and the remote for the television. If you need anything else just call the front desk." He turned, dropping the shiny thing on a table before he walked out and the door closed behind him.

She was alone again. What in the world am I supposed to do now? I've never had a dream like this. It's so real. She walked across the room, then turned around to take in the whole room. Two pallets with a table in between and a flowered cloth over the top of them. A long desk-like cabinet took up the entire other side of the room. When she opened the doors on the cabinet there was a box inside with a glass front. She had no idea what that was for, and wasn't anxious to find out. She closed the doors quickly.

The pallets did look inviting, and quite soft when she sat on the edge of one. The colors, lights, and sound of this place all seemed to assault her senses. I should have eaten when Jonstan offered me food. She lay back and curled up on her side, but her hoop popped up. She stood again and untied it, then stepped out of it before reclining again. She would try to figure this out in the morning. Right now she needed to sleep. I’ll eat later. Maybe I’ll wake up from this dream.

* * *
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Feeling much more the thing, she opened her eyes and looked around the room again. I know I'm not in London any more, but what a strange place this is. How did I get here? It was finally dawning on her that this might not be a dream.

Rising, she noticed that some kind of drape covered one wall. She hadn't looked at it last night, but now was as good a time as any. She stood and walked over, but couldn't see how to get it to open. When she found the split in the center she pulled it apart and gasped at the sight before her. The sky was amazing. A blue so true she’d never seen the like before, and purple wisps of clouds graced the sky.

The horseless coaches filled the roadway. They all seemed to move on their own power. Odd indeed. As she turned around a small awkward object near the top of the pallet caught her attention. She walked over and sat.

Reaching out her hand she touched it. It was black and hard. Her hand ran across the top and a part of it fell off. There was a cord attached. Lifting it, she heard a voice. Kathryn quickly glanced around but she was still alone. She became aware that the voice came from the object she held in her hand. Lifting it to her ear, she could hear the voice repeating. "May I help you?"

"No." She nearly dropped the object on the table in her haste to get away. She was going to have to leave this place, but she needed a privy and soon. She retraced the steps the boy had taken last night and found another doorway close to the one he’d held open for her. When she pushed it, there was a privy and a bathtub. Turning, she was startled by the sight of herself in a gigantic looking glass. I look like a ragamuffin. This won’t do. She repined her hair taking care to get them set just right.

I will be needing a new gown. After completing her toilet, she returned to the large table and started to pick up the shiny thing the young man had left with her last night. Then she noticed her hoop on the floor. She stepped back into it, pulled it up and retied it. When she felt the petticoats fall right, she walked out of the room and down the hallway toward the traveling box.

She stood in front of it, but the doors didn't open. Then she remembered the boy had pushed something on the wall to call the box. When she pushed it she heard a ding. There were other people inside the box when it opened. She stepped inside. The others pushed back against the walls to allow her to enter. Does my gown really look that bad?

Their clothing was much like Jonstan’s had been yesterday. Pants cut above the knees showing white legs and no waist coat. Just a brightly colored material covered them from neck to waist. She was beginning to think she
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