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      The teal blue light was there again. Hamish had seen it many times before but it still created an awe in his being every time he saw it. His sister was fae. His mother had been fae. And now there were many fae in his immediate family. His brother, Duncan, was in the future because of a fae. Alasdair had married a fae, dear Molly, and his younger sister, Glenna, had married another fae, Sinclair. The fae was a big part of his life. Faes had to be believed. They were real.

      Standing on a hill on a cool damp night, the smell of fresh fallen rain in his nostrils brought him pleasure to be on guard. He could see the shape of his sister but not the shape of the other fae he knew were there talking to her. Standing in their light as if no one would notice them. They were a secretive bunch. To anyone else this sight would create fear but he was used to it. He was just here to protect his sister. He knew it was not his job anymore. Sinclair had taken on the role. But the fae were important to their family so he must do this. When he was home in the highlands it was what he did. It was part of him, his nature and he could not give it up. Even though he was not fae, he believed in them and it made all the difference.

      The light faded and he headed to where his sister was waiting. She always waited.

      “I knew you would be watching,” she said as he made his way toward her.

      “Am I so predictable?”

      “No. I just know you, brother. You believe it’s your responsibility.”

      “And you would be right.” He could feel the smile spread across his face. He laughed.

      “Actually,” she continued, “I have been talking to the fae about you.”

      “Oh yes, what about now? Or should I say the same thing you have been talking about for some time now.”

      “I just want you to be happy.”

      “I am happy.” He looked toward the ground and he could feel the frown take the place of the smile he had just had.

      “You are not happy. I have eyes which can see. Your heart has been damaged by a close friend. One who you respected and loved as a dear friend.”

      He leaned on the big rock which dominated the center of the hill. The Fairy Hill where his family had come to protect the fae and others. A place of magic for centuries. A place his family protected.

      “I am fine, as is all of the family.”

      “If you are fine, as you say, can we talk about what Fergus, your best friend, has done?”

      His face grew hot and his fist clenched by his side.

      “No,” he said in a low rumble but clearly heard. He did not want to talk or think about his so-called best friend. Fergus had betrayed him and was no longer a friend.

      “Brother, we need to fix this.”

      “We cannot. He has disappeared into the Australian bush and with a great deal of our money.”

      “Yes, and we may never see him again. But you must recover and move on. You must forgive him.”

      “I don’t think I can move on. We grew up together. He was my right-hand in the export and import business. We grew it together. For our families and for the clan. Then he vanished into Australia with enough money to make him a wealthy man in his own right.”

      He looked at his sister and shook his head. “I can never forgive him.” He had said more than he had planned to.

      She came over and placed her hand on his chest, on his heart.

      “Never is a long time. Your heart is aching. Do you want to find him? Punish him?”

      “No, I want to forget him.” He turned and looked the other way, holding his anger close to his own heart. Hopefully, she had not felt the pain he also held there.

      “Brother, stay here and think what you really want. To forget, forgive or just move on. Any decision will have consequences. You are not at peace, and will not be, until you can decide what you want. And you have not yet decided.”

      She turned and headed for the house. He followed her for a few steps and then watched her departure. Still guarding her. Sinclair came out from behind a tree, waved at him, took her hand and continued the walk toward the castle. Castle Buin, their family home.

      This was a place he loved but now it also brought him heartache. She was right, she was the youngest of them all but had more wisdom than both his brothers and him rolled together.

      He went back to the rock and slid down the stone and leaned his head against it. She was right. He closed his eyes and sighed. She was right.  She was always right.
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        * * *

      

      He watched as Fergus walked down the gangplank of their ship in Sydney Harbor. He appreciated his friend and all he did for the family business.

      He waited and waited but Fergus was still not back from the bank. The money they had collected since they had left Edinburgh was always deposited in the bank in Sydney. He did not like having all that cash and gold on the ship. Sydney, as a colony, had grown. After all, it was 1826 and Sydney was a growing city. Not the backwater it had been when it was first settled. Van Diemen’s Land or the Great South Land was now called Australia.

      A day passed and still he had not returned. Now, he was concerned. Had he been jumped upon by thieves? Could they have killed him? He went to the bank to see what they knew or had heard what may have happened.

      Hours passed and now he knew the truth. His so-called best friend had taken the money and had run. He stormed around his cabin as his men came in one at a time to only tell him Fergus was nowhere to be found. He had disappeared from the face of the earth. He was gone. After three weeks of searching, all leads had dried up. He was gone and gone for good. So, Hamish had no choice, he sailed back to Scotland. But what to tell his family and Fergus’s family? What would make his best friend stab him in the back like this?

      

      The same dream had repeated itself every night now for three months since he had returned home. His brain was trying to work out what else if anything he could have done to make things different. To have stopped Fergus from becoming a thief and a betrayer. He went over and over everything in his head.

      He left his new quarter master in charge of the ship and the next voyage, something he would never normally do. Douglas Menzies came highly recommended. Everybody had given him high praise. So, he had to trust him. He and the crew would have left by now on the next voyage, but this time without him. He had come home to explain to the family. How do you explain such a betrayal? He just told them. Everyone was surprised and shocked but somewhat more forgiving than he. Alasdair looked disappointed but seemed more concerned about Hamish and his anger toward Fergus. He hated Fergus for what he had done. His best friend.

      Hate. He had never hated anyone before. And he did not like the feeling. It made him question himself.

      “Fergus would have had a reason. The man is no thief.” Alasdair had pleaded with him.

      “Except he has taken the money and ran away with it. He is a thief.”

      “Perhaps. But then one day we may find out what really happened.”

      “Aye brother, we might. But I will not be holding my breath.”

      Hamish closed his eyes. Maybe the peace he usually found on the hill would penetrate his bones. They ached. Every bit of him ached and he was sure it would not disappear any time soon. Was he getting too old for this running around? Perhaps. Perhaps the hatred had affected him more than he had thought.
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      The cold ache in his body and the stiffness in his limbs slowly penetrated his consciousness. He had fallen asleep on the hill again. The ache had not dissipated. If anything, it was worse. He didn’t want to open his eyes. He knew where he was. The breeze was cool as it blew over his bare kilted legs. It was dumb and stupid. How could he have fallen asleep on the hill again? He was tempting fate or he should say the fae by sleeping on their hill. He sat up and then opened his eyes. What? Where was he? Not on the Fairy Hill anymore.

      What he saw was not what he had expected. He was surrounded by tall stones. Not like the old, weathered standing stones of the stone circles he knew from his island home but tall newly mined stones circling him from left to right. This was not his hill on his family’s land. The fae of Scotland disguised their fairy rings. Theirs had smaller stones, ones that were hidden from all but the family. This ring had stones in a perfect circle. Nor was this circle like any stone circle he had ever seen on his Scottish homeland. These had fae power but no history. They were new. This place was different. The sun was rising. He shook his head, closed his eyes and rubbed them. Where was he?

      Hamish took a deep breath. He could smell eucalyptus. He remembered the smell from the trees he had seen in Australia, not that long ago. Standing up, he turned around. He had been leaning against one of these big standing stones. But things were different in other ways. The trees were like the trees he had seen in Australia. Tall and a blue haze hung around them. And the pungent smell from them was clean and soothing. The eucalyptus. There were different birds sitting in these trees as well. One was white with a yellow crest. Another had a strange song that sounded haunting as it sang. Or joyous depending on your mood. Black and white and sorrowful, just like its song.

      This was not Scotland. Then he recognized the things he had seen. He remembered Australia. But he had no idea where in Australia he was. But the birds and the trees around Sydney came to his memories. What had the fae done? Who or what else had the power to take him to a place he did not know. Or to the other side of the world? Nowhere near any fairy ring he knew. He wandered through the stones examining them, touching them. Feeling a definite energy, he recognized it as fae. Where had they come from? He did not know the fae existed in Australia. Finally, he walked to the edge of the hill on which they stood. Below him was a track, a road, black and straight, which ran straight down the hill. It was quiet except for the haunting call from the black and white birds in the tree next to him. He headed down the slope and to the black road before him. What was going to happen? What had the fae done?

      He examined all the strange things as he passed by and remembered the many stories told to him by his sister and Rachael when she lived here. Molly too had shared many strange things from the future, from her home country, Australia. For he knew this was where he was. The future. And Australia. He stopped and looked at the metal carriage—a car, as it passed him on the road. He was in awe. Yes, he was in the future. Very well fae, now what?
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        * * *

      

      Davina stood in front of her home. Her beautiful home, where she had spent her life growing up. Now, because fate was laughing at her, it was her home, as no other family members wanted it. Well, they did not want to keep it as a family home. Her brother had estranged himself from the family years ago. No one had heard from him in all the years since he left. She had looked for him for months when her parents had died. She placed ads in the papers. She searched online for any hint of where he could be but she could not find him. He was gone. Well, at least he did not want to be found. Her sister had told her parents she never would return to Glen Innes. She sighed and looked up at the beautiful mansion. To her, it was a mansion but to others just a large imposing house on the main street that ran through Glen Innes. It was a beautiful mansion, her home. But for how long?

      Davina had been up half the night. What to do? It kept running through her mind. What was she to do? Her sister wanted her to sell the place and give her half the money, even though she had no stake in the place. Davina, however, was not sure she wanted to sell. She loved the house and would be happy to live in Glen again. Her parents had left it to her, after all. She had cared for them till their deaths. They knew she loved the place. Her memories were not unpleasant. In fact, her whole life had been centered on their family history. She had studied the family tree, placing all the family pieces back together, back to a Fergus Stewart McCloud, who had jumped ship in Sydney harbor in 1826.

      Her parents had run it as a B & B after the kids had grown up and left home. She, the baby of the family, had gone to Melbourne University until her dad had gotten sick two years ago. She took a deep breath. No, she didn’t want to bring their loss, and her pain back to the surface. She did not want to think about it. She would go for a run and take her mind off her troubles. Sadness had played too big a part in her recent past.

      She stood upright and did some stretches. She watched as a tall red-headed and bearded man in a kilt, headed toward her.

      “Excuse me, Miss…”

      He had a rich accent, deeply Scottish. She smiled.

      “I love the kilt. You’ve gone all out and dressed for the part.”

      He frowned at her.

      “It is a compliment,” she added quickly, seeing his discomfort.

      “I am always attired in me kilt.”

      “Of course, you are. The festival will be all the better with you in it.”

      “Festival?”

      “The Celtic Festival?”

      Boy, he looked confused.

      She watched as he scratched the back of his head. “Where are you staying?”

      “I have no accommodation at the moment.”

      “I mean, you’re going to have problems with accommodation. The town is always booked out when the festival is on. Where have you come from?”

      “The stones, up on the hill.”

      “I mean what…”

      He shook his head. “Sorry, I’m from Scotland.”

      “You have come a long way. My parents use to run our home as a B & B.”

      There was the confusion on his face again.

      “I would be happy to give you a room for the weekend.”

      She was nuts offering a strange Scottish man a room for the weekend. But…

      Coming all the way from Scotland and with no accommodation? Was he that naïve? She was somehow drawn to him. There was something about the way he held himself. An old-world gentlemanly way. And his eyes were captivating. It drew her gaze and enchanted her. There was a youthfulness, a naivety, as well as sadness in the depths of his gaze.

      “Thank you, Miss, I will gratefully accept.”

      There was an upside to this. It was not every day you could attend the festival with a tall, kilt wearing Scotsman. She could be the envy of the whole town.
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        * * *

      

      It was fortuitous he had chosen to talk with the beautiful lady. He knew he was not in Scotland nor in his time. He remembered the stories Rachael, Molly, and Glenna, had told. He was somewhere, in the future. He watched as the metal carriage—a car, drove past them on the road. He bowed to his new friend. She looked at him as though she was alarmed or surprised. As if he had done the worst thing possible and then she turned and went up the path. He followed the lady up the path of a beautiful house. The path was lined with white roses. They smelled glorious. Okay, fae. What is it you are up to?

      I will keep asking the question until you answer.
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