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      He was late.

      The North Georgia Railroad Museum park outside of Macon, Georgia was crowded today. The weather was perfect. The sun was out keeping the air warm, at least until it dropped with the sunset bringing chilly fall temperatures.

      There were about a dozen families milling about, most waiting to ride the vintage train. Two school age boys ran screaming in circles, dodging other visitors, but otherwise, the children were well-behaved, staying close to their parents.

      One of the rowdy boys bumped into a preschool girl, knocking a bag of popcorn out of her hands. Popcorn spilled across the stone pathway and onto the grass. The little girl started wailing. Her father, shooting the rowdy boys a dirty look, scooped up his daughter and carried her back to the concession stand.

      Grace Sarpy stood out of the way, her back to the brick wall of the museum. Having grown up near Macon, she’d ridden the big steam engine train when she was a child, but it was mostly for children and teens and maybe train enthusiasts. Neither of which she was.

      The large black locomotive sat, waiting for the time to pass. Any minute now someone would come and open the gate allowing the visitors to go ahead and find their seats.

      Grace wouldn’t be riding the train today.

      She shifted from one foot to the other. Her high heeled knee boots were starting to hurt her feet. She could see now that the boots hadn’t been a good choice.

      But they’d looked so cute with her below the knee red ombre dress and blue jean jacket. Right now she wished she’d worn blue jeans and sneakers.

      Especially since her date didn’t appear to be showing up.

      Grace didn’t normally go on blind dates, but her sister had gotten tired of Grace moping around the apartment they shared and set her up with some guy she worked with.

      What her sister hadn’t taken into consideration was that Grace had taken the summer off and now had just two weeks before Fall classes started at the university. So what looked like moping to her sister was actually taking some much needed time off while reading and preparing for the full load of Fall classes she’d be teaching at the university.

      Maybe a little moping.

      Her sister had gone on and on about the guy, but Grace hadn’t bothered to listen.

      When the guy – his name was Don – had sent her a text suggesting they meet at the North Georgia Train Museum, Grace had actually laughed out loud.

      Her sister, taking the laughter as a good sign, had pestered Grace until she’d agreed to meet Don. In fact, her sister had driven her here and was scheduled to pick her up two hours from now.

      Little did her sister know that Grace had laughed because meeting at the train museaum was the silliest thing she’d ever heard.

      Why would a grown man want to take a blind date to a children’s museum?

      Grace suddenly felt physically ill. What if the guy was bringing a child with him?

      She opened her phone and after looking again at the photo he’d sent, looked about for him. She’d been ignoring the guys with children up until now.

      Grace was surprised Don had sent her an actual photograph. He could have said he’d be the goofy looking red-headed guy in a checkered shirt.

      She’d merely responded that she would be the girl in the blue jean jacket. No picture.

      Grace was just two months out of a three-year long relationship. Her fiancé had broken off their engagement and right about now was honeymooning at Disneyland.

      Disneyland.

      The very same place Grace had planned to spend her honeymoon.

      He’d not only taken away Grace’s honeymoon, he’d stolen her destination.

      She was over her ex-fiancé. Almost. But the goofy-looking red-headed guy wasn’t going to tip her over the edge to all the way over him.

      Grace had ten minutes to be late before her university students were allowed to legitimately leave class.

      Ten minutes was plenty long enough to wait for a blind date to show up. Especially a blind date who set up their introductory meeting at a children’s history museum.

      She would slip out and no one would be the wiser.

      She managed four steps before she heard someone calling her name.

      The high heeled boots hadn’t been the only bad fashion choice of the day. Stupid blue jean jacket.

      It was her sister’s fault.

      And never again would she allow herself to be pushed into a blind date.

      She stopped and turned around.

      It was definitely Don, red hair and all. Actually he looked more goofy in person than he had in the picture. His hair was spiked up from the wind and he was wearing a plaid jacket.

      Grace groaned and pasted a fake smile on her face.

      “Sorry I’m late,” he said, catching his breath. “but I wanted to make sure I got us good seats in the caboose.”

      “Seats?” Grace’s fake smile faltered and disappeared. Surely he didn’t plan on riding the train.

      “Yeah,” he said, holding up two tickets. “You’re 2B and I’m 1B.” Don grinned.

      “All aboard!” The engineer’s voice echoed over the speaker. “Leaving now for 1861.”

      A staff member opened the gate and the guests lined up to get on board the train.

      “1861?”

      “It’s a Civil War theme.” Don stuffed the tickets in his shirt pocket and grabbed her upper arm.

      “Why?” Grace said, shaking her head and pulling her arm free of his grasp.

      Don seemed unperturbed. He stuck his hands in his pockets and grinned. “Come on. It’ll be fun.”

      Grace closed her eyes. It would be another hour and forty-five minutes before her sister came back to get her. Maybe riding the train would be better than just waiting around. “How long does the trip last?”

      Don shrugged. “An hour and a half.”

      “Fine,” Grace said. But truly, she was not about to let this happen again.

      Taking a train to 1861 was not what she had planned for the day.
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      Riding in the caboose wasn’t as bad as Grace had expected.

      There was an aisle down the middle with four leather chairs and two tables on each side. Enough room to seat eight people – four couples.

      The walls were painted a bright festive green, reminding her that it was a tourist train and not a train that was for actual travel. The windows were open, allowing fresh air to flow through the train car. There was a scent of diesel in the air, though, making the train car smell like a city bus.

      It looked like a little restaurant. Don told her that in the evenings it was used as a dinner tour. But since Grace had wanted to meet during the afternoon, he’d booked the caboose anyway. For privacy.

      Besides their table, one had a father and pre-teen son seated at it, and the other two had couples. Grace was thankful there were no screaming children.

      Grace stared out the open window as the little train took off from the station. She felt an unexpected little jolt of excitement as they rolled from the station into the trees.

      “Did you say this train is a Civil War train?” She asked without looking at Don.

      “All the rides have different themes. Sometimes it’s holidays or some such, but this one is Civil War, yes.” He sat back, relaxed in his chair.

      She looked at him, wondering how many times he’d ridden this train. “What sets them apart?” she asked.

      “Ah ha.” Don sat forward. “That’s where it gets fun. There’s a turn around spot up ahead.” He nodded over his shoulder since he was in the backward facing seat. “The train will circle around and stop. And there will be a little play.”

      “A play? What kind of play?” The forest was dense here and she could smell the foliage through the open windows.

      “You know. A skit.”

      She glanced at him and shook her head. Though she stared out the window, he kept talking about the trains and the skits and the Civil War.

      But Grace didn’t listen. She was too busy thinking.

      Her sister had been right. She did need to get out. To do things. But not to date. Not only was it much too soon, she preferred to pick her own dates.

      As far as she could tell, Don wasn’t her type. She’d known that the minute she saw him.

      She’d been thinking about going to one of those speed dating things.

      She decided that once she started dating again – maybe a year from now – she would do speed dating. This date with Don had reaffirmed her belief that it only took a few seconds, maybe even less, to determine whether someone was a possible match.

      Three seconds, she once told her sister. At the most. Three seconds at the very most and she would know if someone was right.

      Deep in her own thoughts the time passed quickly. Don gave up trying to engage and sat back in his chair and fiddled with his phone.

      He seemed like a nice man. Besides, her sister had recommended him. Perhaps she’d judged him too harshly.

      She was about to apologize and claim a headache when the train came to a stop.

      Just as Don had said, the train had circled around. Since they were in the caboose, their car had stopped before entering the circle.

      Looking out the window, she saw the locomotive directly across from them.

      And just as Don had predicted, five men dressed in Union uniforms rode into the circle.

      “Want to come outside and watch?” Don asked, standing up.

      Grace thought about her high heeled boots and shook her head. “Thanks, but I’ll just watch from here. These boots are killing my feet.”

      “Suit yourself,” Don said and joined the others getting off the train.

      Grace blew out a breath. She didn’t blame him. She’d been unnecessarily distant. It wasn’t his fault she was nursing a heartache.

      Feeling like a heel now that she was alone, she watched the show outside for a few minutes.

      The soldiers went up to a couple of the tourists and demanded they give up their property. One man held up his baby and, although his wife watched in genuine horror, everyone else laughed. Of course, the soldiers left the baby in the not so enthusiastic arms of the father.

      Grace took out her phone and sent her sister a quick text. I might be a few minutes late. Some soldiers held up the train.

      Then she played a Words with Friends game on her phone and checked to see if her sister responded to her uncharacteristically witty text.

      No response. Not delivered.

      Of course. There was no service here.

      There was a ruckus outside as more soldiers rode up and joined in the fun of the skit.

      Grace was suddenly tired. She closed her eyes and thought about the hundred things she needed to do to start getting ready for Fall classes next week.

      Getting things, even though there were about a hundred of them, in order in her head was calming somehow. She’d feel better, though, when she got home and wrote them down. With just two weeks to go before classes and meetings started, it was definitely list time.

      “May I sit here?”

      Startled out of her deep train of thought by a man’s unfamiliar voice, her eyes flew open.

      She blinked. The light inside the caboose had changed.

      The walls that had been painted a bright festive green now appeared to be dark and drab.

      Shades had been drawn on the windows.

      Maybe they had some kind of automatic function that closed the shades.

      She turned and looked up at the man standing next to the seat that had been vacated by Don.

      She shaded her eyes with a hand and blinked against the sudden duskiness of the train car. She leaned over to look behind him, but he appeared to be the only one on the train.

      He was dressed in a blue wool uniform, like the men in the skit outside.

      “My ‘um… friend will be right back.”

      He glanced over his shoulder, his brow creased. “You don’t know,” he murmured, his voice deep.

      She looked down at her phone. Still no service.

      So, since she hadn’t gone outside, they’d brought the skit to her.

      “I don’t know what?”

      “Begging your pardon, ma’am, but I think I’ll just sit here until your friend returns.” He sat across from her. Grinned. “If it’s all the same to you.”

      “I see.” She said, lowering her phone.

      Now that he was sitting directly across from her, she had a clear view of him.

      He was a handsome man with strong features and a two-day beard. He had clear blue eyes that actually twinkled. Something she hadn’t seen in quite some time.

      And he had a devilish grin.

      Aimed right at her.

      She was suddenly a little short of breath and dazed.

      She actually forgot why she hadn’t wanted him to sit across from her.

      “I’m sorry about your friend,” he said, leaning slightly forward.

      She wiped her palms on her skirt. “What do you mean?” She glanced over his shoulder.

      “I’m making the assumption that he was one of the men we just captured.”

      She leaned toward him. “Oh. You mean the skit.”

      He looked puzzled.

      Then soldiers began filing into the train car. Not just four or five. Or even ten. She watched as what must have been two dozen men, all wearing blue uniforms filled the train car.

      Most of them sat on a bench along the opposite side of the car. She could have sworn there were tables on that side, too.

      She pressed a palm against her temple. She hadn’t been paying attention. Not at all.

      She’d been too miffed about her sister setting her up with a man that she had absolutely no attraction to. And that her sister should have known that Don wasn’t the kind of man Grace would be attracted to.

      Grace wasn’t attracted to anyone right now.

      Except the man sitting across from her.

      He was watching her carefully.

      “What’s happened?” she asked. There should be tourists on the train.

      She moved the window shade aside and peeked outside. There was nothing there but… trees. No families. No rowdy children. No children at all.

      “I’m Major Logan Daniels with the Union army and my men have commandeered this train for our use.” He adjusted his blue wool army cap. “I’m afraid we had to put your men in captivity.”

      Grace stared blankly at this man – Logan. He may as well be speaking a foreign language for all the sense his words made. “Where are the families?”

      “Sir?” Another soldier came up next to him. This soldier was much younger, barely out of his teens. He glanced at Grace with a brief nod, then focused his attention on Logan. “There are six other civilians in the other train cars. What would you like us to do with them?”

      Logan kept his gaze on her as he answered. Finding it a little disconcerting, she straightened her skirt.

      “Leave the civilian be,” he said. “Let them travel to their destinations.” He tugged his gaze away from Grace and looked the younger man in the eye. “Make sure none of our men are  disrespectful toward the civilians in any way.”

      “Yes sir.” The younger man saluted and, turning on his heels, left the car, his boots echoing off the floor.

      “My apologies for the interruption.” Logan turned back to her. “What is your destination?”

      Destination? Grace was thoroughly confused now. She didn’t have a destination. She glanced at the time on her phone. Her sister would be at the museum… station… whatever… to pick her up in ten minutes. Now Grace was going to be late.

      “Where are you traveling to?” Logan rephrased when she didn’t answer.

      “Macon,” she said, at a loss for any other answer.

      He was scowling now. “I wonder if maybe you’re turned around. Seeing as how we just left Macon.”

      Grace was shaking her head. “No. The train goes back.”

      Just then the train lurched forward. Then stopped.

      Good. Now they could circle back and this skit thing could wind down. Except perhaps… for the handsome man sitting across from her, she wasn’t enjoying this trip at all.

      She braced herself for the train to circle around on the track, following the rest of the cars.

      She moved the shade aside and looked out the window again just as the train began moving.

      And gasped.

      What she hadn’t noticed earlier was there were only trees.

      No other train track.

      No other train cars.

      “Where’s the rest of the train?” she whispered. The train was moving now.

      Grace panicked. Right there and then.

      She got out of her seat with no idea where she was going. She needed to get off the train. To find the other people she’d ridden here with.

      The train, lurched again.

      She grabbed hold of the back of the nearest chair, but it was too late.

      She was falling.
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      Grace landed hard against a firm chest, strong arms around her.

      She knew it was Logan before she even looked up.

      He smelled like the piney forest and rich pipe tobacco.

      She held onto his sleeves for dear life.

      “Whoa. Where are you going?” He attempted to steady her on her feet, but high heels and moving trains did not mix well.

      The train lurched forward again and Logan fell back into his chair, bringing Grace with him.

      She was sitting in his lap, their arms wrapped around each other, her head resting against his shoulder.

      She pushed back, and their faces were merely inches from each other. She swept a strand of hair out of her eyes.

      His clear blue eyes sparkled now. And his kissable lips were turned upward into a smile at the corners.

      A light stroke of a fingertip brushed across her cheek, but his arms were both still around her.

      She was imagining things.

      Her heart was pounding in her chest and the train was still moving forward.

      “I know we haven’t been introduced,” he said. “but since we seem to be acquainted now, may I ask for your name?”

      “My name is Grace.” Her voice sounded breathy. She cleared her throat.

      He chuckled. “Grace.” And tightened his arms around her. “You seem to be a little off kilter.”

      “Off what?” She tried to force her thoughts into some semblance of sense, but with him looking at her that way, with his arms around her, she wasn’t making any headway. It didn’t help that she was sitting squarely in his lap with the train moving at full speed now.

      He chuckled and lightly bounced her on his knees. “Kilter.”

      Grace was utterly charmed.

      And for a second forgot that she was befuddled.

      The other soldiers, talking in the background, seemed to be ignoring them.

      Normally, Grace would be trying to figure out how to get herself out of this stranger’s lap.

      Instead, she had the fleeting thought that she hoped this train ride would never end.

      She laughed at herself. Out loud.

      “Let me rephrase. You seem to be turned around.”

      It was truly hard to think with this man’s attention so focused on her.

      She looked blankly toward the window and took a deep breath. “I was just here for a… meeting.” How was she supposed to explain this to him? “The train was supposed to circle around and go back to the museum.”

      She turned her gaze back to his. His forehead was creased as though he was trying to puzzle all this out.

      “I think perhaps you got on the wrong train.”

      She nodded. Though she didn’t know there was more than one. “I wasn’t even supposed to be on a train.”

      “That explains a lot.”

      She looked away from him again. “I need to get off the train. My sister’s waiting for me in Macon.”

      “I’ll make a promise to you.”

      She looked back at him. He smiled again, though his expression was still serious. “I’ll get you back to Macon as soon as I can.”

      She nodded. “Thank you.”

      “Sir,” One of the soldiers sitting across from them called out. “We’re coming up on a town. Do you want to keep going?”

      “Yes,” Logan said. “We don’t need to stop here. Will you get the message to the engine?”

      “Of course.” The soldier walked with ease down the aisle toward the train car’s door.

      Grace moved to put her feet on the floor. “I think I should ‘um…”

      “Of course. Let me help you.” They got her to her seat without incident.

      As he sat back across from her, she felt the loss of his closeness.

      She fleetingly realized that she hadn’t thought about Don even once since meeting Logan. He’d tipped her all the way over the edge to being over her ex-fiancé.

      It was both a surprise and a relief.

      Still… there was the matter of the train. She pulled back the shade and watched as they approached the town.

      It was a station much like the one they had just left. A wooden platform. But instead of tourists, there were a dozen people dressed in period costumes.

      Civil War period costumes.

      As they came closer, Grace saw women dressed in hoop skirts and men dressed in gray uniforms.

      But the train didn’t slow down as they rolled past.

      She caught a glimpse of shocked expressions as those waiting for the train watched it roll past without slowing.

      Grace had a funny feeling in the pit of her stomach.

      “Lo… Major?” What was his last name? “This isn’t a reenactment, is it?”

      He rubbed a hand across his chin. “No ma’am,” he said. “This is the real thing.”

      “You’ve captured the train?”

      He nodded.

      “What year is this?” She asked it so softly, she was certain he hadn’t heard.

      But he had. “1861.”

      The conductor’s voice came back to her.

      Leaving now for 1861.

      She was certain he hadn’t meant to be literal.

      Yet she was just as certain that his words had been more accurate than anyone knew.

      She looked around the train car. These men were soldiers.

      Real soldiers.

      They weren’t in a skit for tourists.

      Her gaze was drawn back to Logan. And swallowed hard.

      “I think I need your help.”

      “Of course.”

      Was she conspiring with the enemy? Would this put her in danger?

      She had a feeling it didn’t matter. Past or present. North or South.

      And she’d been right. It had taken less than three seconds.
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      I fiddled with the skirt of my organza wedding gown.

      The stylist at the bridal store called the color ivory. To me it was white. And very traditional.

      It had a long flowing skirt with a light gauzy layer over the top. The long sleeves and high neck were also made of the same light material.

      Though it was August, I wasn’t the least bit hot.

      It helped that there was a light breeze coming off the Cumberland River. It also helped that we were standing beneath the shade of a large oak tree.

      Almost everyone else gathered in the park was wearing shorts.

      I pushed away the feeling of being out of place.

      I was doing this for all the right reasons.

      My fiancé stood next to me.

      Thomas.

      Thomas was a good guy.

      He would take care of my sister.

      He’d already signed the paperwork.

      My attorney assured me that it was ironclad.

      From this point on, everything was in place.

      I didn’t have to worry.

      That’s what everyone said.

      I did worry, of course.

      It’s what big sisters did.

      It was that sense of responsibility that had gotten me here.

      Standing in the park. Wearing a wedding dress.

      Thomas was obsessed with the night sky. He wasn’t an astronomer, though he should have been.

      It was that love of everything stars and moon, that he’d picked today for our wedding.

      It just happened that his friend was a justice of the peace who’d agreed to come out today in the middle of the day to marry us. His name was Milton something. I couldn’t remember his last name.

      The three of us stood here waiting.

      Waiting on that hour when the “Great American Eclipse” would happen.

      This was a once in a lifetime thing.

      And I was lucky to get to experience it.

      Everyone had on big dark glasses.

      Me included.

      It didn’t do much for my fairy princess look.

      I was starting to get tired.

      Not unusual. I was always tired in the middle of the day.

      But today there would be no nap.

      I lifted my big white rimmed sunshades and looked across the park.

      I wasn’t the only one who’d noticed that it was getting a little bit darker.

      The children had stopped running and had joined their parents.

      Milton looked at Thomas.

      “It’s time,” Milton said.

      Thomas took my hand and together we turned to stand in front of Milton.

      It was unfortunate I felt no spark with Thomas.

      He really was a kind man.

      He’d been wanting to marry me forever. He’d waited for me through boyfriend after boyfriend.

      But when I got sick, he was the one who was there.

      The guilt was something I would have to live with.

      But he was the one who’d offered to take care of my little sister.

      Forever.

      I’d always heard that caregivers often tended to get sick before those they were taking care of.

      Turns out, in my case, they were right.

      I’d been so busy taking care of my sister that I’d neglected taking care of myself.

      My immune system had suffered.

      And here I was.

      The doctors said I could get better.

      With rest.

      And exercise.

      There was a fine line between the two.

      A balance I had yet to put my finger on. Apparently it was a moving target.

      At any rate, I was no longer able to care for my sister.

      I was on the verge of putting her in an institution when Thomas stepped up and made me an offer I couldn’t refuse.

      It was starting to look a bit like late afternoon.

      We hadn’t brought any family with us. It was what I thought of as a planned elopement.

      Under other circumstances, it could have been rather fun and even romantic.

      I smiled up at Thomas.

      He smiled back and squeezed my hand.

      “Ready?” he asked for my ears only.

      I shook my head, then nodded.

      I didn’t see any other options.

      Not any viable options anyway.

      And I had to do something.

      Milton was talking now. Winding up for the traditional vows.

      But he paused as it became twilight.

      No one was talking now.

      The quietness added to the eeriness of the sudden sunset in the middle of the day.

      Thomas let go of my hand so he could shade his eyes with both his hands.

      I suddenly needed to sit down.

      I took a step back and leaned against the tree. The rough bark would snag my dress, but it couldn’t be helped.

      I closed my eyes for just a moment.

      Took a deep breath.

      If I could just rest for a minute, I could get through this.

      When I opened my eyes a few seconds later, it was even darker.

      Intrigued, I pushed away from the tree and watched the sky.

      It looked like nightfall.

      That time just before dark.

      It was like a sunset, only faster.

      The breeze from the river fluttered my dress and tossed a lock of hair into my eyes.

      “Mikala?” Thomas asked from behind me.

      Right. I was supposed to be getting married.

      I turned around and looked at him in the rapidly increasing darkness.

      He looked so… hopeful.

      I couldn’t do it.

      I couldn’t marry him.
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      It was dark now.

      And my eyes hadn’t had time to adjust.

      There was a low murmur coming from the people who’d gathered in the park to watch the eclipse.

      Both young and old seemed to be spellbound by the sudden darkness.

      I was a little bit dizzy, but that was nothing unusual.

      Dizziness and fatigue were constant battles these days.

      Maybe if I just left.

      Now.

      While it was dark.

      It would be hard to make a scene when there was no light.

      I gathered up my skirts and turned around to do just that.

      But I couldn’t do it.

      I couldn’t not marry Thomas.

      He’d already agreed to take care of my sister.

      I fisted my hands in my skirts and stood my ground.

      Milton was speaking, just as planned.

      “Do you take this man…”

      Thomas reached out for me.

      I took a step backward towards the sturdy tree trunk, my nails digging into the rough trunk.

      Then it was dark.

      I couldn’t see anything.

      My eyes didn’t have time to adjust to the darkness.

      Then just as quickly, it was light.

      It was so suddenly bright, it was like someone shined a flashlight in my face.

      I put a hand over my eyes.

      “Are you alright?” a man asked.

      Squinting, I opened my eyes.

      There was a man standing in front of me. Not Thomas. Not Milton.

      A man I’d never seen before.

      He was a clean-shaven man with
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