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          1891

        

      

    

    
      When the clock finished striking the hour, the hiss of the gas sconces was suddenly loud. Isabelle Langford looked around at the eclectic group gathered at her table—a man with a monocle, his heavily pomaded mustache drooping, his waistcoat open and looking a bit worse for wear, next to him a woman wearing a feathered hat and a dragonfly pin at her high collared dark dress, her skin ruddy with anticipation, and on her right a younger man with a smooth face, a frown over dark eyes in a pale face. Annabelle, a younger woman who Izzy knew, was seated at her right, nervous fingers fiddling with the lace around her neck.

      All eyes were on Izzy as she stood to turn down the lighting, throwing the room into partial shadow. She returned to her seat, adjusting the paisley scarf wrapped around her hair. “We are here to speak with the departed,” Izzy intoned, turning her focus inward. “There are several here tonight who have lost loved ones. I ask that those on the other side show themselves in order to put our questions to rest.”

      Despite the one window being closed tight against the cold evening, a gust of wind blew through the room. Izzy kept her eyes closed and her mind open. If her thoughts intruded it always had a bad effect on the dead. A face appeared to her, a man with reddish hair, boyishly handsome. His eyes met hers with an intensity that she found unnerving. “Who are you?” she whispered.

      The man didn’t speak, only glancing at those seated at the table. Perhaps he was the fiancé of the young woman, or the departed son of the woman in the hat. She waited for his response but it never came. A minute or so later he was gone and another entity appeared, a man of middling age with a shock of gray hair. His words came out of her mouth as she spoke in tones not her own. “You must continue your education and follow your own pursuits.”

      The feathered hat woman rose to her feet, her cry disrupting the entire group. “It’s my father!” she shouted.

      Izzy came back to her senses, her eyes popping open on several distraught expressions. “He is gone now.”

      The woman sat down and put her hands over her face. “It was him—I would know that voice anywhere.”

      By now the room had erupted in whispers. There was no point continuing. Izzy glanced at the woman. “What is your name?”

      “I’m Elizabeth Farr. My father died of a broken heart brought on by politics.”

      “He intimated that you should be educated. Are you married…?” The question hung like an accusation that Izzy had not intended.

      Elizabeth straightened her back, her eyes narrowing. “I had to marry or I would have been penniless. As far as education, it was not serving me.” No one spoke, the tick of the Waterbury mantel clock over the fireplace seeming to grow louder.

      “Your father did not leave you anything?”

      Her eyes filled. “A small stipend, but it was not enough. I…took up acting but then I met Edward.”

      Izzy gazed around the table. “I think this is the end of today’s session.”

      There were a few sighs and a grumble or two, but everyone rose to their feet.
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          2323

        

      

    

    
      Annie Morgan stared at the glass globe on her desk. She could have sworn she just saw a woman’s face looking back at her. The globe was a present from a friend of hers, a joke really, to make fun of Annie’s interest in the occult. It had served as a paperweight for several years, keeping her documents in place. She was an archivist working for an elite organization—mostly a secret organization, if truth be told. What they looked into was not mainstream history, which was always slanted toward who was telling the story. Instead, they preserved the truth that was found in old documents, letters  and books and written down on real paper.  Annie was the one who compiled the books and bound them, her work painstaking and precise.

      Annie was getting ready to go to work when her small black plastic device buzzed. She he glanced down. THE LIBRARY flashed across the screen. “This is Annie,” she said, knowing full well who was on the other end of the call.

      “You need to get down here,” Sam said anxiously. “Something’s happened.”

      “What’s going on?”

      “Can’t talk about it—just please get here soon.” The connection went dead. The instrument itself was an enigma, the connection running partially on solar with the help of some mysterious waves that her boss, Sam knew about. He traded them to his friends but no one else had one, at least not in their community. He’d taken the thrown-away phones they found in the landfills and re-furbished them using Gaia knew what for their power. Annie knew better than to ask.

      Annie frowned, her gaze landing on the globe again. “Is this your doing?” she muttered. A quick look around revealed her cape hanging on the coat rack. It was wool and kept her warm when the icy winds tore through the town. Today was not one of those, but she put it on anyway, anticipating a chill off the ocean. A wool hat followed, which she tugged over her coppery hair to protect her ears. The house groaned as she opened the front door. “Don’t be like that,” she murmured softly, turning to gaze at the tinkling crystal chandelier swaying in the wind from the open door—a precious find she’d salvaged years before. “I won’t be long.” Something like a sigh heaved upward as she stepped onto the stoop. She pulled the door closed behind her and retrieved her bicycle that leaned against the rusted wrought iron fence surrounding her tiny front yard. A second later she was whirling down the street, her long hair like a flag of brightness behind her.

      She parked her bike and pulled her key from around her neck, her gaze on the lush ivy trailing over the entrance, the deep green in contrast with the pale oak door set into the brick facade. On either side of the entrance the crumbled remains of other buildings that had succumbed to old age made it seem as though she was entering another world. And in some ways, she was.

      Over the door were the words, Tempus Fugit in the Roman font she knew so well. “Time flies”, Annie muttered to herself. Yes, it did. Not many people ever came here, despite it being the only building that referred to itself as a library. The books they had were too fragile for the mainstream public, reserved for those who knew of them and asked specifically to read one. It was a library like no other.  And when she viewed it from a distance, aside from the ivy, the building looked forlorn, like a discarded piece of furniture in a narrow alleyway. And yet inside, a maze of rooms reinvented themselves behind closed doors. From what Sam said, the place was constantly rearranging itself. It was hard to believe, but since he never let her go beyond the moving bookshelf, she had to take his word for it.

      She was about to put the key into the lock when the door flew open. Sam grabbed her arm and dragged her inside. As soon as she stepped across the threshold, Sam reached behind her to pull the door closed. When he waved a hand across the handle, she heard several clicks as the locks were secured. The room they entered was elegant, soaring upward into dust-filled haziness, the ceiling coming together at the center like a Greek temple. Floor to ceiling paned windows looked out on a mountain scene of such beauty it took one’s breath away. Annie gazed out the windows to watch the trees sway in the wind. But there were no trees anywhere near the building, or any mountains within view. It was an illusion; another sleight of hand Sam had managed.

      Her gaze returned to the walls painted a pale shade of sage green and the elegant baseboards and shutters in white. Graceful window seats with cushions that picked up the sage color were tucked into the wall space between the windows. Sconces that had been gaslights in the distant past now flashed bright with bulbs that drew magical energy from a source Annie didn’t understand. Some electricity still existed in a few places, drawing power from windmills and water, and stored in a few remaining batteries from a long-ago time, but Sam was not tapping into those systems. He didn’t need to.

      When she turned to Sam, his normal smile was missing. His thick sandy hair was mussed and sticking up in tufts, the obvious result of his fingers running through it over and over. His linen shirt had pulled out of his jeans and the tweed vest he always wore was lying in a crumpled heap on the floor, as though he’d flung it off in a fit of pique. At a desk against the far wall, her co-worker, Cecily watched them, her wide eyes betraying her concern. Annie met her gaze and raised her eyebrows, nodding at Sam as if to say, ‘what’s with him?’

      Cecily shrugged and shook her head.

      “Sit,” Sam told her, pointing to the chair and desk where she usually worked. She did as she was told, the tension of the place setting off a volley of nerves. She stared down at the sheaf of papers there, noticing a black and white photo of a woman dressed in formal clothing from a time in the distant past.

      “Do you know her?” Sam asked, hovering over her shoulder. She could feel his breath on her neck.

      Annie looked again. She did seem familiar. “Should I?”

      “This photo appeared today when I was searching for an entry regarding the research we’ve been working on. It was not there yesterday. She was part of a movement in the late 1800’s.”

      “What kind of movement?” Annie asked, her gaze going to the huge armoire that housed all the newspaper articles and old documents that Sam was currently working with. It was dark wood and heavily carved with ancient symbols of the heavens—astrological characters of the stars. She thought about the vagaries of the library, how information related to a question just appeared out of nowhere, as though waiting to be found. It sometimes took the form of articles in the history books they pored through, or ended up on a scrap of paper suddenly discovered on the floor. This photo seemed to be one of them.

      Sam grimaced and shot Cecily a look before he turned back to Annie. “The Golden Dawn.”

      She’d read about the Golden Dawn and their practices, and the women and men who belonged to it. It was highly secret and those involved were sworn to keep it so. “What’s so bad about that?”

      “Annie, she looks like you.”

      When Annie picked up the photo and looked more carefully, she remembered the face in her globe. This was the same face. “I…I saw her in my globe.”

      “Your crystal ball?”

      “I don’t call it that, but yes.”

      Outside a storm began to rage, the windows instantly covered with salty rain and bits of sand. The mountain scene disappeared. The sky was dark with clouds and people were hunched over their handlebars as they pushed forward into the wind. In the distance a man stood upright on a contraption built to fit the ancient railroad tracks, a square of canvas billowing behind him as he rushed past and disappeared into the distance. Sam moved to the windows and pulled the shutters closed. “Something has awakened,” he muttered.

      “This is why you called me down here early? I don’t understand the significance of me being related to this woman. From the look of her outfit, she lived in Victorian times.”

      Sam’s indigo eyes met hers. “This woman could be a relative of yours—why did I find her photo this morning? Have you ever participated in a seance?”

      “No, I…”

      “I have,” Cecily said, rising to look at the photo. She glanced at the photo and back at Annie before gazing at Sam. “The library coughed this up. You know what that means.”

      Sam nodded.

      Annie glanced at the two of them. “So, what does it mean?”

      “It means it needs to be investigated by any means possible. And since this looks like late 1800’s that suggests a séance. Everyone was doing that back then.”

      Sam’s enormous black shepherd, Wolf raised his head from his spot on the rug in front of the fireplace, his brown eyes going to his master.

      Annie’s heart stuttered. “Now?”

      Cecily shrugged and glanced at Sam. “Should we wait until dark?”

      Sam shook his head. “I can make it dark in here. I suggest we find out who this woman is and why she’s entered our lives in 2323. Go get your crystal ball, Annie.””

      Annie left quickly, worried by the frenetic energy between Sam and Cecily. Why hadn’t he asked for it earlier? She could have brought it along with her. Both Sam and Cecily seemed overly eager to discover the identity of the woman in the photo, as though she’d come into their lives for a reason. She’d never seen either of them behave like this. They weren’t telling her everything—of that she was sure.

      By the time she returned, a small table had been set up and the room was so dark she could barely find her way inside. She handed Sam the globe and he placed in the center of the table covered with a paisley cloth. Cecily was already seated and she took the chair next to her.

      When Sam sat he reached for their hands. “Clasp hands, close your eyes and clear your minds of everything,” he intoned. “Keep the image of this woman in your minds and try to see her in the past.”

      Annie was immediately transported somewhere. It was dark at first and then she saw the faces of people seated at a large round table. A woman was speaking but her voice was very soft, so soft she couldn’t make out the words. Gas sconces flickered, sending shadows dancing across the walls. She had a feeling of déjà vu, the mind of Annie disappearing into a haze of memory. Her dress was too tight, the corset biting into her ribs. Her hairpins were coming loose. Good thing it was too dark for the others to see her fidgeting.

      “Annie!”

      Annie opened her eyes. “What happened?”

      Sam frowned. “You weren’t with us for a few moments.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “You went into a trance, Annie. I called your name and you didn’t hear me.”

      “I…I remember seeing people seated around a table, and after that…I don’t know. I wasn’t here or there.”

      Sam waved his hands and the room lit up. “You certainly weren’t here. I called your name  more than once and you sat there staring at the globe, as though it held all the answers.”
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          1891

        

      

    

    
      Elizabeth Farr gazed at the group of women gathered around the circular table, their hands fluttering nervously to their lace collars and pinned up hair. Her friend, Maud sat next to her, hands in her lap as she stared into space. The day outside was bright, but curtains hid the sun, the gas sconces set low in the darkened room. The medium, Izzy, refused to meet her gaze now that the séance was at an end. At the last session it was Elizabeth’s father who had appeared, a man two years dead. Now this woman today, who had her face shape. Whoever had just come through had not been a dead relative of anyone in the circle. The manner of speech and dress of the ethereal form that appeared in the ether above the table made it clear that she was from the future, not the past. Either that or she was from another planet. For one thing she was wearing obscenely tight-fitting pants and a strange shapeless knit shirt in wool. Her copper hair was long and unkempt, hanging around her face in unruly curls. But there was something about her—something familiar.

      “Well,” Izzy began, her gaze moving quickly around the table. “I’m not sure what that woman wanted from any of us, but I did notice a resemblance with one of our members.” Her gaze lit on Elizabeth.

      “I saw it too,” Elizabeth muttered. “But I have no idea who she might be. For heaven’s sake, did you see her manner of dress?”

      A titter of laughter moved around the table. “Obviously from another time,” Izzy said, trying to maintain some semblance of propriety. “Did anyone hear what she had to say?”

      There was a general shaking of heads. “I can read lips,” Maud mentioned, looking up. “I am pretty sure she was asking where we were and possibly in what time?”

      “You should have answered her, Maud,” Elizabeth muttered sharply. “Perhaps we could have discovered her identity.”

      “No point in arguing about it now,” Izzy said, rising. She turned her back on the others as she moved to the window to open the heavy curtains. Daylight rushed in, dispelling the somber mood as the others gathered their gloves and hats and headed for the door.
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        * * *

      

      Elizabeth left everyone behind as she walked swiftly up the street. A carriage rolled by, horses straining against their harnesses and the wheels squeaking in protest as it rounded the corner and disappeared. She smelled the smoke from the many chimneys. The day was cold, the screech of gulls grating as they wheeled in circles above her. If she didn’t make the meeting in time, she would suffer for it. They were strict about such things. It was hard to keep secrets from those involved in the Golden Dawn, but she could not reveal where she’d just been or what she’d been participating in. The rules she had to follow to be a member of this secret organization felt claustrophobic, every thought and feeling examined in full view of everyone involved. And séances were strictly prohibited. Why this was eluded her, but she wasn’t about to arouse suspicion by inquiring. The only accepted method of divination was the Tarot, and even that was circumscribed to fit a narrow set of rules.

      Elizabeth had recently been tested and moved into the second order. She was now using scrying and divining to increase her knowledge. The ultimate goal was to order the life of those not gifted with the wisdom of the Golden Dawn members. They considered themselves to be warriors of the light, but to Elizabeth something about it seemed off, as though they had placed themselves in godlike positions of authority. The men involved were the worst, carrying on as though they were deities to be worshipped, but she couldn’t excuse herself or the other women. Everyone seemed more taken with power than trying to serve the greater good.

      Elizabeth pursed her lips. She was not supposed to honor the feelings she had inside, or the criticisms that crept into her mind. It was all about will and control of will. She had to tamp down her intuition and anything else that didn’t coincide with the parameters of what they were doing. Without the will being strongly monitored, none of it worked. Should she quit the order? Just the thought of it freed her mind, her heart fluttering as the possibilities rose. She would have so much more time to pursue her own interests, like the séances and discovering what life had to offer.

      Being a new widow had taken over her life, her widow’s weeds and veil over her face becoming annoying. Her marriage had been nothing but a means to an end, the man much older than she and set in his ways. He was a friend of her father’s and as such had appeared in her life and saved her from being penniless. There had been no stipulation regarding the house—she would not have inherited. But Edward was wealthy and purchased the estate, allowing Elizabeth to remain in the one home she’d known. There had been no consummation, his age preventing it. His death a year later had not come as a shock.

      Elizabeth was twenty-five now, an old maid by the standards of society. The one good thing to come out of it all was inheriting the Italianate house her father had purchased just after her birth. As a widow she was entitled to it in the will. As it was, she’d had to sell some very good furniture to secure her future, relying on an old friend to find the right buyers.

      She shook away the cobwebs of the past, her thoughts returning to the Golden Dawn. The mere idea of letting go of the constant stressors of learning Hebrew and studying subjects she had no interest in, lifted a heavy weight from her shoulders. But how could she tell them she wanted no part of it? She’d made a vow in front of everyone—dressed in white robes with a rope looped three times around her waist, and a hood over her eyes as she received the initiation rites. When she was pushed to her knees on the cold floor, she repeated the words that allowed her inside the lofty and prestigious spiritual society. It had been daunting and also exciting a year ago, but now she wondered if she could continue. She was tired of the narrow thinking, the idea that what they were doing was exalted. Yes, she’d seen the wonders they could accomplish with their studies, magical things really, but what she most wanted was to use her own intuition, not be bound by ideas that she didn’t always agree with.

      Belonging to the group of men and women who engaged in séance was an entirely different experience. Her opinions and thoughts were heard by the others and the camaraderie between them soothed some place deep inside her. Outside those rooms where Izzy conducted her weekly meetings, women were ignored and treated like second class citizens. If they were married, they were expected to look beautiful, to sing or play piano, not to voice opinions. If they were unmarried there were only a few careers open to them. Smoking was strictly forbidden, as was drink.

      She reached the entrance to the hall and entered by the wide double doors that stood unlocked on days like this. Inside everyone was waiting—for her. She tried to smile but it faltered when she noticed the frowns on the faces of the two men who had begun the order. “You are late!” The words echoed off the high-ceilinged room, setting her nerves on edge.

      “I’m sorry,” she murmured, trying to meet his eyes. The clock on the wall showed that it was one minute past the hour. Something inside her took issue with such close attention to time. She wanted to blurt out where she’d been, to bare her soul to these two men who expected such perfection. Instead, she obediently followed the men and women into the room where they conducted their studies. Today it was to be the current astrological stations of the planets. A boring pursuit until she could escape once again. A quiz would be forthcoming, and so she would have to pay close attention…unless…unless today would be the day she made a decision about her future.

      The day dragged on with talk of planetary interactions accompanied by circles and graphs, all of it tangling her thoughts. Tarot card readings that didn’t seem to jive with her own ideas came next, everyone but her seeming to be in agreement. Nothing made sense to her today. Perhaps she’d had too much gin the night before. Her Ramos gin fizz cocktails were taking up a good part of her evenings these days, her unhappiness soothed by the cool drink as it slid down her parched throat. She didn’t have to eat after having one of those, her hunger satisfied by the egg white and milk the drink contained. The one servant left behind after her father’s death had mastered the recipe. If she didn’t marry again soon or find a way to make some money, Polly would be gone too, joining the others she didn’t have the means to pay.
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        * * *

      

      Night was creeping over the town when Elizabeth left the hall and began her slow trip home. She was ready for her gin fizz. The others left in carriages and were whisked away to their houses on the hills where husbands and parents waited for them, or headed off for a night on the town. Elizabeth had no one to go home to, no husband, no parents, no children. And yet there was a part of her that wanted it that way. As far as a night on the town, she despised the small talk and the way she was inspected, like a piece of meat on the butcher’s counter.

      Several men who were part of the Golden Dawn had approached her, telling her how beautiful she was. Every woman there was beautiful, or at least attractive in their own special way; it seemed a prerequisite for admittance. Her own looks had never interested her much, but her thick chestnut hair, even features and clear gray eyes had allowed her entry into the world of theater. She’d met some interesting people when she joined the acting group for six months, an affair blossoming between her and a playwright who had seduced her one night when she was low. The affair had ended badly when she discovered that he was married, a fact he'd failed to mention. Now he was a member of the hermetic society, another man who thought of himself as better than others. He studiously ignored her, as if she was the one who’d hurt him.

      Since then, she’d steered clear of men with a certain look in their eye. As far as acting, she might take it up again once she freed herself from the Golden Dawn. She was good at it, had a certain flair, she’d been told. And it was one of only a few ways for a woman to earn enough to live. Some parts of society still considered performing on stage a whore’s occupation, but in certain circles it was becoming de rigueur for free spirited women.

      Gazing out at the flat expanse of gray sea in the distance lifted her heart. Gray and pink streaks vied for attention just above the setting sun, leaving behind a line of orange. She loved this moment between day and night, a gap when magic could appear. It had happened before, the feeling that the world shifted on its axis, opening into another sphere for that fraction of a second. The witching hour. It had happened only this morning, a moment during the séance when she felt a spirit enter her, a twin soul perhaps. She laughed, thinking about the Golden Dawn and how they would frown on what they would term her fanciful wanderings of mind, and yet they dabbled in magic—but theirs was enclosed and brought about by their will, not subject to what she perceived as unexpected sacred moments.

      As her thoughts slipped away, a gust of wind lifted her hat off, and in the confusion of running after it, she became lost in the fog rising from the river. She wandered here and there trying to get her bearings, but it was as though the familiar streets had all disappeared. It had to be the fog that was causing the impression that she was in some other place entirely.

      By the time she found her hat, the street had changed around her. She heard no more clatter of carriage wheels, no snorts of horses or the calls of drivers urging them on. Instead, she found herself on a strangely smooth road, worn yes, but nearly black, with none of the ruts from wagon wheels or the dirt and dust that accumulated between the cobblestones. Weeds grew in cracks and crevasses and the air smelled decidedly less like coal dust and horse dung.

      She was moving in a daze down a narrow alleyway when her gaze was caught by an inset wooden door. The stones of the building surrounding it were covered in ivy. Engraved above the door were the words, Tempus Fugit. Time Flies. Before musing any further, she knocked on the door. She adjusted her hat, pushed back a few wisps of hair that had come loose, and held her breath.
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      Sam stared in shock at the woman standing on the stoop. Her chestnut hair was abundant and done in some upward configuration secured with pins, a green velvet hat with a peacock feather sitting on top at a rakish angle. She was wearing gloves and a Victorian dress in bright green with long leg-of-mutton sleeves, lace at the neck and a full skirt. Her waist looked impossibly tiny, indicating a corset. Wide gray eyes met his in a face that was so similar to Annie’s that he could hardly believe his eyes. She looked very much like the photo in the book—Annie’ doppelgänger, but that was impossible.

      She had to be a woman from town who participated in the small theater productions the village put on every so often--Shakespeare’s plays and other earlier ones where everyone dressed the parts. The clothing they used was either vintage or sewn by women in the village. It was amazing what one could find in attics and in suitcases buried under mountains of dirt and rock in the landfills.

      He was about to invite her in when her face went white. A second later she was in his arms, apparently having fainted dead away.

      Annie hurried over and helped him carry her inside. “Who is she?”

      Sam shrugged. “I figure she’s come to tell us about an upcoming play—maybe she wants to recruit one of us for a part.” He glanced at Annie knowing of her interest in that time period. He’d seen her studying the books and also her strange trance-like reaction to the séance they’d conducted. She was now bent over the woman, peering at her dress.

      She glanced up.  “Sam, that green dye is made from arsenic. I don’t where she got it, but it could be why she fainted.”

      Sam frowned, gazing down at the woman in his arms.

      “We need to get the dress off of her,” Annie continued, urgently. “She could die.”

      “Dying from dye,” Sam chuckled.

      “It’s not funny,” Annie muttered.

      Sam carried her over to the couch and he and Annie stripped her down to her chemise, stockings, and petticoat and pulled off her lace-up heeled boots.

      “What in the world?” Cecily asked, hurrying over to take a look. Her gaze went from the supine form on the couch to Annie and back again. “She’s the one in the photo—she could be your sister.”

      “She has sores on her neck,” Sam said, bending over her.

      “That’s the arsenic,” Annie muttered. “I hope we caught it in time. We need to make up a charcoal paste and have her take it in tea.”

      “If you don’t dress her again, she’s going to be mightily embarrassed when she wakes up,” Cecily reminded them. “Is she from the village? I heard they were planning another production for the fall festival.”

      “But who doesn’t know about this dye? I would assume the costumers would know. Sam? Do you have anything that might fit her?”

      Sam tried to think about his wardrobe, but the sight of this girl on his couch and the resemblance to the other one he had hidden feelings for had taken his wits and flung them out the window.

      “Sam? What is wrong with you? I know you have some clothing. You live here, upstairs?”

      Sam turned, his gaze lighting on Annie who was watching him with an exasperated expression. He nodded, unable to articulate what he was feeling as he hurtled from the room and headed into the hall. He took the stairs two at a time and flung open his closet, raking through his belongings for something suitable. He finally settled on a long indigo shirt and a pair of loose-fitting trousers with a drawstring at the top. He tried not to think about her body as he raced back down, the creamy curve of her breasts pressing upward from the tight corset, the dark lashes that lay against her pale cheeks…

      Once he was there and realized that they would have to undress her further, his cheeks went hot. Annie took one look at him and frowned. “What is wrong with you?  Help me get her out of this corset and petticoat and get her dressed before she comes to.”

      Sam tried not to look when the corset came off, but he couldn’t help himself. The sight of her bare breasts was doing something to him, something that he did not want anyone else to see. He turned away and thought of swimming in the cold ocean, the feel of icy water on his body.

      “Sam? I need you to hold her so I can pull the trousers up. She’s heavier than she looks.”

      Sam took hold of her under the arms and hoisted her to a sitting position, waiting until Annie had secured the pants before placing her gently down again. He was frozen in place, watching her chest move up and down, her breasts moving with each breath. He imagined his lips there, the feel of her skin, the…

      Annie grabbed his arm. “Where’s the shirt?”

      Sam pulled himself back to the present and helped her drag the shirt over her arms. When she was finally dressed, he went to his desk chair and fell into it, feeling like he’d run a couple of miles.

      Cecily watched the two of them, a little smile playing around her lips. Sam knew that look. Cecily knew exactly what was going on—he’d been a fool to confide in her about his feelings for Annie. He’d felt this way for a long time but had never acted on it. But this woman was not Annie. “How is it we’ve never seen her?” he asked anyone who was listening.

      “Maybe she only came to town for the play,” Cecily answered as she brought a small cup of tea with charcoal over. “People do travel here occasionally.”

      He glanced at the shirt Annie wore, the light material clinging to her body and revealing the shape of what lay beneath. He let out a groan and put his head in his hands. He'd never seen them, had never had the nerve to declare himself.

      “What in hell is going on with you?”

      He looked up to see Annie staring down at him, a frown on her face. “Nothing. Just worried about her, that’s all.”

      “I rubbed some honey on the sores, but we need to get this tea into her. I don’t know how long she’s been wearing that dress, but I hope we got it off her in time. Whoever let her wear it is a fool.”

      Sam took the hand she held out, allowing her to tug him to his feet. “She looks so much like you…”

      “So, I have doppelgänger. It shouldn’t throw you for such a loop.”

      “After seeing that photo I find it disconcerting to have this woman show up on our stoop.  Doesn’t it seem odd?”

      Annie smiled and shook her head dismissively. “Time travel, Sam? Really?”

      He followed her over to the couch where the woman’s eyes were just fluttering open. Wearing his clothes, she looked quite different. Her hair had come out of its pins and spilled around her face, dark against the light pillow under her head. She looked ethereal and angelic, not at all like Annie who seemed more devil than angel. He chuckled to himself—he liked the devil in Annie. Her explosive moods made him want to grab her and kiss her. The idea of what she would do if he ever went through with it, made him laugh out loud.

      “Sam? What’s going on now?”

      Sam shook his head and watched as the stranger’s hand went to her head before her gaze took them in. For a second she just stared and then she sat bolt upright. “Where am I?”

      “You fainted,” Annie told her. “That dress—the dye. It’s made you sick. Cecily made you some tea,” she added, handing her the cup.

      The woman barely acknowledged her, ignoring the cup as her expression turned to one of annoyance. “That dress is one of my best. I wore it to…” She glanced around at the three of them, awareness taking form in her eyes. When she looked down, she gave a little shriek. “Did you undress me?”

      “We had to get that dress off—it’s in the trash bin and will be burned.”

      “I have nothing with me, nothing but that dress and my…” she glanced at the floor where her petticoat, corset and stockings lay in an untidy heap. Her gaze went to Sam before more frown lines appeared on the pale skin between her brows. “How dare you,” she uttered in a tone of outrage.

      Annie stepped in front of Sam. “We had to take it off, and well, your underthings didn’t work with the clothing we had on hand. You have Sam to thank for what you’re wearing. Who gave you that dress? Are you here for the play?”

      “What play? I…” She gazed around again, her eyes lighting on Wolf who was heading toward her, his tail wagging. The shriek that came out her mouth was ear-splitting.

      “It’s okay,” Sam soothed, taking hold of the dog by his collar. “He’s just a pet.”

      “A pet,” she repeated, looking around at the three people watching her. “He looks like a wolf.”

      Sam smiled. “He has some wolf in him, but believe me, he’s a sweetheart--wouldn’t hurt a fly.”

      The woman on the couch didn’t seem convinced, her wary gaze on the huge animal.

      Annie handed her the cup again. “You need to drink this. The charcoal will bind with the arsenic and take it out of your body.”

      The woman glanced up at her. “I have heard of this,” she said slowly, taking a tentative sip. “But I still maintain that I am not sick from that dress. It is a highly prized color that suits my complexion.”

      “What’s your name?” Annie asked as Cecily came and dragged Wolf away. “And where do you live? None of us recognize you.”

      She sat up higher and swung her legs off the couch, a look of horror on her face as she stared down at the voluminous pants. “I’m Elizabeth Farr.”

      “I’m Annie and this is Sam. Cecily is the woman who just took Wolf away. We work here as a team, and…”

      “She doesn’t need to hear all that,” Sam interjected quickly. “Are you in the new play they’re planning? We figured you were here to enlist our help.”

      Elizabeth’s expression was one of confusion. “I do not know anything about a play. Where am I exactly?” Her hand fluttered to the neck of the shirt that gaped open.

      “This is the village of Edge. Did you come from the south?”

      She buttoned the two top buttons and rose to her feet. “I have no idea how I got here,” she muttered, glancing around at the papers on Sam’s desk and the artifacts and books that lined the shelves. She moved to the closest shelf and pulled out a book by Ibsen. “I see you have An Enemy of the People and A Doll’s House. I performed in both of them.”

      Sam raised his eyebrows. “Where was the play performed?”

      “In London.”

      Sam glanced at Annie. “London has been gone for…several hundred years, if you’re referring to the large city that used to be the capitol of Great Britain. Who did you play?”

      “Nora, of course. And I played Petra in An Enemy of the People.

      Sam frowned. “What year was your performance?”

      “It was two years ago, now. July 10th, 1889.”

      Annie let out a gasp just before Sam said
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