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The dizziness struck as Zeke Allen pushed his cabin door shut behind him. He stumbled and reached for the trestle table that should be before him, but his hands met with empty air. As quickly as it had come upon him, the dizziness passed. Zeke crashed to the floor, barely putting his hands out in time to avoid taking a bite out of the dirt floor, and landed on his musket in its strap beneath his chest.

He pushed himself up, but instead of the straw-covered, packed dirt floor, touched fine, polished wood.

He opened his eyes. What in blazes?

His cabin was... no longer his cabin, his table and bench... not there. Across from him was a familiar, chinked log wall, but the logs and patterns in them differed, something he could see because bright sunlight streamed in through a glass window in the side wall.

A glass window that hadn’t been there a moment before.

A fluttering stirred in his chest. Could it be? Florence had told him it would happen, that one day he’d find himself no longer in 1756, but pulled forward to her twentieth century.

He could scarcely breathe. Many months it had been since she’d been taken from him, pulled back into her time. Long, lonely months—something he’d grown used to as a frontiersman, but had less enthusiasm for once he’d tasted her companionship and love.

She’d told him there would be many changes to his cabin between his time and hers.

Willing his pounding heart to quiet, he twisted around. Behind him sat not the two straw-tick beds he’d built for himself and a trapping partner, but four, metal framed beds covered with quilts and fine, white linens. He turned to the side opposite the window, where his door should have been. It still was, but lay open—not to the outdoors, but into a hallway.

Warmth permeated the air, and the constant smoke of his fireplace was gone, as was its pops and crackling. In its place was silence, and the savory scent of food—fried ham, if he wasn’t mistaken, mouthwatering even though he’d already partaken of breakfast.

Slowly, he pushed himself up and gazed around again. Behind the beds, his fireplace had been replaced by a plastered wall adorned with a framed sampler. He took a slow step toward the hallway, one that had not existed when this had been his house.

He peered at the beds behind him again, and stopped short when he realized two were occupied. By ladies, judging by the curvy shapes of the bodies beneath the blankets. And neither of them Florence.

Who else lived in this house? He couldn’t fathom but one thing: he should not be standing in a room where strange women slept.

He crept through the door, his leather boots making little noise on the wood floor, and gazed around the room he’d entered—a grand entryway, it must be, as a sturdy-looking door with a glass window graced one end. And the clearest, straightest glass he’d ever seen, for he could see the snow swirling and blustering outdoors as if there were no glass at all. Whoever lived in this house must be wealthy indeed.

On the wall across from him was a framed sampler bearing a name and a date: Florence Ella, June 2, 1920.

His heart quivered. It had come to pass! Just as she’d assured him it would.

Yet he couldn’t shake a growing sense of unease. If this was Florence’s house, in her time... She’d admitted her family’s home would be luxurious compared to in his time, but this was far beyond his imaginings. Had she hedged the truth, or had he come to a different time other than she’d assured him he would? A later one, mayhap?

“Hellooooooo?” a woman called from the other end of the corridor.

“Is anyone there?” another woman said, and the flutters arose in Zeke’s chest again. Florence!

He steeled himself not to call out her name, for if this was happening the way she’d told him it would, he’d been pulled to a time before she met him—or rather, this would be when they met, from her perspective.

Footsteps rang on the wood floors coming toward the corridor, along with a rapid, light click-click. A brown and white mop of a dog, little bigger than Zeke’s foot appeared and studiously sniffed his boots as the footsteps drew nearer. He forced a bewildered look onto his face—not a difficult task—as the twentieth-century woman he’d vowed to make his bride appeared, followed by an older woman who bore a strong resemblance to her. Her mother, no doubt.

“Good morning, sir,” the latter said. 

A grimace flashed across Florence’s face, so quickly he might have imagined it, but enough to remind him he was unshaven, and likely smelled none too pleasant.

He hadn’t exactly been able to plan for this.

But Florence... she was as beautiful as ever, with her oddly-short, cropped hair that curled just above her shoulders, and her womanly figure that was oh so apparent beneath a flower printed calico dress that bared her ankles.

Then he realized he was staring like a fool. He snapped his mouth shut and grabbed the wide brim of his hat to tip it, finally remembering his manners. “Greetings, ladies. Ezekiel Wayne Allen, of the Virginia Colony, independent explorer and fur trapper, at your service.” He dipped his head in a shallow bow.

The older woman gave him a nod. “Welcome to the Cumberland Gap Saturn Society House, Mr. Allen. I’m Mrs. Margaret LeBeau, and your Watchkeeper, and this is my daughter Florence.”

She had the same, soft, lilting accent as her daughter, pronouncing her “i’s” like “ah.” A gentle, appealing sound, and one he could listen to for hours if not—

“Explorer of what?” Florence said. The dog backed away and gave a single yip, a far cry from the deep, menacing bark of the big, black Damon who’d also come from this time.

Zeke opened his mouth to answer, but Mrs. LeBeau interjected. “I’m sure you’re anxious to be gettin’ abed.” Her lips pressed together tightly. “After you take a quick bath, that is.”

Florence never took her eyes off him.

He could stand here and drink in his lovely one’s beauty all day, but her mother was right.  Come to think, his legs felt as if he’d walked all the way across the Warriors’ Path and clear to the peak she called the Pinnacle, rather than just out to the stable to care for the horses. “Now that you mention it, I am quite weary. But I took a dip in the pond last week, just before it froze...” His gaze roved around the entryway, and lit on the cross-stitch sampler.

June 2, 1920. Florence’s date of birth.

“It won’t take any time at all,” Mrs. LeBeau said.

He needed to act surprised. Florence hadn’t met him yet, had bid him promise that when he came forward, he wouldn’t speak of their meeting, for it could change something.

And that was the last thing he wanted to chance.

He drew his head back. “Very well, then. I wasn’t expecting to meet up with ladies, out here on the frontier —”

“Frontier?” Florence’s nose curled. “What frontier?”

“Why, west of the Virginia and North Carolina colonies...”

Mrs. LeBeau spoke gently. “You’ve evidently miscalculated your jump, Mr. Allen. These parts’ve been well-settled for over a hundred years. This is 1939—”

Must look surprised...Zeke opened his eyes wide, hoping he looked fearful or at least taken aback. “What?” He needed to react as he would had Florence never come back to his time, never told him anything of what this place was like in her time.

The woman’s brows furrows. “I said you miscalculated—”

“No, after that.”

“This area’s been settled for over a hundred—”

“No—”

“This is 1939,” Florence said.

“That.” His eyes met hers, and when hers went round, he took that to mean he’d found the right effect.

“Mr. Allen?” Florence asked quietly. “What year did you come from?”

He answered in slow, deliberate syllables. “Seventeen. Fifty. Six.”

Florence’s mouth went round. “But that’s not poss—”

Her mother kicked at her shin. Zeke pretended not to notice. Beside her, the little white dog lifted a trembling front paw.

“Mr. Allen must be very tired,” Mrs. LeBeau said. “Let’s show him to the bathroom so he can wash before he falls into recovery.” She met Zeke’s gaze, though hers darted away. “And when you wake up, we’ll answer your questions as best we can.”

He followed them around a corner, Florence glancing back at him every few seconds.

Did she fancy him already, or was he simply a curiosity? Or worse, had something already changed?

That was something he couldn’t allow himself to think upon.

They stopped. The sound of a man speaking drifted from around another corner, though he sounded much farther away. As Mrs. LeBeau reached for a shining, brass door knob, Zeke faced Florence, whose gaze had locked onto his. He lowered his face, and regarded her through his  lashes. “If I had to... ah, miscalculate a jump, praise be that I landed here, in a warm home with two lovely ladies offering me their hospitality.”

Florence drew back, her eyes aglow, and her mouth tipped up.

Before he could stop himself, Zeke took her hand and lifted it to his lips. Her skin was warm, and silken smooth.

Definitely wealthy, as much as she’d insisted otherwise.

“Here you go, Mr. Allen,” Mrs. LeBeau said.

Zeke hurriedly dropped her daughter’s hand. She held open the door, waving him through.

The little dog rushed ahead, then yipped again as it looked up at Zeke with what looked like a distrustful expression.

“Rusty, shoo!” Florence made a waving motion at the dog, and it ran off. “Mr. Allen?” She motioned him forward.

“Sorry the privy’s still outside,” she went on. “We’re supposed to get an indoor one soon, but...” She turned up her hands.

Whatever response Zeke might have had was lost when he stepped inside to behold a monstrosity like he’d never seen, a great, white washtub that sat on pewter feet resembling a bird’s. A shining, white washtub so large he could lie down in it and not splash the water out. And above it, protruding from the white, tiled wall, what looked like two pump spigots. Even stranger was a similar, white basin mounted to the wall, also with two pump spigots, and above it the largest looking glass he’d ever seen. But the giant washtub... “That’s a washtub?”

“It may not be what you’re used to, but it’s what we’ve got,” Florence’s mother said.

He stood, not knowing what to do. He opened his mouth to ask where the buckets were to haul the water in when she brushed past him. She turned the handles on the spigots, and water came rushing out.

Zeke just about jumped out of his buckskin coat. “The water comes out of the wall!” He’d heard of such a thing, but never witnessed it for himself. Even his mother’s employer had not been that prosperous, which meant the LeBeaus...

Mrs. LeBeau turned around slowly. “You haven’t...”

“You must be extraordinarily wealthy,” Zeke breathed. 

“Mr. Allen,” Florence said quietly. “What year did you say you were from?”

“Seventeen. F-fifty. Six...”

A look passed between the two ladies. Florence turned up her hands in a bewildered gesture.

Her mother spoke firmly. “Mr. Allen, this is nothing more than a pump handle.”

“But...” He shivered “That’s going to be mighty cold.”

Mrs. LeBeau put her hand in the water, which was already over a handspan deep. “Try it.”

He did, then yanked his hand out in a flash at the unexpected warmth. It felt as though it had been brought straight from the fire! “But how? Where? How does it—”

Florence leaned in. “It’s heated in a great cauldron in the cellar, then pumped here.” Her mother nodded.

Zeke couldn’t take his eyes from the water pouring into the tub. That was something he hadn’t heard of, though he supposed it could work in such a way. “But—”

Mrs. LeBeau turned off the water. “Florie, go fetch Mr. Allen a robe, and some nightclothes.”

That was curious indeed, but gathering from what the ladies said—and didn’t say—he was no longer on the frontier, and even in the mountains, he supposed they did some things like city folk.

Before he could ponder the matter further, Florence reappeared, her arms full of clothing.

Zeke drew back. This too, was very odd. No one had brought him anything for a very long time. Not since his mother had when he was young. Since then, he had grown accustomed to being the one serving others, until he’d left for the frontier, first chance he got.

“Mr. Allen?” Florence held out the neatly-folded, linen sleepwear.

“Many thanks.” He let his gaze rest on hers, her eyes round and blue in the sunlight coming in through the glass window over the washtub, and longing fell over him. He forced it away as best he could, easier when a great yawn cracked his face.

The time to touch her, kiss her, love her, would come later, after she came to love him as she’d assured him she had. But first, sleep. After his bath...

He slid his musket strap off and propped the weapon in a corner before kicking his boots off, then whisked off his hunting pouch and buckskin jacket, and lifted a foot over the basin— 

“No, you have to take your clothes off,” Mrs. LeBeau said.

“Very well.” He untied his trousers—

“No, Florie and I will leave the room—you wash up right and good, and make it snappy, I can see you’re already fighting off recovery.”

Ah yes, the long sleep. But he had to pretend he didn’t know. “Recovery from what?”

“We’ll explain later.” Mrs. LeBeau pulled the door shut behind her. Zeke caught the sound of whispers, then the man speaking from beyond the other room stopped, leaving Zeke in silence.

He undressed, then climbed into the washtub. The bottom was smooth as polished glass, and the warm water caressed his body. It was pure bliss. “Amazing!” The only thing better would be if Florence would join him there, for the washtub was big enough to accommodate two—

His head jerked, and his eyes snapped open, reminding him that he needed to hurry before the long sleep took him. A bar of hard soap sat on the tub’s edge, so he hurried to wash, noting the soap’s floral scent with a faint snort.

Pleasant. There were many advantages to being wealthy.

He climbed from the tub and dried with the amazingly absorbent towels made of some fuzzy cloth he had never before seen, then donned the nightshirt and trousers of the softest linen he’d ever felt, then a dressing gown made of the same material as the towels. Beyond the window, snow swirled, yet he was warm despite there being no fireplace in the room. 

When he moved toward the smaller wash basin on the wall, he stepped over a metal grate and gasped. Warm air drifted up from the grate as if by magic! And then there was that looking glass, with what appeared to be a round, glass vase above it.

Except the vase was upside down, for the bottom was open, and a chain made of tiny, tin beads—much like the chain on the name tag necklace Florence had worn when she’d come to him—hung from it.

What in blazes was that? He took the chain’s end between his fingers. The weight pulled it down, and the glass vase lit up as if it contained the sun.

Zeke jumped backward. “’Tis witchcraft for certain!”

But Florence had been quite insistent she and her mother were not witches, and her eyes had gone narrow when he started to speak the word.

He had thought time travel was witchcraft, too, and now here he was, having done the same. Perhaps this was some sort of twentieth century magic, but he would give the LeBeaus the benefit of the doubt for now.

But she’d also claimed the LeBeaus were not wealthy. Zeke stopped himself from making a snort. They were as much merchant class as he was the King of England. Surely this glowing vase was something only the very wealthy had. And the looking glass—as perfect and unwavering as the glass in the door—reminded him of how unsuited he was to associate with them, with his scruffy beard and unkempt hair.

But those things, he could fix.

He dug his hunting knife from his supply pouch and cut a narrow strip of leather from its flap. He hurriedly untangled his hair, then tied it in a queue at the base of his neck. Then he set about ridding himself of his beard, a task the looking glass eased a great deal. He’d just finished tidying the sink and scooping the cut hair into a handle-less basket on the floor when Florence spoke from the other room. “Think he’s fallen asleep in the tub?”

Someone rapped on the door. “Mr. Allen?” Mrs. LeBeau called.

“Ma’am?”

He opened the door, and Florence, standing before him, brought her hands to her mouth.

He looked her straight in the eyes. “Is everything all right, Miss LeBeau?” He couldn’t stop himself from smiling.

Florence swallowed before she found her voice. “We... we were afraid you’d fallen asleep.”

He looked down at the knife and laid it on the sink. He hadn’t realized he still held it. He looked back at Florence, drinking in her lovely smooth skin and sparkling eyes. “I am rather fatigued. But not too tired to make myself presentable in the presence of beautiful ladies.”

Florence stumbled backward. Did men not say such things to her often? Zeke couldn’t believe that. Something compelled him to move closer to her, but before he could, her mother inserted herself between them. “If you’ll just follow me, Mr. Allen...”

He grabbed his musket and hunting pouch, and followed her back down the corridor to the room he’d first arrived in. Though he didn’t turn around, he sensed Florence padding behind him on almost silent feet.

Mrs. LeBeau led him past the first two of the four beds. His gaze lit on the second, where one lady’s blond locks spilled over the pillow, though the sheet was pulled over half of her face. He stopped. His gaze darted back to the first bed, where the other woman’s oddly short, black hair stuck up in all directions.

His mouth moved but no words came out at first. “I... I can’t sleep in here. You have a barn, yes? If you’ll just lend me some blankets, I’ll—”

“You’ll do no such thing.” Mrs. LeBeau yanked back the blankets on the third bed.

“But... I can’t sleep in the same room as...” his voice lowered. “Women. It’s not right!”

Her expression softened. “Under normal circumstances, you’d be correct. But this is not normal circumstances, now is it, Mr. Allen?”

He let his gaze drift back to Florence. Now her, he would certainly welcome sharing a room with, if not a bed. But that time had not yet come. “No, ma’am, it is not. Not with hot water that comes from the wall, and glass canisters that make light...” Florence and her mother exchanged a glance. “And warm air that comes from a grate in the floor, with no smoke...” His face cracked in a yawn, and his knees buckled. Florence and her mother grabbed him by the arms and guided him to the bed.

He was too exhausted even to find that disturbing.

He slid his feet under the blankets, his eyes closing as soon as his head landed on the pillow. “But... women?” he mumbled.

Mrs. LeBeau pulled the blankets up to his shoulders. “Don’t you worry about these ladies, ’cause you’ll be in no shape to be any bother to ’em even if you wanted to.”

Light footsteps receded. Zeke managed to force his eyelids open for one last second, just in time to see Florence turn to look at him before she disappeared out the door.

Thank the heavens he was too close to sleep to speak, for he ached to tell her they’d met, and loved.

Pray that when he woke, he wouldn’t spill that secret, the one she’d made him promise to keep from her. For she’d assured him, should he forget and tell, it could change everything—which could have disastrous consequences for their future together—and for the war that would soon include her United States of America.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Two

[image: ]


Florie sat in the truck, able to do nothing but stare as the blonde girl ran off across the snowy field. She found her voice as the other, dark-haired girl hopped out to follow. “Bethany! At least take my satchel!”

Taylor grabbed the bag of snacks and other emergency items. “If we’re not back in a half hour, get help!” She dashed into the snow after her friend.

The two twenty-first century girls had awoken from recovery the day before, a few hours after Mr. Allen’s arrival. The blonde girl, Bethany, had been frantic that her daddy was in danger, and they needed to pick him up from the train station before the Society caught up to him.

Florie stared after them, only aware that her new friend had left the truck door open when snow swirled in on a gust of icy wind. She leaned across the passenger seat and pulled it shut, the slam oddly loud in the muffled stillness of the snow-covered, deserted road and field. After the door’s slam, only the whistle of the wind broke the silence.

They’d missed Bethany’s daddy at the train station, and only then did they realize the vagrant walking down the road they’d passed on the way to town was him. By the time they returned, only his tracks were left, that headed off into the field, fading in the blowing snow.

Florie pulled her coat more tightly around her, even though the farm
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