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​PROLOGUE


 


Scottish Border -
1513


 


 


Robert Armstrong dug his spurs deep
into the sides of his chestnut pony. Twilight was coming on fast, and the
thickening mist dampened his azure cap as he reached the crest of the
moss-covered fell. It had been a hard ride, but victory was at last within his
grasp. There below him, heading for the distant marsh grass, rode the
mysterious Englishman who’d been tracking his every move for nigh on to a
fortnight.


     The hint of a smile crossed Robert’s lips, and he
turned sharply, making his way down the hill toward the tree line. The
Englishman would soon realize he was no longer the hunter, but the quarry.
Skirting a small copse of pine trees, Robert wound his way among the shadows,
choosing his position wisely.  


     He’d hunted men before, usually with his kinsmen, but
today he rode alone. Until he knew the reason for the Englishman’s sudden
interest in him, he saw no need to involve his family. Of course, that didn’t
mean he intended on taking any foolish chances either. If the situation was
about to come to a head, he wanted to hold the upper hand. Doing that would
require all the stealth his father had taught him.


 


********


 


Edward Foster made his way through
the trees, casting a quick glance over his shoulder. He was supposed to be
following the Scot, not the other way around. When did everything go so wrong?


He cleared the pine grove and started down toward the river
below, stopping for a moment to scan the hillside one more time. Where was the
sneaky bugger? Disgusted with himself, he spurred his horse forward, but out of
nowhere, an arrow shot across his path. It lodged into a tree, well clear of
him, but split a branch overhead, causing his mount to spook and stumble.  


Edward scrambled from under his fallen steed, all too aware
the Scot had turned the tables on him. He rose to his feet, swatting the dirt
from his breeches and taking account of the immediate damage. No doubt his
entire body would ache the next day, but other than ripping his left sleeve and
somehow managing to dislodge one of his spurs, he appeared to be in one piece. 



Anxious to be on his way, he reached for his horse, relieved
to see it too was none the worse for wear. The animal clearly thought
otherwise, for Edward had no sooner taken hold of the reins than the creature
bolted and took off in the opposite direction, knocking him from his feet in the
process.   


“Son of a . . . Bloody nagg.” Edward slid down the steep bank,
searching in vain for something to grab on to, but instead lost his footing and
tumbled headfirst into the thick marshy grass along the burn. He jumped up, his
dagger drawn, certain he was about to lose his head, but the Scot was nowhere
in sight.  


Torn between relief and annoyance, he took a deep breath,
wiping the mud from his face before making his way toward the shallow burn.
Over the past few weeks, he’d come to know the rugged young man who only
moments before had chased him down the heather-strewn knoll, and he felt sure
Robert hadn’t given up. He lurked out there somewhere, hidden in the rising
haze, watching in silence, waiting to make his move.  


Edward’s heart raced against his leather jack as he looked
out across the windswept dale, searching the darkening horizon, but not even a
whaup flew from its nest. He had just sheathed his dagger when, without
warning, something tickled his ear, and he spun around, plunging himself
backwards into the cold water. How fragrant the ivory blossoms smelled, but the
mud that clung to his clothes was not so sweet.  


Pulling himself back on solid ground, he cursed in
frustration and swatted at the air around him. “Damn! I’ve lost him now for
sure. Stinking midges!”


Cold and disheveled, Edward brushed himself off as best he
could and climbed back up the slippery bank to a lea just west of where he’d
fallen. There, behind the stump of an ancient tree, he uncovered the ragged
canvas bag he’d stowed the day before. Dusty and worn, it had seen far better
days, but it served its purpose. He pulled out a chunk of salted beef, slumped
down against a weathered birch, and gnawing off a good-sized piece, began to
chew.  


With a weary sigh, he closed his eyes, pressing his fingers
against the lids, too tired to concern himself any longer with the whereabouts
of one elusive Scot. “Must be out of my bloody mind.”  He bit off another piece
of jerky, still muttering to himself. “Follow him indeed. What was I playing
at?” After taking another bite, he wiped his mouth. “Who do I blasted think I
am, James Bond?” 


Maybe he should go home and forget about the whole
excursion. After all, no one would ever believe him without proof, and the way
things were going, his chances of that were slim.  


After a moment, he opened his eyes, blinking against the
last wisps of daylight. The sun sat low on the horizon, and a cool breeze
whipped across the moor, causing the evening air to cut through the damp
leather of his quilted jack. Instinct prompted him to pull his plaid close
around his neck, and he rummaged through his bag for the piece of flint he’d
thrown inside. He’d just managed to get a small fire going when a sharp blade
slipped menacingly beneath his chin.    


“What clan be ye from, man?” the Scot asked with a coldness
that rivaled the bog winds. He inched his way around until he stood before
Edward, his sword shifting no more than a fraction as he did so.  


Edward froze, the auburn-haired Scot’s expression brooking
nothing less. Though not extremely large, the man was broad, with a strong arm
and riveting gaze. Without a doubt, he knew his weapon well, and Edward
flinched when the blade came to rest precariously above the blue scarf that
covered his neck.     


“Speak now, afore ye canna speak at all,” the Scot said, his
words no more than a hiss.      


Edward didn’t dare move. He hardly dared breathe for fear of
causing the sharpened blade to cut into his bare flesh. “The Fosters . . . of
Bewcastle.”    


“Liar!” The word came out in a growl, the Scot’s eyes
narrowing to catlike slits. “I ought cut yer throat right here and now. D’ye
think me a fool?”


“No! Of course not.” Edward swallowed hard, knowing at any
moment his head might be joining his boots. “All right! I’m not from Bewcastle,
’tis true.” The steel edge pressed ever firmer beneath his chin and sweat began
to form on his brow. Without even taking another breath, he spat out the words,
“But I am a Foster.” 


“Ye’re an outlander and noucht more. Perhaps Auld Walt would
like to ken who’s been claiming his name. Or better still, I’ll bring him yer
head, so he can see for himself.”


“No, wait! I told you, you are right. I am an outlander,
from Lancaster, to be exact. I don’t know how or when my family moved down
there. They just did. Ask the Fosters, if you like. Auld Walt will tell you the
same.”


“Aye, perhaps so, and that would explain yer daft way of
speaking and all.” Robert sat down on the moss-covered stump, his head tilted
to the side. “Or mayhap ye’re noucht more than a spy for yer king.”


“I’d make a poor one, then, wouldn’t I?” 


Robert grunted a half laugh. “Aye, ye would that. All right,
then, why have ye been following me these last few days, Foster of Lancaster?
Speak true or die this night.” 


Edward coughed to clear his throat, praying his trembling
vocal cords wouldn’t betray him. “I swore an oath to a lady, a beautiful one,
and I mean to keep it.”


“And what has that oath to do with me?”


“’Tis about a box,” Edward said, “a jeweled box. May I show
you, then?”


Robert lowered his sword, using it to point toward the sack.
“Aye, so long as ’tis no’ some weapon, for keep in mind ye wouldna even clear
the sack afore yer heid hit the ground.”


“I wouldn’t think of it.” Edward forced a smile to his lips
and pulled the small chest from the bag. “She said it belonged to an Armstrong
lad up this way, and if I would swear to return it . . .” He bit his lip and
lifted his shoulder in a shrug. “Well, she promised she would lay with me that
night.”


“And did she, then?” Robert asked with a roguish grin.


Edward ducked his head, pretending the question embarrassed
him. “Indeed she did, but when I woke, she’d already gone, leaving me no
indication as to his name. Now I’m bound by my pledge, but I have no knowledge
of who the rightful owner is.”


Robert scratched his head. “Why d’ye no’ just keep it, man?
Or are ye afeared the lass will find ye out?”


“I gave my word.” Edward straightened up, his chin raised in
indignation. “I thought a man’s word meant something up here.”


“And what would an Englishman ken about honor?” Robert spoke
through clenched teeth, his knuckles white as they gripped the hilt of his
sword. “The likes of ye dinna even understand the concept. Ach, what more can I
expect from an outlander? So tell me, then, why d’ye reckon it belongs to me
anyway?”


“You’re an Armstrong, are you not?” Edward asked, thinking
his reasoning quite sound.


“Aye, that’s right enough, but there’s many another on the
Border, so why come to me?”


Edward leaned back against the birch and sighed, the
proverbial albatross reappearing around his neck. He needed to think fast, not
an easy task with the blade of a Scottish broad sword less than a foot away,
ready to sever his jugular.


“She mentioned he had deep auburn hair,” he said at last.
“And a quick temper.”


Robert swung the tip of his sword back to its original
position beneath Edward’s chin. “What’s that supposed to mean?”  


Edward stiffened, his gaze dropping to the polished metal.
“Nothing, only please take it so my oath is fulfilled. I just want to be done
with it.”


“No’ so pleased with the lassie now, are we?” Robert relaxed
his blade once more, chuckling a bit before glancing over at the miniature
chest. “Well, being ye’ve nae way to ken who the rightful owner is, and seeing
I am of the same clan, I guess there’d be nae harm in me taking care of it for
a while.”


“My thoughts exactly.” Edward shoved the intricate chest
forward, his heart pounding in anticipation.    


“But wait!” Robert turned his head, peering sideways from
wary eyes. “Where did ye say ye come by this lass?”


“Where?” Edward hesitated.  How should he know? Except for
the fact he bore the Foster name, it was all just bollocks. “Um . . . I . . .” 



“And why did she no’ return it herself?” Robert asked.


“Um . . . well, you see  . . .” Edward never planned on
having to answer so many questions, and once again his throat tightened and his
tongue seemed to have tied itself into a huge knot. The Scot, however,
exhibited no patience for such obvious prevarication.


“Ach! I thought as much. Ye’re a teller of tales, ye are.”
Once more, Robert’s grip tightened around the hilt of his sword, and his lips
hardened into a thin line. Without another word, he drew the blade back up to
Edward’s neck, pressing the sharp tip into his skin and drawing a tiny trickle
of blood.  


“Carlisle!” Edward said, his voice coming out in a croak. “I
met her in Carlisle.”            


Robert pulled back but didn’t relax his grip or return the
sword to its scabbard.  “Go on, then. What were ye doing in Carlisle?”


“I had business there.” He pulled down on his jack, feigning
an air of indignation. “To buy some wool for my father.”


Robert looked him over head to foot, his gaze intensifying
beneath lowered brows. Once more, Edward held his breath. He could feel his
heart racing against his machine-sewn jack, certain the reproduction clothing
he wore would never hold up to a close inspection, especially the faux leather
boots he’d added at the last minute.   


“Hmph!” Robert said at last. “And she? How did she acquire
such a braw chest?” 


Edward hung his head, stifling a sigh of relief, but he
wasn’t in the clear yet. “I don’t know. Kill me if you must, but ’tis the
truth. She stole it, I expect.”


Robert made a low guttural sound, then thrust his sword into
the ground and leaned on its hilt. He rubbed his chin a moment before speaking,
a smile threatening to break out on his ruddy face. “And what was the wench’s
name, then, or did she slip away afore telling ye that as well?”


“Name?” Edward’s mind raced in a desperate search for a
viable answer, certain the future state of his anatomy might well hang upon his
reply. “’Twas not her name that caught my interest.”


Robert burst out in a wholehearted laugh before leaning over
and giving Edward a good-natured smack across the back. “Ye’re all right for an
Englishman, but tell me, was she worth it?”


“Yes, as a matter of fact, she was.” Edward gave a tentative
shrug to conceal any lack of conviction that may have crossed his face and
hoped for the best. 


The Scotsman reached down and picked up a piece of jerky,
tearing a bit off before resting his hands on his knees. “Well then, ’twas
worth a wee bit of trouble, I reckon.”    


Edward nodded, a smile tugging at the corner of his mouth.
This was the chance he’d been waiting for. The Scotsman had at last let down
his guard, if only for a minute. Seizing the moment, he thrust forth the
jeweled case once more. His hands shook, but he doubted the Scot would ever
notice, for he could see Robert’s gaze fixed on the box that glistened in the
firelight. 


 


********


 


The peculiar container captivated
Robert, but he pondered his acceptance of such an extravagant object. Could it
be a trap of some sort?  Biting his lip, he surveyed its bejeweled exterior,
reviewing the arguments for and against taking it into his possession until, in
the end, he could no longer resist. Though still skeptical about its origins,
he reached out to touch its glittering surface. In that brief instant, he knew
he’d made a mistake. A variety of luminous colored sparks began to fly from
beneath its lid, but try as he might, he couldn’t unhand it.


“What form of witchcraft be this?” The air began to swirl
around his heels, whipping hard against his body and causing his eyes to water
as it swept around him in an invisible cocoon. 


“Not witchcraft,” Foster replied, a huge grin breaking out
on his face. “Pure science.”


A strong gust of wind nearly knocked Robert off his feet,
and he had to duck his head against it. Still, he held firm to his sword,
determined to fight whatever creatures he might encounter.  


“Curse ye for casting this spell upon me.” Robert strained
his voice in an effort to make himself heard above the raging storm, but its
roar had intensified to the point where his words simply echoed back in his own
ears. Try as he might, he couldn’t pry his left hand from the chest, and for a
fleeting second he considered lobbing it off with his sword. No, he would see
this through like a man, whatever it may be.


Squaring his shoulders, he studied the scene before him.
Never had he witnessed anything like it, even amidst the wildest squall. His
stomach clenched, forcing bile to rise in his throat, his hand so tight on his
weapon the knuckles were devoid of any color, but he stood his ground
nonetheless. 


The sandy-haired Englishman smiled, looking rather like the
cat who swallowed the mouse, and not appearing at all bothered by the tempest
swirling about them.  


Filled with fury, Robert fought once more to lift his sword,
but the fierce winds beat hard against it, holding him fast. Then, all at once,
a strange calm began to descend upon them, and a radiant glow burst forth from
the surrounding area.


Robert stood spellbound, the fragrant scent of Scottish
bluebells and meadowsweet permeating his senses. A soft summer mist ruffled his
hair, and for a moment, he felt sure he’d found paradise. Could this be a messenger
from God, come to take him to his just reward? A sudden wave of fear ran
down his spine, but still, he didn’t waver. With a solemn reverence, he bent
his knee before the Englishman, though he did wonder why the Lord would choose
to send him an outlander for an angel.


His heart pounded against his ribs, threatening to burst
through the thick leather of his jack, but he wouldn’t shame his clan. No
matter where he found himself, he would face the situation with all the courage
his father had instilled in him. First, however, he needed to determine where
that place was.     


“Be ye angel or devil coming to claim me?” He took a deep
breath, desperate to retain some semblance of composure, for his nerves hung by
the thinnest of threads.  


“Me?” the Englishman said, his voice filled with amusement.
“Neither, I’m afraid.  My name is Edward Foster, and I’ve done no more than
bring you four hundred and fifty years into the future.”


 















​CHAPTER
1


 


Lancaster, England
- 1988


 


 


Robert gazed out across the busy
campus, his jaw clenched tight, the muscles in his back and shoulders tense. He
needed to let go of the anger, not lash out at his friend of twenty-five years.
True, had he been back in his own time, sword in hand, he would have skewered
the rogue without a second thought. But this was a more civilized time, and
they were noted professors. The thought of the Englishman squirming to avoid
being spitted did cause Robert to chuckle, though, and the tightness in his
chest began to ease.   


He turned from the window to face Edward. “And this amulet,
this stone, is the reason I couldna go home afore? Good God, man, ye snatched
me from me home, dragged me hundreds of years into the future, and ye’re
telling me ye had nae idea ’twas the stone’s doing.”   


Though he considered giving the Englishman the kind of
old-fashioned tongue-lashing his mother used to give him, the look of utter
dismay on his friend’s face caused him to relent. 


“Ach!” Robert groaned, waving his hand in exasperation. He
rubbed the satin finish of the plain green stone Edward had handed him moments
before, as if wearing it away could somehow help him make sense out of the
whole affair. “I just dinna understand. How could ye no’ have kent about
it?”            


Edward flopped down in the cushioned chair by Robert’s desk
and leaned forward, his arms on his knees. “It was just an amulet, no different
from a hundred others. It never occurred to me it held any power. At least, not
until a few days ago.” 


“And what brought about yer sudden epiphany, then?” Robert
asked, the harsh edge returning to his voice. He placed his arms across his
chest and cocked his head in a subtle challenge.     


“Your daughter, actually.”  


Robert’s eyes narrowed. “What has me Maggie to do with it?
She wasna even born twenty-five year back.”


Edward looked up and massaged the nape of his neck. “I
fancied maybe it was time your daughter knew about you, about your . . .
history.”


“Ye did, did ye? And when were ye planning to tell me about
this sudden revelation?  Or am I to have noucht to say on the matter?” 


“Now, Rob, don’t get your knickers in a twist. I haven’t
said a word to Maggie. I did decide to look for the jewel-studded chest. I
hoped maybe if I dug it out, you might consider explaining your past to her.
Let her know that all those stories you’ve told her over the years are more
than fairy tales. That they’re part of your life.”


Robert made a low guttural sound deep in his throat before
turning to look out across the tree-dotted campus once more. His arrival in
this century seemed so distant now, as if he were watching it from afar. In
time, his initial resentment had faded to a dull ache, rearing its ugly head
only at times like this. Yet there was no doubt he’d adjusted to this new
world, and it hadn’t been all bad.   


He drifted away for a moment, memories flooding his senses
as he returned to the day he’d met his beautiful Katie. 


“Are you okay?” she’d asked. “Your knee is bleeding.”


“Ach, ’tis noucht but a wee scrape.” Robert’s heart pounded
beneath his jersey, but it had nothing to do with the exertion he’d expended on
the football field.


“Well, I’m glad he got a foul. He didn’t need to kick you so
hard.”


He fought to suppress a smile and used a rag to wipe the
sweat from his face. “’Tis the nature of the game, lassie.”


“Hmm, well his strategy didn’t work, did it? You made the
goal anyway. Oh, I almost forgot, can I offer you some Kool-Aid? I’ve got
orange or cherry.”  


“Ta, lass, orange will be fine.” Robert bit his lip, unsure
what to say next. “Are ye new here? I dinna recall seeing ye round afore.”


Her pretty auburn curls bobbed as she nodded. “Yes, I just
arrived from New York last Saturday, Long Island to be exact. My grandmother
thought coming to school here would be a good experience for me.” She shrugged.
“I’m not so sure.”


He ran his fingers through his hair, certain the sweat must
be dripping from every pore in his body at this point, but he didn’t want the
conversation to end. “Why’s that? D’ye no’ care for it here?”


“Oh no, it’s great. I just miss home.”


A pang of loneliness hit Robert square in the stomach. “I ken
how ye feel, lass. I’m from Scotland meself. Would ye like to come to the
pictures with me tomorrow night?” he asked. “Two misplaced persons, as it
were.”


She smiled, and the sun broke through the clouds in spite of
the heavy mist. “Sure! I’d love to.”


“I’ll pick ye up round eight, then, aye?”


“Eight will be perfect. Oh, by the way, I’m Katie Lindsey.” 


“Nice to meet ye, Katie. I’m Rabbie Armstrong.”


“Oh, I know who you are,” she added with a twinkle in her eye.


A crack of thunder brought him back to the present. He let
out a sigh as he watched another generation of students dart across the campus,
donning their umbrellas to get out of the sudden downpour.  


No, it hadn’t been all bad. He’d married his beautiful
Katie, and she’d given him their daughter, Maggie. But there were thunderstorms
too, times that left his spirit cold and drenched to the core. A tear trickled
down his cheek as he recalled the day his wife died, and he felt anew the
painful void her passing had left. Perhaps Edward was right and he should tell
Maggie everything.


Or better yet! A wave of excitement shot down his spine, a
small seed of hope blossoming in the recesses of his mind. If Edward had worked
out the part the amulet played, perhaps he could do more than just tell her. He
spun around to face his friend once more.    


“Aye, so get on with it, man. Ye went looking for the chest.
What has any of it to do with this blasted amulet?”


Edward sat back, folding his hands across his waist. “That’s
the strange bit, you see. I stumbled across it quite by accident while
searching for the bloody box. To be honest, I’d forgotten all about the thing
and only put it on for old times’ sake. It had been years since I’d seen it.”


“Twenty-five year, to be exact.” Robert lifted an eyebrow to
emphasize the point. 


“Twenty-five years, then.” Edward grimaced at the not-so-subtle
rebuke. “But when the stone got close to the chest, something began to happen.
A strong wind came out of nowhere, and I heard an all-too-familiar sound. I
could feel the barriers of time crumbling, just like they did all those years
ago. Of course, I yanked the amulet away before I could be swept back through
the centuries yet again.”


“Oh, ye thought to do that now, did ye? And yet twenty-five
year back, it never entered yer mind.”    


“Why would it?” Edward asked. “I spent two years trying to
create a time portal. To say I was thrilled when it finally worked would be an
understatement.”   


Robert pulled at his nose and sniffed. “Aye, I reckon I can
see yer point there, but what about later, when ye tried to send me home. Why
did ye no’ use it then?” He ran his hand through his hair. “Good God, man, what
were ye thinking?”


“If you recall, I did try.” Edward stood and walked to the
window. “I’m truly sorry, Rob. More than you’ll ever know. If I could go back
and change it all, I would, but as it stands, I can’t.”


A knock at the office door preempted Robert’s scathing
reply. He swung around just as the door creaked open and a mass of dark wavy
hair appeared through the resulting crack.


“Sorry, Professor Armstrong,” Dylan Hetherington said.
“Should I come back?”


Robert let out a low hiss, cursing beneath his breath. “Nae,
Mr. Hetherington. What is it ye want? Class winna be for an hour yet.”


“Ah, that’s just it, you see, Professor. Something’s come
up, and I hoped I might be excused.”


A frown furrowed Robert’s forehead. Dylan’s dark hair and
blue eyes created an illusion of innocence that never failed to charm the
university’s female population, but Robert saw through the facade all too
well.  


“Ye may do as ye like, lad,” he replied, “but miss this
class and ye’ll receive nae recommendation from me.”  


“But, Professor, you don’t understand.”    


“Ach! I think I do, and I’m sure the lassie winna mind
waiting a wee bit when she realizes how devoted ye are to yer studies. Am I
right now, Mr. Hetherington?”


Robert could see the heat rising in Dylan’s cheeks, but he
held the young man’s gaze until the student looked away.     


“Yes, sir, I’ll see you in an hour, then.” Dylan
straightened his tie and, after giving a curt nod of acknowledgement, closed
the door behind him. 


Edward slid a hand across his mouth, a huge grin peeking
through his fingers, but Robert could only shake his head in disgust.


“He truly is one of me best students,” he said. “And he’d
make a fine Borderer as well. I’ve seen him in action at the reenactments here
about. ’Tis a shame he allows his passion for the ladies to take precedence ower
all else.”


“Passion can skew a man’s vision of what’s important,”
Edward replied, a hint of regret dimming the sparkle that had been dancing in
his eyes just moments before.“Aye, it can that, and I’ll be the first to admit
it, but to get back to what we were discussing afore Mr. Hetherington saw fit
to interrupt. I’m finding it hard to understand how ye could realize the stone
was the culprit now when ye couldna see it as such all those years back.”


Edward chewed on a loose cuticle, hesitating a moment before
speaking. “Because I was a bit of an arrogant sod back then.” He heaved a great
sigh and shook his head. “I devoted a whole semester to assembling the chest,
adjusting the gems, measuring the energy each held. When it finally worked, the
thought that anything but my own ingenuity lay behind it never crossed my mind.
At that point, all I wanted was to go back and capture a piece of history so
I’d have proof of what I’d accomplished.”  


“And I was that piece of history, so nae need worrying about
how it all came to be.”


Edward opened his mouth to protest, but at first no words
came to his lips. With a low groan, he sank back into the desk chair. “Maybe
before,” he finally said, “but not after. I tried everything I could to send
you back; you know that. Everything except putting the bloody amulet back
around my neck, that is.”    


“Aye, I ken ye did.” Robert grunted in resignation, his
thoughts traveling back to his first few hours in this century.


Still shocked by the Englishman’s revelation, Robert had flopped
down on a nearby rock, with his elbows perched on his knees, and glared at
Edward Foster. He’d remained frozen in that position, his jaw tightly clenched
while his abductor explained the details. Robert hadn’t been sure he believed
any of it, but one thing was certain; he’d wanted to strangle the man before
him. 


“Just put me back where I belong.” He’d lifted his sword,
determined to end the scoundrel’s life if need be. 


“All right, don’t get your knickers in a twist. But since you’re
already here, what harm could it do to spend a few hours taking a look about?”


It would be an adventure of sorts. “Agreed, but after
that, ye’ll put me back, eh.”


Edward had grinned, his eyes sparkling with mischief.


A horn blasted in the distance, dragging Robert back to the 1980s.
“Did ye ever really intend to send me back, Eddie?”


“You know I did. How many days did I spend by that stupid,
bloody birch, fiddling with gems, opening and closing the accursed box, trying
to unlock the portal once more, but not a spark or sputter escaped. I’ll admit,
at first I considered not even giving it a go, but I’d given my word.  Besides,
if all went well, I could convince one of my professors to go along the next
time.”


“Hmm, right noble of ye.” And yet, even back then Robert
couldn’t stay angry at the sandy-haired Englishman whose frantic attempts had
carved deep lines in his forehead.


An uncomfortable cough from Edward made Robert ashamed of
what he’d implied, and he lowered himself onto the couch. “I’ve no’ forgotten
how hard ye tried to send me home, Eddie, nor all ye’ve done since then. But
why on earth did ye have the silly thing round yer neck in the first place if ye
didna even suspect the part it played?”


Edward shrugged, pretending to brush some nonexistent crumbs
from his sweater. “Because I thought it was an interesting piece, and it just
happened to suit the period. I needed to make sure I fit in, didn’t I?” 


Robert stared at his friend for a moment before rolling his
eyes up toward the heavens as if in prayer. “Lord, help us! Good to ken ye
apply such tried and true scientific principles to yer experiments, but the
real question now is, will the blasted thing still work?” 


Edward’s head shot up, his eyebrows lifting high on his
forehead before lowering over suspicious eyes. “I suppose. It did seem to come
to life, but . . . Now wait a minute, Rob. Even if it did, I can’t guarantee it
would bring us back to the right place, let alone the right time. I never had
any control over that.”


“Ye what? Dear Lord, I could have ended up anywhere.”


“No, not really,” Edward said. “At least I don’t think so.
It worked the first and second time I tried it.”


“The first and second time?” Robert raised an eyebrow. “Ye
mean I wasna ye first? I’m hurt.” 


“No, you weren’t,” Edward replied, the twinkle back in his
eyes. “But you can’t really count the first time. That was more of an accident.
I only intended to send the mouse, but . . . well, I got swept up in it as
well. I went back a few weeks, but I didn’t even get a chance to look about
before I returned. I’m not sure what happened to the mouse.”


Robert’s eyes widened, but Edward flashed a quick grin and
continued. “Anyway, I messed about with the alignment of the stones a bit more
and tried again. Only that time I made sure to choose a date a few years before
my birth. You know, avoid clashing with my younger self and that sort of thing.
I thought it might be the reason the first trip failed. It would explain why I
came back and the mouse didn’t.”


“And how’s that?” Robert asked. “Was the wee mousie less
than a few week old?”


“Actually, it was, and the result of my second excursion
bore out my hypothesis. It went much smoother and didn’t spit me out like a
piece of sour fruit. So after spending a few hours in 1940, I returned and
prepared to head someplace—or some time, I should say—farther back, to a period
I really wanted to experience. Since I’d always had a keen interest in the sixteenth-century
Borders, I chose 1513, and that’s where I ended up.”


“So ye did.” Robert scratched his chin, deep in thought.
“What ye’re saying, then, is ye just have to think about the time ye want to go
to, and it takes ye there.”     


“It seems like it, but I can’t really be sure.”    


“And what will it take to make ye sure?”


Edward cast a wary glance in his friend’s direction. “You
know the answer to that as well as I do.”


“I suppose I do.” Robert got up and walked back to the
window. The rain had stopped, and the sun struggled to break through the
remaining clouds. He watched the students shake out their umbrellas and stroll
toward one building or another, their day planned out before them, all thinking
they knew where they were heading. And yet a stumble, a dropped book, an old
friend passing by, could alter their perceived future without them even
realizing it.     


He heard Edward sigh and, by the tone, guessed the
Englishman did not particularly like the turn their conversation had taken.
“Just say what’s on yer mind, man.”


“All right, then. You know you’re like a brother to me, Rob
. . .”    


“Aye, ye’ve been a good friend to me ower the years. Well,
except for bringing me here in the first place, that is.” He turned to face his
friend once more, and a smile tugged at the corner of his mouth. “There’s nae
denying it, and I ken ye want to protect me now, but if there truly is a chance
this thing will work, then tell me so. Ye owe me that much, Eddie.”


Edward rose and joined Robert at the window once more, an
unmistakable moan rumbling in his throat. A gentle spring breeze ruffled his
hair, revealing the strands of gray that now lay hidden beneath the blond. He
was a kind man, with soft green eyes that seemed all the more compassionate in
the warm afternoon sun, though now a sadness stirred there as well.


“You want to go back,” he said, on the verge of a whisper.


“Aye, I do that,” Robert said, his voice firm and steady as
he held his friend’s gaze. “And I want me daughter with me.”   


Edward’s jaw dropped. “Maggie! But, Rob, she belongs here.”


“No, she’s me bairn, and she belongs with the clan.”


“But she isn’t just your daughter. She’s Katie’s too, and
Maggie was born here.”


“Actually, she was born on Long Island,” Robert countered,
undaunted.


“That’s not what I meant, and you know it.” Edward scrubbed
a hand across his face. “She belongs in this century.”


“So we’re worrying about when a body’s born now, are we? It
never seemed to bother ye afore.” The pained expression on Edward’s face
stopped him short, and he continued on a softer note. “Katie’s passed, and I
canna bring her back, or could I?”


“What?  No, you can’t. I came right back after the first
try, remember?” Edward put his hand on Robert’s shoulder. “I’m sorry, Rob. I
wish I could make it so.”


Robert nodded, swallowing the pain. “But Maggie is here with
me. She’s nineteen now, just the age I was when . . .” He let his voice
drift off, and he looked away. Tears welled up in his eyes, clouding his
vision, though he quickly blinked to conceal any trace of their existence. “I
want her to meet me kin, her kin. She has a right to ken who they are, to see
she has more family than just ye and me. From there, she can make the decision
for herself whether to stay with them or return to this century.” 


Edward scratched his head, and Robert could almost hear the
cogs turning. “But what about her education? And your career, for that matter.
Rob, are you forgetting how hard you studied to get where you are, the work you
had to put in? The strings my father had to pull. You’re a noted archaeologist.
That didn’t happen overnight, and now you want to give it all up.” 


“And what exactly have I been doing? Collecting bits and pieces
of me past so I could keep it close and pass it on to me daughter. Twenty-five
year of being homesick, Eddie, of hoping against hope I could return someday.
Biding me time until the day might come. D’ye ken what that’s like?”


     Edward swallowed hard, his brows knitted in a frown.
“No, I can’t imagine, but now you want to do the same to Maggie.”


     “Nae! I’ll no’ go unless me Maggie kens the truth of it.
It’ll be her choice, no’ mine. So tell me, Eddie, can I go home? Can I see me
kin again afore I die?”


Edward took a deep, frustrated breath, filling his lungs
before letting the air escape through his teeth. “I don’t know, truly, I don’t.
I told you, I’m not sure how it all works. If I’m wrong, we could end up
anywhere. And then there’s the amulet itself. It seems smaller than when I
first wore it. Bits of the stone must have melted away with each passage. I’m
afraid there might not be enough left to do much of anything.”


“Then find another,” Robert said.


“Don’t you think I’ve tried?” Edward slammed his hands down
on the windowsill. “I sent a bit of the stone down to Cambridge straightaway,
as soon as I made the connection between it and the chest. They’ve no idea what
to make of it either.”


“And they let it go at that?”  


“Well, not exactly. I told them I’d only come across the one
sample. When they asked where I found it, I told them up around Lindow Moss.
That should keep them busy for a while.” 


Robert shook his head, a small laugh escaping from his lips.
“Ye’ve got a wicked sense of humor, ye ken.”


“Yes, well, maybe they’ll find another two thousand-year-old
bog body and not start asking questions I can’t answer.”     


“Where did ye get the thing in the first place, then?”  


“Let’s not even go there.” Edward raised his hands in front
of him, as if doing so could stop any further inquiry. “Suffice it to say it
was a gift from a young lady, a summer fling the year before I entered
university, and I have no idea who she was or where she is now.”


Barely able to contain himself, Robert struggled to stifle
another laugh. “So in a way, ye were actually telling the truth that day we
rode across the moor.”    


“Yes, when you look at it that way, I suppose I was.”    


Robert nodded thoughtfully before making his decision. “Then
we’ll go on what we have left. ’Tis as simple as that.” 


“Did you not hear what I said?” Edward’s green eyes flashed
with alarm. “I don’t know how far it will carry us. It may not even take us
back to the same place, that is, if it takes us anywhere at all.” 


Robert shrugged and plopped down in the swivel chair behind
his desk. “We’ll find out, then, one way or the other, now won’t we?” He picked
up the amulet. “There’s no’ that much of it gone anyway. At least enough to get
Maggie and I back, I’d wager. Besides, what d’ye mean us?”  


“You don’t think I’m going to let you go alone, do you?”
Edward replied, his tone tinged with indignation. “I took you from your home,
and I’ll return you to it.”


“And if ye canna get back?”


“Then it will be your turn to play host,” he said, the
shadow of a smile crossing his lips.  


“Ye’ll do it, then?” Robert held his breath, his heart
bursting with hope and expectation.


Edward sighed, then gave a reluctant nod. “I doubt you’ll
have as easy a time convincing Maggie, though, especially if it means leaving
Dylan . . .” He stopped short, biting his lip, but Robert caught the slip.


“If it means leaving who?” He jumped up, his hands flat on
the desk. “Ye canna possibly be talking about Dylan Hetherington, that
womanizing scoundrel who was just in here? What has that rogue to do with me
Maggie?”


Edward rubbed his temples. “Nothing. Honestly, Rob, they’re
just friends.”


“Friends, is it?” Robert could feel his lips turning up into
a snarl. “And how long have ye kent about this . . . friendship, then?”


“There’s nothing to know, Rob.”


“Oh, but I think there is, man. ’Tis all starting to make
sense now. The wee rascal’s been talking about going on a dig this summer.
Wants me to recommend him and all. It wouldna happen to be to the States, now
would it?”


“How should I know?” Edward asked.  


“Strange how Maggie’s developed a sudden yearning to be
going home this summer as well. Says she misses the warm Long Island breezes.”


“Did she?” Edward’s words came out in a croak, and he
coughed to clear his throat. 


“Ocean breezes, indeed.” Robert narrowed his eyes, his teeth
barely parted. “Whose side are ye on anyway? This is yer goddaughter we’re
talking about.”


“I’m well aware of that. And I trust her implicitly.”


“Oh, aye, and I do as well,” Robert said. “’Tis that
sniveling reprobate I dinna trust.”


“You’ve got it all wrong.” Edward sat on the deep
windowsill, his arms crossed over his chest. “There’s nothing going on between
them. At least, nothing more than a fondness for Long Island. She grew up
there, after all, and you haven’t been back in more than three years. It’s only
natural she misses it. The fact is, if you hadn’t been offered the job here,
you’d still be teaching there. She just wants to go home, the same way you do.
What’s wrong with that?”


“Not a thing, if it were her only reason for wanting to go
back, but there’s the little subject of Dylan Hetherington planning to go as
well.”


“There’s a dig there, and I suppose he figures Maggie might
have some cute mates. Trust me, there’s nothing going on between them. They’re just
friends.”


Robert glared at Edward, but the Englishman didn’t budge. “Hmph,”
he finally said. “Nevertheless, she’ll no’ be going to Long Island this summer,
like it or no’.” He realized how harsh his words sounded and softened his tone.
“I want her with me, Eddie, in Scotland, my Scotland. Is that so hard to
understand? ’Tis all I have to offer.”


He reached down into the lower right hand drawer of his desk
and pulled out a large book. “Ye’re right, ye ken. She thinks they’re noucht but
stories. I want to show her there’s more to them than figments of me
imagination.”


Edward moaned. “This afternoon, after your class, then. I’ll
meet you back here, and we’ll talk to her together. But I have to tell you, I’m
not looking forward to it.”


Robert sniffed away the emotion as he flipped through the
book, a smile creeping across his lips. He stopped on a page bearing the
illustration of a sandy-haired young man in a blue velvet jerkin. “Perhaps if
she thinks she’ll meet this one here, she’ll be racing us all through that
portal of yers.” 


“Who is he?” Edward craned his neck to peer over Robert’s
shoulder.


“I’m no’ sure. He came after ye dragged me away, but I’m
thinking he may have been a Foster, one of yer ancestors, perhaps.”


“Hmm. Good looks must run in the family.” 


     Robert coughed to stifle a laugh before clearing his
throat and continuing his story. “I’ve been gathering these tales and images
together for years. I reckon I planned on telling her everything someday, when
she was older, but now I can give her more.”  


     He looked at the portrait again and laughed. “When she
was a wean, I’d tell her me stories, and she never doubted a word. She always
liked the one I wove about this lad the best. For a long time, when nae more
than a bairn, she used to ask which one was me.”


“Is there one of you?” Edward had a wicked look in his eye,
and Robert slammed the book shut.


“Nae!” he replied. “I’ll see ye back here after me class.”


Edward ducked his head, clearly suppressing a chuckle. “By
the way, if we find that lad when we’re back there, and Maggie takes a liking
to him, will you let her . . .”


“No’ likely,” Robert said, his hand still planted on top of
the large book. “Now I’ve got a class, and I believe ye do as well. I’ll see ye
after, then, aye.”














 


​CHAPTER
2


 


The office door swung open, and
Robert smiled as his daughter rushed through, her auburn hair flying out behind
her. She flopped down in his office chair with an audible sigh and spun around
to face him. 


     “Finally!” she said. “My last exam of the year, and I
think I may have aced it.”


     “I’m sure ye did, darlin’.” Robert turned to gaze out
the window. A few young men were playing ball on the grass-covered rugby
field, and a lump formed in his throat. Was he being selfish, expecting Maggie
to leave her world behind and follow him? Then he remembered a certain
graduate student and groaned inwardly. Dylan Hetherington, of all people!  


“I do still have a few papers to hand in,” she added, “but
then I can go home and start packing.”


Maggie’s voice interrupted his reverie, and he turned to
face her once more. Though he hesitated a moment, he needed to ask, needed to
hear it from her lips. He let out a long breath and cleared his throat.
“About that, lass . . . Are ye seeing Dylan Hetherington?”


Maggie’s eyebrows crept together, causing the smooth skin
between them to wrinkle. “Dylan? What brought that about?” 


“Just answer the question, lass.” 


“No, at least not the way you mean. Now it’s your turn. What
made you ask?” 


“Let’s just say ye both seem a wee bit too anxious to get to
Long Island this summer, and I canna help but wonder why.”


“What!” Maggie’s mouth dropped, though a smile sparkled
in her eyes. “Between you and Uncle Eddie, it’s a miracle I haven’t been locked
away in a castle keep somewhere.”


“Dinna be ridiculous, lass.”


“I’m not! Uncle Eddie already lectured me on the perils of
falling prey to the charms of Dylan Hetherington. And as I told him, we’re just
friends—more like siblings, actually.” She shook her head and chuckled. “Have
no fear, it’s not me Dylan’s interested in. There’s a dig on Long Island, and
since I’m going there anyway, he asked if I’d introduce him to some of my
friends. That’s all it is. So you can relax, Da, I promise.” 


The door opened, and Edward stuck his head in. “Is it safe
yet?” His voice carried a hint of laughter, but Robert knew his words weren’t
completely in jest. Maggie’s temper could build to hurricane force when
provoked.


“Uncle Eddie, we were just talking about you.” She spun in
his direction and flashed an innocent, closed-mouth smile. 


Edward rolled his eyes. “You’ve told her, then.” 


“Yes, he’s told me,” Maggie said. “But you promised you
wouldn’t say anything. Now he’s all kinds of worried about Dylan.”


“Dylan?” Edward froze for a moment before continuing. “Oh,
right. Sorry, love, it slipped out. We were discussing something else and . .
.”


Maggie spun back around to face her father, her arms folded
across her chest. “There’s more to this than Dylan, isn’t there?” 


Robert sat down on the small couch to the side of his desk.
He leaned his elbows on his knees, pinching the bridge of his nose between his
fingers, and groaned. “Aye, ye might say that. Ye ken those stories I used to
tell ye when ye were a wean?”


Maggie reached for the book on the desk, opening it to the
page that held the faded image of a young man, the same one Robert had
mentioned to Edward earlier. Though only a miniature copy of the original
portrait, his blue-gray eyes twinkled with mischief.      


Robert smiled to himself, remembering how she used to climb onto
his lap to hear the stories about her special knight.   


“When I was a kid, I used to dream about him riding up on
his silver steed and carrying me off to his castle. Pretty silly, huh?” The
color in her cheeks deepened, and she giggled. “I think I may have even had a
crush on him for a while.”   


“Aye, for a while, I suppose.” Robert glanced over at
Edward, but his friend just shrugged and nodded in Maggie’s direction, so he
swallowed hard and continued. “But they’re no’ simply stories, ye see. They’re
me life. Well, most of them
anyway.”        


Maggie’s whole face lit up. “I know how much you love them.
Are you finally planning to write a book? I have to say, it’s about time.”


“’Tis no’ a book I’m talking about, lassie, but me
life.” He saw her rub her fingertips over the image and felt an
inexplicable need for fatherly concern. “And I dinna even ken who the lad is
for certain, so put him out of yer head, aye.”


“He was English, though, right? I know, I know, not a braw Scottish lad.” She
said the last bit with a deep burr, a good-hearted attempt at Robert’s guttural
tones. “Still, he is rather cute.”


She showed every sign of rambling on, but Robert cut her
short. “Maggie!” he said, just this side of a shout. The girl stopped speaking
at once, concern written across her face.


“What is it, Da? The last time I saw you look like that you
told me we were moving to England. You get this funny little twitch over your
left eye when you have something serious to say and you’re pretty sure I’m not
going to like it.”


Without even thinking, Robert reached up and touched his
left eyebrow, as if he could command it to stop. A subtle tremor fluttered
beneath his fingers, and he frowned to discover Maggie had taken notice. 
     


“Aye, well, in a way, I guess it does concern a bit of a
move, but only a wee one.”


Maggie cast a wary look at her father before slamming the
book shut and leaning back in the chair. “Where now?” she asked.


“That’s the thing, ye see, darlin’. ’Tis no’ in distance,
but in time. To the past . . . me own past.”


For a moment, no one spoke. He could almost see the
cogs of Maggie’s mind working behind her dark honey-brown eyes, trying to
process the information he’d given her. It was a lot for anyone to digest, he
knew that, but then, to his surprise, a tentative smile began to spread across
her lips, the shifting fog of doubt giving way to the prospect of a new
adventure.


“Oh! Why didn’t you just say so? That’s
great!” Maggie rose from the chair and sat on his desk, her small feet
hanging over the side. Her eyebrows lifted with delight, and it reminded
Robert of when she was a child.


“Ye’ll no’ be bothered, then?” he asked.


“No, of course not. I’ve always wondered why we’ve never
visited your hometown, especially now, being so close. How could you think I
wouldn’t want to go?”


Robert massaged his temples, shaking off the ache that was
growing in his head and his heart. “Because there’s a wee bit more to it than
that.”


“Oh,” she said, her excitement waning. “There’s a dig up
there, I suppose.”


“I dinna think so, no’ at the moment anyway, but we won’t
simply be going to Scotland. We’ll be going to sixteenth-century
Scotland. At least, I hope we will.” Once more, Robert turned to Edward to
bail him out.


Edward shook his head. “Don’t look at me.”


Robert scowled in annoyance, then focused his attention back
on Maggie. “We’re traveling back to me past, darlin’ . . . me sixteenth-century
past.” 


Maggie moaned. “It is another dig.”


Robert walked over to the book on his desk and flipped it to
the back cover, removing a faded piece of paper from the dust jacket. Memories
flashed through his mind as he stared at the crumpled sheet, and he hesitated
for a moment. Then, with a sigh of resignation, he unfolded the page and handed
it to Maggie.  


“’Tis a portrait me da commissioned just after me nineteenth
birthday. Nae more than a copy, I’m afraid, but ’tis me afore Eddie came and
snatched me away.” 


Maggie studied the picture for a minute or so, then glanced
up at her father. “He does resemble you a bit, a younger version obviously, but
he probably is one of your ancestors.” 


“’Tis no’ one of me ancestors, lass.” He frowned, the
twitch over his eye returning, and Maggie glanced at the picture again.


“Da, you don’t expect me to believe this is you, right?” When
he didn’t answer, she turned to Edward. “Uncle Eddie, help me out here.”


“Rob, why don’t you give Maggie and me a minute alone,” he
said. “We could all use a good hot cup of tea.”


Robert grunted his disapproval but conceded, taking no more
than a moment to grab his wallet from the desk drawer before heading out the
door. Perhaps Edward could convince her to accept the truth. Lord knew he
hadn’t been able to.  


 


********


 


Edward stood there, straight as an
arrow, waiting for Maggie to speak, which, mercifully, didn’t take more than a
second after the latch clicked behind her father.


“He needs a vacation,” she said. “He’s been spending way too
much time with his artifacts. How about Disney World? I haven’t been there
since my twelfth birthday.”


“He’s not losing his mind, love.” Now it was Edward’s turn
to sit on the couch. “You know how I’ve always talked about the possibility of
time travel.”


“Yes,” Maggie said, her eyes becoming narrow slits. “String
theory, quantum physics, parallel universes . . .”


“Well, it’s possible. And your father’s my proof. I know,
because I’m responsible for him being here. It was an experiment, traveling
into the past and returning with a living, breathing specimen.” Maggie tutted,
and Edward raised his hand. “Let me finish before you start challenging
everything I say.”


“Fine!” She pursed her lips and crossed her dangling legs.
“Go on, then.”


“Well, at first everything went according to plan, but when
it came time to send him back . . .” Edward rose to his feet and
went to sit on the edge of the windowsill. “Something went wrong, and he was
stranded here, four hundred and fifty years from his home. No one would ever
believe us, of course, and why should they? I couldn’t replicate it. The truth
is I had no idea how I did it or how to fix it. So there you have it.”


Maggie continued to stare at him, a mixture of disbelief and
concern causing her forehead to crinkle into delicate lines. He wouldn’t be
surprised if she suggested they both take an extended holiday, perhaps to a
comfortable sanitarium somewhere. 


Finally, she twisted her mouth, a suppressed smile deepening
the dimple in her right cheek. “So presuming all this is true, Da must have
been pretty pissed off.”


“To say the least,” Edward replied, puzzled by her
response. “I thought he was going to behead me right then and
there.” 


“Hmm, and yet you survived. So what did happen?” She slipped
down into Robert’s desk chair and snuggled back against the soft
leather. It reminded Edward of someone settling in for a good story, which
he supposed she was.


“As I said, I tried everything I could to send him home, and
I guess he realized how desperate I’d become. Eventually, he reconciled himself
to a life here, we became friends, and he enrolled in university.”


“And of course he fit right in, passed the entrance exam and
everything?”


“Your father may be from the sixteenth century,” he said,
his voice taking on a stern note, “but he wasn’t illiterate. He’d studied Latin
and French, not to mention geometry and physics, before he even came here.
You’ve been around your father long enough to know there were colleges back
then.”


Maggie shrugged. “Still, you’re asking me to take a huge
leap of faith here. Where would he get a high school diploma, a passport—”


Edward cut her off. “We also had my dad pulling every string
he could lay his hands on. It’s a good thing too, or you wouldn’t be here. Rob
met your mum at university. After graduation, they married, but Katie’s
grandmother had grown ill, so they moved back to the States. Your father got a
great offer from a local university there, so they stayed.” 


“Yeah, I’m acquainted with the latter part of the story.
It’s the earlier bits I’m not quite familiar with. So tell me, this time
travel, how does it all work?”


“I’m not sure. I thought I knew, but my theory . . .”
Edward threw his hands up in the air.  “All I know is it does. Work, that
is.”


“Really, that’s what you’re going with? No scientific
explanation about the fabric of time or cosmic strings or whatever the heck you
call them. It’s not very imaginative.”


Edward’s mind couldn’t help but wander for a moment. With
her arms folded across her chest and her head tilted to the side, she looked so
much like her mother, and yet the spark in her eyes belonged to Robert. Perhaps
a bit of Border reiver stirred in her, after all.


“Well?” she added when he failed to speak.


Edward cleared his throat. “I don’t have an
explanation. If I did, I would have sent your father back a long time ago,
and we wouldn’t be discussing it now. You need to trust us, Maggie.”


“Okay, let’s say I do,” she said, though her tone made it
clear she was just humoring him. Why didn’t you write a paper on
it? You’re a physicist. How could you let anything so monumental go
undocumented?”


“It was my original plan, but when I couldn’t send your
father back, I realized I didn’t know how any of it happened. What would I
write the paper on? How I thought I had a theory, but it didn’t hold up?” 


“But if that’s the case, what makes you think it will work
now? You just said you couldn’t explain it.”


Edward scrubbed his hand across his face. “I can’t, not
in scientific terms anyway. This amulet acts as a kind of key, though. Without
it, you can go nowhere.” He began pacing back and forth, talking more to
himself than to her. “It does have to do with four dimensions, I’m sure of it,
and perhaps even cosmic strings and negative energy. I didn’t realize it then,
but—”


“Now there’s the Uncle Eddie I know. But slow down; I
have a mind for historical research, remember? Science and math are not
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