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Friday, 12 June 1884, 6:30 am

Po-chi-lam Temple

Foshan City, Guangdong, China

Jones had failed to take into account certain
logistics, whereupon he found himself still embracing Darcy, with
his feet in the reflection pool and she just outside.

“So much for not attracting attention.” She stood
frozen, eyes riveted on the approaching orange wave of bald-headed
monks.

Jones stepped from the small pond, pants and shoes
dripping water and bowed. Darcy clutched his hand as fear ramped up
her heartbeat.

“They mean us no harm, I assure you.” Jones once
again bowed slightly. “I am in search of Master Wong Fei-hung.”

The group of monks who had surrounded them, slowly
parted to allow a figure, in an orange robe with a red cloth draped
over one shoulder, to step forward.

“I have been waiting for you, Time Traveler.”

Jones grinned. “How did you know?”

“You have found the yin to your yang.”

“I have, Master. This is Darcy Champagne,” he said
proudly. Jones threw his arm over her shoulder and hugged her to
him. “Darcy, this is the famous Master Wong Fei-hung.”

“I’m delighted to meet you.” Darcy extended her hand
and bowed at the same time. “That was awkward,” she mumbled.

“It is an honor to meet you.” Master Fei-hung bowed.
“You must be a special woman to have tamed his nature.”

“Well, I kinda hope I haven’t completely tamed him.”
She immediately felt her face flush. “What I mean to say-”

“She is my yin, and we have come to ask you to
oversee a ceremony where we may make a declaration of our love and
commitment to one another.”

“That’s what I meant to say,” Darcy said, pointing
at Jones and bending forward slightly.

“I would be honored.” Master Fei-hung fingered the
edge of the metal box. “This must be the time machine?”

Jones unloaded the Atomotron from his back and held
it by the straps.

“It is, Master. I worked for seven long years to
manifest my Hung Gar name. Preparing for the first human trial, I
inadvertently tripped the lever and found myself in Darcy’s
backyard, in the year 2012.”

The other monks began to disperse in all directions,
leaving the three of them alone.

“Do you still believe that it was an accident?”

“Frankly, I am of the opinion that I know even less
about destiny than before.”

“Ah, then you have learned well.”

“Am I to understand that you believe it was
fate?”

“And you, do you believe it was your fate to meet
Darcy Champagne?”

“It must be true. I have never encountered a person
I love to the degree that I love Darcy.” Jones squeezed her hand
and touched her face.

“I’m just super glad he messed up and we ended up
together,” she said looking into his eyes. “Fate or not, I’d never
want to turn back the hands of time and undo what’s been done.”
Darcy pushed her palm against his.

Jones scanned the courtyard. “It is remarkable that
I was here merely a year ago, in time travel, and yet many years
have passed.”

Master Fei-hung took Jones by the shoulders. “You
have matured, I can see.” He paused. “Is it possible that all of
time is but a shadow? There are many secrets you have yet to
experience. I look forward to assisting you once again in your
pursuit of answers to your curiosity.”

A young man approached and whispered in the master’s
ear.

“For now, I will have you shown to your sleeping
quarters. I must speak to the Manchurian military waiting at the
gate. When I return, we should begin the preparations for your
wedding.”

Darcy and Jones were taken to separate quarters and
provided with a morning meal. Jones stashed the time machine
beneath his bunk, in case the military returned without warning. He
removed his wet boots and placed them under the cot as well. They
both anxiously awaited the next step in their journey that was to
begin with their commitment ceremony and then, a world of new
adventures.

*****

“Time Traveler, I must speak to you about your
arrival this morning. Apparently, the gate was open long enough for
someone on the street to see you appear out of thin air. The visit
from the Manchurian military was to seek assurances that the old
man in the street was mistaken. They seem intent on a logical
explanation.”

“Should we consider leaving, Master?”

“No, I have faith in the outcome. You will need to
be outfitted so you can move about without notice.”

A monk, carrying an orange robe, entered and bowed.
He placed the familiar outfit on the bunk and retreated from the
small room.

“I suspect the general will have men stationed on
the buildings across the street to observe for a day or two. Trust
among the Chinese has suffered greatly.”

“Shall I also have Darcy dress in a robe?”

He stripped down to his boxers and slipped into the
orange satin garment.

“Ling is with her now. They can work together to
help her disappear among the others.”

“If I may, Master?” Jones bowed, pointing to the
door.

“Certainly, her quarters are next to Ling’s. I will
join you for the daily meal.”

“With admiration.” He then made his way around the
courtyard, staying close to the wall.

“Duìbùq? Excuse me? I cannot remember… how do
I get to Ling Lee’s quarters?” He could feel the adrenaline flow to
his stomach as he approached the tiny living space in the west wing
of the monastery. The shutters had been closed, and the voices
inside were muffled. Jones rapped lightly on the door. “Darcy,” he
called in a hushed voice. “Darcy, are you in there?”

Ling opened the door. “She is getting dressed. Do
not be surprised by her appearance.”

“You did not… shave… no.” He pushed his way into the
room. “That would be unacceptable.” He rushed past Ling and
searched the area with his eyes.

“Do you want her to be safe?” Ling took his arm and
guided him to a chair.

“Of course I do.” Jones sat rubbing his chin. “And
you are correct, and I am an imbecile. Yes, whatever it takes to
keep us safe. After all, as I am a living testament, hair will grow
back.”

Darcy sashayed through a beaded curtain in a royal
blue, embroidered Qipao tunic with white cuffs. Ling had coiffed
her hair on top of her head with a thin braided rope. She had
applied dark eyeliner that gave her eyes a slight downward
slant.

“You are remarkable.” He stood and walked toward
Darcy. “Ling, you have performed well. I do not think she could be
noticed as a foreigner from a distance.”

“She had a lot to work with.” Darcy laughed as she
twirled around. “You’ve really done a great job. Oh, and thanks for
the outfit. I don’t think I’d be as comfortable in the tunic.
Orange and me? Not a great match.”

“You are most welcome. I am glad we are the same
size.” Ling accompanied them both to the door. “We should prepare
for our meal. I will meet you in the eating hall.”

“Thank you again, Ling. I am convinced your talent
will deter any further investigations.”

Jones pushed his hands into his sleeves and led
Darcy along a path into the courtyard. They followed the wall that
terminated at the reflection pond and sat down.

“When I was here last, this was my only method of
observing the changes that were manifesting.” He drew his finger
through the water. “That is why it is so sacred to me and the
others.”

Darcy looked for one building to the next. “This
temple is so cool, so pretty. The dragons on the roof are a nice
touch. Kinda like... heeey, this isn’t a theme park, right?” She
turned to Jones, who simply stared at her. “Never mind,” she said.
“It’s so weird to think about age and time travel. Like, how old
are you really?”

“I am still twenty-eight years old because my time
is local, but with time travel, it would seem it is not. Master
Fei-hung appears no different to me, but I, on the other hand, am
older to him.”

Darcy reached for his arm. “Do you-?”

“Not now. Do not touch my arm,” he mumbled. “We
should not display any physical familiarity. I am not sure, but I
think the man on top of the building across the street is
Manchurian military. We do not want to bring his attention to
us.”

“Even with everyone else walkin’ around?” Darcy
folded her hands in her lap and sat up straight. “No problem.”

“So, you were asking?”

“Do you realize that, from my point of view, you
guys are all, how can I put this… dead? But here we sit, alive and
well. Mind blowing, I tell ya.”

“I, myself, am both amazed and amused by this time
travel phenomenon. The math and science are accurate, but cannot be
complete without acknowledgment of a mystical aspect. By that I
mean, an event that we are yet to understand.”

“Dude, sometimes this deep talk makes my head feel
full. Like my brain is workin’ overtime. Like… I now have empathy
for Roark.” Darcy pointed across the plaza. “Jones, what’s with the
cool little bridges?”

“They are a physical symbol of an intellectual
concept. We are always crossing bridges in life; however, one
cannot actually cross a bridge before they have arrived at the
landing. These exist as a corporeal reminder.”

“Cool. I get it.” She sat thinking for moment. “The
temple and grounds are so clean. That’s what makes it feel like a
theme park. Geeze, I could never let Master Fei-hung into my house.
He would flip out.”

Jones closed his eyes and leaned against the wall of
the pond, immersing his mind in contemplation.

“All I know is, I can’t begin to tell you how glad I
am that you ended up in my backyard.”

Jones opened one eye in Darcy’s direction. “It is
the most wonderful misadventure yet. I do love you like no
other.”

“And I love you.” Darcy giggled. “We’re about to get
married.”

“I am very happy indeed. I now believe in a love
that transcends time and space.”

“How incredibly romantic.” She stopped to gaze into
his eyes, started to raise her hand but quickly withdrew it.

“We should consider taking our place at the table.
This is the only full meal of the day. What we will be served is a
daily surprise. You should sit next to Ling, and I will sit across
from you. Our decorum will aid the other monks.”

“I see, so the boys don’t like the idea of us
getting married?”

“These men and women have chosen this life. I have
my doubts as to whether they care one way or another. But I believe
they would feel more comfortable with this arrangement.” Jones rose
and extended his hand to aid Darcy to her feet. “Would you care to
join me for a meal?”

“Yep. I gotta tell you though, this whole situation
is blowing my mind… uh, I mean it’s a little crazy. Think about it.
Here we are in 1884 China, at a temple surrounded by monks, and a
master. And it feels like it’s present time, which it is, only over
one hundred years before. Man, I just got a chill.”

“Your mind is expanding.”

“I’m gettin’ there.” Darcy looked up. “What’re those
guys doing?”

“They are returning from a trek through the city
collecting alms, gifts, and food for the monastery. They are
literally carrying our meal in those bowls.”

“No way. That’s so… bizarre.”

Darcy stood silently as the single file of monks
carried vessels to the dining hall kitchen, through a side
entrance. She thought of the homeless back in the States and could
not imagine people giving alms to them as they walked around town
with bowls in their hands.

Taking a different route, Darcy and Jones entered
through a wide doorway, followed a long hallway and joined the
others at the table in the dining room. Though there were many
monks in attendance, the only sound was the dulled setting of
wooden bowls and utensils on the table. The hall smelled of steamed
sweet rice and vegetables. Then silence permeated the hall, leaving
Darcy feeling out of place. She fumbled her way between Ling and
Bamboo into her seat at the long wooden table. Jones put his finger
to his lips. She nodded.

Each monk took a turn at filling their bowls with
the mixture of steamy rice and vegetables, and silently passed them
down to the next person. When Master Fei-hung entered the room, all
activity ceased. Every head turned to him, waiting for him to
motion that they may resume. They then passed a larger bowl. Each
individual took a small portion from their meal, touched it to
their forehead and placed it as an offering.

The silence was almost too much for Darcy to bear.
The sounds of everyone chewing their food began to grate on her.
She could feel the urge to shout becoming ever stronger. Jones
looked over and got her attention. He took a deep breath, and
exhaled slowly. Darcy followed his example and smiled.

Two monks rose and began to retrieve everyone’s
bowls, scraping the leftovers into the provisions vessel. They then
carried it into the courtyard where they scraped the leftovers onto
the ground thus returning the remnants to the earth.

*****

“I thought I was going to lose my mind.” Darcy
walked alongside Jones.

“I must admit I had that very thought as well.”
Jones chuckled.

“You, too?”

“No, you.”

“Ah, was it that obvious?” She shook her head.

“I assure you that, while I believed you would be
able to handle the situation, I did have a moment of concern.
However, I also want to assure you that, had you spoken, you would
have become the object of great scrutiny from everyone at the
table.”

“Great. Yeah, well, that’s what helped me keep my
mouth shut. That, and you taking the deep breath. That really did
help me calm down.”

They walked casually out into the sunlight and took
a seat on the steps of the inner sanctum.

When a young man passed nearby, Jones held up his
hand. “Nĭhăo.”

The young monk raised his hand to his chest and
bowed slightly. He grinned at the two sitting side by side. “Nĭhăo.
Xìngshì.”

“What did you say?” Darcy continued to watch the
gazelle-like young man amble away.

“It is a greeting in Mandarin. He bestowed a
blessing on us. While I was here previously they made efforts to
speak English, not always very well, as I did not speak even a
smidgen of Mandarin. So I set out to acquire enough words to assist
them in feeling more comfortable with me.”

“Well, obviously it worked, because he was grinnin’
from ear to ear.”

Master Fei-hung approached. “I have assigned several
of my closest associates to arrange your ceremony for the day after
tomorrow.” He sat next to Darcy.

“Thank you so much.” Darcy reached out and placed
her hand on the master’s forearm, then abruptly removed it as if
she had touched a hot burner. “I meant no disrespect.”

“None taken.” He smiled warmly and gently patted her
arm. “I find your energy to be delightful. I can see clearly why
Time Traveler is taken with you.”

“She is a most wonderful companion.” Jones exchanged
a loving look with Darcy and then returned his attention to Master
Fei-hung. “I am delighted that you approve so strongly.”

“I am looking forward to joining your jing. You will
become a formidable river together.”

Master Fei-hung rose, bowed and glided away.

“I’m flippin’ out here. This is crazy exciting. I
can’t believe I still have to wait for two days, though. Me
whining. Sexy huh?” she said and laughed. “I’ve got this urge to
dance or… maybe I could go for a run?”

“I am certain that is an idea that would bring about
the most unwanted attention.” Jones shook his head and chuckled. “I
cannot even fathom the response of the townspeople.”

Darcy laughed. “Oh yeah, I guess I didn’t think that
through.”

“What shall we do?”

“You wanna go back to my room and make out?”

“Why, of course I do. However, we are guests here.
And the protocol would be that we refrain from physical contact
until after the ceremony, which simply increases the pheromones
leading to an ecstatic celebration.”

“Ohhhh, you are just messing with my pheromones
right now, aren’t you.” She grinned. “I’m thinking I may like you
feeling a little deprived and depraved.” She winked.

“You are truly amazing to me. You just happen to be
a splendid mixture of naughty and nice.”

“Well, spank you very much. And I think you’re just
a wee bit strait-laced, but after our night in Hiva Oa, I’m also
thinking you’ve got a wild side to you that we can work on.”

“Oh, you are, are you?” He smiled and lay back on
the steps. “I feel certain that we will be experiencing a few wild
nights together, starting the day after tomorrow.”

“You’re such a tease! ‘Cause you know I hate
waiting.”

The same young monk who had passed earlier hurriedly
approached, waving to them to follow. Jones and Darcy eyed each
other nervously. The monk led them through the broad opening of the
monastery entrance, past the dining hall to the innermost sanctum
of the temple. He motioned for them to crouch behind a table
covered with candles and incense, then immediately took his
leave.

“What’s going on?” Darcy could feel the tension in
the air, making her stomach tighten with fear.

“I assure you, I am no more enlightened than you,
but if we are instructed to take refuge then it could only mean the
military has come again.” Jones leaned in close to her face. “They
took a great deal of interest when I was here last. There is… was a
struggle between those who are pro-western and the traditionalists.
Many feel foreigners are a threat to the old ways. And it became
more and more intense. Even in 1891, when I was back in Boston, the
regime change seemed inevitable, but I really did not know what the
future held for China. “

“They went through a lot. As I said before, history
really isn’t my thing but I do know just about everything we own
back at the house is made in China.”

Jones looked directly at Darcy. “Am I to understand
that America invaded China?”

“No, nothing like that. They’ve become a huge trade
partner, though. Are we in danger?”

“Perhaps we should forgo the ceremony. Possibly, I
should make my way back to my quarters and retrieve the Atomotron
before it is too late.”

“So we are in danger,” Darcy whispered hoarsely.

“These monks will not let anything happen to us.
They are all trained to defend if necessary.”

“I’m scared. Seriously, I don’t want to be here
anymore.” Darcy could feel her body shaking.

A rustling sound caused them to squeeze together as
tightly as they could. They could hear angry voices speaking in
Mandarin and assumed the soldiers had insisted on searching the
grounds and monastery. The voices made their way into the room.
Just as quickly, they faded into the halls leaving only the sound
of controlled breathing.

Jones could feel the sweat that had collected on his
upper lip and wiped it on his sleeve. He realized that he had come
very close to combat in that moment. He also understood that he was
more than willing to die for the sake of Darcy.

The young monk returned to the inner sanctum and bid
them to follow him out. They cautiously moved through the building
until they meet up with Master Fei-hung.

“They are gone for now. I have assured them there is
no way possible for people to appear out of thin air. I had to be
careful so that they do not retaliate against the old man who
reported seeing you this morning. Let us return to our
business.”


Saturday, 13 June 1884, 9:30 am

Po-chi-lam Temple, Foshan City

Guangdong, China

“Master, I am very thankful you have allowed
us to spend the night together.” Jones assumed a Lotus posture
across from Wong Fei-hung. “Although, I have full confidence in
Ling to protect Darcy, I was convinced Darcy would have felt
abandoned by me had I not inquired of you to have the privilege of
giving her comfort overnight. I am truly grateful.”

Master Fei-hung studied the lines of Jones’ face.
“You were willing to die for her in that moment and… to me there is
no greater expression of love. In my heart, I could not allow the
kind of suffering that would manifest if I had separated the two of
you. Time Traveler, I was happy to oblige.”

Jones got to his feet to take his leave.

“One more thing. If you choose to leave sooner than
expected, know you have my blessings, my Xìngshì.”

“It means a great deal to me, but I will trust your
judgment in these matters. That being said, I must also speak with
Darcy. Should she choose to leave, I will honor her request.”

“I understand.”

Jones made his way to the western end of the
monastery to Ling’s quarters, where he reunited with Darcy.

“I need to know with no uncertainty what you prefer.
We can stay and marry tomorrow or we can travel back to Snohomish
at any time of your liking.”

“And I need to ask you if you’re convinced that we
aren’t in any danger.”

“I cannot be one hundred percent certain.”

“I don’t know then. I gotta tell you that I’m pretty
scared. Maybe I don’t understand Chinese, but my intuition tells me
those soldiers weren’t very happy when they entered the room
looking for us.”

“Yes, I have to agree. I am puzzled by their
interest in us. Foreigners are always visiting China, for many
different reasons. Perhaps it was the observance of our entry into
the courtyard.”

“But Master Fei-hung said it was an old man. Why
would they give him any credence?”

“These are strained times in China. There are
diverse opinions about which direction to take forward into the
future.”

“We could help out by jumping ahead… wait, what am I
saying, I came from ahead. I can tell them that things are really
rough but they do get better, well, sort of.”

“I do not believe disseminating that kind of
information, well… let me just say it would equate to you running
through the streets of Foshan.”

“Okay, I get it. This is totally…”

“Mind blowing? You are certainly correct on this
matter. I think we need to keep a low profile while this night
passes. Should we inquire as to the availability of Master Fei-hung
and let him know we are staying? Only if… you are sure.”

“Yeah, okay. I’m about as sure as I guess I’ll ever
be.” Darcy reached out, took Jones’s hand and squeezed it. “Dude,
nothing better happen to us. We’ve traveled too far to have this
end in some kind of scary way. Weird I was expecting, but not
dangerous.”

“I assure you I will do everything in my power to
keep you safe. If necessary, we will travel out of here at a
moment’s notice. I will go to my room and get the Atomotron and we
will keep it with us at all times for the remainder of our
stay.”

“You don’t think you’re leaving me here?” Darcy
stood quickly. “Sorry, but you’re seriously stuck to me, and me to
you, for the next twenty-four hours, comprende?”

“I… It is ‘I to you.’“

“Thanks. Good to know. Now, let’s go get that
puppy.”

Darcy took his hand and practically sprinted out of
her room situated next to Ling’s residence.

Jones chuckled. “Yes, let us do exactly that,” he
said as she dragged him into the hall. He followed closely behind
her in the direction of his quarters but stopped abruptly in the
dim hallway. “I adore you and your approach to life.” His
expression beamed with love. “You are the most compelling human
being I think I have ever met. I am truly glad you are on this
journey with me.”

Darcy pulled him to her, wrapped her arms around his
neck and looked him straight in the eye. “You have becharmed me, my
lover, and I’ll always be yours across time and space.”

Jones kissed her lightly on her lips. “As long as we
are together it really does not matter to me what time it is. Did
you actually use the word ‘becharmed’?”

“Yes I did, because you’re rubbing off on me. And
quite frankly I could use a little more rubbing in the near
future.”

They both glanced around the other into the darkness
of the hall to confirm an all-clear, then shared a deep, fervent
kiss.

*****

Jones pushed through a large wooden door and greeted
Master Fei-hung with a head bow. Darcy followed suit, carefully
watching every move that Jones made. He took his place in front of
the master, waiting patiently for acknowledgement.

Wong Fei-hung waved to her. “Darcy, come sit by me,”
his voice was gentle and warm with affection. “I am curious about
the woman who won Time Traveler’s heart. You must be very strong
and trustworthy. Throughout history, these qualities have taken
ordinary men to great heights. It may seem to be his-story, but in
truth, women have always been an integral part of the movement
forward by humankind.”

Darcy floated across the room to take a seat next to
Wong, while watching his mouth form the words that she had embraced
as a woman in 2012. “So why has it taken so long for men to come to
grips with what you’re saying to me right now?”

“Because, as men, we live in fear. We are always on
the hunt or the lookout for danger.”

“That sort of explains bromance. They’d rather spend
time together with other boys than intimate time with their
partner. But I guess it all depends on how the time is spent, if ya
know what I mean.”

“Darcy?” Jones opened his eyes wide.

“Sorry. I’m not used to being so cautious,” she said
to the master.

“I understand. Think of it as tribal and while that
may offend you to a degree, it is not without merit in the survival
of one tribe over another.”

“Maybe someday we won’t need to be so aggressive
about impressing our point of view on someone else.”

“That, I am afraid, will take many lifetimes and
circumstances that will push all human beings to join together for
ultimate survival. You will know those secrets in your lifetime,
because you have been given the opportunity to free yourself from
the shackles of time.”

Darcy leaned back on her hands. “I keep forgetting
that. And, I can tell ya right now, a whole new way of looking at
things is taking place in my brain. This feels so cool.”

Master Fei-hung raised his hand and a cloister
devotee emerged from the shadows.

“Bring Darcy a cloak.”

Jones leaned in and whispered, “Do not try to
explain.” He placed his hand on her arm. “Accept the generosity of
the master and refrain from the need to simplify your language
constructs.” He winked.

The monk brought over a cloak for Darcy. She
accepted it and draped it over her shoulders.

“Thank you. How do you say thank you in
Chinese?”

“Mandarin and it is Xièxiè! But, it is not
necessary, because it is our bliss to serve. That, in and of
itself, is our reward.”

“Hmm… I think I remember a similar conversation with
another wise person of culture.”

“I assume this is commentary regarding my opening
doors and pulling out chairs?”

“Yeah.” Darcy chuckled. “I guess it can be hard to
just change your ways.” She tilted her head to one side and
grinned.

“I am pleased with your choice, Time Traveler. Shall
we discuss the ceremony for tomorrow?”

“I believe this is Darcy’s venue. So I will yield to
her wisdom on these matters.”

“Nope, no way. I want you in on everything. I mean…
do you even know what’s about to happen?”

“Actually… no. Perhaps we should leave this to
Master Fei-hung and Ling to coordinate.”

“I am sure that Ling would be a clear asset to me in
arrangements. Darcy, if you would be so kind as to send her to me
when you return to your room.” Master Fei-hung slid his hands into
his sleeves.

As Darcy and Jones made their way across the
courtyard, Jones became aware of two men in Manchurian military
uniforms standing on top of a building next to the compound.

“I believe we are being shadowed. I can only assume
that our entrance yesterday aroused the suspicions of the local
government. I am a bit uncomfortable carrying the Atomotron in
plain sight.”

“But we can’t go anywhere without it, so who cares?
What’re they going to think it is anyway?”

Jones walked closer to the wall, with Darcy
following, and made his way to his room. “We cannot be far apart at
any given time, in case they insist upon interviewing us.”

“I’m scared, Jones. What would they do to us? We
don’t have any papers or passports.”

“It will never come to that, I assure you.”

“Let’s go to bed. The sooner we get married the
sooner we can go back to Snohomish.”

“Send Ling back to speak to Master Fei-hung and I
will toggle in the coordinates. We shall be ready to travel at a
moment’s notice. Take the shortcut through the dining hall and I
will meet you halfway and escort you back here.”

“Are you sure? What if…”

Jones took Darcy by the shoulders. “I am sure. I do
not think anything will happen today.”

Darcy pulled the Qipao in close and stepped
into the hallway. She made her way through the corridors to an
alley that led to the outdoor entrance of the dining hall. She
skirted across the massive hall, towards Ling’s room and knocked
lightly. “Ling, it’s Darcy!” She stepped back in anticipation.

“Darcy, come in, please. You seem shaken. Your mind
is not focused, as it should be. What can I do to assure you?”

“Assure me of what?”

“That you have an enormous amount of power on your
side. The interest that the local people have shown has caused the
town officials to be wary of the monastery, but that is nothing out
of the ordinary. Please take a seat and I will provide you with a
drink to calm you.”

“No way. Not right now. The master wants to see you
right away to plan our ceremony for tomorrow. That is if I can
manage to stay that long.”

“I understand. I will return soon and we can prepare
your attire.”

“I’m supposed to meet Jones halfway and go back to
his room.”

“Fine then, I will stop by and see you both.”

As Ling left the room, Darcy could hear a commotion
in the courtyard of the temple. The Manchurian army had forced
their way into the plaza and spread out, combing the monastery. She
retreated to the back of the bedroom area and cowered in the corner
beneath several blankets.

*****

“Halt! What is your name?” the soldier demanded.

“I am Ling Lee, student of Master Wong Fei-hung and
these are my living quarters.”

“Then you have no reason to object to us entering
unless you have something or someone to hide.” The stout commander
swept past Ling with his massive arm and reached for the door.

“It is not necessary to treat me as your enemy.”
Ling bowed slightly and kept a close eye on the three soldiers
surrounding her.

The commander paused. “That remains to be seen.” He
pushed open the door with such force that a cracking sound left it
certain he had broken the hinges.

Ling stood quiet and calm, restraining her warrior
self for the sake of Darcy. She followed the commander into the
living area.

The officer shouted several orders in Mandarin as
Darcy trembled in anticipation. She could hear the soldiers
pillaging the rooms… getting closer. She felt suffocated and her
heart pounded. Suddenly, fresh air engulfed her when the soldiers
ripped away the blankets. In an instant terror and pain overwhelmed
her.

“Arrest them both. And make sure this one is hand
tied.” He pointed at Ling. “She leaves me cautious.”

Ling bowed her head and offered her wrists.

“Not in the front. Tie her hands behind her… and
tightly. These monks are trained for battle and trust me you are
not trained nearly as well.”

Ling stared through slits at the commander, but
smiled demurely when she caught his attention. The soldiers
escorted Ling and Darcy towards the courtyard.

“What’s going to happen to us?” Darcy heard the fear
in her own voice and could feel her legs weaken from dread.

“Stay as calm as you possibly can.” Ling walked with
her head bowed.

As they approached the throng of soldiers and monks,
Darcy scanned the crowd for any sign of Jones. He was nowhere.
Master Fei-hung stood quietly before the people gathered waiting
for the commander to approach.

The general marched defiantly up to Master
Fei-hung’s face. “You have made a huge mistake this time. I will be
the beneficiary of your dull wit.” His smile bared the gold tooth
of a man who had caught his nemesis in a snare from which he would
not be able to tear loose. “Do not arrest this monk. We have other
plans for him in the near future.”

“We have no quarrel with you or your army. We are
peaceful warriors and only mean to assist those who are in need. We
are but humble servants intent on providing for the spiritual
welfare of others.”

The commander leaned in close. “I would say, as of
this moment you are the one in need.”

He laughed loudly and waved his hand toward the
massive open gate.

The regiment formed to escort Darcy and Ling out
into the street. A crowd of townspeople had collected to witness
the arrest.

“Jones,” Darcy screamed. She felt the sure hands of
the soldiers holding her upright. She struggled to break free in an
attempt to run back into the courtyard, only to realize there was
no escape. One soldier placed his hand on her head and forced her
to look at the ground.

When Jones heard the cry for help he jumped to his
feet and bolted for the library door. He grabbed the handle, but it
would not open. He backed up and prepared to kick the door in, but
found his body unable to move forward. When he turned to Chung, the
Wise One, he saw that a great calm had come over him. “Am I to
understand that you, through mystical force, have taken over my
body?” Jones demanded.

“My orders are to keep you safe until Master
Fei-hung returns from the courtyard.” Chung continued to stand,
hands folded in front of him with his eyes closed.

Jones intended to sprint out the door and rescue
Darcy. As he pivoted and lunged, it was as if an invisible wall
stood between him and the door. He bounced backwards, falling at
Chung’s feet. “You have rendered me helpless. I may have lost my
way. I am not thinking clearly. Please forgive me, but my
wife-to-be and my truest love is in the hands of the enemy.”

Jones rolled onto his back and sat up into the lotus
position. He took a deep cleansing breath to quieten his mind. In a
matter of moments, he could feel the strength of his ch’i returning
him to a place of wholeness. Anger gave way to the sense of a clear
and powerful direction. His body, mind and spirit melded into one
invincible source.

*****

“Master, I understand you have a plan, but am I not
to be privy? I am ashamed that I could not come forth to declare
myself. Darcy surely must be feeling abandoned and I have great
guilt concerning her predicament.”

“Time Traveler, you will be of more importance to us
as a free
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