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I wrapped my arms around my waist and leaned forward, trying to control my nausea as the plane shuddered and jerked. The pilot put out a hand to steady me, and then quickly moved it back to the controls. 

“My God, Meg!” he said. “What just happened? We should be dead on that mountain! Now, I can’t raise anyone on the radio—nothing but static—and I’m flying by the seat of my pants here. The electronics are good, but what I can see of the terrain looks totally wrong. I don’t understand it!”

“Just put her down if you can, Marty,” I said. “We can figure out what’s going on when we land.”

“Put her down? Where!” And then he screeched. The trees he’d been flying over gave way to a heavy sea, rolling beneath us.

“Jesus Christ!” Marty circled the plane back towards land. 

I said nothing, just looked out the window at the country below, my chin in my hand. The fog was not as thick now, but it limited visibility to a quarter-mile. There were no houses or towns in sight and the land appeared rocky all the way down to the shoreline. 

“Where in the hell are we?” Marty said. 

As we were supposed to be flying over the mountains of Oregon right now, I could understand his bewilderment. I swallowed hard. The environment, if not the land itself, looked familiar to me. 

The Middle Ages ... again. 

I decided this fact wouldn’t comfort Marty in the slightest. 

“Fly south, Marty,” I said, after he circled the plane for a third time. 

I could make out the sun, trying to shine through the fog. It sat very high in the sky and made me think we were in the same late summer we’d left in Oregon, temporally anyway. Wild-eyed, Marty turned the plane as I had asked. We flew on, unspeaking. The land rolled away below us. The rocky coastline gave way to a hilly, grass-covered terrain, interspersed with stands of trees. Everything was beautifully green. The patches of ground we could see didn’t include a city.

“We’re going to run out of fuel soon,” Marty said, his voice so quiet I almost couldn’t hear him over the drone of the plane. “When that happens, what do you propose we do?”

I sighed. “Just put her down. Find a field. Hopefully people live among these trees, though I don’t see any smoke.” 

“Smoke,” Marty said. “I gather I’m not looking to follow the power lines?”

“I’m afraid there won’t be any power lines.” 

“You do know where we are,” Marty said. “What’s going on here?”

I turned to look at him. “This has happened to me before,” I said, enunciating as clearly as I could. “I can’t explain it, but I’m afraid we’ve been displaced in space and time, to a world not our own.”

Marty scoffed his disbelief. “You’re kidding me!” Then, he looked through the windscreen at the pristine landscape over which we were flying. “You aren’t kidding me?”

I shook my head, no happier with this new reality than Marty, but I’d come to terms with the possibility of it long ago. “Sixteen years ago, I lived in thirteenth century Wales for close to a year. I fear that we’re back again, though whether in the same country or a different one, hundreds of years earlier or later, I don’t know.”

Marty gripped the yoke so hard his knuckles turned white. Just then, the fog thinned, revealing a small lake with a clearing next to it that looked like it could be a possible landing site. Without another word, Marty circled the little plane, lowering it to the ground as he did so. With only a few bumps in the grassy clearing, he landed and brought the plane to a halt. With a twist of his wrist, he turned off the engine, and we were quiet.

“I think I saw power lines to the north, just as we landed,” he said.

“No, Marty. You didn’t.”

“I did. I know it.”

I chose not to wait for further recriminations or questions I wasn’t ready to answer, and wrenched the door handle. Pushing it open, I hopped out and hauled my backpack from the seat behind me. The lake lay a few yards to my right and was as clear as any I’d ever seen. Grasses grew almost to the water’s edge, and wildflowers covered the hills around us. I took in a deep breath and gazed up at the sky, now as clear as the air I breathed. The fog was gone. And what did that fog represent? The fog of confusion? The mists of time? I had no answers for Marty.

Before we landed, I too had noticed something in the distance that looked manmade, though not power lines. Hoping to spot it again, I shouldered my pack and took off at a brisk walk, following the south side of the lake. After fifty yards or so, I angled away from the lake and headed up a small hill that formed the south side of the little valley. Another ten minutes of hard walking brought me to the top. I stopped and turned to look back at the plane, with Marty still seated inside. Then I gazed in the opposite direction, and my heart skipped a beat. A long, stone wall stretched from east to west in front of me. 

Dear God, it’s Hadrian’s wall. 

I sagged to my knees. This was too much. It was bad enough to be in the Middle Ages again, but worse to find myself so far from Wales. I would have to cross miles of open country to reach Llywelyn, if he still lived in this world. Even if he’d changed the future as I’d urged, Llywelyn still might not have survived Cilmeri. The thought terrified me, and hysterical laughter bubbled up in my throat. I tried hard never to think of him as a person, a human being whom I loved. I’d spent the last sixteen years studying his world, all the while pretending to know much less of him than I really did.

My time with Llywelyn had taken on the quality of a dream. If not for the very real existence of David, I could have told myself my journey to his time had never happened. 

That first meeting with Llywelyn occurred shortly after my husband’s funeral. I lost control of my Honda Civic on a country road in the middle of winter, with Anna in the back seat. The road had been slippery, and as I came to a stop sign, at the very place my husband had died, the car skidded sideways. Instead of hitting the hill that rose up beside the road, the car slid through it and into a marsh beside Criccieth Castle. I hit my head and had no memories until after Llywelyn rescued us. 

I had been returned to my time at the moment of David’s birth. He was Llywelyn’s longed-for son, the one who would have ruled after him, had fate treated us differently. Anna had woken in the night and I had taken her to the toilet. I’d been squatting in front of her as she sat on the seat, her head resting on my shoulder, when my water broke. I gasped, and Anna gasped, and we were gone. We found ourselves in the grass outside my mother’s house. 

When my mother died a few years ago, I’d lost the one person who knew the truth about my life. I had always meant to tell David about his father, but it seemed needlessly cruel to fill him with stories about the other world in which he’d been conceived, but would never see. It would have made it impossible for him to fit into the twenty-first century. 

With a flood of emotion, I realized that now I might be able to tell Llywelyn about his son—and just knowing that David existed, somewhere, might make a difference to him. 

Too, it helped that I hadn’t left Anna and David behind in the twenty-first century. Whatever the police investigators said, I didn’t believe they were dead or runaways, which is what the police assumed. It was too coincidental that they should vanish just as I had, very near to the place where I’d gone to Wales. I clung to the belief that they were still alive, but displaced to another world—like I was yet again. At the same time, if I dwelt on the idea at all, it terrified me not to know where they were. What if they made their way home again and found me gone? My little girl ... my wonderful son ... please, God, take care of them. 

With these thoughts spinning in my head, I said a prayer for my mother, and for Llywelyn, and for my children, wherever they were, and stared out at the medieval landscape in front of me. 

Thinking that it was time to talk to Marty, I turned around to head back to the plane and was astonished to see it rolling steadily across the grass. For half a second, I watched it dumbly. Surely, Marty wasn’t going to take off and leave me here? Where exactly did he think he was going to go? Yet, I knew the answer without having to ask: to find his mythical power lines.

I shouted, though he couldn’t hear me over the plane’s engine, and then took off at a run down the hill. I had climbed too far, however, and I was only halfway down the slope when his front wheels lifted off the grass. Five seconds later, he was fifteen feet above the ground—then thirty—then one hundred. He circled the little plane around the lake and even had the gall to tilt his wings to wave at me, before heading north. I watched the plane’s white tail until it disappeared. 

* * * * *
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“This is just terrific.” I kicked a rock with my boot. “Stuck in the Middle Ages again! No proper clothing. No money. No food. In the middle of nowhere!” 

I shouted my frustration to the sky as I paced beside Hadrian’s Wall. I needed a plan, and I needed it fast. At least it wasn’t the middle of winter, so surviving alone in the open wasn’t a problem. At least I hadn’t landed in a packed church and been branded a witch. These were definite pluses. 

In addition, I was no longer the ignorant girl I’d been when Llywelyn rescued me. In the subsequent years since my return to the modern world, I had raised my children with the help of my mother. I’d gotten myself back into college and eventually to graduate school. I had a Ph.D. in history, specializing (not surprisingly) in thirteenth century Wales. The last chapters of my dissertation, in fact, described what Wales might have done to avoid being conquered so completely by England. My dissertation committee hadn’t liked that part of course—too speculative—but truth be told, that was where most of my energies had gone, and my interest had lain. If Llywelyn survived Cilmeri, I needed to get back to him. My whole being vibrated with the urgency of it.

Marty, in an apparent fit of remorse, had thrown my duffel bag out of the plane right before he took off. I had hauled it up the hill to my present location beside the Wall. I knelt in the grass to unzip both the duffel and the backpack to take inventory, and heaved a sigh at what I saw. I wasn’t entirely without resources. 

I had three or four changes of clothes, appropriate for summer wear; my makeup, manicure kit, and shampoo; a laptop computer with approximately four hours of battery life, assorted pens and paper, and my wallet; a small first aid kit in a metal tin; one package of M&M’s; two maxi-pads; a comb; various assorted hair accessories; three paper clips; two safety pins; my cell phone; and a water bottle. 
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