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​Not Again!
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January 2020.

I can’t believe I’m pregnant, as fate never meant me to have a baby. Or perhaps that’s what I told myself due to endless disappointments in the conception department.

I imagine myself pushing the elegant green and cream Silver Cross pram of my babyhood. It was more of a Rolls Royce car than a pram, and Mum said it cost a fortune but was worth every penny. 

‘It was so easy to push, love. The enormous wheels turned like silk and moved smoothly over every surface, and you slept like a baby in it.’

She didn’t realise what she’d said until I laughed.

‘Oh, you know what I mean, Scarlett. If you were restless, that pram soothed you to sleep – I walked hundreds of miles with you through Sefton Park and around the shops. Modern prams that double as pushchairs are so low the poor mums must stoop like chimps, and they’ll end up with terrible posture.’

Last year, Mum donated the elegant pram to a neighbour with a newborn after she said, ‘Is it okay if I give this away, Scarlett?’

‘Of course, Mum. I’ll never be pregnant.’

She tried to hide the sadness in her eyes, but I saw it.

I grab my laptop and key ‘baby prams’ into Froogle, and ‘baby travel systems’ appear. Can’t anything be straightforward anymore? 

I remember Baby-Face Finlayson – ‘The Cutest Bandit Around’ from The Beano comic. The bandit baby drove a motorised pram similar to my old Silver Cross and zoomed about on a quest to steal toys and clothes, mainly for himself.
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My hunky husband, Gabriel Devine, strides into our living room in Wisteria Villa, Lower Coffin, Surrey, and says, ‘You seem wistful, Scarlett. Why the long face?’

‘Something feels off about the baby.’

He gulps audibly. ‘Don’t scare me. Do you feel ill?’

‘No, but when I imagine pushing a pram, it’s that beautiful 1950s one Mum bought second hand before I was born.’

‘Didn’t she give it away last year?’

‘Yes.’

‘We’ll find another.’

‘It’s not just that – I have a strange intuition.’

Gabriel sits beside me before the roaring log fire and takes my hand. ‘Tell me.’

Worried I’m neurotic, or my pregnancy hormones are driving me batty, I say, ‘You know we conceived our baby on Christmas Day?’

He winks naughtily. ‘How could I forget?’

‘That’s what worries me.’

‘Christmas Day?’

‘No – 1958.’

Soon after I met Gabriel in 2018, he invited me to a star-studded 1976 party on a mission to rescue a renowned Indian guru from power-crazy mobsters. It was a zany trip, and amidst the nail-biting excitement, Gabriel and I fell in love and swore we would never go on another dangerous time-travel quest.

But fate and Harry Charmer (the rescued guru) had other ideas, and we’ve since been on more rescue missions to various decades from the 1940s onwards. 

In December 2019 (last month), we visited 1958 and Wassail village in Surrey, where we conceived a baby on Christmas Day. Don’t ask how I know the exact date – I just do.

‘Earth to Scarlett,’ says Gabriel.

‘Sorry – I was decades away. I have an awful hunch that I’m supposed to have the baby nine months after we conceived it.’

‘Isn’t that the usual science, or whatever? You’re not an elephant with a two-year gestation period.’

‘I’d rather be a dog – about two months.’

‘Darling, you are no dog – a bitch, but no dog.’

‘When was I ever a bitch?’

‘When you ate the last slice of coconut cake. I was looking forward to it.’

I pull a white tissue from my black lounge trousers’ pocket and wave it in the air. ‘I surrender and blame the hormones. Sorry.’

‘I’ll forgive you if you make another.’

‘I didn’t make it.’

‘Who did?’

‘For Heaven’s Cakes.’

‘Why are you annoyed, Scarlett?’

‘I’m not.’

‘Then why say for heaven’s sake?’

‘I didn’t – I said For Heaven’s Cakes – it’s a new cake shop in Guildford.’

Gabriel laughs, then slaps his forehead. ‘Oh, I forgot – Harry phoned.’

‘And?’

‘He’s coming for dinner.’

Yikes. Harry rarely visits unless he has a mission for us – usually to the past. This time, I’m sure it’s about my baby. My tummy clenches as Gabriel squeezes my hand.

Please God, not another visit to yesteryear. 

––––––––
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Harry’s fashion style veers between 1970s hippy and modern Jermyn-Street dapper. This evening, he’s elegantly casual in black Levi’s, a pink floral shirt and a purple V-neck cashmere sweater, and he smells fruity and woody – perhaps Givenchy Gentleman.

After his last mouthful of rhubarb crumble and custard, he says, ‘Shall we retire to the living room?’ 

Patience exhausted, I snap, ‘No, Harry – you’re obviously scared to say something and made dinner last forever.’

He chewed each mouthful a million times, even the well-cooked basmati rice. 

‘Your point?’ Harry raises a well-groomed grey brow.

‘Spill the beans, or there’s no cheese.’

Harry likes to retire to the living room for coffee, cheese and chocolates.

‘I agree,’ says Gabriel. ‘There’s something on your mind, Harry. Tell us the main event; then we’ll discuss the finer details over Stilton and crackers.’

A sucker for strong cheese, Harry puts his head in his hands, groans, and I sense terrible news. 

After an agonising pause, he whispers, ‘You must travel to 1959 to have your baby, Scarlett.’

The room spins as I turn nauseous. ‘Come again?’

Moments later, I’m on the living-room sofa – Gabriel’s divine face above mine. ‘Are you alright, Scarlett?’

By the way, Gabriel’s surname is Devine – how apt. Sometimes I use the double-barrelled King-Devine socially, but I kept my maiden name, King, for all official purposes.

‘Gabriel, I had an awful dream. Harry said I must give birth in 1959.’

‘It’s true,’ says Harry’s soft, melodious voice. ‘And there’s more.’

––––––––
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Sat in bed with Gabriel after Harry has gone, I’m shell shocked. 

‘Was Harry winding us up?’ I say.

Gabriel shakes his head. ‘He wouldn’t joke about something so serious.’

‘If I weren’t pregnant, I’d glug an enormous gin and tonic.’

‘Fancy a cup of tea?’

‘Yes, please.’

‘Camomile?’

‘Yuk, no – PG Tips with a milk-chocolate digestive biscuit.’

When Gabriel disappears, I wonder if McVities had chocolate digestives back in 1959. 

I grab my laptop to check.

After I giggle at their cookie policy, which shows a part-eaten biscuit, I sigh with relief when I discover my favourite biscuits were born in 1925, initially called Homewheat Chocolate Digestives. 

Phew.

Another serious concern strikes me. Did disposable nappies exist in 1959? Probably not, so I’ll be doomed to the old-fashioned terry-towelling ones with those lethal nappy pins, and the premise does not appeal – and let’s not discuss the rubber outer pants or nappy liners.

I must escape this situation, but Harry said it’s inescapable. Worried, I recall his words, nonchalantly administered. 

‘Scarlett, because you conceived your baby at Christmas 1958, you must give birth nine months later.’

Naively, I rolled my eyes. ‘Of course – sometime in September.’

‘Correct – September 1959.’

Beyond horrified, I said, ‘Why, Harry? It makes no sense.’

He popped a half-eaten cream cracker onto his plate. ‘Count yourself lucky you are pregnant. Isn’t that enough?’

‘Yes, but I want to give birth in 2020.’

Harry buried his head in his hands. ‘By travelling back in time, you changed history, and your baby must be born in 1959 as the akashic records demand.’

He often mentions akashic records, but I’ve given up asking him to explain – it’s as clear as Latin to me.

Arms folded, I say, ‘What if I refuse and have my baby in 2020?’ 

‘Please don’t ask that, Scarlett. Only understand that 1959 is best.’

‘I want to know why – however scary the reason, and don’t hide behind those silly akashic records.’

Worry clouded Harry’s intelligent eyes. ‘If you don’t have your baby in 1959, there will be no baby.’

As my heart plummeted with terror, Gabriel paled and said, ‘Come on, Harry, that’s not fair.’

Harry hesitated. ‘It will sound crazy.’

‘Try us,’ Gabriel challenged.

‘Yes. Try us,’ I added, heart now in my mouth.

‘The soul you conceived planned to be born in 1959. If you stay here, your baby will choose an alternative birth mother.’

Harry’s implication was horrendous, and none of us dared verbalise it. 

But another mum? My baby? I can’t let that happen.

Although Harry sounded crazy, I wasn’t prepared to risk the consequences if he was correct. So, I reluctantly accepted I must give birth in 1959, but said, ‘When can I return?’

Harry picked at his gold and ruby bracelet. ‘Wait for six months after the birth until your baby is strong enough to time travel.’

‘You said its soul didn’t wish to be born in modern-day,’ said Gabriel.

‘By six months, it will be too established in reality to choose. But the choice will be yours.’

‘What choice?’ I said.

‘Whether to stay in the past.’

Gabriel and I laughed in unison at the ridiculous concept – as if we’d stay in the past.

‘How soon before the birth should I go to 1959, Harry?’ I said, expecting him to name a date months ahead.

‘In the next few days.’

I went giddy with shock and fear. ‘Gabriel and I can’t just drop everything and go.’

‘No – but you can.’

––––––––
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When Gabriel returns with my tea and chocolate biscuit, I say, ‘Are you okay with me going to 1959 alone?’

He nods hesitantly. ‘You visited 1950s Hollywood alone.’

‘No – I went with Fleur.’

‘She was a ghost.’

‘Whatever her form, she was a good friend. Are you sure you can’t accompany me?’

‘Yes – but I’ll join you soon.’

Harry said I must time travel this week to avert dangers that have not yet come. 

Yikes.

When he wouldn’t expand on that vile prophecy, he terrified me. But protective of my baby, I agreed to his suggestion and now have one day to prepare.
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