
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Long time lore has held that in the time of our greatest need King Arthur and his knights will rise and set things right.

	 

	 

	Molly Nichols has led a pretty much stable life—decent job at the local police department, a home she inherited from her uncle and one of her oldest friends Carrie, as her roommate. At least until recently—Carrie has time traveled back in time to be with the man she loves and her job is less than satisfying due to her boss who she refers to as the Red Queen. In her search for answers she ventures into Carrie’s favorite shop, the Treasures Antique Store and its proprietor, Mr. Arthur Merle. There she meets Mr. Merle’s nephew, a hunky, absolutely gorgeous blond named Gareth. But there is something a tad bit off about the handsome man and it’s not just his way of speaking. When he starts to talk about where he is from and that he has woken because it is our time of greatest need, Molly is pretty sure there’s something not quite right about him starting with what modern woman needs a knight in shining armor to rescue her?
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	Head spinning, Molly Nichols sat down on her roommate, Carrie Taylor’s bed unable to breathe let alone move. Something that just couldn’t happen, happened.

	It just wasn’t possible. No how. No way

	“This has to be a joke, a really bad joke.” She muttered, a photograph, an old photograph showing her roommate with a tall, handsome Indian, gripped tightly in her hand.

	She looked around the room and weakly called, “You can come out now. The both of you. Really. Actually make that all three of you. Come on Taister, no playing silly cat games this morning.”

	Shaking ever so slightly Molly scooched off the bed and slid on to the floor. Not that she was worried about Carrie finding her in her room. After all, the twosome had been friends since they were kids. Growing up with her dark-haired friend had been an adventure with Carrie always finding something new and different for them to get in to. Then one day, not so long ago, Carrie brought home a photograph.

	A very old photograph.

	The very photograph Molly now held.

	And damn if Carrie and her cat Taister weren’t sitting in that very photograph this very minute looking like they’d both caught the canary.

	Molly flipped it over and studied the paper. “Nope, this isn’t the photo-shopped version of you and Black Eagle. Nope, nope, not at all. This is the real deal. Carrie, you really did it this time. Or not.”

	Lifting her hips off the floor Molly turned and peered under the white-eyelet comforter that covered Carrie’s bed and spied nothing but a few of Taister’s silky black cat hairs.

	She sniffed. Nothing except the sulfur-like smell that greeted her when she first walked into Carrie’s room minutes ago permeated the air. She brought the photograph up to eye level and shook her head, “At least you could have left a note.”

	She snickered to herself, “A note? That said what? Hi! I’m back in time with the man I love?”

	She shook her head and then snapped her fingers. “Mr. Merle! I’ll talk to Mr. Merle and he’ll know what happened. Right? I mean, he’s the one who gave you this darn photograph in the first place. He’ll know where you’ve gone and if you’re coming back.”

	She stood and walked over the Carrie’s closet. Peering inside it was as neat and orderly as ever. It didn’t appear that even a scarf was missing. Clearly Carrie hadn’t packed before taking off to where ever she went.

	“Not that anyone has time to pack before time traveling,” Molly laughed, just short of hysterical. “Right. Like I have so much experience with time travel. Let’s see what or who I know whose done it? There’s Black Eagle coming here. And then there’s Black Eagle going back to his home and yup, that’s a lot of experience you have there, Molly. You’re a virtual expert.”

	Molly turned to study her reflection in Carrie’s mirror. “I suppose that’s true though. I mean, how many people time travel or know people who do? Me and maybe Mr. Merle, if he’d admit to it. It’s not the kind of thing you can bring up in every day conversation, ‘say, Janice, did you happen to travel to Queen Elizabeth’s coronation? Liz the first I mean. What did you think?’ Nope can’t exactly do that. If people didn’t think you were crazy before they’d know it after a crack like that.”

	She padded back to Carrie’s bed as if she carried the weight of the world in her hands rather than the yellowed photograph and sat. There they were, Carrie, Black Eagle and Taister, in the photograph... together, in time, forever. Carrie had made it back to her man.

	“So now what do I do? Do I try to bring you home? Or let you live the rest of your life in the past sans latte’s, microwaves and Jacuzzi’s? Should I be happy for you or sad that I’ll never see you again?”

	With a sigh she rose and wearily plodded out of the room. Arthur Merle better have the answers she sought. There was the one definite option on the horizon. “At least I’m working swings these days ...”

	If nothing else, Molly Nichols was practical. She saw life in black and white with each event in its own box. If something didn’t fit in a box, you shelved it till it did. This deserved a shelf of its own. Shelf? Hell, an entire closet. A massive walk in one at that.

	In a daze she hit the shower and waited for her head to clear. “Oh shit! Work! Holy crap. There’s no way Carrie called her office to say she’d be traveling back in time today.” Molly scrambled out of the shower and dripping wet, headed for the phone and quickly dialed Carrie’s office.

	Fingers drumming on the table she contemplated the various stories she could and should tell her roommate’s boss. After all, in the event Carrie came back to the present she’d probably want her job back. Then again, she might not. Telling the truth was out of the question. They’d not only not believe the story about Carrie and Black Eagle and the photograph, but they’d think Molly was certifiable.

	All too soon one of Carrie’s co-workers answered. After sputtering for a few seconds Molly managed to clear her throat and explain that she worked nights and with all the hubbub from the night before she forgot to set an alarm to call the office to let them know about Carrie. When asked what happened, the words that Carrie had a family emergency and had to leave town late the night before and they weren’t sure when she’d be back, just flowed.

	Relieved that that chore had been taken care of she finished her shower before setting about making a pot of coffee, all the while watching the clock and thinking she should have had the coffee before calling her friend’s work. At least the message had been conveyed to them. Coffee set to brewing, she popped some bread in the toaster before getting dressed. A bit later, dressed and munching the toast a few minutes later she couldn’t help but feel overwhelmed by the sheer stillness of the house. Even though Carrie left for work a couple of hours after Molly got in from her shift, her cat Taister, was always ambling about making his needs and desires known. The women would joke about how the long-haired black cat was putting in orders for shrimp, steak and a serving of filet of mouse, rare. Generally he was content with a can of his fishy-smelling cat food. Now, even he was gone and the silence made her unbelievably lonely.

	Her dishes in the sink, she brushed her teeth, put on a little make-up, combed her hair and took off for Treasures and its elderly owner, muttering, “I knew Carrie always going in there was going to be trouble. Who’d a thunk it would be this kind of trouble?”

	She grabbed a few apples to snack on during breaks at work and headed off for her shift as a dispatcher at the police department the next county over. On the way out, just in case she missed something earlier, Molly poked her head in Carrie’s room one more time. Of course her roommate hadn’t returned. If Carrie’d returned she would have called out to Molly and Taister would have hit the kitchen looking for food.

	Fortunately no one was inside Treasures when she entered and spied Mr. Merle dusting off the glass enclosed box that held what seemed to be an ancient sword. “Mr. Merle?”

	The elderly white-haired gentleman turned and looked down from the step-stool he stood on. “Why hello, Molly. What brings you here today? Is Carrie all right?”

	“I think you might know the answer to that.”

	“Me?” He dropped the dust cloth on a counter and rubbed his hands along his hips. “Has something happened?”

	“I don’t know.” She thrust the photograph at him and he studied it a minute.

	“Is this the photo-shopped picture you two put together when Black Eagle disappeared and you tried to get him back?”

	“No, Mr. Merle, it’s the one you gave to Carrie. The magical one.”

	“Magical?”

	“What else would you call it? It brought Black Eagle to our time and when he got rid of Dickless Dean, it sent Black Eagle back in time.”

	“What else indeed?” The jet-haired woman Molly remembered Mr. Merle introduced as his sister, Vivienne, stepped out of the kitchen. Vivienne’s appearance made her wonder if her son or nephew, Gareth, might be with her. Neither Mr. Merle nor Vivienne ever quite explained who he was, not that it mattered. It was their family and nothing to do with Molly. Gareth, however, was a major piece of eye candy and then some. Well except for him parading around in a suit of armor, he seemed like someone she’d like to get to know. Mr. Merle said it was for some kind of re-enactment or play or something and there was some sort of relationship between the three but now was not the time to be thinking about that.

	“Oh no. I’m sorry, I thought you were alone.” Molly groaned.

	“Pay me no mind, Merl...Arthur and I are as close as any brother and sister can be. There is little he does, or meddles in I am not eventually made privy to.”

	Molly cocked her head. The woman spoke with what sounded like a slight British accent. Thing was, it sounded almost as if she were still learning the language. Although the word “meddle” sure sounded about right for Mr. Merle. Carrie adored the man, thought he could do no wrong. Unfortunately, right now because of the elderly gent’s stupid photograph, her roommate was stuck back in time. “Yeah, but this is crazy making talk. This is the kind of stuff that lands you in the psych ward. Trust me, I’ve taken enough calls on 5150’s to know what I’m thinking is crazy.”

	“5150?” Vivienne asked.

	Mr. Merle peered down at her. “It is their word for demon-possessed.”

	“Uh, not really. Everyone knows you can’t be possessed by demons. That’s just an old superstition and the stuff of fiction. Insanity is a break from reality either because of drugs or chemical imbalance or a medical condition.”

	“So your people have eliminated demons? Beware wizard, your race might be next.” Vivienne practically purred.

	If they were brother and sister, why did she call him “wizard”?

	And speak of the devil, there was Gareth, once again dressed in some sort of odd costume. Talk about someone who needed to go 5150. This time instead of a costume of shiny armor he was wearing a red velvet looking tunic top on top of what black knicker-style pants. A silver buckle with a massive belt, along with a sword that didn’t appear to be optional, completed the ensemble. She knew it probably wasn’t the smartest thing to do. The police psychologist who offered training at the police department where Molly worked in the records department had told the staff you shouldn’t challenge a suspect’s belief system. Let them think what they want, don’t address it and cut to the chase about what you need to know. Besides, he was so cute.

	Still, she couldn’t help herself, “So, lose your armor or was it too heavy to keep walking around in?”

	“Lady Molly. Tis good to see you again.” The blond Adonis grinned broadly at her. And dang he smelled good, like clean salt air. “Truly the armor is of no matter. I couldst easily defend you unarmed if need be.”

	The bow he gave her was nothing less than Hollywood courtly, even if he was a bit wacky. And aside from the fact he remembered her name, his smile. Carrie would have told her it was right out of one of her romance novels.

	Molly looked from Mr. Merle to each of his guests. If she thought her day started out crazy, they weren’t making it any better. “I’m dreaming this, aren’t I? I’m going to wake up and find out the Carrie didn’t end up in a photograph. Even better, I’m going to wake up and find out that she never bought it in the first place and an Indian named Black Eagle didn’t end up in the future here with us for a couple of months. If it’s not a dream, I’m having a killer hallucination and I need to find the antidote real quick.”

	She spun on her heel and made for the door. Between Gareth and his flowing red-blond hair calling Mr. Merle, Merlin, and the woman talking about Mr. Merle meddling and Mr. Merle talking about demon-possession Molly knew she had to make her escape and make it now with or without her answers.

	“Gareth, dear boy, kindly stop Miss Molly, would you?” Mr. Merle spoke softly yet with authority from behind her.

	For a guy as big as the blond was, he was surprisingly light on his feet and in a second had her by the arm, leading her back into the shop. “...and pray, sit and speak with us. Mayhap Merlin can set your world aright again.”

	“Merlin? Like in King Arthur’s Merlin? I don’t think so. Look, I can totally understand being part of the whole re-enactment and roll playing thing. Really. But you’re carrying it a bit far now. I’ve got a problem and it started with Mr. Merle.” She whispered looking over Gareth’s shoulder toward the back of the shop.

	“Gareth, come,” Vivienne beckoned him to the kitchen. “Let my brother speak with the young woman.”

	Gareth looked from Molly to Vivienne and finally, with a shrug, followed the older woman into the kitchen.

	“Please, Molly, accept my apologizes for not only my sister and nephew, but for all the mix up since you arrived. I can understand why you may be upset and they may have added to it. Will you have a seat and talk?”

	“Um, not in here, okay. Your sister and nephew? I don’t feel comfortable saying this in front of them. Could we maybe go out for a coffee and talk there? “

	“Of course. Let me ask Vivienne to watch the shop and you and I will have a nice chat.”

	Molly nodded and waited by the door. “Man, I sure hope I wake up soon.”

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	Settled at a table far from the other late-morning patrons Molly waited for Mr. Merle to return with their coffees. A swallow of the dark brew helped her to relax.

	“Are you feeling a little better, dear?”

	“I am, sort of. Thank you. Mr. Merle, none of this makes sense and I have to tell you, no offense, your relatives kind of freaked me out.”

	“None taken. Vivienne does tend a bit towards the dramatic and Gareth does like to play the knight in shining armor.”

	“Don’t you think parading around in those costumes, first the armor and now that medieval get up, is taking it a bit far?” She put up her hand, “I’m sorry. That was rude. I shouldn’t be commenting on your family. It’s a defense mechanism to avoid dealing with the real issue.”

	“Actually, you are right where Gareth is concerned. I do need to speak to him about his dress. He’d only just popped in again when you arrived today. Now, tell me what happened with Carrie?”

	She blew out a breath. “Where to begin?”

	“The beginning?” The kindly old gent prodded.

	“Right. Please, don’t deny that you know about time travel, or at least that Black Eagle and Carrie went back in time.”

	“Go ahead.” He told her without confirming or denying his knowledge.

	“You knew when Black Eagle went back in time we tried to see if we could send Carrie back to him by putting her in the photograph.”

	“I do, and that didn’t work.”

	“No. But, well last night she was still feeling kind of down and turned in kind of early. At one point, later on, I thought maybe we were having an earthquake on account of how the house shook.”

	“Did you now?”

	“Yes. You know how quakes are. You rock and roll and then everything settles back down. As long as the clock shows the time and there were no really loud crashes you figure it’s a small one. This morning I got up and thought it was kind of odd with how quiet the house was. Not even Taister was looking for food and that’s his major priority in life, you know. So I went to check on Carrie. Mr. Merle, her room looked like a tornado hit. Stuff was blown all over and there was this smell, kind of like what it smells like in the firing range at work. I picked up the photograph and there she was. In it. With Black Eagle.”

	Molly fumbled in her purse and pulled the picture out to him once again. “See, just like I showed you before. There she is and look who Black Eagle is holding. It’s Taister. Mr. Merle, do you think they are back in time?”

	“Maybe. If I know Carrie, she’d try to let you know where she went and that she was all right.”

	“That’s true. If she could she would. But what if she can’t? What if something else happened? If she’s back there and happy that’s cool. I can live with that. If something else happened though...”

	“I’m thinking she’d try to send a message.”

	“But how? It’s not like you can call from 1860 to today. Even with GPS a cell phone can only call the present.”

	“That’s true. There are other ways though. Back then people wrote letters, you know?”

	She would have been offended except when she saw the twinkle in his eye Molly knew Mr. Merle was only trying to help her feel better. “You think she’ll write me? I don’t see how...”

	“If I were you, I’d check in some of the antique furniture she told me one time you have in your house and see if maybe she didn’t leave you a note.”

	Molly snapped her fingers, “That would be so like Carrie! Right out of one of her romance novels. She’s read so many time travels she’ll know exactly what to do, won’t she?”

	“I would think so. Molly, I know this is hard on you, so unexpected. Like Black Eagle’s arrival in this time. Once you have a minute to catch your breath and relax you’ll see, everything will turn out just fine. Do you have time to run home and check now?”

	Molly glanced at her watch, “No. I need to get to work, the Red Queen, you know, Julie Prince, is on one of her rampages, looking for anything she can find to make my life miserable and it’s my first week back on swings so she’ll be foaming till I get there. As usual, I’m at the top of her hit list. If anyone belongs in a photograph, it’s Julie Price. A nasty one too.”

	“Molly, why do you call her the Red Queen?”

	“Come on Mr. Merle, from Alice in Wonderland. You know, the one always shouting ‘off with their heads’. Well that’s her.”

	“I see.”

	Fumbling in her purse for her keys she missed the glint in Mr. Merle’s eye when she mumbled, “Man, I’m normally Ms. Practical, but what I wouldn’t give some days for one of those knights in shining armor to walk off the cover of one of Carrie’s books and right into my life. I bet one of those chivalry practicing guys would take care of Jules in one quick slash. I’d better get going. Thank you for the coffee.”

	“Let me know if you find a note or anything, will you?”

	“I will. And Mr. Merle, if you think of anything, you’ll let me know, right?”

	“Certainly. We’ll talk in a few days if not sooner, I’m sure of it.”

	Driving to work Molly replayed the morning’s events over and over, searching for an answer to the puzzle. Despite believing Black Eagle had come forward in time, the idea of time travel simply wasn’t possible. How could a man travel one hundred and something years into the future let alone go back? “Maybe I need to stop having my picture taken so I don’t end up being sent somewhere. And what’s with Mr. Merle’s relatives? Okay, sure, with his white hair and that glint he gets in his eyes he could play Merlin in the movies, but to call him that?”

	She tapped an aimless tattoo on her steering wheel, absent mindedly looking over the rolling Napa vineyards. “And right now I am spending way too much time on something that means nothing to me.”

	 


Chapter Three

	 

	 

	“Problems, old friend? Or should I say brother?” With the narrowing of her deep azure colored eyes and doubt-filled tone it was clear Vivienne knew there was some sort of trouble.

	“No. No. And let’s stick with brother in this time and place, please?”

	“Hmm, you bring a man from the past to the present. Then, when what he came to do is done, he goes back in time without you knowing how or why. Then you send the woman he helped back to him.”

	With a slash of his hand he cut her off, “They are in love, Vivienne.”

	“Ah, and that makes it all right for you to interfere in their lives. Didn’t you learn anything the first time?”

	“Yes. I did. You realize, of course, if I hadn’t of helped Uther achieve his heart’s desire, Arthur would never have been born.”

	“You don’t know that.”

	“Well what’s done is done. What I need to do now is find a way for Carrie to let Molly know she is safe, sound and happy back in time.”

	“And how are you going to do that?”

	“That? Oh. Well.” He considered the question, almost absentmindedly looking over some runes nestled in one of the displays. “I believe I will go back to Black Eagle’s village and suggest to Carrie she leave a note for Molly.”

	“And how is a woman living in an Indian village going to do that?”

	“Carrie knows. Well sort of knows, what I can do.

	“Merlin! She suspects somehow you manipulated time, not how you did it. She still thinks you are the kindly old gentleman who owns this shop and it was your ancestor who took the photograph. From what you’ve said she believes you have family from around the world that send you an array of antiques and memorabilia. Neither Carrie nor Black Eagle have any idea who you truly are.”

	“I don’t see as there is a reason for them to know.”

	“Most assuredly I agree with you. That issue aside, have you considered if you just pop up back then Carrie and Black Eagle will know you can move through time and that at any point you could have either brought him back to her or helped her to go to him?”

	“That’s not true. And I did help her get back to him. She’s there now, isn’t she? Vivienne, don’t you think if that were possible I would have stopped so many things? Don’t you think I would have gone back and done things differently, starting with keeping Morgause from Arthur’s bed? Or kept Gwen and Lance apart?”

	The dark-haired woman raised her hand as if to ward her old friend off, “Bah. It was Arthur and his son’s destiny. The prophecy of his return at the time of the human race’s greatest need would not have been fulfilled had you meddled with that. And as to Lance and Gwen? They too were destined to be together. There is another for Arthur.”

	“You have seen her?”

	“Maybe. I cannot be sure. That is but a red herring. How will you explain your presence in Carrie’s new time?”

	“Well, I don’t necessarily have to talk to Carrie. I could just have my ancestor talk to Black Eagle and have him suggest that Black Eagle have Carrie write a note.”

	Vivienne shook her head, the cobalt color of her eyes turning to a dark sapphire, “You don’t think he still believes your ancestor took his picture, do you?”

	Merlin sat with a heavy groan, “At this point I don’t know what they believe. All I know is that I need to make sure Molly knows they are okay. If not, well, she works for the police in this time. If I cannot prove Carrie is safe, well and happy, she will file what they call a missing person’s report. That will start the police investigating and then I will have to move on before I planned to.” He shook his head, the sadness of such an ending to his time in Napa heavy in the air.

	“Have you need of a messenger?” Gareth appeared before the pair.

	“I wish you wouldn’t do that Gareth.” Vivienne snapped.

	“What?” The younger man looked truly bewildered.

	“Sneaking into rooms and startling people.” Mr. Merle softly told him.

	“I did not sneak. I walked in and you, Vivienne, are not normal people.”

	“Well, make some sort of noise when you walk into a room, will you? People in this time don’t like being surprised anymore than they did in our time. One would think a man of your size would make some sort of noise.”

	“And just where is here, Merlin?” The big blond asked.

	“Oh. Well, this is Napa, California.”

	“I wake here a few weeks past and meet the Lady Molly. Suddenly I am again at rest only to wake again this day. Best you explain wizard.”

	Merlin waved a hand, “I will. I will. There is something I need to attend to first though. Vivienne, could you, that is...”

	“You’d like me to bring Gareth up to date on life these days?”

	“If you would. I’ll be back in the blink of an eye.”

	In a barely there puff of smoke, the older man disappeared.

	Gareth turned to Vivienne, “Do not think to go with your old friend.”

	Vivienne waved her hand before Gareth. “I have no intention of leaving. I am determined to see just what mess he makes of this. Besides, we needs make certain you fit into this time.”

	“I would eat and then learn just what Merlin is about.” Without a glance the blond strode back toward the kitchen.

	With a flash of her hand the front door to Treasures locked and the closed sign prominently displayed. While Merlin might think he’d be right back, Vivienne had no doubt he’d bumble around the Indian village and forget when to come back to. Leave it to Merlin to dump explaining things to Gareth on her. Well she’d leave that one to Treasure’s proprietor. He created the mess, he’d better fix it. With a glance at the old sword on the wall another thought caught her attention. If Gareth was here, awake in 2021, how long before his brothers and the rest of the knights appeared? And would the greatest one of them all also wake to join them?

	 


Chapter Four

	 

	 

	In the twinkle of an eye, Mr. Merle found himself on the outskirts of Black Eagle’s Sihásapa village. In the distance he saw a few children running about, playing, while their mothers washed clothing in the nearby river. Deciding the best course was to assume the persona of his ancestor and convince Black Eagle to have Carrie write the note to Molly, with a flick of his hand he was dressed in the garb of 1860 in the American West and went in search of the Lakota warrior. It would really be so simple. Tell Black Eagle he’d heard he brought a woman back in time with him.

	Well, no actually, that wouldn’t work. After all, what if he misjudged the time jump and he arrived before Black Eagle went forward in time? Then the warrior’d be alerted to the fact it was happening or could happen or might happen and then when he arrived, if he arrived, in the future, he’d tell Carrie. Carrie would tell Molly and Molly would report him to the police unless Molly thought he was crazy and then she’d...

	“You!” Black Eagle’s deep voice made him jump.

	Well, Merlin thought, no time like the present. The decision was made. Or partly made. Or...

	“Have you come to steal my wanagi again? Or rip me from my mitawin and the woman I love?”

	Wife? Woman he loves? Were they one and the same? Of course they were. Black Eagle wasn’t the type of man to keep a mistress. Granted, his tribe permitted more than one wife, but would Carrie tolerate...

	“Well, Mr. Arthur Merle? Are you here to steal another wanagi?”

	“Black Eagle! How are you? I was in the neighborhood and I thought I’d stop by and...”

	“Neighborhood? This is my village, not Napa, California. There is only one reason you would drop by and it cannot be for good.”

	For a man who spent life times in control, guiding kings and queens, for some reason the warrior concerned him. Not that Black Eagle could thwart his magic. Just the same—at least it seemed he arrived in the right time period.

	“Well?”

	“Well, ah, you see.”

	“The truth, Mr. Arthur Merle.”

	“I only need to get a message to Carrie.”

	The tall warrior considered the older man’s statement. Tapping his chin, “What?”

	“Well, you see. She needs to. Ah, Mo—”

	“Mr. Arthur Merle, in both this time and in Carrie’s, you hide behind word tricks. You are an iktomi, what your people call a trickster. Tell me the truth or I will not pass your message on to Carrie.”

	“I will. I will. I’m wondering though, is there somewhere we can sit down and talk for a few minutes?”

	Black Eagle studied him, clearly looking for a trick before he grumbled, “This way.”

	He led Mr. Merle down the path leading to the river, stopping in a secluded spot away from prying eyes and ears. “Sit.”

	With a nod, the older man went to sit and then bent to the river, cupping the clear water in his hands and drinking deeply. “No water in the world like fresh river water, that’s for certain. Now, what can I tell you so you don’t doubt my intentions?”

	“If you are my Mr. Arthur Merle, the one with the camera, how do you know about Carrie?”

	“I was afraid you’d ask me about that.”

	Unreadable, the warrior studied him. Even the combined efforts of Morgan and Morgause did not unsettle him quite the way Black Eagle’s intent stare did.

	“Well here’s the story.”

	“Truth old man. No more stories.”

	“I’m getting to that. Okay, okay. I am the same man. In fact, I’ve been around for more years than you and I could both count.”

	“And no doubt have interfered more lives than we could both count.”

	“Some might say that. Yes indeed. They just might.” Mr. Merle caught Black Eagle’s deepening frown. “So, anyway, when I took your photograph, in this time, I took it only because you were an interesting man. There was something, I don’t know, noble I suppose. You reminded me of the warriors of old. Men from a time of knights and chivalry and I wanted to remember that feeling. It certainly wasn’t for any nefarious reason.”

	“So you did not intend to bring me to Carrie’s time?”

	“No. Not when I took the photograph. I lived through the years and...”

	“You look no different in 2021 than you do, did, in my time.”

	“Yes, well one thing about my race, we don’t age quite like yours does.”

	For a change Black Eagle’s expression changed, the warrior clearly did not believe him.

	“Well it’s true. We don’t. When I met Carrie, I felt bad for her. There she was, this warm, wonderful and caring woman and all she ever met were men that hurt her, made her feel bad. They just took and took from her and she needed a modern day knight in shining armor to come to her rescue.”

	“I am a warrior, not this knight in shining armor.”

	“No, no you’re not. And heaven knows those knights could be more trouble than help. You have their qualities though. You wouldn’t hurt someone just because you can, you are never cruel and you honor women. You’d never cheat on the woman you love. You were exactly the man Carrie needed in her life. The problem was you lived one hundred and sixty years apart.”

	“So you did send me to her time!”

	Mr. Merle looked about the area, alert for anyone listening. “Shhhh, yes. But you can’t tell anyone, especially Carrie.”

	“Why?”

	“Because if she knows she might write it down and someone would know and then, well, questions would be asked. Questions we don’t want to answer.”

	“Questions you do not want to answer. Tell me old man, why did I end up back in my time, without her?”

	“I’m not so sure how that happened. I truly thought when you came forward you would stay. No one was sorrier than I when you returned to the past. I’ll tell you, Carrie was beside herself. Molly was pretty worried. Do you know what they did?”

	“I know Carrie was unhappy. She told me all when she arrived. Wait. What they did?”

	“Yes. Do you know what they did?”

	“Do you mean making the other photograph that had both Carrie and Taister in it with me? Yes. Why did it take so long for it to work?”

	“I don’t know about that either. Maybe after all these years I’m losing my touch. That or because I hadn’t used my mag—skills in so many years it took a bit for the travel back in time to work. But let me ask you, Carrie arrived here—safe? She’s well?”

	Black Eagle smiled, pride illuminating his dark eyes, “She and the babe she carries do very well.”

	“A baby! Well now that is good news. Very good news. How far along is she?”

	Black Eagle narrowed his eyes, “You do not know how long she has been here, do you?”

	“If you mean I don’t know when in your life I landed, no. Does that matter?”

	“No. It is just pleasant to know something you do not. We think maybe two moons.”

	“So Carrie’s been here about two to three months. Good. Good.”

	Black Eagle put his hand on Mr. Merle’s arm, “You do not think bad magic will pull her away?”

	“No. Not that. Not at all.” He crossed his fingers behind his back, “She is here to stay and because of that I need your help.”

	“My help?”

	“Yes. Molly is worried about her. She needs to be reassured that Carrie is well and happy.”

	Black Eagle swept up a scoop of the sandy river dirt and watched it sift through his fingers. Only the occasional chirp of a bird disturbed the peaceful silence. “What is it you wish, old man?”

	“It’s very simple actually. Just have Carrie write a note that says she’s happy and life is good and then leave it in a piece of furniture that will show up in her house in 2021.”

	“A note? Did you not just say we do not want her to write such things? Furniture? Mr. Arthur Merle, we are in an Indian Village. Where do you think to find this paper and that furniture?”

	“Oh that.” In the blink of an eye a sheet of parchment appeared in Mr. Merle’s hand followed by a Bic pen. He studied the pen a moment before flicking his wrist and changing to a feathered quill.”

	“Ink?”

	“It will write. And...” He glanced behind Black Eagle, blinked his eyes and with another flip of his wrist a desk appeared before the warrior. “There you go. A desk. The same one that now sits in Molly’s house in Napa or will in the future.”

	“How will you explain this same desk being here in my village and later in Carrie and Molly’s house in your time?”

	“I’ll just remind Molly that Carrie bought it in my shop a couple of years ago. Simple.”

	“Nothing is simple with you old man. And what would my people do with this desk?”

	“Ah, well, they know Carrie’s a white girl, right?”

	“They are not fools.”

	“So you tell them she missed having one and you traded for it.”

	Black Eagle nodded.

	Mr. Merle stood, eager to be on his way, “Well, give Carrie my best.”

	“You do not wish to see her?”

	“I’m not sure that would be a good idea. If she sees me she might ask questions that are best left unanswered.”

	“Yes. That is so. I will bring her the desk and ask her to write the note. Do not be offended Mr. Arthur Merle. It is my wish you remain in your time and we will remain in mine.”

	“I certainly hope so, Black Eagle. With what I think is happening in my time having you there would only complicate things.”

	“Happening in your time? Is Molly safe?”

	“Molly? Of course. In fact, if I’m not mistaken the man of her dreams may have recently arrived in town.”

	 


Chapter Five

	 

	 

	“So, will she write the note?” Vivienne studied her friend.

	“Already done. The note sits in a desk in Molly’s house as we speak.”

	“How do you know for certain?”

	“Moving from place to place in one time period is much easier than moving through time. When Molly returns home in the morning she will remember Carrie’s antique desk, look in there and see Carrie’s note.”

	“I ask you again, how can you know for certain?”

	“I’ve just come from the house. The note is secure and explains she is safe and happy back in time. She even mentioned that she does not miss her lattes.”

	“What is this latte?” Gareth asked upon entering the room.

	“Gareth, pay it no mind. Forget you heard of such.” Mr. Merle grumbled at the interruption. He studied the younger man a moment and with a shake of his head raised his hands. He muttered a few words, flicked his fingers and closed his eyes. When he opened them he was surprised to find Gareth still standing before him and repeated the movements once more and once more again before Vivienne put her hand on his arm.

	“You cannot send him back, my friend. I doubt you can even send him to Britain. He has woken and through no choice, has woken to live here and now.”

	“It cannot be.”

	“It is as it seems.”

	“Of all times, I do not need this now. Not with Carrie’s journey back in time and Molly asking questions.”

	“I have questions as well, wizard.” Gareth deep voice rumbled in the stillness of the shop.

	“I’m not sure I have the answers. It really would be much better if you went back to your rest.”

	“I would have answers, wizard, starting with this latte you and Vivienne have spoken of.”

	Mr. Merle sighed and looked upward as if the ceiling held the answers he sought. “I really do not need this right now.”

	“Then I will explain lattes to Gareth. Tis quite marvelous, dear boy.” Vivienne cooed. “They take this brew called coffee. It’s color a bit darker and flavor perhaps a tad more bitter than tea. Then they take milk and make it as frothy as freshly poured ale and pour it on top.”

	“Truly? I would have one of these lattes.”

	“Even better than its taste is the energy one has after they have drunk the brew. Quite tasty and I for one can remain awake for hours after imbibing one.”

	“Merlin! Can you procure one for me? Now?”

	“No, Gareth. I cannot.”

	“Cannot or will not?” Vivienne smiled and with the flick of her wrist produced two large lattes for Gareth and herself. “And Merlin, shall I whip you up one of your peppermint mochas?”

	The white haired man glanced at the door, “Hsst, Vivienne. Please restrain your use of magic! The people of this time do not believe.”

	“Not believe?” Gareth’ brows rose in disbelief. “How is this so?”

	“Ah, dear boy, much has changed since you walked the paths of Britain. Twas a time, not long past wise women were killed, murdered for their magical skills.”

	Suddenly aware of the beverage in his hand Gareth studied it before taking a tentative sip. With a smack of his lips he declared, “You speak aright Vivienne, tis quite tasty. I would return home now.”

	“I’m not sure that is possible,” Mr. Merle shook his head.

	“What mean you, Wizard?”

	“What I mean is you are here because you have woken, not because you have traveled through time. What worries me even more is if you have woken, how long before the others do as well.”

	“Of course I have woken. I am standing here, once again, in this strange room. Again, I say I would return.”

	The older man shook his head, “This could not have happened at a worse time.”

	 


Chapter Six

	 

	 

	Pulling on to Miwok’s main street Molly glanced at the car’s clock and muttered to herself, “Hmmm, I’ve got just enough time to pick up a coffee before going into work.”

	She pulled into the police department’s parking lot, slid her badge into the gate and waited for the fence to roll out and allow her to pull in. Off to the side she caught a slight movement in one of the patrol cars.

	At first startled when the officer behind the wheel thrust his head back against the seat she fumbled for her phone to call for help. She’d just entered the nine when a blonde head popped up causing Molly to snicker, “Ole peanut butter legs is starting early this shift.”

	Molly shook her head in disgust at Kris, the department’s resident badge bunny, otherwise known as BB for her sexual antics. Almost all the dispatchers slept rather indiscriminately with the officers. Kris was the worst. The woman was a disgrace to the department, but no one would do anything about it because her step-mother, Leslie, was one of the supervisors. Molly’s direct supervisor to be exact, just below the Red Queen. Perhaps more important were Chief Crane’s own words, “Kris is an asset to the department if for no other reason than how she single handedly boosts morale for us.”

	“Yeah,” Molly muttered, “single hand and mouth and let us not forget her incredible, spreadable legs. It ain’t morale she’s boosting there, Chief.” Man, she wanted to say the words out loud, but since rumor had it Kris had done the Chief a time or two it wouldn’t go over too well. Ignoring the couple in the patrol car she head to Java, Java. Already she needed a quadruple shot extra mega latte. She needed a double when she got up this morning and found Carrie gone, a triple when she ran into Gareth and after witnessing ole BB’s, morning snack, that fourth shot was a necessity.

	Funny, she mused, it was almost four in the afternoon, but being on swings and graves for so many years it was morning to her, her and everyone else who’d been on swings for that long.

	Walking into Java Java she spied Shannon, one of the newer employees. “Hey, Shannon! How’s is going?”

	“Okay. I never thought I’d think a three day weekend was too short, but it sure flew by.”

	“They do. Wait till you do a shift change and end up working six days straight.”

	“Does that happen?”

	“Yeah, if you go from Sunday, Monday, Tuesday to Wednesday, Thursday, Friday, it does. I’ve done it a few times, but the past few years Karla and I bid the shift the other one wants and then we trade. What’s worse is if you are going from graves to days because the Red Queen expects you to work the shifts as assigned. You
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