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				PROLOGUE

				Well, it was all an accident, is what it was. I wasn’t trying to be published; I wasn’t even going to show it to anyone. I just wanted to write a book—any kind of book.

				Not actually any kind of book. Fiction. See, I’m a storyteller. I can’t take any particular credit for this—I was born that way. When my sister and I were very young and shared a bedroom, we stayed up far into the night, nearly every night, telling enormous, convoluted, continuing stories, with casts of thousands (like I said, I was born with this).

				Still, even though I knew I was a storyteller from an early age, I didn’t know quite what to do about it. Writing fiction is not a clearly marked career path, after all. It’s not like law, where you do go to school for X years, pass an exam, and bing! you can charge people two hundred dollars an hour to listen to your expert opinions (my sister’s a lawyer). Writers mostly make it up as they go along, and there is no guarantee that if you do certain things, you will get published. Still less is there any guarantee that you’ll make a living at it.

				Now, I come from a very conservative background (morally and financially, not politically). My parents would take my sister and me out for dinner now and then, and while waiting for the food to be served, would point out the oldest, most harried looking waitress in the place, saying sternly, “Be sure you get a good education, so you don’t have to do that when you’re fifty!”

				With this sort of nudging going on at home, it’s no wonder that I didn’t announce that I was moving to London to become a novelist right after high school. Instead, I got a B.S. in zoology, an M.S. in marine biology, a Ph.D. in ecology, and a nice job as a research professor at a large university, complete with fringe benefits, pension plans, etc. The only trouble was that I still wanted to write novels.

				Now, I have had rather a varied scientific career, featuring such highlights as the postdoctoral appointment where I was paid to butcher seabirds (I can reduce a full-grown gannet to its component parts in only three hours. Oddly enough, I have yet to find another job requiring this skill), or the job where I tortured boxfish and got interrogated by the FBI (they didn’t care about the civil rights of the boxfish; it was the Russian exchange scientist grinding up clams in my laboratory they were after). At the time when my desire to write novels resurfaced, though, I was working at Arizona State University, writing Fortran programs to analyze the contents of bird gizzards.

				This was really an accident; I was supposed to be developing a research program dealing with nesting behavior in colonially breeding birds. However, I was the only person in my research center who had (and I quote the director) “a background in computers.” At the time, said “background” amounted to one Fortran class, which I had taken in the College of Business in order to keep my husband company. However, as the director logically pointed out, this was 100 percent more computer knowledge than anyone else in the place had. I was therefore drafted to help with the analysis of ten years’ worth of avian dietary data, using punch cards, coding sheets, and the university’s mainframe computer. (In other words, this was long before the term “Internet” became a household word.)

				At the conclusion of eighteen months of labor—which resulted in a gigantic eight-hundred-page coauthored monograph on the dietary habits of the birds of the Colorado River Valley—I said to myself, You know, there are probably only five other people in the entire world who care about bird gizzards. Still, if they knew about these programs I’ve written, it would save each one of those five people eighteen months of effort. That’s about seven and a half years of wasted work. Why is there no way for me to find those five people and share these programs with them?

				The net result of this rhetorical question was a scholarly journal called Science Software, which I founded, edited, and wrote most of for several years.1 A secondary result was that when my husband quit his job to start his own business and we needed more money, I was in a position to seek freelance writing work with the computer press.
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				I sent a query letter to the editors of Byte, InfoWorld, PC, and several other large computer magazines, enclosing both a recent copy of Science Software and a copy of a Walt Disney comic book I had written.2 The query said roughly, “As you can see from the enclosed, you’ll never find anyone better qualified to review scientific and technical software—and at the same time, capable of appealing to a wide popular audience.”

				By good fortune, the microcomputer revolution had just bloomed, to the point where there actually was a fair amount of scientific and technical software on the market. And as one of perhaps a dozen “experts” in the newly invented field of scientific computation (it’s really pretty easy to be an expert, when there are only twelve people in the world who do what you do), I got immediate assignments. It was in the course of one of these that a software vendor sent me a trial membership to CompuServe, for the purpose of mentioning a support forum that the vendor maintained for the software I was reviewing.

				I spent half an hour checking out the software support forum, and then—finding myself with several hours of free connect time in hand—set out to see what else might be available in this fascinating new online world. This being the mid-1980s, there was not nearly so much online as there is today (there was no World Wide Web; only the subscription services, such as CompuServe, GEnie, and Prodigy. America Online didn’t even exist yet). Still, among the resources available then (on CompuServe) was a group called the Literary Forum.
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				This was a fascinating group of individuals who all liked books. That was the only common denominator; the group included people of every conceivable background and profession—among them, a few published writers, a good many aspiring writers, and a great many nonwriters who simply liked to discuss books and writing. Finding this congenial gathering to be the ideal social life for a busy person with small children—something like a twenty-four-hour electronic cocktail party—I promptly signed up with CompuServe, and began logging on to the Literary Forum several times a day, to read and exchange posted messages with the kindred spirits there.

				At this point in my life, I had a full-time job with the university, I was writing part-time for the computer press, and I had three children, ages six, four, and two. I’m not sure quite why I thought this was the ideal time to begin writing my long-intended novel—mania induced by sleep deprivation, perhaps—but I did.

				I didn’t intend to show this putative novel to anyone. It wasn’t for publication; it was for practice. I had come to the conclusion—based on experience—that the only real way of learning to write a novel was probably to write a novel. That’s how I learned to write scientific articles, comic books, and software reviews, after all. Why should a novel be different?

				If I didn’t mean to show it to anyone, it wouldn’t matter whether what I wrote was bad or not, so I needn’t feel self-conscious in the process of writing it; I could just concentrate on the writing. And, if it was just for practice, I needn’t worry too much about what kind of novel it was. I made only two rules for myself: One, I would not give up, no matter how bad I thought it was, until I had finished the complete book, and two, I would do my level best in the writing, at all times.
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				So…what kind of novel should this be? Well, I read everything, and lots of it, but perhaps more mysteries than anything else. Fine, I thought, I’d write a mystery.

				But then I began to think. Mysteries have plots. I wasn’t sure I knew how to do plots. Perhaps I should try something easier for my practice book, then write a mystery when I felt ready for a real book.

				Fine. What was the easiest possible kind of book for me to write, for practice? (I didn’t see any point in making things difficult for myself.)

				After considerable thought, it seemed to me that perhaps a historical novel would be the easiest thing to try. I was a research professor, after all; I had a huge university library available, and I knew how to use it. I thought it seemed a little easier to look things up than to make them up—and if I turned out to have no imagination, I could steal things from the historical record.3

				Okay. Fine. Where to set this historical novel? I have no formal background in history; one time or place would do as well as another.

				Enter another accident. I rarely watch TV, but at the time I was in the habit of viewing weekly PBS reruns of Doctor Who (a British science-fiction serial), because it gave me just enough time to do my nails.4 So, while pondering the setting for my hypothetical historical novel, I happened to see one very old episode of Doctor Who featuring a “companion” of the Doctor’s—a young Scottish lad named Jamie MacCrimmon, whom the Doctor had picked up in 1745. This character wore a kilt, which I thought rather fetching, and demonstrated—in this particular episode5—a form of pigheaded male gallantry that I’ve always found endearing: the strong urge on the part of a man to protect a woman, even though he may realize that she’s plainly capable of looking after herself.

				I was sitting in church the next day, thinking idly about this particular show (no, oddly enough, I don’t remember what the sermon was about that day), when I said suddenly to myself, Well, heck. You want to write a book, you need a historical period, and it doesn’t matter where or when. The important thing is just to start, somewhere. Okay. Fine. Scotland, eighteenth century.

				So I went out to my car after Mass, dug a scrap of paper out from under the front seat, and that’s where I began to write Outlander; no outline, no plot, no characters—just a time and a place.

				The next stop was plainly the Arizona State University library, where I went the next day. I began my research by typing SCOTLAND HIGHLANDS EIGHTEENTH CENTURY into the card catalog—and one thing led to another.6

				I had not the slightest intention of telling my online acquaintances in the Literary Forum what I was up to. I didn’t want even the best-intentioned of advice; I wanted simply to figure out how to write a novel, and was convinced that I must do this on my own—I’d never asked anyone how to write a software review or a comic book script, after all, and I didn’t want anyone telling me things before I’d worked out for myself what I was doing.

				So I didn’t say anything. To anybody. I just wrote, a bit every day, in between the other things I was doing, like changing diapers and writing grant proposals.
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				Some eight months along in this process I found myself one night having an argument with a gentleman in the Literary Forum, about what it felt like to be pregnant.7 He asserted that he knew what this was like; his wife had had three children.
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				I laughed (electronically) and replied, “Yeah, buster. I’ve had three children!”

				To which his reply was, “So tell me what you think it’s like.”

				Now, among the fragments of the story that I had so far was one short piece in which a woman (Jenny Murray) tells her curious brother (Jamie Fraser) what it feels like to be pregnant. Since this piece seemed to sum up the experience with more eloquence than I could manage in a brief posted message, I told my correspondent that I had a “piece” explaining the phenomenon, and that I’d put it in the Literary Forum Library.8

				Most conversations on CompuServe forums are public; that is, posted messages are visible to everyone, unless they’ve been marked as private (in which case, they’re visible only to the participants). Anyone may enter a “thread” (a series of bulletin-board-like messages and replies on a given topic) as they like.9 A number of people had been following the pregnancy argument, and so when I posted my “piece” in the library, they went and read it.

				Several of them came back and left messages to me, saying (in effect), “This is great! What is it?”

				To which I cleverly replied, “I don’t know.”

				“Well, where’s the beginning?” they asked.

				“I haven’t written that yet,” I answered.

				“Well…put up more of it!” they said.

				So I did. Let me explain that I not only don’t write with an outline, I don’t write in a straight line. I write in bits and pieces, and glue them together, like a jigsaw puzzle. So whenever I had a “piece” that seemed to stand on its own, without too much explanation, I’d post it in the library. And gradually, people began to talk about my pieces, and to ask me about the book that was taking shape. Eventually, they said to me, “You know, this stuff is good; you should try to publish it.”
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				“Yeah, right,” I said. “It’s just for practice, and I don’t even know what kind of book it is.” (What with the time travel and the Loch Ness Monster and a few other things, I sort of didn’t think it was a historical novel anymore, but I had no idea what it might be instead.) “On the other hand…if I wanted to publish it, what should I do?”

				“Get an agent” was the prompt response from several published authors with whom I had become friendly. “An agent can get you read much faster than if you submit the manuscript yourself, and if it does sell, an agent can negotiate a much better contract than you can.”

				“Fine,” I said. “How do I find an agent?”

				“Well…” they said, “you’re nowhere near finished with the book, you say, so you have plenty of time. Why don’t you just ask around? Find out which agents handle what, who has a good name in the industry, who you should keep away from, and so on.”

				So I did. I listened to the stories of published authors, I asked questions, and after several months of such casual research, I thought I had found an agent who was a good prospect. His name was Perry Knowlton, and he appeared to be both reputable and well-known in publishing. Still better, he appeared to have no objection either to unorthodox books or to very long books—both of which, it dawned on me, I had.
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				However, I had no idea how to approach this man. I had heard that he didn’t accept unsolicited queries, and he wasn’t available online. Still, I was a long way from finished with the book, so I didn’t worry about it; just kept asking questions.

				I was conversing one day (via posted messages) with an author I knew casually, named John Stith, who writes science fiction/mysteries, and asked him if he could tell me about his agent, if he had one.

				John replied that he did have representation—Perry Knowlton. “Would you like me to introduce you to him?” John asked. “I know you’re nearly ready to look for an agent.”

				Presented with this gracious offer, I swallowed hard, and said weakly, “Er…that’d be nice, John. Thanks!”

				John then sent a note to Perry, essentially saying that I might be worth looking at. I followed this with my own query, explaining that I had been selling nonfiction (and comic books) for some years, but that now I was writing fiction and I understood that I really needed a good agent. He had been recommended to me by several writers whose opinions I respected; would he be interested in reading excerpts of this rather long novel I had? (I didn’t tell him I wasn’t finished writing the thing yet; “excerpts” were all I had.)

				Perry kindly called and said yes, he’d read my excerpts. I sent him the miscellaneous chunks I had, with a rough synopsis to bind them together10—and he took me on, on the basis of an unfinished first novel.11

				At any rate, I went on writing, and six months later finally finished the book. I sent Perry the manuscript, and also mentioned that I would be in New York the next week, for a scientific conference—perhaps I could come by and meet him face-to-face?

				When I went up to Perry’s office, I was rather apprehensive, since I knew that he had by this time read the manuscript—but I didn’t know what he thought about it. Perry himself turned out to be a charming gentleman who did his best to put me at my ease, taking me back to his office and chatting about various of his other clients. It was at this point that I discovered that—in addition to those electronic acquaintances from whom I’d learned of him—Perry also represented such eminent writers as Brian Moore, Ayn Rand (granted, she was dead, but still …), Tony Hillerman, Frederick Forsyth, and Robertson Davies.

				If these revelations were not enough to unnerve me, he had my manuscript sitting on his desk, in the enormous orange boxes in which I’d mailed it. I was positive that at some point in the conversation he was going to cough apologetically and tell me that having now seen the whole thing, he was afraid that he really didn’t think it was salable, and give it back to me.

				However, as I was sitting there listening to him (meanwhile thinking, If you have the nerve to call Robertson Davies “Robbie,” you’re a better man than I am, Gunga Din), he said instead, “You know, the thing about Freddy Forsyth and Robbie Davies is that both those guys are great storytellers.” Then he laid a hand on my manuscript, smiled at me, and said, “And you’re another one.”

				At this point, I really didn’t care whether we sold the book or not. I felt as though I’d been beatified. As it was, though, I gathered sufficient presence of mind to ask what he planned to do with the book.

				“Oh,” he said casually, “I’m sending it to five editors today,” and proceeded to tell me about the editor who he thought was the best prospect.12

				“Really,” I said, swallowing. “And…er…how long do you think it might take to hear back?” I had, like most aspiring writers, read all the publishing information in Writer’s Market, and knew it often took six, nine, even twelve months to hear from an editor.
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				“Oh,” Perry said, even more casually, “I’ve told them I want an answer in thirty days.” At this point, I decided that I had probably picked the right agent.

				So I went home to wait—as patiently as possible—for thirty days. Four days later, though, I came home to find a message waiting on my answering machine. “This is Perry,” said a calm voice. “I’ve just called to update you on your manuscript.”

				Uh-oh, I said to myself. One of the five took one look at the box and said, “I’m not reading a ten-pound manuscript, take it back.” So I called Perry, expecting to hear this.

				Instead, he said, “Well, of the five I sent it to, so far three of them have called back with offers.”

				“Oh,” I said, and paused, feeling as though I’d been hit on the head with a blunt instrument. “Ah. That’s…uh…good. Isn’t it?”

				Perry assured me that it was. He then negotiated among the various editors for two weeks, emerging at that point with comparable offers from two publishers. Everything else being equal, he said, it came down to a choice of editor—and he recommended that we go with Jackie Cantor, at Delacorte Press. Knowing absolutely nothing about editors, I said, “Okay, fine.” Which turned out to be the best choice I ever made—other than choosing my husband and my agent.
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				I had told Perry when I gave him the book that there seemed to be more to this story, but I thought that perhaps I should stop while I could still lift the manuscript. Being a good agent, Perry emerged with a three-book contract. After that…well, after that, things got out of hand, and here we are, eight years later.

				So where are we, exactly? As I said above, I don’t write with an outline—if I knew what was going to happen, it wouldn’t be any fun to write the book, now, would it? However, as I go along, merrily gluing pieces together, I do sometimes get a vague idea as to some events that may take place in the story. So, as I finished Cross Stitch (my working title for what later became Outlander),13 I could see that there was more to the story.

				With a three-book contract in hand, I started in on the second book, Dragonfly in Amber. A little over halfway through, though, I began to get this uneasy feeling that perhaps I wouldn’t be able to cram the entire American Revolution into one more book, and there would have to be four volumes. I confided this fear to Perry, who said, “Don’t tell them that. Not until the first one is on the shelves, anyway.”

				Fortunately, by the time we decided to reveal the Awful Truth, the first books had come out and sold decently, and the publisher was happy to make us an offer for the fourth (and presumably final) book in the series. Feeling that this was perhaps the only chance I might get to induce someone to pay me to write a mystery, I got bold and said they could have the fourth book if they’d also give me a contract to write a contemporary mystery. Rather to my surprise, they gave me a contract for two mysteries—and the fourth of the Outlander books.

				So I set in to write. I wrote, and I wrote, and I wrote, and after a year and a half of this, I said, I’ve got a quarter-million words here; why the heck am I not nearly done with this? A little thought revealed the answer; I had (once again) too much story to fit into one book.

				Attending a writers’ conference at which my editor was also present, I leaned over during the awards banquet and hissed in her ear, “Guess what? There are five of them.” To which Jackie, a woman of great presence and equanimity, replied, “Why am I not surprised to hear this?”

				Actually, it was worse than I thought. When I removed all the pieces that belonged in the fifth book, I finally realized that what I was looking at was a double trilogy—six books in all. The first three books—Outlander, Dragonfly in Amber, and Voyager—are centered around the Jacobite Rising of 1745. The second three books are centered in a similar way around the American Revolution, which was, in a way, a greatly magnified echo of the earlier conflict that ended at Culloden.

				And that leads us in turn to a consideration of just what’s going on in these books. Once I realized that I really was a writer, and that I had not one, but a series of books, I had two main intentions.

				One was a desire to follow the great social changes of the eighteenth century. This was a time of huge political and social upheaval that saw the transition of the Western world from the last remnants of feudalism into the modern age, in terms of everything from politics and science to art and social custom. The tide of history was changing, flowing from the Old World to the New, borne on the waves of war, and what better way to look at this than through the eyes of a time-traveler?
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				Now, this is great stuff for the background of a novel, to be sure, but the fact is that good novels are about people. A book that doesn’t have an absorbing personal story in the foreground may be good history, or have good ideas—but it won’t be good fiction. So what about the personal angle of this story?

				The first book was originally marketed as a historical romance because, although the book didn’t fit neatly into any genre (and at the same time was certainly not “literary fiction”), of all the markets that it might conceivably appeal to, romance was by far the biggest. However…
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				Other considerations aside, romance novels are courtship stories. They deal with the forming of a bond between a couple, and once that bond is formed, by marriage and sexual congress (in that order, we hope)—well, the story’s over. That was never what I had in mind.

				I didn’t want to tell the story of what makes two people come together, although that’s a theme of great power and universality. I wanted to find out what it takes for two people to stay together for fifty years—or more. I wanted to tell not the story of a courtship, but the story of a marriage.

				Now, to handle adequately themes like the Age of Enlightenment, the fall of monarchy, and the nature of love and marriage, one requires a certain amount of room. One also requires rather a complex story. People now and then say to me, “But aren’t you getting tired of writing about the same old characters?” I certainly would be, if these were the same old characters—but they’re not. They grow, and they change. They get older, and their lives become more complex. They develop new depths and facets. While they do—I hope—remain true to their basic personalities, I have to rediscover them with each new book.

				And that leads to another question I’m often asked: What is it that people find interesting about the books? For a long time, I replied (honestly), “Beats me,” but after years of getting letters and E-mail, I now have some idea of the things readers say they like.

				Many of them enjoy the sense of “being there”; the vicarious experience of another place and time. Many like the historical aspects of the books; they enjoy (they say) “learning something” while being entertained. Many like the sense of connection, of rediscovering their own heritage. A good many enjoy the curious details: the botanical medicine, the medical procedures, the how and why of daily life in another time. But by far the most common element that people enjoy in the books is simply the characters—readers care for these people, are interested in them, and want to know more about them.

				So, this companion is intended for the readers: a quick reference for those who don’t necessarily want to reread a million and a half words in order to refresh their memories as to Who or What; a source of information and (maybe) insight on the characters, a companion for those with an interest in backgrounds and trivia; an auxiliary guide for those with an interest in the eighteenth century and Things Scottish, and finally—a brief glimpse into the working methods of a warped mind.

				
					“True. I have heard the point made, though, that the novelist’s skill lies in the artful selection of detail. Do you not suppose that a volume of such length may indicate a lack of discipline in such selection, and hence a lack of skill?”

					Fraser considered, sipping the ruby liquid slowly.

					“I have seen books where that is the case, to be sure,” he said. “An author seeks by sheer inundation of detail to overwhelm the reader into belief. In this case, however, I think it isna so. Each character is most carefully considered, and all the incidents chosen seem necessary to the story. No, I think it is true that some stories simply require a greater space in which to be told.”

					—VOYAGER, chapter 11: “The Torremolinos Gambit”

				

				
					

					1 The university and I later sold this publication to John Wiley & Sons, Inc., though I continued to serve as editor. It eventually was sold again, to a small British publisher, who merged it with an existing publication called Laboratory Microcomputer. Last time I looked, I was still listed as a contributing editor, but that was some time ago.

					2 Oh, the comic books. Well, my mother taught me to read at an early age, in part by reading me Walt Disney comics. What with one thing and another, I never stopped. At the age of twenty-eight or so, I was reading one of these, and said to myself, You know, this story is pretty bad. I bet I could do better myself!

					I found out the name and address of the editor in charge, and sent him a medium-rude letter, saying in essence, “I’ve been reading your comic books for twenty-five years, and they’re getting worse and worse. I don’t know that I could do better myself, but I’d like to try.”

					Fortunately the editor—Del Connell—was a gentleman with a sense of humor. He wrote back and said, “Okay. Try.” He didn’t buy my first attempt, but did something much more valuable; he told me what was wrong with it. He bought my second story—one of the Great Thrills of my life—and I wrote for him and for another Disney editor, Tom Golberg, for some three years, until their backlog obliged them to stop purchasing freelance scripts.

					Between them, Del and Tom taught me most of what I know about story structure. I acknowledge the debt with great gratitude.

					3 This is a really sound technique, by the way.

					4 Doctor Who is unfortunately no longer on our local PBS channel, but luckily I can still do my nails on Saturday nights, while watching Mystery Science Theater 3000—which is, in fact, the only TV I do watch on a regular basis. No doubt this explains something, but I couldn’t tell you what.

					5 It was “War Games,” for those interested in trivia.

					6 See “Research.”

					7 Via posted messages, left bulletin-board style; I’ve never been in a “chat room” in my life, save as an invited guest for a mass public interview.

					8 “Libraries” are electronic spaces set aside within CompuServe forums for members to post—semipermanently—things they’d like to share: stories, poems, essays, articles, shareware files, etc.

					9 Chat rooms and live-time interactions did not exist at the time. CompuServe messages, unlike those of AOL, exist only temporarily, with new messages essentially “pushing” old ones off into the ether.

					10 A slightly altered version of this synopsis appears in Part Two.

					11 Ignorant as I was at the time, I hadn’t realized that agents (and editors) normally want to see a complete manuscript before making a judgment on it—just to be sure that the writer can actually finish the book. Perry, fortunately, was willing to gamble that I could.

					12 Who, interestingly enough, rejected the manuscript. “It’s a great story,” she said, “but it’s not really a standard romance novel, and that’s what we publish.”

					13 See “Where Titles Come From (and Other Matters of General Interest)”. I just love footnotes, don’t you?

				

			

		

	
		
			
				PART ONE
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				SYNOPSES

				
					These synopses are provided for the benefit of those readers who send me letters saying “Who the heck is Archie Hayes?” or “I don’t remember exactly how they got from Falkirk to the Duke’s house, can you clear that up for me?” and an assortment of other questions easily answerable by anyone with the books sitting in front of them. Still, in the rush and hurry of modern life, who has time to go back and thumb leisurely through a million and a half words of print? Not me, I’ll tell you.

					So, for the use of those who have lent out their books and don’t want to drive to the library to check a plot detail or a character name, or for those who merely wish to refresh their memories…
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				OUTLANDER

				[image: ]T’S 1946,1 the Scottish Highlands are in bloom, and Claire Randall, an English ex-army combat nurse, has come to Scotland on a second honeymoon with her husband, Frank, from whom she’s been separated by the war.

				While she doesn’t share Frank’s passion for genealogy, she’s looking forward to starting the next branch on the family tree. Meanwhile, she occupies her spare time in exploring the countryside, pursuing an interest in botany. On one such expedition, she discovers an ancient circle of standing stones—made the more interesting by Frank’s having heard that the circle is still in use by a local group of women who celebrate the “old ways” there.

				In the dawn of the ancient Feast of Beltane—May 1—Claire and Frank creep up to the circle, to see the women dancing and chanting, calling down the sun. The couple steal away unseen, but later Claire returns to the circle to get a closer look at an unusual plant she’s seen growing there.

				She touches one of the standing stones and is enveloped in a sudden vortex of noise and confusion. Disoriented and half-conscious, she finds herself on the hill outside the circle, and slowly makes her way down—to find what she assumes is a film shoot in progress at the bottom; a prince-in-the-heather epic, with kilted Scotsmen being pursued by red-coated British soldiers.

				Claire carefully skirts the scene, so as not to ruin the shot, and making her way through the woods stumbles into a man in the costume of an eighteenth-century English army officer. This doesn’t disturb her nearly as much as does the man’s striking resemblance to her husband, Frank.

				The resemblance is quickly explained; the man is in fact Frank’s ancestor, the notorious “Black Jack” Randall, of whom Frank had often told her. While very similar in appearance, however, Jack Randall unfortunately does not share his descendant’s personality—the former-day Randall being a sadistic bisexual pervert rather than a mild-mannered history professor.

				Claire is rescued from Black Jack’s clutches by one of the Scotsmen she had seen earlier, who takes her to the cottage where his fellows are hiding, waiting for darkness to escape. One of the men has been wounded, and Claire treats his wound—as best she can—meanwhile trying to come to terms with the apparent truth of where—and when—she is.

				Bemused not only by Claire’s peculiar dress—or lack of it—but by the sheer impossibility of her presence—English ladies simply aren’t found in the Highlands in 1743—the Scotsmen decide to take her with them when they decamp under cover of darkness.

				As Claire remarks, “The rest of the journey passed uneventfully; if you consider it uneventful to ride fifteen miles on horseback through rough country at night, frequently without benefit of roads, in company with kilted men armed to the teeth, and sharing a horse with a wounded man. At least we were not set upon by highwaymen, we encountered no wild beasts, and it didn’t rain. By the standards I was becoming used to, it was quite dull.”

				Arriving at dawn at Castle Leoch, seat of clan MacKenzie, Claire meets The MacKenzie, Colum. A courtly man deformed by a hideous genetic disease, Colum is both intrigued and suspicious. He can think of no conceivable reason for an Englishwoman to have been wandering the Highlands, and makes no pretense of believing Claire’s thin story of having been beset by robbers. Not knowing who she may be, or what her purposes are, he makes it plain that he intends to keep her as his guest for the time being—willing or not.

				While laying plans for her escape and return to the stone circle, Claire becomes better acquainted with the young man whose wound she had dressed, a clansman named Jamie, whom she at first takes for a groom at the castle.
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				She discovers her mistake; Jamie is in fact the nephew of Colum and his brother, Dougal (the clan’s war chieftain, who leads the men to battle in place of his crippled brother), though his father belonged to clan Fraser. He is also an outlaw, wanted by the English for offenses ranging from theft to unspecified “obstruction”—offenses that have left his back webbed with the scars of flogging.

				Relations between uncles and nephew appear oddly strained, and the reason is explained following a clan Gathering, at which Colum demands an oath of loyalty from Jamie—and fails to get it. Colum has one son, Hamish, age eight. As Jamie explains to Claire, if Colum should die—as is likely, given the nature of his disease—before young Hamish is of an age to lead the clan, who will inherit the chieftainship?

				Dougal is the obvious candidate, but there are those among the clan who feel that while he is an able warrior, he lacks the cool head and intelligence a chief should have. Hamish is plainly too young—but there is another candidate: Jamie. While Jamie himself professes no desire to usurp the chieftainship, Colum and Dougal are not so sure his protestations are sincere, and are inclined to take steps—some of them lethal—to prevent any such attempt.

				Claire has so far failed twice in her attempts to escape from Leoch, so she is delighted to hear Dougal announce that he intends to take her with him on his journey to collect rents from the tacksmen of the district. His professed intention is to take her to the captain of the English garrison, who may either be able to shed light on her presence or take charge of her. Or both.
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				Claire is highly in favor of this, feeling sure that she can persuade the English captain to send her back to the stone circle, from which she may be able to get back to her own time. Her hopes vanish abruptly upon her discovery that the captain of the garrison is Jack Randall.

				For his part, Jack Randall is delighted to see Claire again, and determined to find out who and what she is. Englishwomen simply don’t go to the Highlands; if she is here, alone, she must undoubtedly be a spy—but for whom, and why? His notions of interrogation are not gentle, and even Dougal MacKenzie is appalled. Refusing to leave her with the Captain, Dougal takes Claire away with him, and after a pause for thought, tells her that he has conceived a plan: The Captain has the right to compel the person of an English citizen, but cannot arrest a Scotswoman in her own country without legal formalities. So, Dougal announces triumphantly, he will make her a Scot; she must marry his nephew Jamie without delay.
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				Nearly as horrified by this notion as by the Captain’s behavior, Claire does her best to resist, but can find no alternative. Convinced at last that if she marries Jamie, she will have a better chance of escape, she consents, finding her horror tempered with bemusement at her prospective bridegroom’s inexperience:

				“Does it bother you that I’m not a virgin?” He hesitated a moment before answering.

				“Well, no,” he said slowly, “so long as it doesna bother you that I am.” He grinned at my drop-jawed expression, and backed toward the door.

				“Reckon one of us should know what they’re doing,” he said. The door closed softly behind him; clearly the courtship was over.
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				However, there is no immediate chance of escape, and Claire is obliged to consummate her marriage with Jamie—under Dougal’s firm orders. Dougal, it appears, is killing two birds with one stone; while he has sufficient humanitarian instincts to wish to keep Claire away from Randall (and is still curious enough about her to want to find out for himself what she’s doing there), his principal motive is to stifle any chance of his nephew attaining the chieftainship of clan MacKenzie—for the clan will never accept Jamie as leader with an English wife.

				Realizing that Jamie is as much under duress as is she, Claire accepts the inevitable—and finds herself becoming very fond of her new young husband. Much too fond; for she still means to escape and return to Frank, as soon as she can.

				Soon enough, she finds her chance, and steals away while Jamie is occupied elsewhere. However, her attempt fails when she falls once more into the hands of a prowling Jack Randall and is taken to his inner sanctum in Fort William, where she discovers more than she wanted to know about the Captain’s recreational proclivities. This time, she is rescued by Jamie, who escapes with her from the fort while the other Scots create a diversion by blowing up the powder magazine.

				During the angry confrontation that follows their escape, Claire learns that there is more to Jamie’s antipathy toward Randall than his recent behavior. She already knows that the scars on Jamie’s back were inflicted by Randall, who had taken the young Scotsman prisoner several years before. Now she learns that the vicious flogging was the result of Jamie’s refusal to yield his body to Randall, who gratifies his inclinations with the readiest victims: the Scottish prisoners under his control, who have no recourse or means of escape.

				Returning, perforce, to Leoch, Claire does not give up searching for a way back to the stones—and Frank—but becomes increasingly aware of how wrenching such a return would be, tearing her away from the man she has come to love.

				One small difficulty shows some hope of resolution, though; Colum—now secure in the knowledge that his nephew is no threat to his son Hamish’s chieftainship—offers to intercede for Jamie with an English noble of his acquaintance, the Duke of Sandringham. Perhaps, Colum thinks, the Duke could be induced to gain a pardon from the Crown for Jamie, removing the continuing danger of outlawry.

				Arrangements are made for Jamie and Dougal to accompany the Duke on a hunting trip, where the delicate negotiations for a pardon might be accomplished.

				As Jamie remarks wryly to Claire, “It goes against the grain a bit, to be pardoned for something I’ve not done, but it’s better than being hanged.”
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				Meanwhile, Claire has formed a friendship with the wife of the local Procurator Fiscal, a woman named Geillis Duncan, with whom she shares a knowledge of herbs and healing. But at a dinner to honor a visiting duke, the Fiscal dies—probably poisoned.

				Rumors spread like wildfire, fueled with hysteria and superstition, and in Jamie’s absence Claire finds herself on trial for witchcraft, in company with Geillis Duncan. On the verge of condemnation, Claire discovers Geilie’s secret—she is pregnant, and clearly not by her impotent late husband. She is indeed a poisoner, if not a witch—but proves also a good friend; she creates a distraction that allows Jamie to rescue Claire.

				Jamie and Claire flee from the castle on horseback, but once safely away he confronts her—he will love her forever, and stand by her no matter what, but for his own peace of mind, he must know—is she a witch?

				Hysterical from her recent ordeal, Claire tells him that it’s much worse than that, and confesses the truth, explaining to him about the stones—and about Frank. Clearly not believing her, but shaken by her obvious emotion, Jamie takes her through the Highlands to the stone circle. The truth of her story proven by events in the circle, he says she must make her choice—to stay with him, or to go back to her husband in the future—and leaves her alone by the stones to decide.
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						Road to Lallybroch.
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				Agonizing through most of an afternoon, she finally stands, makes her way slowly toward the cleft stone that is her passage back to her own time—and then finds herself running the other way, stumbling and falling down the hillside, her body having decided what her mind cannot—running toward Jamie.

				Reunited, Claire asks, “Do you really believe me, Jamie?”

				He sighed, and smiled ruefully down at me.

				“Aye, I believe ye, Sassenach. But it would ha’ been a good deal easier, if you’d only been a witch.”

				With the truth clear between them, they make their way through the Highlands to Jamie’s home at Lallybroch, where they are made welcome by his remaining family, his sister Jenny, with her husband, Ian, and son, Young Jamie. Their idyll is short-lived, though; Jamie is waylaid by the local Watch, an unofficial police force in the pay of the English, who will deliver him to his enemies.

				Assisted by Jamie’s godfather, Murtagh, Claire sets out to rescue him. Jamie has escaped from the Watch, she learns, but is now somewhere afoot in the Highlands. Plainly he cannot return to Lallybroch; the place is watched. How to find a man who might be anywhere in a desolate countryside?

				Murtagh and Claire work their way north, thinking that Jamie might be heading for Beauly, where his Fraser grandfather, Simon, Lord Lovat, might offer him help. Before they reach Beauly, though, they encounter someone else—Dougal MacKenzie, who has brought disastrous news: Jamie has been captured, tried, and condemned to hang. He has been sent to Wentworth Prison, near the border, where the sentence of execution will be carried out.

				Insisting that it is not possible to free Jamie, Dougal (a recent widower) instead promises to take care of Claire, proposing marriage to her. Instantly, a number of things become clear to Claire; by the terms of Jamie’s inheritance, a woman can own Lallybroch estate. If Jamie is executed, Lallybroch will belong to her—or to whoever marries her.

				During the ensuing confrontation with Dougal, Claire verifies what she previously suspected; young Hamish is not Colum’s son—Colum’s disease renders him sterile, and largely impotent as well. Hamish was sired by Dougal, as an act of loyalty to the brother he loves, to give Colum an heir.

				The tête-à-tête is interrupted by Murtagh, armed with pistols, who politely suggests that they have more pressing business: getting to Wentworth while Jamie is still alive to save. Under duress, Dougal reluctantly supplies them with money and a few men—and a surprising bit of information.

				Geillis Duncan, he tells Claire, was indeed burned as a witch, after the birth of her child—who was also sired by Dougal. Before being taken to the stake, though, she gave Dougal a message to be passed on to Claire, should Dougal ever meet her again. The message, to be repeated verbatim: “Tell her that I do not know for certain, but I think it is possible.” That sentence, and four numbers: one, nine, six, and eight.

				Claire, Murtagh, and their companions leave at once on the long ride to Wentworth, which gives Claire time to ponder the meaning of Geillis’s message—clearly, what Geillis meant was that she herself thought it possible to return through the stones to Claire’s own time. And the numbers? “She had told them to him separately, for the sake of a secrecy which must have gone bone-deep in her by that time, but they were all part of one number, really. One, nine, six, eight. Nineteen sixty-eight. The year of her disappearance into the past.”

				Arriving at Wentworth, Claire inveigles her way into the prison on the eve of the execution, searching for Jamie—and finds him in the dungeon, at the mercy of Jack Randall. Unable to exercise his inclinations to the fullest, Randall must content himself with such brutality as will pass without comment—bruises and broken bones are within the realm of official toleration; homosexual rape is not.

				Claire succeeds in freeing Jamie from his shackles, but is interrupted by the return of Randall, in company with his hulking, mentally deficient—but terribly obedient—orderly, Marley. Delighted to see Claire again, Randall declares his intention of giving her to Marley to enjoy, allowing Jamie to watch as his final entertainment before hanging.

				
					
						[image: ]
					

				

				Jamie attacks Marley, and after a bone-crushing fight, succeeds in overpowering him. Randall, though, has a trump—a knife at Claire’s throat.

				Desperate, and feeling that he has nothing left to lose, Jamie makes a devil’s bargain—his body, and his silence, in return for Claire’s freedom. Unable to resist the temptation of a victim at once completely unwilling but completely compliant, Randall agrees. After all, Claire is quite helpless—he thinks.

				Thrown out into the snow, Claire makes her way frantically in search of help. She has a plan—if only she is in time. Randall has put her out by a small rear door, concealed in a narrow declivity that forms the prison’s garbage dump. Randall doesn’t know about Claire’s companions; if she can find them in time, they can perhaps force the rear door and enter the prison. Unfortunately, Claire meets not her companions, but the dump’s inhabitants—a small pack of degenerate wolves.

				Claire manages by luck and desperation to kill one wolf, but is stalked relentlessly through the winter twilight by the others. Suddenly an arrow whizzes out of nowhere—one of the woodsmen of Sir Marcus MacRannoch, whose estate adjoins Wentworth, has been attracted by the wolves’ howling, and is astonished to find Claire, tattered, bloodstained, and in a state of desperate hurry.

				Reaching Sir Marcus, she implores his help in freeing Jamie from the prison. He is sympathetic, but adamant; there is nothing he can do. Claire offers to pay him, bringing out the string of freshwater pearls that Jamie gave her on their wedding day: pearls that had belonged to his mother, Ellen.

				MacRannoch is shaken by the sight of the pearls; as a young man, he had paid court to Ellen MacKenzie, and when she chose elsewhere had insisted nonetheless that she keep his gift—the freshwater pearls. Still, much as he would wish to help Ellen’s son, he tells Claire, he dares not risk an assault on the prison; the prison’s governor would be sure to take revenge on Eldridge Manor, MacRannoch’s estate.

				Driven to despair, Claire collapses, only dully noticing the entry of another of MacRannoch’s men, who reluctantly reports that he and his companions have managed to find only a small fraction of MacRannoch’s purebred herd of Highland cows—and there is a snowstorm coming on.

				Hearing this, Claire begins cautiously to hope. For one of her companions is Rupert MacKenzie, a man with a great reputation for “cattle-lifting”—and one unlikely to resist the temptation offered by a straying herd. Rising to her feet, she informs MacRannoch that she has a plan that will protect him from suspicion in Jamie’s escape—and if he wants to see his cattle again, he’d better agree to it.

				Finding her companions, Claire tells them her plan, leads them to the door—and then is forced to wait, as they drive head after head of shaggy Highland cattle down the alley and into the prison’s dungeons.
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						Castle Leoch.
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				Meanwhile, Sir Marcus MacRannoch, to whom the cattle belong, has stormed into the Governor’s office, claiming that the garrison soldiers have stolen his herd and insisting that he be allowed to search for them. Under cover of the bellowing confusion in the dungeon, his men have orders to find and rescue Jamie, spiriting him out through the rear door.

				
					
						[image: ]
					

				

				As Sir Marcus reports to Claire, a man emerged from the dungeon cell to investigate the racket and was trampled to death beneath the cattle’s hooves, “nay more than a rag-doll, rolled in blood.” Jack Randall is dead, then, and Jamie rescued—but hours have passed; hours spent in an airless dungeon with a monster.

				Claire can heal Jamie’s external wounds, but how can she deal with the damage to his soul? She and Murtagh manage to get Jamie safely across the Channel to France, where one of Jamie’s uncles is the abbot of the Abbey of Ste. Anne de Beaupré.

				Taking refuge in the abbey, Claire faces her last and most important fight. With nothing but her healing skills and her own courage, she risks both her life and Jamie’s, using opium to resurrect and exorcise the ghost of Jack Randall, that Jamie might reclaim his manhood through the same violence by which it was taken from him.

				At the last, they both find healing in the grotto of a hot spring, in a cave far under the abbey.

				We struggled upward, out of the womb of the world, damp and steaming, rubber-limbed with wine and heat. I fell to my knees at the first landing, and Jamie, trying to help me, fell down next to me in an untidy heap of robes and bare legs. Giggling helplessly, drunk more with love than with wine, we made our way side by side, on hands and knees up the second flight of steps, hindering each other more than helping, jostling and caroming softly off each other in the narrow space, until we collapsed at last in each other’s arms on the second landing.

				Here an ancient oriel window opened glassless to the sky, and the light of the hunter’s moon washed us in silver. We lay clasped together, damp skins cooling in the winter air, waiting for our racing hearts to slow and breath to return to our heaving bodies.

				The moon above was a Christmas moon, so large as almost to fill the empty window. It seemed no wonder that the tides of sea and woman should be subject to the pull of that stately orb, so close and so commanding.

				But my own tides moved no longer to that chaste and sterile summons, and the knowledge of my freedom raced like danger through my blood.

				“I have a gift for you, too,” I said suddenly to Jamie. He turned toward me and his hand slid, large and sure, over the plane of my still-flat stomach.

				“Have you, now?” he said.

				And the world was all around us, new with possibility.

				THE END
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					1 See note following “Titles” “Outlander vs. Cross Stitch.”
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				DRAGONFLY IN AMBER

				[image: ] T is the spring of 1968 in Inverness, Scotland, and Roger Wakefield is going slowly mad. Faced with the task of clearing up the tons of historical debris left by his late adoptive father, the Reverend Wakefield, Roger thinks longingly of jumping into his car and heading back to Oxford, leaving the manse and its bulging contents to the mercies of rats, mildew, and the ladies of the Church Guild. When the doorbell rings, Roger is ready to invite in the devil himself—anyone and anything that offers distraction from his current situation.

				“Distraction” is putting it mildly. The visitors are Dr. Claire Randall, widow of an old friend of the Reverend’s—and her very striking daughter, Brianna. Reeling from the impact of a six-foot-tall redhead at close range, Roger pays only minor attention to Claire’s request: She has a list of names, Jacobite soldiers who fought at Culloden; can Roger find out for her how many survived?

				Motivated as much by a desire to impress Brianna as by historical curiosity and the inclination to oblige a family friend, Roger agrees to help. Besides, it will get him out of the house and away from the sagging bookshelves, the crammed-to-bursting desk, and the impenetrable murk of the Reverend’s garage, filled from floor to ceiling with boxes of cryptic papers.

				As Roger embarks on Claire Randall’s project, though, small things begin to bother him. Why does Claire not want him to take Brianna near the standing stone circle at Craigh na Dun? Why does she blanch at the name of the leader of her troop of Jacobites—and ask Roger not to mention the name James Fraser to her daughter?

				Suspicion is succeeded by shock late one night when Roger finds a roll of newspaper clippings in the Reverend’s desk; pictures of Claire Randall, taken twenty years before, over a headline: KIDNAPPED BY THE FAIRIES? Twenty-three years before, Claire Randall had disappeared in the Scottish Highlands, leaving no trace. Three years later, she had been found, malnourished, ragged, and half-crazed, wandering near the standing stones at Craigh na Dun.

				A picture shows Frank Randall, her husband, rushing to her bedside. A hell of a shock, Roger thinks, to find your wife after having given her up for dead.

				A greater shock awaited Frank, though—and now awaits Roger. Noticing the date of the clippings, Roger recalls Brianna’s birthday, mentioned in casual conversation. Counting rapidly backward, the blood drains from his face as he realizes that Claire Randall had returned from her disappearance bruised, disoriented, starving—and pregnant.

				What to do? Plainly Brianna regards Frank Randall as her father; she doesn’t know the truth, and Roger cannot bring himself to tell her. The mystery surrounding Claire Randall deepens; perhaps, Roger surmises, Brianna’s real father was a Highland Scot. James Fraser is a common enough name in the Highlands—if the unknown man was called that, it would be enough to account for Claire’s extraordinary reaction to hearing the name. Has Claire brought her daughter to Scotland in order to reveal the truth of her parentage? Perhaps even to meet the mysterious James Fraser?

				Increasingly fond of both women, Roger is uncertain what to do in order to prevent either of them being hurt. There seems nothing he can do, save stick close to them, and be ready to help, whatever happens.
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				Meanwhile, his quest is bearing unexpected fruit. He has found her Jacobites, he tells Claire; the odd thing is that none of them appears to have been killed at Culloden—extraordinary, in view of the great slaughter that took place there. Nearly one man in two on the field was killed; it’s remarkable that none of the thirty men on Claire’s list was among them.

				Claire’s response to this news is as puzzling as her other reactions; she turns pale and nearly collapses with relief. What difference can the fate of men dead two hundred years make to her? Roger wonders.

				The mystery deepens when Brianna helps Roger disinter some of the Reverend’s journals from the garage—journals that refer obliquely to Claire’s reappearance, to some dreadful secret that she seemed to be hiding—and to a mysterious request made by Frank Randall. The Reverend writes that he has done as Frank wished with regard to the gravestone—but of James Fraser, there is no record. Who is this mysterious James Fraser—and what has he to do with Claire?

				In an effort at distraction, Roger has taken Brianna to view the battleground at Culloden, with its mute and moving testament to the slaughter of the Highland clans; Claire, pleading a spurious illness, stays home. She agrees, however, to go along on another jaunt, to an old and long-deserted church some distance out of town.

				Claire plans to enjoy the Highland scenery, collect a few plants, and keep an eye on the budding relationship between Roger and her daughter. Brianna and Roger have other plans; looking through the Reverend’s papers, Roger has found a mention of a Captain Jonathan Randall, an ancestor of Brianna’s father—or supposed father—Frank. Thinking to surprise Claire, they lead her to Randall’s grave—and are not only surprised, but shocked, at Claire’s reaction, which is one of sudden and irrational fury.
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						St. Kilda’s Cemetery.
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				Leaving Claire to collect herself, the two baffled young people go into the deserted church, only to be yanked outside almost at once by the sound of a scream. They find Claire, incoherent and shaking, standing over a grave in the shadow of the yews. The stone on the grave is a “marriage stone”; a quarter-circle of granite, meant to be paired with another, forming a semicircle to mark the resting place of husband and wife.

				Only the husband lies here, though; the other half of the stone is missing.

				“What is it?” Roger said urgently, trying to rouse her from the staring trance she had fallen into. “What is it? Is it a name you know?” Even as he spoke, his own words were ringing in his ears. No one’s been buried here since the eighteenth century, he’d told Brianna. No one’s been buried here in two hundred years.

				Claire’s fingers brushed his own away and touched the stone, caressing, as though touching flesh, gently tracing the letters, the grooves worn shallow, but still clear.

				“JAMES ALEXANDER MALCOLM MACKENZIE FRASER,” she read aloud. “Yes, I know him.” Her hand dropped lower, brushing back the grass that grew thickly about the stone, obscuring the line of smaller letters at its base.

				“Beloved husband of Claire,” she read.

				“Yes, I knew him,” she said again, so softly Roger could scarcely hear her. “I’m Claire. He was my husband.” She looked up then, into the face of her daughter, white and shocked above her. “And your father,” she said.
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				In the wake of Claire’s revelation, the three return to the manse, where Claire reveals the bare bones of her secret: that twenty-three years before, she had stepped through the stones of Craigh na Dun—and disappeared into the past. Struggling to survive in the barbarous Scotland of 1743, she had found her chief enemy to be Jack Randall; her husband Frank’s distant ancestor, and a man unsettlingly like his descendant in appearance, if not in character—“Black Jack” being a predator of marked and unusual tastes.

				In order to stay out of Randall’s hands, she had been obliged to marry a young clansman—Jamie Fraser—only to find her difficulties deepening as she fell in love with him. Brianna is less than sympathetic to this account, caught between feelings of disbelief and betrayal.

				In the course of events, Claire tells the young people, Jamie discovered the truth about her and insisted that she must return to her own time—and to Frank. However, brought at last to the stone circle she had struggled so long to reach, she found she could not take the final step through the cleft stones—but made the choice to remain in the past, with Jamie.
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				They had returned to Jamie’s home, Lallybroch, but their idyll there was brief; Jamie was arrested by the Watch, and fell into the hands of Jack Randall. Claire had succeeded in rescuing him from Wentworth Prison, though not in time to prevent his being tortured and brutalized by Jack Randall. Seeking safety, the Frasers had sailed for France, taking refuge in the Abbey of Ste. Anne de Beaupré, where one of Jamie’s uncles was abbot. Here Claire undertook her greatest challenge—healing Jamie’s wounds of mind and body—and in the process became pregnant.

				Brianna refuses utterly to countenance any of this, insisting that her mother must be suffering from shock or delusion. Roger, seeing no choice, gives her the newspaper clippings; if they don’t verify her mother’s claims
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				For Jackie Cantor,

				My companion on this long Outlandish journey
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