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Prologue: Present Day


The normally overcrowded streets of New York were even more packed than usual that day, everyone pushing and straining for the best vantage point. I fought my way relentlessly through the crush of transfixed people wearing bright-green sweatshirts, raising their phones to take photos, while waiting on 5th Avenue for the annual parade to begin. I was searching the crowd for her.


One face after another passed by, and still there was no sign of her. It was like looking out upon a sea of interwoven greens – Kelly green, chartreuse, lime green, forest – every possible variation was present. I was wearing white, as instructed. I imagined it was to better stand out so she could spot me. It didn’t help my concentration that my mission had me tied up in knots. Tension surrounded me as people pushed and shoved against one another to hold the observation points they had staked out as their own.


None of that mattered to me. I was not here for some infantile parade, annual tradition or not. This grossly overcrowded setting was merely the meeting point to which I had been directed. I had a purpose, and although this green-tinted mob was less than navigable, I pressed on. My eyes darted, scanning for that one familiar face. Babies cried, old people complained about the crush and children alternately screamed and laughed – a cacophony of invasive sounds. Tuning it out completely was no easy trick, and since there was too much overlapping noise to count on sound to guide me, I was forced to trust my sense of sight above all else. So I continued searching the ocean of faces and the sea of green, but to no avail. I wanted more than anything to get out of that maddening crowd, but I knew it was not an option.



Redoubling my resolve, I pushed on. The parade’s music and marching sounds were within three, perhaps four blocks from what little I could distinguish above the observers’ noise. There was no sign of them yet, just the fanfare heralding their approach. The parade appeared to be mocking me, its appearance as elusive as my intended rendezvous. Why did she want us to meet here?


I bolted, trying to dodge around people, those I bumped hollering after me. I feigned ignorance or deafness and doggedly pursued my search. Something hit me in the stomach and I stopped short. Looking down, I saw the metal barrier meant to keep the crowds on the sidewalk and out of the path of the parade. There was no way around and no easy way over, so I turned and kept going. Systematically examining every form with the proper height, build and hairstyle with no luck made me feel quite discouraged, and so I paused for a moment to catch my breath and calm my nerves, but I never stopped scanning the crowd.


After taking several deep breaths, my head felt a bit clearer, so I began walking among the observers again, determined to find her before the parade was in full swing and further movement became impossible. Colliding with people who looked at me in disgust as though I didn’t belong in the crowd, I could only think to myself, If you only knew the half of what I’ve been through – you have no idea!



I pressed onwards. I could see no one I recognized until I glanced to the left and suddenly there she was – the woman I’d been trying to find for so long. She was across the street from where I had been standing not five minutes before, and she was moving towards me. I began running towards her, through the jeers and shouts of folks who had been waiting all day for a front-row position! But she was running erratically. There was something wrong.


I waved my arms and shouted in her direction but her eyes remained fixed elsewhere, and I knew full well that no one could have heard me from where she stood, not over the roaring, swarming throng. I was relieved to see her at long last, yet now that I’d found her my apprehension heightened and I yelled louder. I began to push harder against the crowd, but it became ever more difficult to move as the parade drew closer and the mob continued to jockey for position.


I was pressed up against the metal barrier again, just as she was across the street. I smiled and started to shout her name, but the look of utter bewilderment upon her face at that moment was something I had never seen before on anyone’s face. What’s the matter with her? The thought had no sooner crossed my mind before I followed her gaze downwards and saw a red stain colouring her shirt.


I tried my best to get to her. Everyone roared as the parade came into sight and I took advantage of the distraction to clamber over the barrier and run into the street. With every step I took, I saw the red stain spread faster and faster. As I drew closer, I glimpsed a knife sticking out of her stomach and knew there was no time to save her. Everything was happening so fast, but I observed every detail in slow motion. Never taking my gaze from her as I ran, though I thought I would be sick at any moment, I saw her eyes widen as her naturally pale complexion became almost ethereally transparent. It reminded me of how static on a television back in the days of antennas, before cable or satellite, could make ghostly images out of real figures. I extended my hands, trying to will myself to get to her in time, but I knew it was futile. Each second felt like an hour as she literally began to fade right before my eyes.



She crumpled backwards, the crowd oblivious to her as she fainted against them. I watched helplessly as she made one brief moment of eye contact with me, that puzzled look still upon her face. I wanted to scream but my voice was frozen in my throat. She managed a very brief smile, as though to let me know it was somehow going to be all right – I could almost hear her telling me that I must find a way to go on. And then she disintegrated into mere specks of dust before she hit the ground. Even now, no one around her had taken notice, all eyes still on the approaching parade. It was as if she had never existed. I knew I couldn’t possibly have heard the dull clatter of the blade hitting the sidewalk, but I swear I did. It was coupled with a piercing screech, the source of which I could not identify at first, until I realized it was my own voice. I stood frozen in my tracks, terror flowing from my open mouth, horrified by what I had just seen.


‘Come now, miss, it can’t be that bad.’ A jolly, overweight policeman smiled as he took my arm.


Only then did I realise that I had frozen in the middle of the street.


‘Yeah, it’s just the high school bands leading the way, but they’re trying their best to sound good, y’know?’ After escorting me to what he thought was the safety of the sidewalk, he tipped his hat at me and winked before he walked off.



I stood there in stark disbelief, in the same spot where she had just dematerialized. I somehow found the presence of mind to locate the glittering knife lying near the gutter. With all eyes on the parade rather than me, I picked it up, thinking to slide it into the front pocket of my sweatshirt. Maybe it would provide some clues. I couldn’t just leave it there for someone else to stumble on.


It was utterly surreal. I stood there in the mass of bodies feeling only one thing – the brutal cold of the knife in my hand, still slick with her blood.








Chapter 1


My fingers fumbled with the keys for a few seconds before I managed to unlock the door. I propped it open with my hip, clutching two large grocery bags.


‘Good God,’ I muttered as I struggled to get the heavy, handleless paper bags inside without dropping them.


The more eco-friendly Manhattan became, the more of a pain it was to navigate. Don’t get me wrong – I thought going green was a very admirable thing, but there was such a thing as too green. I shuddered as I recalled the look the cashier had given me when I told him I had forgotten to bring my reusable cloth bag. He glowered down at me through his fleshy eyelids and his condescending stare immediately brought back memories of Christine – a girl I had known a long, long time ago.


As beautiful as Christine looked with those artful tendrils of her Southern-belle golden hair framing her dainty face and azure eyes, when it came to dirty looks she appeared to have mastered every variation. Last summer – or rather a little bit more than a century ago, since that was practically the same thing to me now – Christine had believed I was stealing her future husband away from her. Henley. Oh, Henley. That summer I had received far more than my fair share of her scowls. But it had been worth it.



I chuckled at the memory as I walk to the kitchen and set the bags down on the countertop. In the end, the man Christine regarded as her fiancé had married her sister. My smile dissolved into a long sigh as I remembered her sister.


If Christine was one of the most unpleasant people it had ever been my misfortune to meet, her sister, Eliza, had to be one of the best. She was unassuming and didn’t have lofty expectations about life. She didn’t resent her sister’s prettiness. Nor was she bitter that a childhood sickness had left her blind. Eliza was content with her devout thoughts, finding God in everything and taking comfort in her belief that He had created a greater plan for all of us…


All of us except me, I reminded myself.


Eliza believed in heaven – a heaven that would welcome all good people, regardless of whether or not they shared her faith.


I thought back to a time long ago, a time that felt both foreign and familiar. I remembered walking into Eliza’s room to see her kneeling in reverent prayer. When she finished her devotions, she told me something that had stuck in my mind ever since.


‘I’ll meet you in heaven someday, I know it. It doesn’t matter whether you believe, you see,’ she said. ‘God loves you whether you believe or not.’


In that moment, hearing Eliza’s reverence, I wondered whether that might be the case. Was there someone out there watching over me? Was there really a greater plan into which we all fitted? I had desperately wished for that. I wished I wouldn’t always be as lonely as I felt and Eliza’s words only fuelled that dream. Maybe there really was a greater plan in which I just needed to trust. Maybe there was a reason for all the strangeness in my life.



But I knew now that wasn’t the case. Eliza might be in a place she called heaven, but I would not be joining her.


I slumped against the countertop, the tiles cool against my palms. Eliza didn’t know everything. She had no idea that I wasn’t human, that I would never die. For while Eliza had now been dead for almost a century, I was immortal.


‘Miss Hatfield?’ I called out in the empty kitchen. I quickly corrected myself, remembering that she would sometimes refuse to answer if I didn’t call her by her first name. ‘Rebecca? I’m home with the groceries.’


A silent house responded.


Realising that Miss Hatfield was out again, I put away the groceries in a leisurely fashion, all the while wondering what I would do to occupy myself till she returned. My body appeared to answer my question for me when I found myself staring at my keys on the counter again. Next to them was a simple ring set with a blue stone, flanked by two smaller diamonds.


I was surprised. Not because I had never seen the ring before – no, it was a ring I wore often, practically every day – but because I thought I had put it away. It was a gift from someone a long time ago. Someone I wanted to remember and someone who wanted to be remembered.


Shaking my head, I put it on and grabbed my keys again. I knew I needed to get out of the house. I felt as if I couldn’t think clearly while inside.


Miss Hatfield’s house certainly wasn’t unpleasant. It looked like a normal New York brownstone on the outside. A bit run-down, perhaps, with cracks leading up the cement steps to the shabby-looking front door, but similar to all the other houses in the neighbourhood.


Maybe that was the reason I hadn’t suspected anything when I first met Miss Hatfield. The house looked like an ordinary house and she appeared to be an ordinary woman.



The year was 1954 when I first met Miss Hatfield. I was eleven years old and everyone called me by a different name from the one I used now – I had once been Cynthia. Perhaps I was gullible, being so young. Perhaps Miss Hatfield had perfected her lies…Whatever the case, I accepted Miss Hatfield’s invitation to join her for a glass of lemonade in her house. Agreeing to that changed everything.


Once she had me inside the house, Miss Hatfield adjusted a large golden clock she had hung on the wall and sneaked the last drop of an odd clear liquid into my drink. I noticed her doing these things with great curiosity – even a bit of suspicion – but, not wanting to be an ungrateful guest, I played along. Little did I know that by turning the hands of the clock, Miss Hatfield had advanced time, aging me in my mortal body, before putting a drop of water from the Fountain of Youth into my drink, thereby making me immortal.


I didn’t find out what she had done until I looked into a mirror. I laughed to myself as I remembered how at first I believed that Miss Hatfield had somehow put me in another person’s body. I learned later that the secrets of time travel and immortality were much more complex than something as silly as body-swapping, but in that moment I was terrified that I was no longer myself.


Bit by bit, Miss Hatfield explained to me how I could never go home again – my parents would never believe that this mature body was their daughter. Nor would I be able to stay in one time period for long, either. She told me that I was now a visitor in all time periods and no longer had a time or place in which I belonged.


When she first disclosed all this to me, I felt like my head was going to implode. I still felt like that sometimes, but I was slowly growing accustomed to it – well, as accustomed as one can get to never aging.



I opened the front door for the third time that day and was greeted by the same ruckus of the streets I had encountered that morning. Cars honked and people huddled in spring coats pushed past. There appeared to be more of them than usual. Everyone went about their lives, choosing to ignore everyone else, and they were happy.


How many couples would I see today? Thankfully Valentine’s Day had come and gone, but I still spotted at least three couples on the opposite side of the street.


I looked more closely at the pair nearest to me: a tall man in a grey coat with a blonde-haired woman on his arm, throwing her head back as she laughed at something the man must have said. They were walking away from me. Arm in arm. Hands entwined. Steps in sync.


I shook myself out of it and started down the street. I noticed that sections of the street were being closed and lined with metal bleachers. The St Patrick’s Day Parade was tomorrow – of course! That also accounted for the extra people who had appeared to descend upon the city out of nowhere.


I let myself blend into the crowd as Miss Hatfield had taught me. Act as they do. Walk as they do. Feel as they do, and you become them. I didn’t pause. It was just like being in a play. I was merely acting different parts, but somehow that made me feel less alone. For once it was as if I knew what was expected of me, and what I had to do. The half hour walk was a familiar one, and the cold spring air made me walk all the faster. I passed St. Paul’s Cathedral at a brisk pace, dodging around the tourists.


The concrete gave way to what looked like a small park in the city. Surrounded by trees, you wouldn’t know it was the New York City Marble Cemetery until you entered it. There was only one path through, as if whoever built it didn’t want people lingering and loitering, but I would have known my way without it.



I didn’t even have to count the rows of headstones to know where to turn. I hadn’t memorized it. It was instinctive.


At last, finding the large marble gravestone, now slightly worn away by the passing years, I let myself fall to my knees. My head hung low. I was unable to bring my hands up to cradle it; they felt like weights at my sides.


I knew the words on the tombstone by heart: Henley A. Beauford. Innovative Businessman & Loving Husband.


My fingers found the ring I wore on my left hand and fiddled with it, turning it quickly three revolutions.


It felt as if it hadn’t been that long ago. A few months, perhaps? But in regular, mortal time almost a century had passed since I first met Henley.


I let my fingers come up to trace his name. I thought I knew everything there was to know about this man when I fell in love with him, but I still found there were trivial things I knew nothing about. Like his middle name. What did the ‘A’ stand for? I hadn’t thought to ask him.


I turned to the tombstone beside his. Eliza P. Beauford. Loving Wife & Daughter. I smiled because Eliza would have known those things about her husband. She would have taken good care of him, too.


If there was a heaven, I wondered if they were both watching. Did they forgive me for keeping so much from them? Did Henley forgive me for everything I put him through?


I turned away from the graves and glanced around. I wasn’t sure what I was looking for. All I saw were trees around me, and all I heard was the wind. I stood up on shaky legs and walked a few steps to a nearby bench. I couldn’t see the cars and buildings of the city, and I was at peace.



There, on that simple wooden bench, it could have been any time period. I half-expected Henley to saunter over in his usual way with that gleam in his eye I had grown to adore. I closed my eyes and brought his image to mind. He would bring a hand from his pocket to brush a strand of dark hair from his eyes. His touch was always so gentle. He would sit mere inches away from me, almost but not quite touching. And he would look at me the way he always did, those clear eyes of his seeing directly into me.


I wondered what I would say if he were here. Sorry, I forgot to mention that I was immortal. By the way, since I found out that Miss Hatfield is your mother, you’re actually half-immortal, too…Not that it matters, since you’re dead.


I sighed and opened my eyes. I reached into the pocket of my jacket to pull out a slip of charred paper. I always carried it with me, and taking it out just to hold it had become a habit. I already knew the words on the piece of paper: To my darling Charles. With all the love in the world, Ruth. It was a note from Henley’s mother, Miss Hatfield, to his adoptive father, Mr Beauford. I was careful as I unfolded it, given that it was now a hundred years old.


I remembered how my hands shook upon first seeing the photograph the piece of paper contained. There, in a lavish dress with her beautifully curled hair piled on top of her head, was Miss Hatfield. There was no mistaking her, yet every time I saw that photo, I couldn’t help but draw a sharp breath.


It did make sense to me now, how Miss Hatfield had encouraged me to pose as Mr Beauford’s niece, and didn’t mind too much my staying with the Beauford family far longer than expected. I recalled her asking about Mr Beauford’s son, just once. It all made sense, yet I couldn’t muster the courage to bring it up with Miss Hatfield.



I knew my reticence was silly since I had already uncovered what I thought was most of it. And I had a right to know, because it did concern me…But for some reason it felt horribly wrong to ask, as if I would be trespassing somewhere I didn’t belong.


I had almost resolved to ask her, but later, when we had more time. Miss Hatfield always appeared to be rushing out of the house, sometimes even disappearing for a couple days.


I heard a sudden noise nearby, like the crunch of leaves underfoot, and my head snapped up as I slipped the piece of paper back into my pocket. The noise alone wouldn’t normally have startled me, but it did sound very close by. I looked around, but all I saw was an alarmed bluebird hopping out onto the path in front of me. I guessed I was just being more paranoid than usual.


‘I knew I’d find you here.’


Hearing the familiar voice, I turned my head in the opposite direction from the bird. Miss Hatfield was walking towards me between two rows of graves. It didn’t faze her that she was in a cemetery, or that she was walking above the bodies of people who had probably been alive when she was living in her original time period.


‘It’s useless to dwell in the past,’ she said. She didn’t even have to glance at the graves nearby to know that I was at the Beauford family plot. ‘We’re not like them. You know that.’


And I suppose I did. I knew what she was saying was true. I even left Henley, telling him that I didn’t love him, just so he might forget me and live a normal life. I loved him enough to want that for him.



I glanced at Miss Hatfield and wondered how much she knew. She knew that Mr Beauford had adopted her son, and she had briefly seen me with a young man, but I didn’t think she had connected the two. But then again, Miss Hatfield was full of half-truths and mysteries.


‘Rebecca?’ She looked at me.


‘Yes, Miss Hatfield?’ I said.


‘Yes, Rebecca,’ she corrected.


She always made a point of wanting me to use her first name, yet I couldn’t help but call her ‘Miss Hatfield’ in my mind. When I became immortal, I left the identity of Cynthia behind and became Rebecca Hatfield – the same as all the other immortals before me. We took on a single identity that existed in any time.


‘Let’s go home.’ Her eyes darted about. ‘I don’t feel safe. I never feel safe in any time.’ She whispered so low that I had to crane my neck to make out her words. She was normally suspicious, but lately she had become even more so than I was used to. ‘Come along home, Rebecca,’ she said. ‘We should dress for the gym. And remember to avert your eyes. People easily remember the faces of those with whom they make eye contact.’


I mumbled assent, but Miss Hatfield was already too far ahead to hear.


I watched her as she made her way back through the rows of graves. She who could not die walked so casually among the dead. It was perverse and unnatural. Not at all the way things were meant to be.


Born in the 1940s, I was supposed to be in my seventies. I looked down at my hands, almost hoping to find a wrinkle, but I found none. Smooth. Young. For ever. Everyone else would age while I remained unchanged.





Chapter 2


‘Have you been going to the gym as I requested?’ Miss Hatfield asked me that afternoon.


Miss Hatfield’s normal walking pace was almost a jog for me and I struggled to keep up with her enough to hear the ends of her sentences.


I was about to admit that I hadn’t been going as much as she wanted, but Miss Hatfield answered for me. ‘Of course not. I’m glad I’m taking you with me now. I bought the gym membership for a reason, you know.’


I did know the reason, but it wasn’t to work out. It was to be seen working out. Miss Hatfield believed that being recluses would make us more noticeable. Although it sounded contradictory, it made sense in its own way. We had to do all the things ordinary people did: go to the gym, make small talk with the receptionist, be polite enough to look normal – so normal that a regular person would simply forget us. The goal was never to befriend anyone. Appearances were what mattered to Miss Hatfield. Truth was always secondary.


‘The woman at the front desk has been asking after my sister lately,’ she said. ‘I told her you had a dermatologist appointment on Wednesday morning. A skin rash. Nothing serious. Just a minor thing from when we were upstate this past Saturday.’



‘What were we doing? Hiking?’


‘Of course not. It’s March and much too cold for that. We stayed at the Mohonk Mountain House on Saturday. It’s a spa resort.’


A spa resort. That was the last thing I could imagine Miss Hatfield doing. But then again, she would do anything and everything to try to look normal.


‘Got that?’


I jogged up to her as she waited for the light to change on East 64th Street. ‘Dermatologist on Wednesday morning. Skin rash. Resort on Saturday. Just us?’


‘Just us. What type of skin condition did you have?’


I tried to think fast. ‘Poison ivy?’


‘At the resort? Don’t be silly. And that can take about two weeks to clear up completely. It was an allergy we didn’t know you had to shellfish that you had at the restaurant,’ she said, then took off walking at her fast pace again.


She bounded up the stairs and through the frosted glass doors of the gym, her ponytail swinging. It would never have crossed my mind that she didn’t belong in New York at this time. I followed her through the glass doors.


‘I see you two ladies are already dressed and ready to work out. Are you here for the class?’ The woman at the front desk looked slightly more orange than when I last saw her a couple of weeks before.


‘I’m afraid not,’ Miss Hatfield said. ‘We’re just here to use the ellipticals and maybe an erg. Some sisterly bonding time.’ She smiled at me, and it scared me how genuine Miss Hatfield sounded. ‘By the way, I love your tan,’ she said, turning back to the woman at the desk.


The woman sneezed.


‘Bless you.’



‘Excuse me. But, yeah, thanks. They had a sale on airbrush tans at the salon across the street.’


‘We’ll definitely have to check that out,’ Miss Hatfield said.


‘You should. They work magic there!’ The woman smoothed her hair back. ‘How was the resort, by the way? The Mohonk Mountain House, you said?’


‘Oh, it was fun,’ I said. ‘Well, except for the nasty rash I came back with.’


‘Your sister told me about that. What caused it in the end?’


I shrugged. ‘The dermatologist said it was probably some sort of reaction to the shellfish I had at the restaurant.’


‘We didn’t even know she was allergic to anything,’ Miss Hatfield chimed in.


‘What a shame…Anyways, enjoy working up a sweat today, ladies.’ The woman pulled a tissue from behind the desk and blew her nose.


‘Oh, we will,’ Miss Hatfield called over her shoulder.


Once we were out of earshot, I said, ‘We’re not actually going to the salon, are we?’ I had to ask.


‘God, no. Of course not. She looks like a tangerine.’


Miss Hatfield grabbed some hand sanitizer from an automatic dispenser.


I didn’t understand. As immortals I thought we couldn’t get sick. ‘Better to be safe than sorry?’ I asked.


‘Don’t be absurd,’ Miss Hatfield said, climbing onto the elliptical next to me. ‘Immortals don’t get sick or catch diseases.’


‘That’s what I thought…But the hand sanitizer?’


‘No chance of dying of disease or old age, but as usual we have to look normal,’ she hissed. ‘The people in this time are germ-obsessed. We need to follow suit. And remember, you can still die from physical harm, so I wouldn’t recommend dropping one of those heavy weights on yourself.’



‘Yes, ma’am,’ I muttered under my breath.


‘Now, no more talk of this in public.’


I set up my elliptical and started moving in silence. I wondered how long it would take me to start lying to people so seamlessly. If it wasn’t so alarming, I would have been quite impressed by Miss Hatfield’s skill. I guess she had centuries of experience. Maybe I would get that way once I had centuries of experience, too.


Miss Hatfield interrupted my thoughts. ‘If you’re going to look dazed, at least look sweaty and dazed as if you’ve actually done something.’


I almost laughed. That was such a typically Miss Hatfield thing to say.


‘Sometimes I don’t understand you,’ she said. ‘Your strange little smiles…It’s like you’re seeing another world behind those eyes.’ She sighed.


I was glad I was as much of an enigma to her as she was to me.


‘I chose you specifically to give you this gift of a whole other life because I saw something in you that reminded me of myself when I was turned.’


I was surprised that Miss Hatfield was bringing this up right after she had asked me to drop the subject.


‘And do you regret that now?’


‘No…If anything, I see even more of myself in you now.’


‘I’m not sure I’d call every aspect of immortality a gift,’ I said.


‘Keep your voice down.’


I looked around at the people running and pedalling furiously around us. There weren’t that many of them and most were out of earshot. The closer ones had earbuds in, probably with the volume cranked up.



I thought Miss Hatfield would ask me what I meant, but she already knew. ‘There are drawbacks, yes. Things you have to sacrifice. But I’ve given you another life. A chance to be happy. You weren’t happy at all in your old life.’ Miss Hatfield looked straight ahead as she maintained a constant tempo.


She was right that I hadn’t been happy in my previous life as Cynthia in the 1950s. But back then I still had family. Parents. Friends. I had a life.


Now…I wasn’t sure what to call my existence. This sneaking from time to time, as if we were fugitives slipping from hiding place to hiding place.


‘I don’t know if I can call this a life,’ I said.


‘Be grateful.’ She didn’t even glance at me when she said it.


Miss Hatfield waved to her left and I turned to see an athletic woman patting down her afro.


‘That’s the woman who’s going to teach our Pilates class next Friday.’


I shook my head. Miss Hatfield was too much.


That evening, we had supper in front of the television. Miss Hatfield was the one to suggest it, and that was unusual in itself.


Miss Hatfield always preferred Google News and Twitter to television because she said they were a quicker, more efficient means of staying current with events and brushing up before going out each day. Television, on the other hand, she regarded as a useless thing we had to pretend to watch to keep up with the latest reality TV shows.


So imagine my surprise when she brought our Chinese takeout to the couch in front of the dusty television.



‘Um…What do you want to watch?’ I asked. I figured it would be easier to have her choose a channel rather than me picking a show and being chastised for my poor taste and opinion.


‘I don’t know. Just pick something,’ she said.


Miss Hatfield never didn’t know, much less admit to it. Was this a test of some sort? I wouldn’t put it past her.


I flipped through the channels before settling on a sitcom. The show revolved around a family – a patriarch with his new younger wife, his two grown kids and their families. I hadn’t seen it before and couldn’t recollect reading anything about it online. I didn’t even know what it was called since I had tuned in partway through. My eyes flickered over to Miss Hatfield to see what she thought of the show I had picked. She looked engrossed already, trying to figure out the family dynamics while biting into a pot-sticker.


‘Do you think those two are related?’ she asked, pointing to two of the kids.


‘I don’t know. It’s hard to tell.’


I grabbed a carton of fried rice and sank into the couch.


This episode appeared to be mainly about two gay parents worrying over their newly adopted baby’s behavioural development. Most of the comedy was derived from the parents panicking over things the baby either did or didn’t do, like talk or walk.


Miss Hatfield shook her head. ‘I don’t understand why they can’t be content with their baby’s abilities. She’s healthy. They should be thankful that’s the case and that there isn’t anything more seriously wrong with her.’


‘Perhaps they’re worried that the baby not talking might indicate a greater problem…like a disease or something,’ I offered.



‘Still, it seems foolish.’


‘They’re just worried for their child,’ I said.


‘I know, and that’s why they’re foolish – they’re investing all this time and energy in something so trivial.’


‘But it’s their child.’ I was struck by the fact that she saw the baby’s health as trivial.


But all she said was, ‘There’s more to worry about in life.’


I paused, then said: ‘I should think that as a parent, you’d worry about your own child, and that would be a primary part of your life.’


‘Even if one worries, there’s only so much one can do.’


I supposed I should have expected this kind of cynicism from Miss Hatfield. Technically, only a couple of months had passed since I rejoined Miss Hatfield after leaving 1904, but it felt like an eternity with her, and perhaps I ought to have anticipated this response. After all, she did essentially give up her child…But I couldn’t blame her for that. She knew she was immortal, and I guessed she didn’t want her child to have to deal with that growing up. At least, that’s what I would have thought in that situation.


‘You have to take care of yourself first. Even if that means seeing to your own needs before those of family,’ Miss Hatfield said. ‘Those who think otherwise are either weak or deluded. Maybe both.’


I put down the carton of food I was holding. ‘What if you take care of yourself by supporting the people you love?’ I pointed at the screen. ‘I mean, they all look so happy to just be around each other. Even when they’re worried beyond belief, they seem satisfied just being with family. Maybe that’s how they take care of each other – and themselves.’


Miss Hatfield shook her head slowly, but this time she was looking at me instead of the television screen. ‘You’re still young. Your views will change as more time passes.’



I was doubtful but remained silent.


She turned back to the TV show.


I wished I had picked another programme. Not because Miss Hatfield had her own opinions – I was used to that by now – but because hearing Miss Hatfield’s disregard for family made me hurt more than I had in a long time, since first leaving the people I loved. I didn’t want to become that. Watching the family bicker and laugh together forced what I was missing back into my thoughts. Sure, it was apparent on the street, with families walking their dogs together and couples sitting on the benches hand in hand, but here, actually sitting down to watch a family interact, I had nothing to distract myself with. I couldn’t change the channel or leave the room; I didn’t want Miss Hatfield to know that this was affecting me. It was in plain sight and I had to watch.


We watched a couple episodes of the show and at some point all the characters drove each other crazy. The kids argued, the siblings argued, the parents argued…But in the end, none of it mattered because they always made up. They had this bond with each other that nothing could break. And as long as they had this bond, they always had family to return to. I was envious of that.	


Miss Hatfield stood up, straightening her shirt. ‘Have a glass of milk. I could heat it up for you. It’ll make you sleep better.’


‘Sure.’ I knew this was as tender as Miss Hatfield could be. I couldn’t live on this affection alone, but I knew I had to. This was all I was going to get.





Chapter 3


I opened my eyes but couldn’t see a thing. All around me were light and colour, shapeless and inchoate. I blinked, trying to refocus. When I rubbed my eyes, I felt wetness on my cheeks. Perhaps I had cried in my sleep again.


Looking up, I could see the thin outline of the curtains covering the window above my bed. As I blinked away my tears, the picture became clearer and I soon saw the individual rays of light coming through my curtains and scattering upon the opposite wall. I sat up, pushing the covers off my legs abruptly. I almost knocked over the small jewellery box I kept at my bedside as I walked heavy-lidded into the bathroom.


I turned the shower on and just stood there for a moment, listening to the water pelt against the glass. If I couldn’t be in the one place and time I wanted to be, at least I could enjoy a hot modern shower. I slid into the shower carefully, the warm spray against my skin so relaxing that it almost made me forget all my problems. But all too soon I knew I had to get out and reluctantly turned off the water.


As the steam in the bathroom dissipated, so did the makeshift fantasy I had created for myself in which I was normal. I wasn’t normal and that was a fact I couldn’t run away from…no matter how hard I tried.



I rubbed my face with the bath towel. If only I could scrub everything away and start over. I dropped the towel and moved to the sink to peer into the tiny mirror. Standing as close as I was, my face filled the entire frame and I didn’t quite recognize myself. My breath fogged up the mirror and my fingers drew lines on it as I dragged them over its surface. They traced down the cold glass to the mirror’s ledge, where they froze.


My fingers pushed up against something familiar. I knew what it was immediately. I knew the shape and feel of it better than I knew any other thing. But I couldn’t believe it was here and had to look down to be certain.


My eyes confirmed what my fingers had felt. It was my ring – the one with the blue stone flanked by two small diamonds set into the centre of a silver band. But I could’ve sworn I put it away last night…In fact, I was certain I had placed it in my jewellery box for safe keeping.


Wrapping myself in a towel, I ran over to the bedside table and opened my jewellery box. Everything appeared to be the way I had left it and nothing else was missing.


I returned to the bathroom sink and examined the ring. It looked the same as it always did, just seemed to have been taken out of my jewellery box and moved.


I frowned but put the ring on anyway. I knew I should tell Miss Hatfield about the strange occurrence…but then she’d ask me where exactly I had gotten the ring..


When she had first seen me wear the ring, she had assumed that I had bought it for myself. She had told me that I shouldn’t buy small objects such as jewellery that a regular person wouldn’t notice because it was a waste of money; a small object wouldn’t help me fit into this time period.


I had let her scold me. I couldn’t tell her that Henley had given it to me. She would be so upset that I had become attached to someone, let alone fallen in love with him. And the fact that Henley was her son…Well, it really wouldn’t go over well.



Moving over to my closet, I pulled out the first shirt and pair of jeans I could find. I was starting to put them on when I heard my phone buzzing on top of my dresser. Miss Hatfield had insisted that we have cell phones in this time to further blend in. ‘It’s the twenty-first-century mode of communication,’ she said. ‘Everyone has one on their person at all times, so we must, too.’


I picked up my phone expecting it to be Miss Hatfield. I frowned when I saw I had received a text message from a blocked number.


11:00am


St Patrick’s Cathedral. South-west corner.


Wear all white.


Be prompt.


I wondered if Miss Hatfield had borrowed someone’s phone or blocked her own number somehow. Knowing she worried about privacy, that didn’t surprise me in the slightest, and no one else had this number.


Tossing aside the shirt and jeans I had just pulled out, I searched for a white top and white trousers and hurriedly put them on. I had overslept and taken my time in the shower. It was past 10:30 and I had to get to the cathedral.


Wondering what Miss Hatfield could possibly want with me dressed head to toe in white, I rushed over to the bathroom sink to stick a toothbrush into my mouth and try to make myself appear somewhat put together before meeting her. She always hated me looking anything less than respectable, but I guess that was the nineteenth century in her.


As I was flitting from one side of the room to the other desperately trying to get ready, I happened to glance out of the sliver of window not covered by curtains. Green. Confused, I pushed the curtains aside. There was no such thing as that much green in Manhattan.



The sidewalk in front of the brownstone was awash with a sea of people all dressed in green – green clothes, green hats, green face paint. Everyone was heading to the St Patrick’s Day Parade.


I realized how out of place I’d look among them, but then I got it. That was exactly what Miss Hatfield wanted. She wanted to be able to spot me easily. I found it a bit strange, since I would have thought that making me noticeable was the last thing she’d want…but then again, Miss Hatfield was always mysterious and often did things I considered unexpected.


I made sure to stick my phone in my pocket in case she contacted me again. I spent a few minutes searching for my keys but, realising that I must have left them in the kitchen the day before, I made to leave my room. A ping from my computer stopped me.


Sitting down in front of my laptop, I saw that I had new email. I clicked to pull it up. My body went cold.


I love you, and always shall.


I swallowed, unable to do much more. I tore my eyes away from the words just long enough to find out who the email was from. It was from me.


Dazed, I looked again, but I wasn’t imagining things.


To: Rebecca Hatfield


From: Rebecca Hatfield


I quickly checked my sent mail and found the exact same email there, too. According to my computer, I had sent myself the email. But I knew I hadn’t. And I knew where I had heard those very words before.


I shut my laptop and abruptly stood up, knocking over the chair in my haste. What if Miss Hatfield had sent the email? What if she already knew everything that had occurred between Henley and me?



I glanced at my phone to check the time. I had twenty minutes left and St Patrick’s Cathedral wasn’t that far. I had to find out who it was from.


Taking a deep breath, I opened my laptop again. I found the email and clicked reply.


Who are you?


I pressed ‘send’ before I could change my mind.


Almost immediately, I heard a ping and felt my breath catch. I opened the new email.


Who are you?


The words I had typed just moments ago stared back at me. It was silly of me to think – to wish – for something that could never happen.


I exhaled a breath I had forgotten I was holding and was about to close my laptop again when I saw that a blank new email was open. Thinking I must have just clicked ‘compose’ without meaning to, I almost shut the window, but then I felt something odd.


It was as if the keys beneath my fingers were moving…but my fingers weren’t pressing down on them. They appeared to be moving on their own. I looked closer at the keys and saw that they were indeed moving. Shocked and horrified, I snatched my hands away from them. But they kept moving.
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