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I dedicate this book to all the victims of the Ruby Princess. And to their families.
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That Strange Light
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The teal blue light rested on the face of the woman, asleep on the Fairy Hill. She had been coming to the hill for a few weeks. A dark-haired beauty, obviously looking for solace or she was trouble. This woman had history and biology that disturbed him. But for now, he would keep his concerns to himself. He did not want to tell his queen he knew more than he was telling.

“She is here again. What are we to do?” Drake wandered over to her and kneeled in front of the sleeping beauty.

“We will send her back but not just yet. Molly has experienced a great deal of grief in a few short months. She needs more time to heal and then she will be ready.”

“You are sure she is the right one for the laird? She seems so different to Rachael.”

“She is. But then she is meant for the new laird not Duncan. We found his love. Now its Alasdair’s turn.”

“But even in this age she seems to be a fish out of water. She is beautiful but so unsure of herself. Can she really be ready for such a move? Can she believe the fae are true, let alone time travel?” Alvina walked over to him and placed her hand on his shoulder.

He stood.

“Can you not see the likeness? There is fairy blood in her. I thought as you but have pondered the future and the past with insight. She too, like Rachael, is important to the survival of our race. And the keeping of our kingdoms.”

He looked down at the dark-haired miss. Asleep, she was resting in beauty. The fairy look was there. He could not deny it. The elements of part fairy and part human. Rachael did not have it but was a good choice for Duncan. Can a part fairy miss win the heart of a man who took so many years to come to believe in the facts about his own family? And then accept that she came to him because she too had fairy blood? Was she even aware of the connection? There were too many questions.

The Murray’s were important to them. He knew that. But this woman? This grieving lady who had lost so much. Can she overcome all doubts and time to be the link for fairy existence? He knew who she really was.

Alvina, with a touch of her hand, turned him toward her.

“Do you trust me?”

“That is a ridiculous question. I would not be here if I did not trust and love you.”

He looked into her magical eyes. Eyes that revealed all she had given him. Eyes that shone even in the dark. She was fae and he adored her. 

Reaching out, she took him into her arms and kissed him. Tightening his arms around her, he deepened the kiss. This was such a rare experience. To kiss the queen away from the privacy of their inner sanctum. He loved this woman; this fairy queen more than he had loved anyone. And she was demonstrating that love for anyone who might be looking. And there was always someone looking.

He held her close and rested his forehead against her royal forehead. They held each other. 

“Just let me know when.”  It could have been a hundred years from now for all he cared.

Finally, she pulled herself away and walked to the side of the hill and looked down on the village of Aberlour. He came and stood next to her. He turned to gaze at his queen. 

“My dearest Drake, I do nothing without consulting you. This is our future. I need you. You are my rock. I love you.”

“I know, your majesty, my light.” Heat rose to his face.

She smiled at him, and her face radiated the love they shared. She took his hand. He would always love her. He needed to tell her the whole truth. Come what may.

The teal blue light faded, and the dark-haired lady continued to sleep. 
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Why Has This Happened?
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Fairy Hill, October 2020

Molly stretched and sat up. She had fallen asleep on the hill again. That was the fifth time. She stood up and walked over the edge of the hill and looked down on Aberlour, her new home at least for now. The timeless buildings resting in the early morning mist. She stretched again. She was refreshed, no bones ached. No headache. She wasn’t even cold. Her heart, that had been so heavy to carry around, was lighter. Walking back to the rock, she picked up her backpack, and made her way down the hill and into the town. It was deserted as it had been for many weeks. Lockdown. Would it save her? She doubted it.

The occasional car passed her. But she was not concerned. The door of a house she passed would open. But just for a moment. The person might come out their door. They would wave but go back inside. She was okay. They were safe. She wore a mask. Black like her soul. The sun was shining at least for now. Clouds were gathering but that was usual in Scotland. Four seasons in one day. Reminded her of Melbourne.

After a few more minutes she arrived at Mrs. Watson’s B & B. She opened the front door and went in.

“Is that you, Molly dear?”

“Yes Mrs. Watson.”

“Remember dear, call me Aunty Jess.”

“Sorry aunty. I forgot.”

“Now come and have some breakfast. I take it you fell asleep on the hill?”

“Yep, I did. Again. That’s five times now. I don’t mean too. It just happens.”

Leaving her backpack by the door she came and sat at the kitchen table. She rubbed her head and then gave it a little shake.

“Seems my body has a mind of its own.”

“Ahh, my dear girl. You have been through a great deal of pain. The hill can detect your sorrow and probably helps you to sleep. You need to heal.”

“I never thought I would say this but the fae, fairies, who own the place, seem to be real. I always feel better when I have spent a night up there. Fairies. Who would have thought?”

“Ah me deary. They are real. I could tell you stories...”

“Perhaps you should, tell me I mean. I think you could make me a believer right now.”

“Well, that is a good thing, isn’t it? Believing will help you heal too. Now here is some eggs and bacon and potato cakes.”

Molly looked at the food, then at Mrs. Watson, aunty. She smiled at the dear lady who had taken her into her home and made her part of her own family. The fae was real to Aunty Jess. She believed in their healing powers. After all, how else could she explain all the strange things that had happened to her since she arrived here. 

She had no one anymore. She took a deep breathe. In the space of six months, she had lost her mother, sister, and toddler niece. It was more than she could bear let alone think about. And the hill was the only place that gave her peace. She didn’t understand it, but it was very real. That place had healing powers.

“Thanks aunty. This looks great. And I feel hungry.” She jumped up and went to the kitchen sink and soaped and scrubbed her hands. Drying them, she turned to Mrs Watson.

“I thought you might. You have every time you have come down from the hill. Now eat up.” 

Molly sat down and poured a cuppa. Just like home. Nothing like a strong black cup of liquid with healing properties. No tea bags here. Just the real thing. Tea also had its healing power over her. Remembering all her tea parties with her mum didn’t make her cry with pain anymore. It brought a smile to her face.

“I need to make a phone call but I wilna be long.” Mrs. Watson left the room and walked down the hall to the landline phone that was on the wall. She heard muffled words and a few minutes later she was back.

“Oh, Aunty Jess, this food is glorious.”

“That is high praise coming from you deary.”

Molly again grinned at Mrs Watson. I guess high praise it might be, but it was true. She loved her cooking but relished when someone else cooked for her. Being a chef had opened so many doors for her. Not being able to cook right now, hurt her. It was part of who she was. It made her feel more alone than she could say. Cooking made her feel alive. So right now, she was on the verge of being lost completely. But was sure the hill would not let that happen. She would cook again but she was intent to wait till another time and place. She needed to heal. Mrs Watson, aunty, could cook for her and keep her sane. 

***
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AFTER BREAKFAST, SHE made her way upstairs to her bedroom. Mrs. Watson had been in and cleaned up for her. She went to the desk and could see that she had not cleaned up her thoughts. The papers, diaries and photos were there just as she had left them last evening. Journaling was helping her to remember all the good her life had experienced. And to manage the not so good experiences. It was cathartic.

She took off her clothes and placed them in the laundry basket in the bathroom. She hopped into the shower. Here in the quiet and the steam of the bathroom, tears streamed down her face. She cried for her sister Skye and niece Flora. They had been killed on January twenty-third, 2020, in a car accident. 

This was fate. 

Skye would have hated being in lockdown in Melbourne. Poor Melbourne had been in lockdown so long through this crazy year of 2020. 

At least they went together. 

The tears continued to fall and the water from the shower covered her face.
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Who are You?
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Fairy Hill, July 1823

“I miss them both, Glenna. I know we have done the right thing. Me now, the laird and Duncan with Rachael. But I miss them.”

She watched as he ran his fingers through his hair. He loved to walk around the estate not wearing a hat. And she had to agree it was a beautiful day to be hatless. She too enjoyed the breeze through her curls.

“I do understand, Dair. You need a mate, someone who can share your troubles with.”

“Well, that is not going to happen. Is it? There is no one.” She watched him lower his head and examine his feet as they continued their climb up the hill. 

“Delia did have feelings for you.”

“But she could not wait any longer. I do not blame her. I kept her on a string for five years.”

“Actually, it was six.”

Alasdair looked at her. He was not amused even though she was right. He was questioning everything in his life and she, as his sister, could understand why he did. And she could pick his mood. He did not like to be corrected.

“Very well, six years. But it was right for her to go. I did not love her. Not real love. She needed romantic love. I could not give it to her.”

“Why? She did have love for you.”

“I know. And that is why I am glad she has gone home. I miss her company. But I did not love her in the romantic sense. She was like a sister to me. I think I might not be able to love anyone. Certainly not the kind of love Duncan has for Rachael. After watching their love bloom, I could see I lacked the ability. Perhaps being alone is my punishment for treating Rachael as I did.”

“That is ridiculous, and you know it.”

“I do not know anything anymore. I am questioning every aspect of my so-called life.”

***
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THEY CONTINUED TO MAKE their way to the top of Fairy Hill. They walked there nearly every day since Duncan had left. Glenna never expected Duncan to return but deep down she hoped both Duncan and Rachael would come back. They had not. They had chosen their life in the future. Now she wanted Alasdair to find his soulmate.

There seemed to be someone on the hill. Her heart was beating faster as she quickened her pace to the top. Who was there? A woman. Black flowing hair and a curved figure. But wearing the pants, jeans, Rachael called them, from the future. The woman turned around. She was beautiful. 

Alasdair grabbed her hand as they reached the top. He pulled her back behind him. 

He’s still trying to protect his little sister.

“Glenna, is that you?” the woman asked.

“Who are you?” Dair spoke roughly, more than he normally would.

“I’m Molly. Molly Grace. Glenna? You must be Alasdair. Rachael said you would be wary.”

“You know Rachael?” He took a step toward the strange lady.

“Yep. And Duncan and if I am right, Glenna too. Though I guess this is her past so she might not know me yet. This is so nuts.”

“Nuts. What have nuts got to do with it?”

Molly walked towards them.

“I am not aware of who you are.” It was true. She had never seen this woman before but her being on the hill made it possible that she was on the hill from the future. 

What were the fae up to?

Molly stopped in her tracks. “Whoa...I feel dizzy. Rachael said I might feel strange. She was right.” 

She started to slump toward the ground but before she reached it Alasdair caught the black-haired maiden and swooped her into his arms.

“She has fainted. Just like Rachael did when she came from the future. Let us take her home.” And he started heading down the path of the hill. He carried the lass as if she weighted nothing. 

What was going on?

Glenna looked around her. No sign of teal blue light or figures anywhere.

“What are you fae up to?” she asked the empty space around her.

***
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MOLLY KEPT HER EYES closed. She listened. Birds tweeting. Insects buzzing. The occasional sound of horse’s hooves on the gravel outside. She knew she was inside as she was enjoying the comfort of a bed beneath her. She had made it. She was in the past. Unless she was on her bed at Mrs Watson’s. But no. The sound of horse’s hooves dispensed with that theory. She opened her eyes slowly.

In front of her was a window, curtained in green velvet and in front of the window sat Glenna reading a book. Then she remembered. She was lightheaded. She must have passed out. They, Glenna, and the man she assumed was Glenna’s brother, Alasdair must have brought her back to the castle.

“I see you have woken.”

Molly pulled herself into a sitting position. Glenna got up and went to the door. She pulled on what looked like a bellpull. Would that really summon servants?

“Yes. It is so good to see you, Glenna.”

“Do I know you?”

“Well...yes. In the future. You and Rachael spent some time with me discussing...er well many things.”

“I see. That is strange as I have no intention of going to the future.”

“I know, but you will.” She lifted her hand to her head. “It really can give you a headache thinking about it, doesn’t it? This time travel stuff.”

“I would not know as I have not travelled through time.”

“Then you believe me?”

“I do, but because of what you are wearing, and your accent is similar to Rachael’s. And because I know the fae are behind this.”

“I know. I was so excited when I met Rachael. I’m Australian too.”

“Yes, I had assumed as much. But why are you here?”

“That is a long story. Can I share it with you and Alasdair together, please?”

“Of course.” She came back and sat in the chair as the door opened.

A big brass bathtub was brought in by two burly looking gentlemen dressed in black. A maid dashed forward and laid a thick blanket on the floor. The men placed the bathtub down on the blanket and left. A string of girls—maids—came in and placed hot water into the bathtub. Bucket full after bucket full. She could see the steam rise as the level in the bath rose.

“We will give you time to freshen up. You have slept for some hours. There will be a maid outside this door. I have brought you a dress to wear. We appear to be similar sizes.” Glenna indicated the dress draped over the chair. It was a beautiful forest green. She loved the colour.

“The maid will bring you down to the library when you are ready. We can have tea. I will have some food for you to eat also.”

“Thank you, Glenna, I won’t be long.”

“Take your time, Molly. You have plenty of it.”  She curtsied and turned and left the room.

***
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GLENNA CLOSED THE DOOR behind her and indicated to the maid, Lizzie, to wait at the closed door. This was not like when Rachael had arrived. This woman knew she had come back in time and needed no convincing, unlike when Rachael had arrived. They too knew she was from the future and so did not have to treat her like a spy. The king had been and gone again. 

Did this Molly really know her? Molly accepted her without question. That was also strange. And Alasdair had carried her all the way back to the castle, with a smile upon his face. He too had accepted that she was from the future where they knew their brother and Rachael had gone.

She made her way down to the library and found her brother sitting and awaiting her arrival.

“I take it Molly has woken?”

“Yes, and she is now bathing and will join us in the not-too-distant future.” She chuckled at herself as she made her way to the settee. 

“She is telling the truth.” It was a statement of fact, not a question. Her brother needed no convincing as to where she had come from.

“She would appear to be. She wants to tell us all about why she has come when we are together. She wants us to know as much as possible.”

“Do you believe her?”

“Yes brother. She is aware of her being in the past. Her face lights up at anything strange to her. Just as Rachael’s did when she came. I have no doubt. But I have many questions as to why she has come and her telling us she knows me. I have no intention to go to the future. It is so strange.”

“Do you want to go to the future?”

“No more than you. I just want to know Duncan and Rachael are safe. But I have no plans to go and find out what the future holds.”

“I then suggest we wait to hear what Molly has to say and discover why she has come.”

“Yes. I am sure she will tell us all.” She looked at Dair. He was accepting. Last time he had doubted everything, but he had changed. He had become a believer. She, however, was wondering what the fae were doing.

***
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SOAKING IN THE WATER and the atmosphere of the castle she knew in the future, was a relaxing pastime. She breathed in the fragrance of the lavender soap they had given to her to wash herself with. This whole experience was very civilised. She had not been sure what to expect. After all history had played very little in her past life. But now...

The maid helped her to dress and that was strange too. As was the lack of underwear. The maid, Lizzie, also helped her get her hair in order. Not just tied back but curled and pinned in the style of the early 1800’s. She would ask Glenna to confirm what year it was. For her own benefit. She was not the historian Rachael was. She just wanted to get the feel of this new old castle and the time she was in. Finally, she was ready and headed downstairs.

At the bottom of the stairs one of the footmen waited to escort her to the library. The maid, Lizzie, curtsied and headed back upstairs. She pulled the neckline up as this dress was very feminine. Strange clothes for a chef who usually wandered around in loose trousers and a chef’s jacket. The slippers were a perfect size. Rachael had told her they were not called shoes. Learning all these different names and ways to live could be an exciting pastime.

The footman opened the door to the library and announced her. 

“Miss Molly.”

She stepped into the room as Glenna and the man stood.

“Molly Grace. My name is Molly Grace.” But in her head the nursery rhyme was singing. Miss Molly had a dolly who was sick, sick, sick. She could hear her mother’s voice in her head.

She came over to Alasdair and took his hand and shook it.

He did not let go and stared into her eyes.

“You must be Alasdair.”

“I am.”

He paused but still did not let go of her hand. “I must say that Glenna’s dress looks very becoming on you.”

“Thank you. You are the sweet talker Rachael said you would be.” She pulled her hand out of his and went to stand next to Glenna.

His politeness disappeared. He became serious. 

Opps, she might have offended him. 

“Well, I suggest we sit down, and you explain to us how you know Rachael and my brother.” 

Sigh. Maybe she had said the wrong thing. 

“Come and sit with me.” Glenna indicated the settee where she could sit.

The servants came and placed the tea on a table nearby and served tea to all three of them. She was offered a cup and then had both sugar and milk in front of her.

“Thank you but I take mine black with none.”

She could sense Alasdair’s eyes wandering all over her. He was trying to make her out. She understood. A strange woman, with a strange accent, showing up out of nowhere. She planned to watch him too. Especially at his reactions as she told her story. She had no concern for Glenna, she would believe, but him?

She took a sip of her tea and began...
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Back in Aberlour
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Scotland, 2020

Molly dried herself and got into a clean pair of jeans, but instead of a T-shirt she put on a beautiful blue floral shirt that her mum had sent her for Christmas. Molly could feel her mum every time she put it on. It was like she was being hugged. She missed her mum and could not believe that she too had gone and left her all alone. She sat at the desk and looked at the framed photo of her.

Wanting to go home after the death of her sister and niece, she had called her mum. Rumours were already racing around the world about a virus. Mum wanted her to stay in Edinburgh and to keep working. They had agreed that her mum would come and visit her and maybe even stay until this bug was gone. But she had a cruise to go on first. And Mr. Right could be on the cruise. A cruise she had saved up for, for years. One that would be the death of her.

Molly and her mum, Carina, would talk for hours. A memory she would hold close to her heart. The tears began to fall again. Her mum was beautiful, even at fifty-five, there was no doubting her beauty. Her black hair, with the odd strand of grey, long and surrounding her smiling face. She had her mother’s hair. Her mum’s smile would capture all around her. As would her sky-blue eyes. She had her mum’s eyes too. She absorbed all in the photo. It had been taken at Christmas just gone before the deaths of Skye and Flora. Her father, Sen, had walked out on them when she was only three and Skye was five. She never heard from him again. And right now, she had no desire to see him even though she was alone. She had no memory of him. Sen Kalen, a Scot, who she knew nothing about.

There was a knock at the door. 

“Come in, aunty.” Molly called.

“Molly dear. Come and have some more tea. I have two friends I would like you to meet.”

“No problem, aunty. I will be right down.” 

Mrs Watson closed the door.

Molly cleaned her nose and dried the last of her tears. She grabbed a few more tissues and stuck them in her pocket. She brushed her hair then she went downstairs.

***
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MRS WATSON HAD NOT had any visitors since she came to stay. COVID-19 had seen to that. She had come for a week’s stay at Aberlour. She had picked the village as she wanted to try the whisky, famous from here. ‘Aberlour’, the sixteen-year-old was quite a treat. Then lockdown hit.

She came into the lounge and two young ladies stood as she entered. They were wearing face masks as she was. Meeting people was so strange. You saw their eyes but really nothing else. Were they smiling? She could not tell even if she wanted to. But there was a sense that pervaded the room. Friendship. That could be down to it being Mrs Watson’s home. But it felt good.

“Molly Grace, I am so delighted to meet you. I am Rachael Murray, and this is my sister-in-law, Glenna.”

Molly came over and was about the shake their hand when she said, “Sorry, force of habit.” She gave them a gentle wave.

“Would you mind if I take off the mask? I would like you to see our faces. And we can keep the required distance from each other.”

“It’s okay by me.”

Everyone slipped off their masks. 

Mrs. Watson went over to the window and opened it. “Just to let the air move around you girls.”

Rachael was smiling sweetly at her, but Glenna had a look of shock on her face. But she could not determine why. Glenna looked at Rachael and then back at her.

“Now, sit down girls and get to know each other while I get the pot of tea.” Mrs. Watson retreated to the kitchen.

“Murray. Are you from the manor?”

“Sort of. We live in the stone house on the edge of the estate. I am married to Duncan Murray.”

“Oh, I think I know him. I saw him driving around in that big black Land Rover. He is very tall, isn’t he?”

“Yes, that’s him. Yes, he’s tall and he loves that black beast.”

“You must love living in this neck of the woods. But do I detect an Aussie accent?”

“Yes, you do. I came from Dubbo in NSW. Where are you from?”

“Melbourne.”

“I bet you are glad not to be there at the moment?”

“Yes and no.”

“Aunty Jess has told us about your family. Your sister and niece died in a car accident—I believe?”

“Yes unfortunately.” Molly lowered her head and looked at her feet. But she held the tears at bay. She took in a deep breath.

“And your mum from COVID?”

“Yep. She was on the Ruby Princess when it docked in Sydney.” She took another deep breath.
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