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	who made the bravest choice

	 

	
 

	 

	 

	Brief Pronunciation Guide

	 

	 

	Augustin – Au-GUS-tin

	Bayerisch – BEYE-rish (eye is pronounced like eyeball)

	Bayern – BEYE-urn (eye is pronounced like eyeball)

	Eihalbe – EYE-hahl-buh (eye is pronounced like eyeball)

	Freia – FREYE-yuh (eye is pronounced like eyeball)

	Isar – EE-zahr

	Jarvis – YAR-viss

	Muniche – MYOO-nih-khuh

	None – Nohn

	Swanhilde – Swan-HIL-duh

	Thaden – TODD-n

	Torstein – TOR-stein (stein is pronounced like a beer stein)

	Wuotan – VOH-tahn

	 

	You can find a full pronunciation guide and translations at the end of this book.

	 

	
MYSTIC PASSAGE

	Book II of His Name Was Augustin series

	 

	 

	Can’t say I expected this. All I wanted was to take a quick trip to medieval Europe to witness the fall of the Teutons, but a band of warriors attacked me and my travel buddies minutes after we got here. One of them murdered my cousin, and now her boyfriend Joel is heartbroken. And if that wasn’t bad enough, we’ve lost the power to open time’s gateway. That means we’re trapped here, a thousand years in the past.

	 

	Now Joel and I have to assimilate with people who sneer at outsiders. They’re suspicious of me, too. Well, most of them are. The city archivist, Augustin von Bayern, has offered to teach me the darker side of magic. Of course he’s the handsomest man in town—and his intelligence tantalizes me in ways I’ve never known. I guess if I’m stuck in the past, I might as well go all in, right?

	 

	But it just so happens that Augustin worships a demon in his spare time . . . .

	 

	~*~

	 

	MYSTIC PASSAGE, a historical fantasy with dark twists and a forbidden romance, is the second book in His Name Was Augustin series, which is best read in order. This story takes place in a fictionalized version of the 1000s and ends on a cliffhanger.

	 

	
  Notes and Triggers

   

	All stories in the Teutonic Fantasy Realm take place in a world much like our own. Major historical events—like the World Wars—occurred similarly to those in our present world. Major locales—like München and Berlin—can also be found in modern Germany.

	 

	However, all Teutonic history, customs, and magic, are utter figments of the author’s imagination. As far as she knows, no actual elemental witches roam modern Germany in secret, nor is it possible to step into enchanting eras of the past to witness events not mentioned in our history books. And no, the demon lord Wuotan is not a real being.

	 

	We hope.

	 

	Words in the fictional Teutonic dialect are italicized.

	 

	~*~

	 

	This book includes content that might be triggering for some readers. There are instances of profanity, graphic violence, death, on-page rape, social prejudice, demonic activity, sexual content, and mature themes. The rape takes place in Chapter 13 and does not occur between main characters.

	
Table of Contents

	 

	Prologue

	The Medieval Council

	Far Too Early

	Coming to Terms

	The Man Who Did Not Exist

	A New Enigma

	Disparate Goals

	The Archives

	The Local Bachelors

	The Linguist

	A Dangerous Path

	One Concert

	The Oktoberfest

	A Blood Sacrifice

	Rationale

	My Choice

	Secrets

	A Fair Trade

	The Dilemma of Love

	Opposing Forces

	Mysteries Unveiled

	A Most Precious Gift

	Devilish Perils

	Holidays

	A Memorial

	Further Studies

	Uncovering the Truth

	The Aftermath

	Preposterous Plans

	Advice from the Prince

	Joel’s Suicidal Mission

	Respect the Price

	A Devil’s Advocate

	The Details

	A Taste of Death

	Final Arguments

	The Fate of the Foreigner

	The Nameless One

	One Glorious Union

	My Resolution

	Our Sins Laid Bare

	This Malevolent Recompense

	 

	Also by C.L. Carhart

	Teutonica Translations

	Medieval Hours of Muniche

	Pronunciation Guide

	About the Author

	

	
   

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

Prologue

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	When Augustin finished perusing the first book of my story, reading over my shoulder in silence, I turned around on my stool to regard him, curious about his impression of my tale thus far. He eyed my pile of pages with his arms crossed, his expression appearing dissatisfied. When he saw me looking at him, he shook his head slowly and made a disquieting noise, his bright blue eyes alight with mockery. I frowned at him, knowing that it was time to defend my writings, though I knew not why. “What’s with the vampirical smirk?” I demanded, laying down my pen and folding my own arms in tacit frustration.

	He chuckled darkly and shook his head again. “You certainly are not a chronicler, Swanie, and this proves it,” he said, leaning over the desk to tap my stack of papers with an incriminating finger. “Your tale reads like a novel, not like a historical event.”

	I snorted at him and countered, “Not too many ‘historical events’ happened in this part of my story.”

	“Your discovery of the Torstein,” Augustin rejoined, still smirking. “The unveiling of the gates of time, the harrowing trip through the dark currents. Also, the death of Bertha Lohr, your era’s Lady of Muniche.” He nodded sagaciously, looking satisfied. “Historical events.”

	He was right, as usual, but I shrugged at him. “I don’t care. I’m writing this for my son, not for some Teuton historians like some people. If Max wants to read our history, he can crack open some of your own tomes. But this is my story, and you shouldn’t criticize the way I’m writing it.” I stuck my nose up at him, contorting my expression into one of wounded pride and great abandon.

	Augustin looked thoughtful for a moment. Then he tilted his head at me and added, “Your grammatical errors . . . .”

	“Oh, give me a break!” I retorted, grasping the pen once more and squirting a black splotch of ink onto his tunic. “My English is far better than yours.”

	Augustin muttered a few choice words and dabbed at the ink spot with his fingers. “I cringe to consider how you intend to portray me in Book II,” he said, rubbing his now-black fingertips together, peering at the ink stains.

	I almost cringed at that idea as well, but I made a shooing motion at him and turned back to my work. “Get out of here,” I told him shortly. “How am I supposed to write with you breathing down my neck?”

	I heard him snicker, and his footsteps receded in the direction of the door. But he paused before exiting the chamber and called to me again. “Swanhilde?”

	I did not turn around. “Yes, Augustin?” My tone betrayed a little annoyance. 

	There was a short silence and then, to my surprise, I heard him say, “So far, your writing is excellent.” An instant later, I heard the door creak open and shut. I glanced back at the door, sensing the heat of Augustin’s fire departing the room with him. Then I spun on my stool to face my work once more, a triumphant smile spreading across my face . . . .

	 

	 

	
 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter One:

	The Medieval Council

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	We met the Teuton council on a Saturday, three days after Joel’s adventures in Muniche. The eldest of the council members requested that we come to them at the traditional Teuton meeting place of Muniche, a sizeable glade in a forest beside the banks of the Isar. The place sounded similar to where we held Teutonic festivals and weddings in my own era, and I suspected that it may very well be quite close to the clearing I knew well.

	The meeting place was said to be about two Wegstuntae from the Meldorf estate, a local measurement that equaled about seven-and-a-half kilometers. Count von Meldorf allowed us to ride three of his horses to the meeting, for he asserted that two Wegstuntae would be quite a long walk and that we needed to be in good health once we got there.

	I looked forward to encountering the medieval council at their traditional meeting place with both eagerness and trepidation. I wondered what exactly we would have to do and say to achieve full acceptance into the city of Muniche. They would probably test our blood to see what percentage of it was Teutonic, I figured. Thus I would hold a strong advantage over both Joel and Freia, since my blood was ninety-five percent. 

	Prince Otto was sure to be present, as the Keyholder of the city. I hoped that once the ceremony had been completed, I could confront the Prince alone to tell him the truth about Joel and me. Since he was a time traveler himself, I imagined that he might sympathize with our plight—that we were trapped in his era and longed to return to the future apart from death. Maybe, just maybe, I could convince him to give us his song, so we could avoid dying during the siege.

	On Saturday after lunch, Count von Meldorf met us outside at the barn as one of the grooms helped us saddle our horses, his bailiff following at his heels, leading his own horse. The count said that he would have made the trip with us, but his constitution was not up for such ventures at his age. Instead he would send his bailiff along to read the paper that detailed the count’s defense of us. I had written it myself several days prior while the count dictated the words.

	The bailiff had commented that though my handwriting looked messy, he could decipher it enough to properly relate what the count had spoken. Apparently both my accent and my handwriting needed improvement, according to local standards. I recalled those ancient papers Hans had given to me, written in Carolingian miniscule by that Black Priest Wolfgang. I had left them in one of the bins on my desk before making the journey. I wished now that I had brought them along, simply so I could practice shaping my letters in the same style.

	The four of us—Joel, Freia, the bailiff, and I—reached the clearing in the woods around midafternoon. The sun shone brightly in a pale blue sky, filtering through the branches of oak, linden, and pine, sparkling like diamonds off the ripples on the Isar. We dismounted just outside of the clearing after having led the horses down a well-worn trail a little over eight kilometers south of the city itself.

	While we tethered the horses to some low-hanging tree branches beside the trail, the bailiff commented in a low voice that apparently the council members had not ridden horses to this meeting, for he heard no others neighing in the forest. I asked him, just as quietly, whether that boded well for us or not. He glanced at me briefly and murmured that they had probably floated a boat down the Isar or traveled through the forest simply using their own elements.

	“What elements do the council members have?” I whispered. Joel and Freia stood waiting for us, having finished with their horses, a bit of tension visible on both of their faces as they observed our quiet conversation.

	“The young Prince is red fire,” the bailiff responded, fixing his rope into a strong square knot and turning away from his horse. “There are five others. One is some sort of fire as well, I think. Another is earth, like my master. Two are energy, and the sixth is mist, I believe.” He paused, averting his eyes to the entrance of the clearing several paces away, then added, “The Lady of Muniche is a wintry wind. One can always see it in her eyes, a frigid blue.”

	My own eyes popped open at his words, and I gasped, “You mean the Lady of Muniche will be here too? I thought it was just the council members.”

	The bailiff shot me a look that suggested I ought to know these things. “Of course she’ll be here. She is the city. She must have some say in who may or may not live within her walls. The three of you will have to convince her of your worth, as well as the council members.” He grinned a rather disheartening grin and struck out for the clearing with the words, “You’d better get ready to present some strong arguments.”

	I moved to join Joel and Freia when they followed the bailiff, muttering to Joel under my breath, “This might be more difficult than I thought.”

	Joel gave a quiet grunt and inserted himself between Freia and me. “I won’t let them hurt either of you,” he promised.

	I smiled weakly at his pledge, knowing that if the Teuton council wished to injure us, it would be up to me, not Joel, to stop them. At least he wanted to act like a gentleman despite his lack of Teutonic blood. He was a good man. I had started to understand why my cousin had fallen for him, the more I observed his actions during our mad adventure. An instant later we entered the clearing, and all stray thoughts fled from my mind as we stood before the Teuton Council of Muniche.

	The six men were all priests and all were dressed for the part, clad in black from chin to the ground, some wearing black leather gloves and others wearing Gothic-looking chains around their necks. Five of them looked old enough to be my father or even my grandfather. The Old One had a long gray beard that swept down his chest like a wizard in a fairytale. The sixth one looked far younger than his peers, a small bit of fuzz clinging to his chin, his eyes similar to Hans’, a dark blue. Each of the council members wore rather calculating expressions, regarding us as though we were cattle fit for the slaughterhouse.

	Behind them and to the right of where we had halted near the opening of the trail, I could see the sparkling waters of the Isar. A reddish fire burned low in a pit to our left, completing the union of the four major elements. A table had been placed near the fire pit, and atop it I could see goblets, knives, pens, and papers, among other things. They certainly intended to test our blood. Though I knew full well that mine was ninety-five percent Teutonic, I found myself hoping that the time travel had not lowered it somehow.

	Following a lengthy pause, the youngest member of the council took a single step forward and addressed us in an authoritative voice. “On behalf of the Teuton Council of Muniche, I bid you welcome to our city. I am Prince Otto von Bayern.”

	He continued speaking after this formal introduction, gesturing at each of the other five priests as he spoke their names, but I heard none of it. Confusion had engulfed my mind at the words that this child had just spoken: I am Prince Otto von Bayern. That could not be true. He looked no older than me, and according to the Teuton records I had read to prepare myself for this time period, the Prince had been born in 1022. He should be forty-two years old by now. Had he found the fountain of youth or something? He had not even been able to grow a full beard yet, that was obvious. Had frequent time travel ultimately frozen him, made him unable to age? Was that possible?

	My forehead creased as I contemplated this conundrum, trying to focus again on the Prince’s introductions. He had named all of the other priests already—I had completely missed all of it. Then he waved his hand toward the woman standing in their midst, clad in an elegant blue and black dress, her graying brown hair suggesting that she must be in her forties. “This is my lovely Lady of Muniche, Maria von Bayern.” The woman nodded at us, her eyes sharp and blue, her pale lips forming a firm line.

	Prince Otto fell silent and took a step back to meld again with the others, and all seven of them trained their eyes on our faces, expectant. I shot a quick glance at Joel to my right and Freia beyond him, then took one step forward and curtseyed low. “On behalf of myself and my companions, I thank you kindly for your welcome, Leitaeri,” I began, addressing the Prince using the most formal title I knew.

	“I do greatly apologize that I must be the one to speak, but my comrades do not speak Teutonica well. My name is Swanhilde von Thaden, originally from Teutonic lands. This is my friend, Joel Hudson”—I gestured at Joel—“whom I met in England last year. The woman on the end is Freia von Eisenwald”—I cringed when I spoke the words, hoping that Freia would not be angry with me for giving away her native village—“who comes from the Rhineland. The three of us request your permission to seek asylum at Muniche, should you deem it acceptable.”

	I bowed once more toward the group before us, then stepped back, hoping that I had conducted myself properly, feeling relieved that the first part was over. Joel took my hand and squeezed it when I returned to his side, a welcome comfort.

	The council members eyed us piercingly after I had finished my speech, several of them exchanging quiet phrases amongst themselves. Eventually, the Prince nodded in my direction and asked, “What languages do your companions speak?” His dark blue eyes glittered with what looked like curiosity.

	Hoping against hope that Prince Otto did not speak the current form of English—which probably had some similarities to Old English—I bowed again and said, “Joel Hudson speaks a dialect of English, as he is from the islands. Lady Freia speaks some Teutonica as well as Rhenisch and Latin.”

	Prince Otto glanced at Joel and Freia in turn, then addressed me once more. “And you, Lady Swanhilde?”

	A mocking smirk crossed my face in spite of my attempt to hide it, for if I meant to be fully honest I would have to admit that I spoke four languages and two dialects. Instead, I answered with utmost propriety, “I speak Teutonica, English, and Latin, Leitaeri.”

	The Prince nodded, looking thoughtful, glancing at his fellow council members. The elderly man with the lengthy beard stepped forward to ask what good we could do for Muniche, should they choose to allow us to stay. I responded that Joel had some skill with the bow and arrow and could defend the city or work with the hunters; he was also willing to learn any trade. As for Freia and me, I said that both of us were of noble birth and had gained some education, which we could teach to others, or we could also learn a trade. Freia and I had both agreed during her illness that we would learn commoners’ work if that was the only way to gain citizenship in Muniche.

	The council members discussed things amongst themselves again, and afterward the Prince stepped forward to announce that they must test our blood. I nodded and walked to the table with Joel and Freia in tow, hoping once more that time travel had not altered the state of my blood.

	As the priest with the thick brown beard prepared for the test, Joel nudged me, asking for a short rundown of what had happened thus far. I replied as quietly and concisely as I could. “Prince Otto introduced all the council members, and I introduced us. I told them that we’d be willing to learn anything we have to in order to stay in Muniche. Now that priest is going to test our blood to see if we’re Teutons.” I jerked one finger at the brown-haired man, then finished, “I’m a little disturbed about the Prince. Don’t you think he looks our age?” I shot a glance back at him where he stood at the far end of the table, the Lady of Muniche at his side.

	Joel narrowed his eyes and said, “Looks like he hasn’t been able to grow a real beard yet. At least mine’s coming in all over my face.” He slid the fingers of his left hand across the nubs on his cheek.

	“I know, and it doesn’t make sense. He’s supposed to be in his forties.” I pushed up my red-violet sleeve and held out my arm to the brown-haired priest, who now wielded the traditional knife. “I’m wondering if frequent time travel does that to people,” I added, ignoring the sharp bite of the knife cutting into my skin.

	Joel’s eyes widened when he watched the priest hold my hand over one of the goblets. “Please tell me he’s not trying to kill you,” he hissed, sounding appalled.

	I rolled my eyes at Joel and shook my head. “No, he just needs a half cup of my blood for the test. He’s going to do it to you, too.” I gave him a significant look as the priest wrapped a silver oak leaf around my wrist, using his skill at blood control to rapidly stem the flow from my veins. That was something I needed to learn during my years in the past, whether Teuton priests wanted to keep that secret to themselves or not.

	The brown-bearded priest turned to Freia, and Joel stared when I tossed the leaf aside several moments later. “Jeez, how did it stop so fast?” he demanded.

	“Teuton priests can do that,” I answered, poking the newly formed scab with my finger. The skin was just a little tender. “I’ve heard that some can stem the flow from a ripped artery.” I grinned.

	Joel shook his head in shock, his mouth still hanging open. “I want to learn how to do that,” he said, rolling up his own sleeve. I laughed and turned away. I could not particularly picture Joel as a Teuton priest, even if he did have a trace of Teutonic blood. His hair was the wrong color, for one thing. All of the priests on the council had brown or black hair aside from the old man.

	While the priest sprinkled shards of silver oak into the cups with our blood, heating them to perform the tests, Prince Otto addressed me once more. “Lady Swanhilde, I’d like you to tell us what percentage of your blood and that of your companions is Teutonic.” All of the council members aside from the one who conducted the tests leveled their eyes on me, along with the Lady.

	Apart from myself, I had no idea. After a second’s consideration, I nodded at Joel and said, “Since Joel Hudson is from England, I would assume that he has no Teutonic blood at all, Leitaeri. The Lady Freia should be able to answer for herself.” I looked at my newfound friend, silently encouraging her to speak.

	Freia curtsied shyly at the Prince and replied, her Teutonica unsure, “I have never had my blood tested before, your majesty. I do not know if any Teutonic blood flows in my veins. Perhaps there is some.”

	The Prince bowed his head kindly toward her, and several of the council members murmured together at Freia’s words. “Your Teutonica is not so terrible, my lady, and if you have no Teutonic blood, it shall not be held against you,” Prince Otto reassured her, then turned back to me, waiting.

	I took a deep breath, then answered honestly, “The last time my blood was tested, Leitaeri, it was ninety-five percent Teutonic.”

	All of the council members murmured at this, and the Prince’s expression suggested that he had suspected as much. Apparently I looked like a Teuton, even if my Teutonica sounded funny. Shortly afterward, the brown-haired priest gave the results of the three tests. As I had thought, Joel had no trace of Teutonic blood within him, which did not surprise me at all. At one point he and Beth had talked about their backgrounds while we were at college; Joel had claimed that his family had English and Scottish roots.

	Freia had a small bit of Teutonic blood in her veins, as it turned out, fifteen percent. I smiled at her as the priest pronounced her result. Though her blood was so low that it would not be considered at all Teutonic, at least she had more than Joel. Lastly, the brown-haired priest looked at me rather darkly and proclaimed that my blood was, in fact, ninety-five percent Teutonic. I sighed in relief, glad that the harrowing trip through the currents of time had not altered my blood. I was still a Teuton and would always be a Teuton, just like the council members.

	The Prince made a few comments regarding our blood, saying that while I had the potential for full citizenship in Muniche, my comrades did not, since their blood did not meet the standards of my people. They could become citizens as foreigners, Prince Otto explained, but would not have the same judicial privileges as me. I translated this into English for Joel’s benefit and he shrugged, fingering his wrist, stating that it did not matter to him. Freia also accepted her place with a timid smile.

	The Prince then gestured for Count von Meldorf’s bailiff—about whose presence I had practically forgotten—to come forward and read the count’s defense of the three of us. The man complied, unrolling the piece of paper upon which I had set the count’s words, reading them slowly and carefully, his Teutonica strong despite my alleged poor handwriting. I began to wonder how much Teutonic blood the bailiff had and what element he claimed, suddenly realizing that I did not even know his name.

	The count’s defense of us rang out strong and true, obviously making an impression on the council members, whose stone faces began to appear more accommodating as the servant read the paper. For one thing, the count had offered protection for Freia and me at his estate until we could find something more permanent. He believed that both of us were indeed of noble birth and thus should remain in the care of a lord, rather than be thrown to the plebeians in the city.

	The count also asserted that Joel seemed to be a reliable worker, willing to learn any trade, and predicted that he would excel in the city and make a name for himself once he had learned Teutonica. When the servant finished reading, Prince Otto waved him back and discussed our fate once more with the others while we waited. I felt as though we dangled at the edge of a precipice. My ice coursed lightly through my veins in a feeble attempt at reassurance.

	Eventually, the Lady of Muniche stepped forward and addressed us for the first time, her voice and expression cold, like the bailiff had said earlier. “If I were to take you in, would you remain fiercely loyal to me and my people until the years of your lives are finally spent?” Her blue eyes pierced to the bone as she viewed us each in turn. “To become citizens of Muniche, you must sign an oath of loyalty at any cost. Muniche has many enemies who walk the German empire, and many who would turn their backs in difficult times. I must always use caution.”

	I drew myself up resolutely, allowing some of my ice to creep into my eyes as I answered her, cold air escaping from my lips. “My loyalty to this city will never wane,” I informed her proudly. “I was born here, and I would never betray my city or the Teuton people. I will swear it here and now, Leitalra.” I met her wintry eyes in an unspoken challenge.

	She nodded once at me and trained her eyes on Freia, the innocent young Rhineland girl. At first, I prepared myself to speak for her, but to my surprise, she answered the Lady herself. “Leitalra, if you do accept me, your city would be the first to do so in over a year. I would owe her a heavy debt of gratitude, and would gladly pay it with my life.” I stared at Freia in wonder, astonished at how articulate she could be when she really tried.

	The Lady nodded at Freia and turned to Joel, so I repeated the Lady’s words to him in English, promising to translate his response as perfectly as I could. “This sounds like I’m pledging fealty,” he muttered under his breath, then looked directly at the Lady and spoke his reply. “Though I’m not a Teuton myself, I’m here with Swanhilde and have no reason to leave until she leaves. Therefore, I am willing to swear loyalty to this city, and should I gain the privilege of protecting her in battle someday, I would do so with honor.”

	I translated Joel’s response, glad that he seemed to take this seriously, in spite of his lack of Teutonic blood. The Lady nodded at him as well, then turned to confer with the council members once more. Joel asked me quietly how much more the council could want from us, aside from a signature in blood. I snickered and told him that I had no clue. “I’ve never done this sort of thing before. After all, I was born in München, so my loyalty has always been a given. I hope they’re going to accept us.” I shivered a little, nervously awaiting our fate.

	
 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter Two:

	Far Too Early

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	At last, the council members halted their discussion and moved once more to stand in a line, like they had when we had first entered the clearing. Prince Otto stepped forward, opening his arms in a welcoming motion, a smile gracing his face at long last. “The council of Muniche has decided, unanimously, to accept all three of you into her citizenship, one as a Teuton, two as outsiders.” He paused, and I heaved a big sigh of relief, along with Freia. Joel grinned, my reaction prompting him to relax his tense stance. The Prince’s smile widened as he beckoned us to the table. “Would the three of you come forward and sign your papers of citizenship? They will be filed in the city archives in the basement of the town hall.”

	I nodded eagerly and responded, “Yes.” Joel and Freia trailed behind me as I made a beeline for the table. The brown-haired priest who had tested our blood beat me there, producing the three necessary documents and an inkwell. He held a plumed pen out to me, smiling underneath his thick beard. My eyes raced over the words written on the citizenship papers, noting that the one he indicated for me to sign mentioned my Teuton blood and higher standing in the local courts. I smiled triumphantly as I signed my full name in the cursive of twenty-first century Germany, knowing that it probably would look funny to everyone else. I handed the pen to Freia, and the brown-bearded priest met my gaze. “Welcome home, Lady Swanhilde,” he said with a smile.

	When I stepped back from the table and waited for the others to sign, I felt someone tap me on my right shoulder. I whirled around, a grand relief still flowing through my veins, and found myself regarding Prince Otto himself. “Could I have a word with you in private, Lady Swanhilde, while the others finish their duties here?” he requested, his expression serious again.

	My heart pounded, for I had hoped to speak with the Prince in private at some point to find out what I could about his Song of Time. I nodded my assent, and the Prince led me into the woods, out of sight of the river, far enough away that the others in the clearing would not hear if we spoke softly. As I began to ponder how exactly to broach the subject, the Prince stopped, sighed, and turned to face me, his gaze not particularly friendly. “When you spoke to my Lady of Muniche a few moments ago, I noticed that you have some ice in you.” His voice was low, his expression severe.

	My ice froze my body in response to his words, and I sensed another pair of contacts crunching into oblivion. What did my element have to do with anything? He knew that I was a Teuton. What did he want me to be, a cloud floating in the air? Though I could not fathom the reason for his accusatory regard, I felt the need to defend myself anyway. “So I am ice. I know that you are red fire, Leitaeri,” I rejoined, my eyebrows coming together.

	He ignored my comment and glowered at me. “Word has been traveling around about a group of Gypsies who were attacked by a Teuton woman whose hair looked like a frozen wave and whose hands curled like icicles.” I froze again at this, fear mingling with my ice at the memory of what had happened two weeks ago. Prince Otto’s eyes bored into mine. “That was you.”

	“They attacked me first,” I informed him. “And they had spears. There were five of them, and Joel and I were alone, unarmed. One of them murdered my cousin before we had a chance to fight back. We couldn’t have beaten them at all if I had held my element back.”

	The Prince huffed and rubbed one hand across his scant beard. “Since you have not lived in Teuton lands for many years, I suppose you may have forgotten our laws. Teutons are not to use their abilities against other tribes, German or foreign. We have enough enemies as it is, those who wish to discover the secrets of our strengths. We do not need rumors spreading that the Teutons have unleashed their elements on Gypsies or any other groups. We must forever keep our powers strictly in check, even amongst our own people, for we do not want to engender suspicion.” The Prince ogled me disparagingly, his eyes glowing just a bit red, his youthful mouth turned downward. I sensed the heat of his fire emanating from his body, contrasting strangely against my icy spirit.

	I should have backed down and apologized, especially considering his royal rank over my people. But I had had my share of disagreements with fire before, and a darker fire than his. Prince Otto’s anger did not frighten me at all. In fact, it fueled my obstinacy. “So are you implying that I should have let them kill me? Let them get away with murdering my cousin?” I demanded, my breath frigid.

	The Prince’s eyes turned even redder, and he flung his black cape back from his arms, revealing the keys of Muniche hanging from his belt. Seeing that iron key ring broke my concentration, and I stared at it. I had never seen the keys before. The Prince glowered, observing my gaze, and slapped one hand over the key ring, hiding it from my sight. “I am not suggesting that you should have let the Gypsies kill you,” he snapped, his voice still low in spite of his ire. “But if you had to use your ice, you should have killed them all, not left witnesses to go here and yon squawking about a frosty Teuton witch.”

	His words disarmed me a bit, though they also appalled me. “I had never killed anyone before that day,” I said, looking at the leaves beneath my feet as my ice slowly settled down. “And I’d never watched someone that close to me get stabbed right before my eyes. It was a new experience for me.”

	The fire also left the Prince’s eyes, his gaze becoming a bit friendlier. “It is a bitter burden to kill, not one for women to shoulder,” he said, looking distressed.

	“I hope I don’t have to do it again,” I murmured, shivering at the thought.

	“You will not, as long as you stay in Muniche,” Prince Otto declared, glancing back toward the clearing where the others waited for us. “In this city, the women are not required to fight. The men are to protect them, as they should.”

	I nodded slowly, feeling grateful to be under the guardianship of medieval chivalry, in spite of its chauvinism. The Prince continued to look beyond me, his posture suggesting that he wished to return to his fellows in the clearing. I realized that I had not been able to voice my own requests yet, and I raised my eyes to look again at his face, marveling at its apparent youth. His skin was pale and hardly wrinkled, his eyes an enchanting dark blue, his short hair as black as the night with no trace of gray. He was handsome, and he did not look forty-two, not at all. I tilted my head for a better view, trying to reason out a plausible explanation for his good looks. About that time the Prince finally noticed my intense stare and asked, his voice sounding slightly annoyed, “Why do you keep looking at me that way?”

	I thought for a moment, deciding how to best express my uncertainty. At last I asked him, still peering at his youthful face, “Leitaeri, why do you look like you’re my age?”

	A frown creased his forehead. “How old are you?” he asked.

	“I’ll be twenty-one this August,” I replied truthfully, eyeing the sparse dark hair decking his chin.

	The Prince shrugged, one quick movement of his shoulders. “I am twenty-two,” he said, his face suggesting that he saw no point in this conversation.

	I froze again, and his words revolved in my head: I am twenty-two . . . . I am twenty-two . . . . My eyes widened, and my lips parted into a round O of disbelief. “That’s impossible,” I whispered, my mind racing back to the many things I had read in Teuton literature about the eleventh century. “Weren’t you born in 1022?” I gasped, a wretched possibility suddenly grabbing hold of my heart.

	Prince Otto stared at me, looking mildly concerned, not knowing how to take my reaction to this seemingly meaningless tête-à-tête. “Yes,” he replied simply.

	My lips formed the word no . . . . And the truth broke right there in front of me at last, with all of its dreaded implications. “It’s 1044?” I choked on the words. Prince Otto nodded once in confirmation. My knees gave out, and I leaned into one of the oak trees, my icy fingers clutching its bark, my mind not wanting to believe. Not only had we arrived in the forest rather than in the city, we had arrived twenty years too early. Twenty years. Twenty . . . . Muniche would not fall for twenty-two years. And I had lost the Torstein. We were trapped. By the time Muniche fell, Joel and I would both be in our forties. What had I done . . . ?

	“Oh shit,” I interjected, speaking English as my clawed fingers sank into the oak tree. “We really screwed up. I can’t believe this. Oh my word!” Images swam in my mind at the realization that I could not return home for twenty-two years. Hans . . . Hans . . . my father . . . my friends . . . my München . . . New Jersey . . . Erika . . . college . . . my cousins . . . my love . . . my love . . . Hans . . . .

	Icy tears began to trickle down my cheeks as Prince Otto tore me from the tree, carrying me further into the forest, his hands steadying me, his voice urging me to control myself, to pull my element back. I placed both of my icy hands on my temples and closed my eyes, taking shaky breaths and ordering myself to be calm, calm. I had to tell the Prince the truth now. He had written the organ song that could open the gates of time right after he had accepted the keys of Muniche in 1043. I remembered reading that in Der Weg. When I explained, he would understand.

	“Do you think anyone in the clearing can hear us?” I finally managed to whisper, my voice barely above a breath. I glanced furtively at the trees around us. His firm hands still grasped my arms, as though he feared that my element may erupt wildly in my hysteria. But I had gotten it under control, confining its chill into my blood and my eyes—now I would be viewing a blurry world without it.

	The Prince glanced around as well, a fiery haze creeping over his irises. “They will not hear us now,” he pledged in a louder voice, having planted himself between me and the glade. I vaguely sensed the warmth of his spirit encircling us, shielding us from eavesdroppers. It was time to confess.

	I took a deep breath and stepped away from his grasp, placing one of my hands on a nearby birch trunk, lifting my eyes to the Prince’s. “You wrote a song for the organ that can open the gates of time.”

	Prince Otto grew rigid, the air between us suddenly prickling with heat. He stared at me darkly, his face appearing much older now, his red fire having evicted the natural blue from his eyes. “How do you know that? No one knows about that.” He frowned severely and flexed his hands.

	“No one but you and your brother Paulus, I know,” I answered, speaking softly. “You are the only people who ever used it, according to what I’ve read.” The Prince’s body jerked in surprise, his eyes sizzling as I came out with it. “I am from the future,” I whispered, holding his gaze with my own. “I was born in Muniche in the year 1979.”

	The fire in the Prince’s eyes cooled, replaced by stupefaction. “How could you have found my song? I never intended to write it down.”

	“I didn’t; I . . . .” My voice trailed off when I recalled the warnings of the Torstein. I could not reveal any secrets to people in the past, for that may alter the future. I cleared my throat, then said, “I used another way.” I paused, considering what to say next while Prince Otto continued to stare at me in bafflement. “But I lost that way, and now I’m stuck here, and so is Joel.”

	The words tumbled out of me, my Teutonica likely sounding quite awful. “Joel is from the future too. We got here a few weeks ago, and not ten minutes later, the Gypsies attacked us. They killed my cousin Beth, and I watched her body vanish. That means she went back to the future, right?” A lump formed in my throat, and I stared desperately up at Prince Otto’s face, desperately hoping that the writings about death were true.

	The Prince frowned at me, his fire now completely abated, though I sensed his spirit silently skulking the copse where we stood. He looked as though he was trying to keep up with my rushed explanation. “Then the Lady Freia is not part of your group?” he asked, completely ignoring my question.

	“We found Freia after we escaped,” I explained, a skeletal hand clasping my heart. Beth’s not actually dead. She can’t be. “We were trying to get to Muniche in the first place, but we got here too early. We weren’t supposed to come until 1064. But my cousin’s not really dead, right? Everything I read about time travel said that if you die in the past, you return to your own time right after.”

	“Why 1064?” the Prince questioned, still ignoring my query.

	I definitely could not give that away. I averted my gaze to the ground, my mind working overtime. “I cannot say,” I whispered in a strained voice.

	The Prince grimaced, his expression implying that he was well versed in the rules of time travel. “My brother and I have used the song only once thus far,” he admitted, looking past me, back toward where the others gathered. “Time travel is a dangerous thing, we discovered, and not to be treated lightly. I know not whether we shall ever attempt it again. It involves devilish forces, I fear.”

	In spite of my newfound horror of twenty-two years in the Middle Ages and the prospect of never seeing my cousin again, the Prince’s remarks awakened my interest in his own travels. “Where did you go?” I asked him.

	Prince Otto looked down at me and replied, “We went to the time of Christ.”

	My eyes practically popped out of their sockets at that. “Wow,” I interjected, using English once more as I talked to myself, fascination sweeping over me. “I should have thought of that.” Switching back to Teutonica to address the Prince, I inquired, “Did you see the crucifixion?”

	A grotesque expression crossed the Prince’s face, and he drew his black robe around his body like a shield. “It was . . . incredibly . . . upsetting.” His dark blue eyes glazed over with tragedy. “It was humanity’s worst moment.”

	I paused, knowing he was right, then whispered, “And the resurrection?”

	The Prince’s expression lightened considerably. “We were blessed to see the risen Christ. Praise God for His eternal triumph over evil.” His face looked fiercely victorious, and I shivered once, imagining how glorious it would have been.

	I turned the conversation back to the matter at hand, my curiosity about Prince Otto’s first trip now satisfied. “Joel and I are trapped here now since we lost the means to return to our own time,” I reminded the Prince. “We were hoping that you might allow us to use your song, so we can get back.”

	Prince Otto’s expression hardened once more, his blue eyes darkened with suspicion. “Why should I trust you or that boy with such classified information? I have shared it only with my most faithful friend, my brother Paulus, whom I could trust with my life to keep it safe. Why should I give it to strangers, especially to one who is not Teuton? Perhaps you should have let the Gypsies kill you after all.”

	I gaped at the Prince in dismay, knowing that he really had no reason to give us something so dear to him, wishing in spite of this that he would show us some mercy. “But we got here twenty years too early!”

	“That was your mistake, not mine,” the Prince retorted with a scowl. “You should consider how strange it would seem if both you and Joel disappear suddenly and reappear in twenty years, not having aged at all. The council and those at the Meldorf estate would remember you, and that would call for many complicated explanations. If you want to get back to your own era, do it through death.”

	My expectations crashing to the ground, I stared at Prince Otto and gasped, “So it really does work that way? If we die here, we return to our own time?” Relief spread through my chest, and I pressed a hand over my heart.

	The Prince glared at me archly. “Do you think pipe organs existed in the days of Christ? Of course we died to get back here after thirty-four years in that primitive wasteland. We died together in a Roman coliseum, cast to the tigers for our Christianity.” I froze at the Prince’s pronouncement, distaste flooding my veins. He nodded sagely and finished, “I hope, for your sakes, that your deaths may be much easier than mine.”

	 

	
 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter Three:

	Coming to Terms

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	The Prince departed from me without speaking further, his body language clearly stating that he would hear no further pleas from me. I watched him go for a second, my thoughts all jumbled up inside. So I had done what I had hoped to do: the great Teuton Prince now knew of my mad journey through time. And he had brushed it off just like a stereotypical priest, like Hans always sidestepped the questions that he preferred not to answer. Joel and I were still trapped, and for several decades now, not just for two years.

	But Beth is alive.

	I found my three companions gathered near Count von Meldorf’s horses in silence, apparently waiting for me to rejoin them. The bailiff ducked his head at me when I stepped out of the trees, his hands moving automatically to the ropes that bound the tan mare I had ridden. “About time you got here, Swanie,” Joel said, his tone sounding both curious and impatient. He untied Freia’s horse and handed her the reins. “I feel like a fish out of water without you here to translate.”

	“Sorry,” I muttered, climbing onto the tan mare, the skirt of my red-violet dress bunching up around my legs. From what I had seen thus far, eleventh century women did not generally ride side saddle. Their skirts had more fabric than the ones I had sewn back at college, so I needed to get to work at creating better dresses for both Freia and me. She had worn one that the head housekeeper had pulled down from storage; it had belonged to the count’s wife many years ago. Now I’m going to need twenty-two years’ worth of dresses, I realized, feeling defeated.

	“What were you and the Prince talking about for so long?” Joel asked me as we guided our horses along the trail back towards civilization. He brought his brown mare up beside me on my right and leaned toward me to murmur, “Did you tell him the truth about us?”

	My lips twitched. “I did, but it didn’t go over all that well. We need go somewhere and talk about it when we get back to the manor.”

	“He’s not going to let us use his Song of Time, is he?” Joel guessed.

	I sighed, my eyes roving over the trees and brush blurring around us. I would really have to be more careful with my contacts now. “No.”

	Joel grumbled and cursed the Prince under his breath, slowing his horse so that he could return to his place behind mine. What would he think when he found out that we had come twenty years too early? It was his fault, of course, since both Beth and I had been thinking of the city of Muniche in 1064 when I had opened the gateway. But it’s your own fault too for mentioning the year only once while we walked to the gazebo. How can you expect him to remember a random number?

	The two of us went to a small stone bench amid the flower gardens upon our return to the manor. I thanked the bailiff for his help when we reached the barn, and learned that his name was Jarvis Gaembel. He waved off my accolades and insisted that he could do no less, bidding my companions and me welcome to the settlement of Muniche. I caught a brief flash in his eyes when he spoke, but he concealed his element just as quickly, prompting me to speculate on what sort of element the manager of a medieval estate would claim.

	We parted ways with Freia at the front porch; she reentered the house with the intention to help the cooks with dinner. Joel and I situated ourselves upon the bench soon afterward, its position affording us a good view of the sinking sun. The scent of roses, pansies, and lavender suffused the air around us. A single peasant woman passed through the gardens, collecting petals here and there to garnish the evening meal. Joel leaned against the back of the bench and spread his arms across it, while I sat as far from him as the bench allowed, nervousness settling in my chest at the knowledge of what we needed to discuss.

	“So he’s not going to give us the song,” Joel said at length, sounding like he wished to confront the Prince in a dark alley over his musical secret.

	“No, he’s not,” I confirmed, reaching my right hand out to stroke the crimson petals of a nearby rose. “He doesn’t trust us enough, and I guess I can’t really blame him. It’s not like I’d willingly hand over the Torstein to whoever asked first.”

	Joel heaved a sigh and muttered something under his breath. “Then I guess we’re going to have to do our best to die in battle, right?”

	I shuddered all over and winced, pulling my hand away from the rose. I had accidentally pricked my index finger on a thorn. “The one good thing is that death really does send time travelers back home. The Prince and his brother have already made one trip, and they both died to get back here. That means Beth is back home already.” I rubbed the tip of my finger and chewed on my bottom lip.

	“But we’ve got two years before we can go back.” I saw Joel looking at me out of the corner of my eye. His expression betrayed his relief. Maybe I had not been the only one haunted by Beth’s dismal fate.

	I shut my eyes and gathered all of my courage, then clasped my hands in my lap and turned my torso to face him. “Actually, it’s going to be a lot longer,” I said, bracing myself for his reaction. His eyebrows came together. “The Prince looks so young because he’s just a year older than us. He’s twenty-two. It’s the summer of 1044 right now, so we got here twenty-two years before Muniche’s fall.”

	Joel’s jaw dropped in slow motion; it would have looked funny under any other circumstances. “You . . . you mean . . . .” Horror swelled in his hazel eyes, and he raised one hand to his mouth.

	I nodded once. “Yep. Not only did we arrive in the forest, we arrived in the wrong year completely. And unless we can convince someone to execute us, we’re going to be here until we’re in our forties.”

	Joel rubbed his prickly chin, his cheeks and ears growing flushed. “So we’re trapped in the Middle Ages for longer than we’ve been alive,” he translated.

	“With no family history and no money, and no Teuton blood in your case.”

	Joel backed away from me, a stricken expression crossing his face. “What do you mean by that? Am I going to be a second-class citizen for eternity just because I don’t have an element like all you crazy sorcerers?” He looked affronted.

	I shook my head and looked away from him toward the peasant woman clad in light gray, her sun-browned hands plucking a pinkish rose from a bush several steps away from us. “I don’t really know, but it shouldn’t be that bad for you. I know that outsiders have always lived in Teuton cities throughout history. But I doubt they’d let you join the nobility,” I admitted, frowning a little at that concept. You’ve convinced Count von Meldorf that you’re part of the aristocracy thanks to your education. But no degree of education can improve Joel’s status . . . and he doesn’t need to know about the blood-transfer.

	“I just can’t get over how weird this world is,” Joel remarked at length, his tone sounding exasperated. “All these Germans sneaking around with elements and opening portals into the past.”

	“It’s not all Germans,” I pointed out immediately, turning to face him again. “It’s just a portion of Bavarians and Austrians. The Teutons have existed for several thousand years, but we’re just like normal people. It’s not like we can go around creating fireballs and earthquakes at every turn.”

	Joel squinted off toward the sun, disbelief and annoyance warring on his face. “What about this whole 1066 thing, anyway?” he questioned, looking at me with a disparaging glint in his eye. “How can you be sure that Muniche fell in that year? I mean, we all know 1066 is when the Normans invaded England.”

	“Exactly,” I responded, raising one finger. “And history is always written by the winning side. So obviously, someone wanted to make sure everyone remembered the Norman invasion rather than the massacre of the Teutons. I came here to find out what really happened, to find out why our elements couldn’t save us from the Saxon invaders.”

	Joel pursed his lips, appearing thoughtful. “Makes sense,” he said, shaking his head and looking at the stalks of lavender swaying in the breeze across from the bench where we sat. “But now we won’t learn the truth for twenty-two years. Do you think we need to try to raise families in the meantime so we don’t get bored?” He gave a brief snicker and wriggled his blond eyebrows at me.

	I wrinkled my nose and crossed my arms, sensing my cheeks heating at the subject. “I don’t know. I guess we could if we wanted to, since doing regular stuff doesn’t seem to actually change anything in history. When I went back the first time, I left a note for Hans, and he gave it back to me after I returned. So having a family would probably be a valid thing to do, to become a part of history.” I quailed at the idea of bearing children in this primitive land as a Teuton of high blood.

	“I’ve got to get better at Teutonica then,” Joel declared, leaning back again and draping his arms across the back of the bench. “I don’t want to end up with a woman I can’t understand. But if I married a Teuton girl, would our kids have elements?” He cocked his head at me, looking hopeful.

	“That’s . . . a loaded subject,” I hedged, “but I’m not sure you’d be allowed to marry a Teuton girl as an outsider. You need to get a job first anyway.”

	That night, as Freia and I lay in our respective beds, I spent a long while gazing at Hans’ picture in my locket by the moonlight filtering through the window. Tears trickled down my face, for I knew that until I found the courage to die, I would not see Hans again. My love for him burned in my heart, and I greatly wished that I could talk to him somehow and finally tell him the truth. I wanted to admit my love for him, to insist that our age differences meant nothing to me, that I wanted to marry him anyway. Facing twenty-two years in the eleventh century with Joel—realizing that he may have referenced me when he joked about marrying a Teuton girl—I knew that I could never love him the way I loved Hans. I blinked in sorrow at Hans’ picture, my eyes tracing the familiar dark gray hair, serious blue eyes, the black robe of the Teuton priest. I had been deluding myself all this time. There was no hope for me. Being separated from Hans for so long would kill my heart, and an outsider like Joel could never take his place.

	 The month of July passed rather quickly, as Joel and I attempted to adjust to the medieval lifestyle. He began working at the local ironworks just a week after we gained citizenship. He said that the ironmaster was a young man named Heinrich Denlinger. He had just recently inherited the ironworks from his father, who had fallen ill the previous winter. Master Denlinger seemed to be a decent employer, according to Joel, willing to help him learn the skills of the trade despite his poor Teutonica and outsider status.

	Two weeks later, Joel moved out of Count von Meldorf’s manor, having saved all of his earnings thus far to lay down rent for a room in Muniche. Such a setup would eliminate the long walk from the Meldorf estate as well as immerse him in the culture, forcing him to perfect his Teutonica, so he claimed. Although I felt nervous at the idea of Joel going out on his own—so young and inexperienced—I did not discourage him. Instead, I warned him not to start hitting up the taverns every night with the other metalworkers. 

	“I’ll visit you every chance I get, any time I can scare up money for the bridge crossing,” I vowed on the day that he moved out, adding with a wink, “and if you turn into a drunkard I’ll kill you myself.”

	“With your ice,” Joel supplied. He hefted his bag and grinned confidently as he strutted off to conquer the world.

	Freia and I continued to live at the count’s manor, installing ourselves into one of his more decent bedrooms at his insistence. The two of us spent quite a bit of time sewing new dresses for ourselves out of some finer linens prepared from last year’s flax harvest, and Freia skillfully altered more of his late wife’s attire for our use. We learned that Count von Meldorf had been a widower for over thirty years—his wife had died bearing a stillborn child, her third. His other two children had died before the age of five, one of pox and one of a wicked fever. Any idyllic thoughts I may have entertained about raising a family in pastoral bliss left me on the day that the count showed us his family graveyard.

	And yet Joel sits around casually chatting about having kids in a place like this, I thought to myself, and he doesn’t know anything about the dangers of childbirth for Teutons like me. I wondered, while I stood looking down at the wooden markers, whether dying in such a way would shatter my heart.

	 

	
 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter Four:

	The Man Who Did Not Exist

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	During my first weeks in the eleventh century, I made a new habit of joining my Rhenisch roommate in her late night prayers. Freia observed the hour of Matins, thanks to her years in the convent; she would rise from her sleep of her own accord and kneel at her bedside while reciting her Latin devotions. Though my faith did not require such rites, my nightmares often woke me around the time when Freia voiced her prayers. So I began to creep across the floor to her side and endeavored to listen to her words, struggling against the sieve of panic shackling my lungs. Novel terrors had cropped up in my dreams, fueled by Beth’s death and the frightening journey through the currents of time. My new friend’s steadiness soothed me, easing my spirit back toward slumber afterwards.

	Not long after Joel had moved into the city, a horror I had not yet experienced tore me from my sleep. I had been at home in modern München, walking with my father, Hans, Erika, and my cousins—and out of nowhere, each of them turned to dust before me, the familiar buildings around me breaking down in fire. When I awoke, my wool blanket was tangled around my body, and I could not force my lungs to draw breath. A squeaking sound pealed from my lips, and my bleary eyes found Freia kneeling not far away, her youthful face turned towards mine, her green eyes aglow with concern.

	I could not join her. I could not breathe. I had just watched my city burn, not this ancient version that scholars called a myth. I sensed my ice freezing my blood, and I squeezed my eyes shut and tried to concentrate on my element, to bring its full power to the fore before my panic suffocated me.

	When my spirit burst into the night sky above, the first notion that came over me was embarrassment. I shook my head and placed my hands on my hips, roving my eyes over the count’s fields below and the spires of medieval Muniche off to my left, barely visible in the starlight. You’re a fool, Swanie, I thought to myself, frustrated anew at the power that my nightmares held over me. Can’t separate the present from the future. Now you’re imagining München burning just like this place will. They’re not the same city. You know that. Now why can’t your subconscious understand the difference?

	I wondered how Freia was reacting to my frozen body in my bed. Had my ice overtaken the blanket along with my nightgown? I rolled my eyes at myself and looked toward the Isar, following its snakelike path south. Hopefully she would be able to finish her prayers and get back to bed. I might spend a good portion of the darkness in spiritual form, like I had done both at college and at home. I could explain myself
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