
	Two young ladies from contemporary Melbourne are sent back to Edwardian times by a mysterious elderly gentleman to save the lives of famed first-wave feminist Vida Goldstein and a young, pregnant newlywed.

	 

	 

	The Sacrifice is a time travel romance/adventure that takes place in Melbourne, Australia, with multiple scenarios that alternate between 2017, the early 1900’s, 1960, and 1975.

	The tale begins in 2017 where two young ladies are sent back to Edwardian Melbourne, courtesy of a mysterious portal which is situated in a former punishment hole of the Kew Asylum, now situated below a residential unit.

	The intrepid time travellers are Jessica Tomic, a famed investigative journalist and her assistant Zara Black, a karate expert.

	Their task is to save the lives of two women. The first of these women is Vida Goldstein, the internationally renowned, first-wave feminist. The second is the assassinated beloved of the person who sends them back in time, an enigmatic old man known only as Mr. X, himself a time traveller from the past. He is aided by a beautiful, elderly woman named Ruth.

	Unbeknown to Jessica and Zara, if their mission is successful and both ladies’ lives are saved, the mysterious Mr. X will no longer exist in the future, an outcome he is earnestly praying for.

	Due to remarkable circumstances, in which a playboy called Simon is transported to 1960 from Edwardian Melbourne, Zara and Jessica are faced with the dilemma of either returning back to 2018 or completing their lives in Edwardian Melbourne where they have found love, contentment, and families of their own.
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Prologue

	 

	 

	The old man sat in the comfortable chair watching as his hands turned to dust. He felt no pain as slowly his body crumbled before his very eyes. As he left his earthly existence, his soul was filled with utter joy. His mission was complete.

	His sacrifice had been rewarded.

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	Jessica Tomic sat in the restaurant, patiently waiting for her bestie Zara Black to appear. Zara was never on time, so Jessica was not particularly fussed as she sat there waiting for her friend to arrive. They had been close friends since high school―Jessica, blonde, cultured and academic, while Zara was dark, slender and athletic, superb at all sports. While remaining friends, they had taken separate career paths after high school. Zara became a karate champion, while Jessica studied, then practiced journalism, which became useful when she started managing all of Zara’s professional affairs which, for Zara, at the age of twenty-nine, was coming to a close.

	For the last three months, Jessica had been completing a private investigator’s course, passing with flying colours. Disillusioned and bored with her current career path, she had decided to make a sea change and, knowing that Zara’s own career was on the wane, she was looking forward to putting a partnership proposition to her. Zara’s martial arts skills were just what Jessica needed to complete her agency so she was both excited and nervous about Zara’s response.

	Zara entered the cafe, her brown eyes and tan skin full of life, smiling broadly as she saw Jessica sitting there. She walked across to her, leaning over and kissing her cheek before sitting down.

	“So my darling, what’s this all about? You were quite mysterious on the phone.”

	“That is because I wasn’t sure how you would take what I have to say to you.”

	Zara looked surprised. “That’s not like the Jessica Tomic I know. I am the one usually all over the place, whereas you are always so bloody focused. So come on, tell me, what’s happening?”

	“I have just completed a private investigator’s course.”

	Zara’s eyes widened, seemingly, or perhaps hopefully for Jessica, with delight. “Go on.”

	“I want you to become my partner.”

	Jessica had never seen her friend so elated. “Christ, Jess, this is amazing.”

	“You’re interested?”

	“Absolutely. The next Olympics are three years away and I have been hesitating about whether I should continue or not. But this sounds so excellent. Let’s go, girl. Where do I sign?”

	“Fuck me, I am stoked.”

	“Yes, well that’s something that will have to change.”

	“What?”

	“That mouth of yours. If we are to be partners I insist you clean it up.”

	They both laughed at this, Jessica holding her middle finger up at Zara in playful response.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	J and Z Investigators had only been open two days when Jessica received a call that had both enthralled and disturbed her. The caller had spoken of systemic corruption within the Victorian Government that was restricting the development of women’s rights throughout his community. As someone passionately concerned with women’s rights, the main reason she had gone into journalism in the first place, Jessica was looking forward to meeting her client and hearing his story.

	 

	The two fledgling detectives stood outside the ground floor unit at the rear of the large complex. Jessica wore her customary tailored elegance, while Zara’s attire was one of practicality―all black, her faux leather biker jacket, t-shirt, boots, and jeans, giving her the look of a warrior.

	The door was opened by a grey, extremely old gentleman who was dressed in a cardigan and pants, his hand leaning heavily on a walking stick. He sighed heavily and smiled before speaking with a cultured, educated voice. “At last, you’re here. Come in, come in.”

	At last? We’re dead on time.

	He led them into a comfortable living room, inviting them to sit as he slumped into a large chair. Jessica looked into the old man’s eyes. They were filled with moisture.

	Good God, he is so old.

	An elegant woman whom Jessica judged to be in her sixties came into the room from the courtyard, carrying some garden clippings. She smiled at her visitors as she placed the clippings on the bench and discarded her garden gloves. Jessica was taken aback by her raw beauty, her long grey hair cascading around her sculptured face, her lithe figure framed by her long, flowing dress. Her appearance was reminiscent of a hippie from the Seventies.

	The old man was staring at Jessica with a rare intensity, as if he was studying her. He smiled warmly at her. “This is my personal assistant Ruth Jones. She will assist me as I explain my story. My memory, I’m afraid, is not what it used to be.”

	The three ladies acknowledged each other, Ruth standing by the old man’s chair as she spoke. “No doubt you were intrigued by my friend’s news.”

	“Of course. Women’s rights are my passion and if it is systemic as he says, it is a huge story.”

	Jessica sat opposite the elderly gentleman while Zara remained standing, looking around the room before going to the windows and looking through the curtains, as if she was casing their environment. Jessica could see that the old man was amused by Zara’s behaviour.

	“Is there anything, in particular, you are looking for, young lady?”

	“Not really. Don’t worry about me. Please continue.” Zara remained standing, her hand on the back of Jessica’s lounge chair.

	The old man continued to stare intensely at Jessica as he spoke. His hands were shaking, his voice carrying the slightest of trembles. “What I am about to tell you will shock you beyond belief, but it is the absolute truth. This systemic corruption of which I speak is happening right now, in Victoria, in 1906.”

	Jessica smiled at him. Happening now, in 1906? The poor man is senile. What a shame, and what a waste of my time.

	He nodded his head toward his assistant Ruth, who took a framed photograph down from the mantelpiece, passing it to him. He leant forward and handed it to Jessica. “This is a photograph of the Women’s Political Association taken on the eighteenth of November, 1908.”

	Jessica took the frame, genuinely interested. “That’s a very significant date. The day Victorian women were given the right to vote.” Jessica held the frame, entranced, observing the black and white photograph with unabashed reverence. She saw her hero, the elegant Vida Goldstein sitting in the middle of the front row of the dozen or so women, all of whom were smiling broadly for the camera. “What a time to be a woman. Such bravery and tenacity finally rewarded.”

	“I want you to look at the woman standing on the far right in the second row, Ms. Tomic.”

	Jessica did as directed―and nearly fainted, her heart stopping its rhythmic beat as she dropped the frame onto her lap.

	The woman in the photo was her.

	He looked at her earnestly. “Now you know why I sent for you.”

	“But how can this be?”

	Zara leant over and picked up the frame. “Christ, that’s you, Jess.”

	The elderly man looked at Jessica, then leant forward, staring intently as he held her hands, as if to emphasise the importance of his upcoming words. His hands were shaking, his eyes full of moisture. “Jessica, you and Zara are about to embark on the most important of missions. You will be saving the lives of Vida Goldstein and another. A gentle, intelligent soul whom I once loved so dearly.” Tears welled in his old eyes as he looked across at Jessica, holding her hands gently.

	Jessica was astounded, bewildered. Her mind was racing, as was her heart, her hands shaking as she felt his tender touch. “I have so many questions, so many questions. Firstly, how can that be me in the photograph? And what do you mean saving Vida’s life? She didn’t die until 1949 at the age of eighty.”

	“But that was only because you and Zara were there to save her. You are part of her history, as that photograph shows. I will explain it to you both fully, but first, would you like a glass of something to calm the nerves? I can only imagine what is going through your mind.”

	“Even I cannot comprehend what is happening in there at the moment, this is all so overwhelming. But I don’t drink alcohol, so no, thank you.” Jessica stared at the photograph as she tried to fathom what she had just heard and witnessed.

	“What about you Zara, would you like one to settle your nerves?” asked Ruth.

	“I don’t drink either. Besides, I’m not the one in the photo.”

	“Not in that one, no, but you are in this one.”

	Ruth brought across another frame and handed it to Zara, who looked agape at the photograph.

	“Freaky.” She passed it to Jessica.

	It showed Zara, wearing bloomers, a cap, and a jacket and collar and tie, standing next to Vida Goldstein, who was selling her newspaper.

	Zara smiled broadly. “Jessica, darling, I am so looking forward to this.”

	 

	* * * *

	 

	The old man was pleased but not surprised by Zara’s enthusiastic response. He could see she was an intrepid warrior. Such a positive attitude. These young women of today are so inspirational.

	“I have so many things to tell you, so I beg your indulgence as I explain who I am and how we all fit into this wonderful tale. The fact you are both in photographs from the relevant time frame shows you that what we are about to do, works.”

	He hesitated, looking at his audience, who appeared captivated, seemingly hanging on his every word.

	“The reason neither Ruth nor I can go back into this time frame is elementary. Apart from the fact we are too old, we cannot, simply because we are already there. As Ruth is more familiar with the intricacies of time travel, I will allow her to explain.”

	“This is one of the basic tenets of time travel, ladies. If the same person is within a time frame, the latest version of that person will instantly perish. In your case, however, your journeys will be taking you there for the first time.”

	“But don’t the photographs show we, too, are already there?”

	The elderly man spoke. “Only because of what we are about to do. We start this direction of the cycle. Allow me to explain, as best I can. It is very complicated, so I beg your indulgence.” He leant back in his chair and took a deep breath, preparing himself for his intricate speech. “In 1909 I was transported to the year 1960.”

	“So you start it all?” asked Jessica.

	“No one starts it and no one finishes it.”

	“That makes no sense.”

	“Not in the time of your world Jessica, but in the world of a spacetime loop, it makes perfect sense. Ruth, show them the whiteboard if you will.”

	Ruth took a whiteboard on a stand that was leaning against the wall and brought it into the centre of the room. On it were two illustrations, one a straight line with an arrowhead on its far right, indicating its direction as left to right. Underneath it was a circle that abutted the straight line above it with an arrowhead at its two sides, indicating the direction within the circle as clockwise.

	“I will now leave it up to Ruth to explain the intricacies of time travel and of a time loop, or cycle if you wish.”

	Ruth took a texta, a felt-tip marker, from the ledge at the bottom of the whiteboard and then turned to face Zara and Jessica. “I need you both to concentrate, as it is imperative you understand this concept of time.”

	Jessica and Zara’s eyes were glued to the whiteboard.

	“The top graphic as you can see is a straight line, the arrowhead indicating the direction of the line from left to right. This line is time as we all know it, travelling in one direction. The bottom graphic is a circle, the arrows indicating that it is travelling in a clockwise direction. This is a time loop or cycle. The clear difference is that on the top line, time travels forward, and once a position on that line is passed, it can never be reached again. Whereas, within a circle, a position can be reached over and over again. Is this clear?”

	Both ladies nodded, their foreheads wrinkled with lines of concentration. “Jesus Jess, it is like we are back in school again, only this time I am interested.”

	“So am I. This is enthralling.”

	“Now as you can see there are ten dates shown on the board in both illustrations. If we look at the top line the dates are in chronological or date order, starting with July first, 1902 and ending January third, 2018. In the second illustration, the dates are written on the circle, again in order but this time in a clockwise direction. Any questions?”

	Ruth turned and looked at the ladies, who shook their heads. “No? Well, I will continue. Now you will see in the circular drawing there are straight lines going across the circle from one date to another, some going backwards in time, as indicated by the direction of the arrow.” She used the texta to illustrate her point. “For instance this one going from 2017 to 1902. Whereas in this one, from 1903 to 1975 it travels forwards. These are all opportunities or portals as we call them for time travel to occur. Again, are we clear up to this point?”

	The girls nodded again.

	“This next concept is very important so please interrupt me if at any point you are confused.” Once again she looked at her audience, their silence telling her all she needed to know. “I want you to think of both illustrations as a railway line, one linear, one circular, such as Melbourne’s city loop, and the various dates along both lines as stations. On the top line, once the train has passed a station it continues on and because it is travelling in one direction that station can never be reached again, whereas in the loop it eventually comes around again. Any questions?”

	The old man looked at the two young ladies who were still transfixed. Jessica was the first to speak, she being the more cerebral and less physical of the pair, addressing her question to the old man. “So this is why we have already been there, the cycle or loop continues eternally and separately from normal time, the straight line?”

	“To a point, yes, but whatever we do affects the history within the period between 1902 and 2018 on the straight line. That is why it is illustrated as touching the line. For instance, if you girls do not travel back in time, your images would disappear from these photos.”

	“Freaky, Jess.”

	“It sure is. But aren’t we in a cycle now?”

	“You are about to be. The only way we can enter the cycle is through a portal. Think of going underground to the loop and boarding one of the stations, although this time they are called dates, such as January third, 1903, rather than Parliament or Melbourne Central. However, once you are inside that portal, at midnight, the time travel takes you across the circle to another time, the journey of many years reduced to ten seconds.”

	“So the journeys along those straight lines that cut across the circle, for example, the one from 2017 to 1902 which is one hundred and fifteen years, take only ten seconds?”

	“Exactly.”

	Jessica looked suitably impressed. “Amazing. And how do we enter a portal?”

	“I will explain that later, but that is the basis of it all. Time and action within the loop travels around continually but the only way to enter the loop is through a portal which takes you from one time to another, across that loop. From 1909 to 1960 for example.”

	Ruth continued. “You can see the cycle on the board where I have listed it in one of its sequences. Zara begins this sequence when she leaves next month. Her journey is from 2017 back to 1902.”

	The old man spoke. “From there Ruth leaves a few months later, still in the year 1902, and arrives in 1975 where I am there waiting for her and she gives me the relevant information that Zara has passed on to her.”

	“So you knew she was coming?”

	“No, I did not. I arrived in 1960 and I greeted Ruth in 1975. In the fifteen years between, I ascertained why the time travelling was occurring. Because of this, I was able to calculate the date that someone may arrive. So I went to our present location on that day. That was the first time I met Ruth, and when she relayed Zara’s information to me.”

	“Amazing. So clever. This reason why time travelling was occurring, can I ask you what it was? I won’t be derailing your train of thought?”

	He smiled at her. “I am old, Jessica, not senile. Besides, my train of thought, as you so eloquently call it, is written on the whiteboard, so I can come back to it at my convenience. I was taught very early on in life that the shortest written note will outlive the longest living memory and it has held me in good stead ever since.”

	Zara seemed suitably impressed. “I must remember that.”

	“Write it down,” said the old man, everyone laughing in unison at his droll humour.

	“Now, as to your question, the reason for the time travel. When I arrived in 1960 I had no idea why it had happened, but I quickly discovered one vital fact. The date that I arrived was the same date I left, January the second. So I went to the State Library and studied everything I could about the two days. What I found was that on both nights there was a blood moon, both in 1909 and 1960.”

	“How often does that occur?” Jessica was doing all the questioning, Zara seemingly happy to let it all unfold in front of her.

	“There are several blood moons a year, so they are not a rarity. But blood moons occurring on the same date are. In fact, there are only five corresponding dates I could find, all of them shown on the board.”

	“Okay. I can accept that corresponding blood moons are the reason for the time travel, even though I have no idea why. But why do you travel backwards on some dates and forward on the others?”

	“Good question. Ruth and I worked on that together and finally came up with the answer. A blood moon occurs when the Earth gets between the Moon and the Sun, the Sun’s rays passing through our atmosphere, reddening the Moon. Because our orbit around the Sun is elliptical, the Sun’s pull on us varies. The closer we are the stronger it is, the further away the opposite. When it is at its strongest, that’s when we go forward in time, at its weakest, we go backwards.”

	“Wow, this is amazing, Jessica.”

	“Yes, it is.” She looked at the whiteboard. “So from that, you looked up the charts and calculated the two dates in 2017 that could take a person back in time, rather than forward. You already knew the date that Zara rescued Ruth, so you had one of them. Did you wonder what the other date was for?”

	“No, because Ruth knew the date that Jessica would be sent back, Zara having told her when she arrived in 1902. Zara is the key, the initiator of everything.”

	Zara looked quite pleased with herself. “There you go, Jess. I told you how important I would become to you.”

	“You surely did. It seems you are important to a lot of people. So can you run through the sequence again?”

	“Certainly. First, there is Zara, from 2017 to 1902, then Ruth, 1902 to 1975, Jessica 2017 to 1904, and finally myself 1909 to 1960. Now from those listings can you see why I have put them in that order?”

	Jessica replied, “1902, 1902, 1904, 1909.”

	“Exactly. It is what happens in the early part of the century that matters. Zara arrives in 1902, rescues Ruth, then stays. Ruth then leaves in 1902 and arrives in 1975 where she is greeted by me and informs me of your existence so I can send you both back from 2017. Then after you arrive back there, I leave, travelling from 1909 to 1960. That is the order in this sequence, Zara first, myself last. However, because it is a cycle, its time is circular rather than a straight line moving forward.”

	“If it is circular, then it has no beginning or end.”

	“Exactly. Therefore, as long as the cycle is open, it is accessible at any point because it is continually occurring.”

	“So we have done this before?”

	“Yes.”

	“But I have no memory of it.”

	“Not at this stage of the cycle, no. Remember this is the beginning of the journey for you two. So every time you start it, it is a new experience.”

	“So last time we got it wrong?”

	“Not wrong. You did save Vida but not my beloved. This time you can correct that.”

	“So if this is a cycle, how do Zara and I return here?”

	“You will remember I said there were five days of time travel within our time frame. The last of these occurs on January third, 1912, taking you forward to 2018. This means you will both arrive back well after you have left this time frame, thus ensuring the two versions of your good selves will not clash with each other.”

	“That’s a relief.”

	“Your return from 1912 to 2018 must have occurred because there are no photos of you and Zara after 1912.”

	“Nice to know we are coming back, Jess.”

	“There is another very important fact I have omitted to tell you. On the night before I was transported to 1960, my true love was murdered. This is why it is so important to me. As the final journey on January third, 2018 has not yet passed, this particular cycle is incomplete.”

	“Do you think we will succeed?”

	“As long as you follow the instructions to the letter, I am certain of it.”

	“Your story is amazing. You had to wait all this time, from 1975 to 2017, forty-two years, to send us back? What astonishing patience.”

	“It wasn’t easy. The first priority was for me to stay alive.”

	They all laughed, Jessica asking the obvious question. “How old are you, may I ask?”

	“I was thirty-six when I left in 1909 and I have been in this time frame fifty-seven years, from 1960 to 2017. So I am ninety-three.”

	“I have a few more questions and then I will be finished.”

	“Go ahead.”

	“How did you find me?”

	“We knew you, of course, from our time frame, your name Jessica Tomic, your appearance, and that you were in your late twenties when you were with us. So, as we knew you would be making your trip to the past in 2017, we calculated that you must have been born in the late Eighties or early Nineties.”

	“1988. I am twenty-nine. Very clever.”

	“From there we discovered you. Then all we had to do was wait until today before we contacted you.”

	“What if I didn’t come?”

	“We knew you would. We know how dedicated you have become to women’s rights. Plus you are in the photo from 1908 which means you must have come.”

	“Can I ask, what would happen if we don’t go back?”

	Zara looked at her in horror. “You are kidding.”

	“It’s purely academic, Zara. Don’t worry, I am as anxious as you to go back and meet Vida Goldstein.”

	“As I previously explained, your personages would disappear from all the photographs and all references of that time frame. And Vida would perish before her time.”

	“And the person you hold so dear?”

	“Once again, she would be forever taken from me.”

	The poor man.

	“So when am I to be sent back to 1904?”

	Ruth answered. “Tonight. A ten-second window will occur at midnight. The next window will be in four weeks when Zara will leave.”

	“Tonight? How will I prepare?”

	The old man answered. “We will prepare you and give you your instructions. Your window will take you back to ten seconds past midnight. At nine in the morning, Zara, Vida Goldstein and a solicitor by the name of Graham Bruce will be there to greet you. Then on the morning of New Year’s Eve in 1908, you will pass a letter to Mr. Bruce that I will give you. Do not give it to him any earlier and do not read it yourself. You must promise me you will do this.”

	“You have my word.”

	“The letter is vital to the success of our mission. He will understand its meaning, ensuring that this time everything proceeds as it should.”

	“So Zara will be there waiting for me? Even though she is leaving four weeks after me?”

	“Yes, she will have been taken to 1902, two years before you arrive. By then she will have made contact with Vida and Mr. Bruce and be there to rescue you.”

	“Rescue me? From what?”

	“What I have neglected to tell you both is that the complex we presently occupy was once the Kew Lunatic Asylum and the basement underneath this very apartment was a punishment room in 1904, appropriately called the hole. This room is the portal.”

	“Fuck me. Are you certain that Zara and her crew will be there?”

	“As I have already stated, as long as she follows her instructions and executes her tasks, then all should be fine.”

	Ruth spoke. “This time, there is a slight variation to what previously occurred, but this will not happen until the very end of the time frame, so nothing should change before then. Mr. Bruce will be responsible for the variation after you give him the letter, and in so doing he will prevent the murder of the person who meant so much to us all. That is why you must not give him the letter until the assigned date.”

	“Who is this person?” asked Zara.

	The old man spoke. “Her identity will only be made known to Mr. Bruce, whom I trust unreservedly. She is not relevant to your tasks. Yours, Jessica, will be to deliver the letter to Mr. Bruce and to encourage Miss Goldstein in her endeavours. And she will need this encouragement, for a great deal of bitterness is about to come her way, owing to her fight for women’s rights at the turn of the century. Your task, Zara, is to protect Miss Goldstein, ensuring she makes it to the day when Jessica arrives. After everything is completed you shall both return to the basement beneath this very room at ten seconds past midnight on the third of January, 2018. This final date will be the last opportunity to time travel so it is imperative you are positioned
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