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Chapter One


Is death the end of one’s life...

Or is it the beginning?

 


Germany, 1874

It was a saddest three days for Miette
Brochure. Her grandmother passed away, her dear Nana, whom she’ll
miss more than words can express. Miette had been a ward of Nana
since she was ten. Her mother died from pneumonia when she was
three and her father died shortly after of a broken heart from
missing his wife. Her father of French decent came to Germany to
visit his cousin. His cousin had married a German girl who was a
friend of her mother’s. Her father fell in love with her mother,
the moment they met. He moved here to Germany and they married.
Miette promised herself that she would only marry for love the way
her parents had loved one another. Now she was all alone, but at
twenty-three she was capable of taking care of herself. In fact,
she had taken care of Nana for the past year since she had become
bed ridden.

‘Miette,’ Nana would say,
‘Go out and find a nice young man, stop spending all your time with
me. Besides, you’re running the house, managing my affairs, and
reading to me, you must take time to enjoy yourself, my Little
Sparrow.’

Little Sparrow was her Nana’s
pet name for her because she had dark blue eyes like the porcelain
sparrow her mutter had given her. A treasure Miette valued more than any other
possession. The bird’s eyes are dark blue and it watches over her
as it sits on her nightstand.

“Nana, you know that I
love to read to you. And I have lots of time to look for a man. I’m
only twenty-three, not an old spinster.”

‘Enkelin you will be if you keep that attitude.’ she’d scolded
Miette lightly.

Only a week ago Nana made her sit insisting
that she had something important to tell her. She sounded too
serious and Miette got a knot in her stomach sensing that she was
not going to like what her grandmother had to say.

“Little Sparrow, my house
and all that I own I have left to you.”

She grabbed Nana’s frail, cold hands and
said that she was not interested in anything but for her to get
better.

‘Now,
child, mein Klein Sperling, we both know that I am dying and do not look so
grief stricken, I have loved my life especially with you in it.
Now, I want you to promise me that when I am gone, you will open
the top drawer of my dresser and read my diary and take the little
box too. Before I met your grandpapa I had the most
wunderbar
exciting life. And
I want you to experience what I had when I was your
age.’

Now, she sat and held the book and locked
box in her trembling hands not sure if she wanted to read it. Nana
promised that the box would bring her an adventure beyond her
beliefs but she could not fathom how. She figured it was just the
ramblings of an old failing woman. But now, her curiosity was
mounting so she opened the book and read the note inside:

Dear Little Sparrow;

My diary is the only real treasure that I
leave to you. Mein liebe it may just be the best gift you’ll ever
receive. I will see you again.

Miette placed the note aside
pondering for a moment what Nana meant by those words,
I will see you
again.

Shrugging, she put that thought aside for
now. Miette read a few pages of Nana’s life about her younger years
until she found a key pressed between two pages. Frowning, she
examined it and realized that it must unlock the box.

I’ll open it tomorrow,
she
decided.

She sat taping her fingers against the arm
of the chair eyeing the box.

Maybe just a peek,
she thought it
over.

The box sat there for a few
more undecided moments when she sighed and scolded herself.
Open it, it will
not bite. She scoffed at her silly thought and opened the
box.

“Oh,” she
gaped. “It’s magnificent Nana!” she exclaimed aloud hoping her
grandmother could hear her. She picked up a colorful pear-shaped
gem dangling on gold chain. “How is this piece of jewelry going to
give me a new life?” she questioned the empty room.
Did she want me to
sell it?

Miette knew she wouldn’t sell the gift for
anything in the world. She put it on and sat back in the chair. She
was tired and she fell asleep hoping that tomorrow she might awaken
to a new life.



A strange sound started Miette making her
open her sleepy eyes with a start. She was very much disoriented
and she felt out of sorts. It was if she had awakened from a
strange dream, but one she could not remember. She rubbed her eyes
and gasped realizing that she was no longer in the same room she
had fallen asleep in.

“Mein
Gott,” she
cried clutching the arm of a chair as she willed herself to wake
up, certain that she was still sleeping. But a loud roar outside
the window made her heart leap into her throat. This was no dream;
this was a nightmare, for sure. Frightened beyond belief, she
believed that her legs would not hold her; her whole body felt like
her bones had evaporated. Taking a deep breath, which did nothing
to calm her nerves, she looked around and then she noticed on the
table beside her was an envelope. She would not have thought about
it but her eyes caught the words, Little Sparrow, scrawled in her
grandmother’s handwriting on the envelope.

Hands trembling, she picked it up and her
stomach tightened recognizing her Nana’s lilac scented perfume. She
felt as if she had lost her mind. She was so scared, tears trickled
down her face but she managed to tear it open. Wiping them to clear
her blurry vision she read:

My Dear Little Sparrow, if you are reading
this then I have died. I knew you would do as I asked mein liebe
and I know what a shock this is to you. I assure you my darling
that no harm will come to you. I was also frightened the first time
I placed the necklace around my neck and woke up in the future.

Ja, the zukunft. The mystery of
this magical necklace was a mystery to me too, and where it had come from, I
never found out. I had found it in the attic, in and old trunk when
I was twenty-three. Once you accept this strange occurrence, you
will have a wonderful and new experience. To see the future and all
the marvels that are waiting for you will be a treasure to hold for
the rest of your life. It was a secret that I had a hard time not
to reveal to you, Klein Sperling.

You are in the year 2038, when finally all
diseases have been cured. The world has been at peace since humans
finally realized that wars are not the answer. Take off the
necklace and put it in a safe place until you want to go back.

Your room is in the home of a Mr. Fredrick
Byrne. He helped me adjust when I first found myself in this same
room. He knows about the necklace and its powers, but he never told
me how he knew, and I didn’t care. He will take care of you as he
did for me. When you are ready to leave the room, you will find him
in his study, where he spends most of his time. Please, trust your
grossmutter and give this a chance, I promise you will find
happiness is waiting for you. Love, to you my Little Sparrow.

Miette dropped the letter. “Oh, Nana, you
should have told me.”

You know if she had, you would
think her insane, enlightened her conscience.

 



Chapter Two


Is life imitating dreams?

Or dreams imitating life?

 


Miette was frightened to leave the room but
she knew she could not stay there forever. The room was decorated
with strange furniture; cold looking, made of metal. Placing the
necklace in the box and putting in a dresser drawer, she opened the
door and stepped into a hallway. She was on the second floor and it
was quiet except for the loud ticking of a clock. Stepping lightly,
she grabbed the cold handrail and nervously descended to the first
floor.

Praying that this was all a nightmare, her
heart felt as if would burst from fright. The walls were bare and
the stairs were also made of metal, but as she stepped cautiously
on each step, there was a soft padding under her foot. It was a
spiral staircase and when she finally placed her feet on the marble
floor, she stood still listening. It was deadly quiet, except for
the loud ticking of the clock that was not yet visible to her eyes.
Her heart seemed to beat along with each tick-tock. Tick, beat,
tock, beat. Miette was tempted to turn around and run back
upstairs.

“Come child, do not be
frightened,” a male’s voice called to her.

Now that request frightened her even more.
It made her think about the spider and the fly. She was definitely
caught in a web of helplessness. “Come,” he repeated. “I am
Fredrick Byrne, your grandmother mentioned me I am sure.”

She swallowed the lump in her throat, at
least she tried. Trembling, she put one foot before the other, like
a child taking baby-steps. She walked down the foyer and stood like
stone before an open door. Behind a pile of books, on a desk that
looked like it was made of glass, except for the metal legs,
appeared a head with a generous amount of white hair. A hand shot
up and waved her forward. Her imagination was running amok and she
wondered why he was hiding? Was he ugly, his face distorted? Dear
Lord, she was making it worse and cleared her mind of any scary
thought. Her Nana would not send her to an ogre.

“Come, come, I do not
bite!” And suddenly he was standing tall. It took her a few seconds
to realize that that her jaw had dropped.

He laughed. “Because your saw all this white
hair you thought that I’d be an old coot, eh?”

“N-nien,” she lied.

“Just funning you; I’m not
as old as I look, but I am no young chicken, either. Its family
trait, we grey very early. I looked like this in my late teens and
I am thirty-two. Now come. You look so much like your grandmother,
so beautiful!”

She no longer felt apprehensive; he seemed
to have calmed her nerves a little. He had a kind face, a very
handsome kind face. Green eyes, that twinkled when he smiled. He
was tall and
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