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“What do you want?” she asked.

“You’re beautiful.” He took a sip of his whiskey. “Not as good as Briar’s, but it will suffice. I have a story to tell you. It’s been a long time, but we know each other.”

His statement shook her and his British accent. “How’d you find me?” she said.

He raised an eyebrow and his sky-blue eyes stared at her without blinking. “You know the story and me? That’s different.” He shook his head. “The invention of the computer is a remarkable thing and it helps a lot, but it wasn’t until six months ago I found an Abernathy relative of yours in Leeds. Your Uncle Steven said his brother moved to the America’s many years ago and you were his niece. I also found a connection to you with this tavern on Facebook.”

Ren wondered if he really knew their story. She thought he must have worked hard to find the Abernathy connection. How was it possible?
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Look back in your memories

and you will see me.

I will find you and love you to the end,

but our path will be long and lonely
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Renita Abernathy saw the wet fog roll in and knew something approached. She could feel it in her bones. Having the ability to read the atmosphere came to her many lives ago and this one bugged her most of the day. Heaviness weighed hard on her shoulders and she could only guess what to expect.

The night felt cold and dark in North Everett and despite the wail from the ferryboat horns it was quiet. Fall arrived and, although she loved this time of year, she wished she’d been born into a place with more sunlight and less rain.

She leaned against the brick building and watched the moisture dance around the street lamp. Under the overhang of the backdoor of Fire and Brimstone Bar and Pool Hall, she breathed in the cool air and tried to relax. The bar was a warm and prosperous establishment. The atmosphere felt relaxed and drew in men and women who did business in the downtown area of Everett. College kids and Boeing workers  visited the place, too. Ren started bartending about eight years ago when she got her license. Now at the age of twenty-nine she thought it might be time to find something else. She’d gotten bored.

The sound of pool balls filtered out to her and, although it was Wednesday night, there were a few more customers playing and Ren knew the tips would be good. She pushed off the wall and walked back into the warm main room. One of the waitresses, Tasha, stood at the end of the counter and waited.

“Where’s Jerry?” Ren asked as she walked behind the bar.

Tasha looked up from her receipts with her fawn like brown eyes. “He’s getting a Heffie barrel.”

“Do you have an order?”

“No, the old boys playing on table five are slowing down.” She looked over her shoulder. “It only took a couple of years, but I actually heard one of them say he is the designated driver tonight.”

Ren laughed. “That’s good. It’s about time, too.” 

She looked down at the other end of the long bar and her heart dropped into her feet. The day she’d known would happen for a long time, arrived. He sat there and stared at her. Every face she’d ever seen on him flashed through her head.

“Hey, Ren, are you all right? You’ve gone all pale,” she heard Tasha ask.

She looked back at the waitress. “Yeah, I’m okay. Do me a favor and go take his order.” She nodded toward the end of the bar and saw Tasha’s eyebrows come together. “He’s an old boyfriend and I don’t want to talk to him, yet.”

Tasha nodded. “Got it.”

Jerry, the backup bartender, moved past her with a beer barrel on a trolley. He’d earned his license a few months before and started working at Fire and Brimstone right after. He was a young kid at twenty-one, but worked hard.

“Do you need help?” she asked him as he set the hand truck up right.

“Nope, I got it.”

Tasha walked back up and shook her head. “He wants something called Briar’s Whiskey. Have you heard of it?”

Ren took in a breath and looked back down at him. Yeah, about seventy years ago, she thought. “That’s an old brand and isn’t made anymore. He’ll have to deal with Jack or Johnny. Thanks Tasha. I’ll get it from here.”

She poured the whiskey, picked it up and walked to the other end of the counter. She placed a napkin in front of him, set the glass down and crossed her arms over her chest.

“What do you want?” she asked.

“You’re beautiful.” He took a sip of his whiskey. “Not as good as Briar’s, but it will suffice. I have a story to tell you. It’s been a long time, but we know each other.”

His statement shook her and his British accent. “Unless it’s a fairy tale, I’ve already heard it. How’d you find me?” she said.

He raised an eyebrow and his sky-blue eyes stared at her without blinking. “You know the story and me? That’s different.” He shook his head. “The invention of the computer is a remarkable thing and it helps a lot, but it wasn’t until six months ago I found an Abernathy relative of yours in Leeds. Your Uncle Steven said his brother moved to the America’s many years ago and you were his niece. I also found a connection to you with this tavern on Facebook.”

Ren wondered if he really knew their story. She thought he must have worked hard to find the Abernathy connection. How was it possible? They never knew each other at the same time in the past.

“Your uncle showed me a photograph of you from 1939 and found it remarkable that you looked so much like your grandmother. I told him it was taken when your school gave a big band party. He looked at me as though I’d cracked my top,” he answered the question she hadn’t asked aloud.

“What are you calling yourself now?”

“The family name is Springheel. I’m Jack.” He smirked.

“No shit. That’s your real name?” She saw him nod.

“My parents thought it would be cute.”

“No Jonathan or Reginald?” Ren laughed. “They do know about the myth?” He nodded again. “Wow, that’s cruel.”

“My dad said he’d dreamed of naming his son Jack since he was a kid and read about the myth. He had a hard time convincing my mother to go with it.”

“I’m Ren. Renita in this life.”

“I know.”

“Do you remember everything?”

“Yes, everything. All the way back to the beginning.”

Ren shook her head. “How is that possible? We’ve never remembered at the same time.”

“It is strange. Maybe this is the end.” He fingered the shot glass. “I hope we aren’t finished. You are still too beautiful.”

She looked down the bar and saw Jerry pour a beer for Tasha. “Listen, we close up in an hour. Once the place clears out, we can talk.”

Jack nodded and took a sip of his whiskey. He grimaced. “This isn’t Briar’s.”

She tilted her head. “Yeah, and it’s not 1940 anymore. Welcome to the Twenty-first Century, man. Briar’s went out of business years ago.”

“Bollocks. We can still find it in London.”

“It’s not being imported.” She turned and walked down the bar.

It drove her nuts. Every time he turned up in her life, his blue eyes made her warm and his lips killed her. This was going to be the longest hour ever, in her history.
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Jack watched her move behind the counter. She looked as beautiful as ever. Her brownish-red hair was longer than last time he’d seen her, but she still moved the same. She kept her shoulders back and her spine straight. It amazed him that some things never changed.

When they first met many lives ago, her name was Sunniva and she lived as a peasant in Gaul. As a captain in the Roman Army, his heart got taken the moment he’d first looked upon her face. She’d been captured by his legion during a fight in Northern Gaul and would eventually be taken to Rome to serve as a slave. His name was Gaius Marcii at the time and he did everything in his power to protect her from the other men under his command. He took her as his servant, as the other commanders in the emperor’s army took slaves. 

Gaius respected her and refused to take her against her will as many women were used in those days. They didn’t speak the same language, but developed a non-verbal understanding and she seemed to understand his courtesy. 

On an evening when he relaxed in his tent, she came to him of her own freewill. They’d experienced an incredible night of passion and he decided then she would be his mistress. The next morning, his men revolted against him. They were murdered. A battle broke out on the same day and the men told the other officers that Gaius and Sunniva were killed by the Britain’s.  

For almost two thousand years, in many different lives, they’d found each other and continued their love affair. They would be killed after making love only once. They were usually caught in a war, but they’d also died from natural causes or plague and disease. The influenza got them in 1918. The last time they’d met was in London late 1940. They’d danced one evening and then made love. The Blitz in London began the next day and lasted three days. Again, they were killed.

This day marked the first time they met and both remembered their past. Jack wondered if maybe this time he could plan to love Ren for many years. They’d never remembered everything in the same moment, but he hoped this time would be different. It felt special to him and he wanted her more now than ever in the past.

He watched her move behind the bar and at two o’clock she and the other bartender steered the customers out. She shut off the lights in the front window and locked the door.

Ren and the other two workers spent a few minutes cleaning things up, putting chairs up on the tables and she leaned over to unplug the automatic Juke box. For a second her face was reflected with the lights from the machine and she appeared as she had in the past. Jack almost forgot to breathe.

He heard her tell the other bartender and waitress they could leave, she’d finish up and they both grinned as they left the bar.

She turned off a couple more over head lights, grabbed a bottle and moved down to the end of the counter where he sat. She sat on a silver chest, poured two shots and handed one to him.

“Sunniva, have you ever looked for me?” he asked and drank down the whisky. He wasn’t sure he wanted to hear her answer.
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“I was in England once with my brothers and parents and thought about it. I didn’t have the first clue where or how to look for you. I was young and the internet wasn’t a big thing yet.” She tipped the shot back, swallowed the whiskey and felt it burn a trail down her throat. She wasn’t about to tell him that she’d held on to all of her tips for the last two years and when she’d saved enough money would have traveled to England to find him. 

“I lived in Salisbury, which is where I was born. You wouldn’t have been able to find me then,” Jack said.

Ren felt nervous. They’d never been able to remember each other at the same time and it frightened her a bit. “Doesn’t it bother you that we both remember? I’m not sure what to think.”

“Then don’t think. There’s only one being who knows the why of anything. Why are you living here? You could have come over to England,” he asked.

“My dad got a job with Boeing after he graduated from college. He came over here, met my mom and the kids were born in this time and place. I have a good family, now, and in this life, this is all I know.”

“Are your parents still alive?”

“Yes.”
She looked at him as he sat back in the chair. His eyes always killed her. They were like falling into a pure blue sky. They swept her into a beautiful calm hold without touching her and were the first thing she remembered from their other lives. This time felt no different.
Ren shook her head. “I’m not sleeping with you this time, Jack. I’ve already given up my virginity to another, so you won’t be able to take that from me.”

He chuckled. “You know you feel the pull between us. It’s different this time. I still want you, but it doesn’t seem as critical now. It’s not like it was in 1940 when I worked hard to keep my pants on whenever we were near to each other.”

“We are a little older than we were the other times. I’m afraid if we make love tomorrow morning the next catastrophic earthquake that is being predicted will happen or Mount Rainier will blow and set off a chain reaction which would cause Mount Hood and Mount Baker to go up, too. I like this world Gaius...I mean Jack. I don’t want to give it up.”

“After the blitz, when we died, I existed in the other realm. I spoke with the regent and asked what the point of bringing us together and then dying the next day amounted to. I knew I pushed my luck, but asked if this was how God got his jollies. The regent said I risked losing you altogether if I continued to question him. I believe that’s why it’s been longer this time. I believe the regent punished me for being so flip. I’m sorry.”

She opened the bottle and poured two more shots. “Over seventy years, Jack. It’s been so long this time. I...God, what am I supposed to think?” She picked up her shot and only took a sip. “All this time and still we have no answers.”

“Are you with someone now?” He swallowed his shot and turned the glass around in his hand.

She looked away from him as her heart skipped a beat. “Yes, but it’s not regular time.”

“What does that mean?”

“I have a friend who travels for his work. We connect every now and then, but it’s not serious and I haven’t heard from him in a few months or so.” Ren realized she’d begun to feel guilty, as though she’d cheated on Jack.

“He scratches an itch for you?” he asked and smiled.

She looked away from him again and felt a twinge of anger. She hated his last remark. “I’m done for tonight.” She screwed the cap back on the bottle and stood up. Moving down the bar, she shelved the bottle and turned. The shot glass clinked in the sink, and she turned on the hot water and stared at it.

He stood, walked past the chairs and waited on the other side of the counter. Handing her the glass, he leaned on the bar. “I think I’ve pissed you off. I apologize.”

“No, I’m tired.” She washed the glasses and put them on a towel on the side of the sink. “It’s been a long night.” She reached under the bar, grabbed her purse and coat and looked at him. “I’ve been pissed off for a long time. You know, maybe the Big Chief kept us separated for a reason. Maybe he got tired of the destiny thing and is going to give us the opportunity to have lives this time.”

“That’s possible, but why can’t we be together? I’ve waited to be with you for so long...” He looked across the counter at her and she could see sadness in his eyes.

“I know, but if we come together you know what will happen. I want to live now. I don’t want to give up this life. I’d really like to maybe make it to my thirties, for a change. I can’t even wrap my brain around being forty. I’d like to have kids and watch them grow. I suppose in some weird way that would be asking too much.” Ren stopped and shook her head. She put on her coat and walked toward the front door.

When she reached up to turn off the lights, Jack grabbed her wrist and spun her around. He put her hand onto his chest and she could feel his heart pound under her fingers. Ren looked into his eyes and felt warmth flood her body. 

He leaned down and stopped a hairs breadth from her lips. The warmth from his body surrounded her.

“Sunniva, I’ve always loved you, now and in every life before. I respect your opinion more than anything. There has to be a way we can live and be together. I want no one but you.” His mouth pressed down on hers and she allowed it. Their tongues touched and moved. His lips sent shivers down her legs.

Ren hated herself for not being strong enough to resist him. The power he held over her existed in every life for so long, she couldn’t remember what if felt like to be without it.

Her purse dropped onto the floor and she put her hands on either side of his head winding her fingers into his hair.

Jack reached down and pulled her legs up around his waist. She found it difficult to breathe and when his hard penis pressed her pelvis it made it all that more difficult. 

She tightened her hold on his hair and pulled his head back. “Gaius, stop. This is madness.” She felt her throat tighten and tears stung her eyes. “Please, put me down.”

“Don’t cry, my love.” He continued to kiss her face. “We’re in a new and better educated age. We’ll get this worked out somehow. I dreamt we performed a séance and called to the regent. We demanded our freedom to live a peaceful long life together. When I woke up, I was so angry, the alarm clock ended up giving up its life for us.” He ran his thumb over her lips and brushed the tears off.

Ren looked up at him. “This day has really finished on a weird note. I need to think, Jack. If you’re hands touch me and I look into your eyes, I can’t think straight.” Unlocking her legs and sliding her feet back to the floor, she put her hand on his chest and pushed him back. 

“What time do you work tomorrow?” he asked and watched her pick up her purse, unlock the door and walk out. He followed her.

“I start at five.” She re-locked the door and wanted to run to her car and go home where she’d be safe, but stayed on the sidewalk.

“Have breakfast with me,” he said.

“I can do that, but make it lunch. I don’t get up in time for breakfast. Where are you staying?”

“If you tell me where you live, I could pick you up.”

“No, I’ll meet you. Where are you staying?” She wasn’t anywhere near ready to tell him where she lived. 

“I have a suite at the Inn at Port Gardner down by the waterfront,” he said and reached for her face.

Ren backed up a step and saw the disappointed look on his face. “I’ll be in front at noon.” She turned to her car and unlocked the driver’s door. “Jack, if there is a way to get past what is destined for us that would be good. I’d love nothing more than to have hope, but after all this time I don’t think it’s likely to happen that way.” 

“Sweetheart, we must not lose hope. In this world anything is possible. I’ll count the minutes until tomorrow.”

She watched him wave and fold into his rental car. Laughing, she sat in her own vehicle and thought that Toyota was way too small for him. At six-foot-four, he should have rented something bigger. 
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