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‘How about a trip to Liverpool, Scarlett?’ says my yummy husband, Gabriel.

‘Fab idea. I’d love to visit Mum and Dad.’ 

‘Erm, you can’t – not this time.’

‘Why not?’

‘Well, you could perhaps see them – but they’d be in infant or primary school. Our mission is 1960s Liverpool.’

I groan. ‘Not another time-travel trip. We agreed no more.’

‘I know.’

‘Then, why?’

‘We need to save someone from hanging.’

I bury my head in my hands. ‘Pour me a good slug of vino and tell me.’

As he pours Merlot, I reflect I can’t bear another time-travel foray.

Since we met in May last year, we’ve been on two missions to the past. The first to 1976 to rescue a renowned Indian guru about to be swapped with an imposter. The second to the 1940s and 1950s to save a trapped ghost. It was the guru’s mystical powers which gave us the means to travel through time.

Sounds crazy? Tell me about it.

Before I met Gabriel, my existence was duller than the proverbial ditch water, and I wouldn’t change my new life and new husband for the world.

We live in a gorgeous house, Wisteria Villa in Lower Coffin, Surrey, and have an events business called Beauty and the Feast. We plan weddings with the occasional birthday party thrown in.

Last month we catered a funeral with an Addams Family theme. The widow was dressed as Morticia and her children as Wednesday and Pugsley. However, I was a bit suspicious about a devilishly handsome Gomez – a ‘close family friend’ who seemed very close to the glamorous widow. 

After our last time-travel trip, we agreed no more. The journeys were fun but scary. Each time, I worried I’d be trapped in the past.

I take a glug of wine, settle back onto the sofa and say, ‘Spill.’

Gabriel crosses his long legs and leans towards me. His male muskiness, with a side of sandalwood, makes my heart race. I adore him and don’t want to lose what we have. As I focus on his beautiful mouth, imagining it on mine, he says, ‘We leave tomorrow,’ and I want to run away, but bite my tongue and listen.

‘Harry wants us to make this trip, Scarlett, and promises it will be the last.’

Harry is our rescued Indian guru, once called Govinda. When we brought him back to the present day, he remodelled himself as Harry Charmer and has quite the following: Charmer by name, charmer by nature – but not this time.

‘Why doesn’t he go?’ I snap.

‘He said you’d want to.’

I plonk my glass on the coffee table and fold my arms. ‘I won’t go, so Harry’s wrong for once.’

Gabriel strokes my face. ‘He may not be wrong. It’s about your Aunt Edna.’

I gulp. Aunt Edna, Mum’s older sister, has been in a psychiatric hospital since she was sixteen. In 1964, she fell into a deep depression after her boyfriend left her. The doctors tried everything, but she remained in the deep doldrums, catatonic with misery.

I adore Harry but detest the idea of another time-travel journey. Although on the two occasions I visited Aunt Edna, my heart broke at the sight of her blank eyes and sad, down-turned mouth. Perhaps I should help. A thought occurs. ‘How does Harry know about my aunt? I never told him.’

‘He’ll tell you tomorrow as he’s coming for breakfast. Meanwhile, time for bed.’

Judging by the passion in his sexy eyes, he has no intention of sleeping (yet), and I follow him eagerly up the wooden hill to romantic paradise.

After our passionate bed dance, he falls asleep, and I lie awake worrying.

I’ll say no to Harry, whatever the reason. I love life with Gabriel and don’t want to risk my happiness, so precious after six miserable years engaged to Peregrine Pratt. His surname sums him up – enough said. 

I imagine 1960s Liverpool, which Mum still raves about, and I could visit the Cavern and see The Beatles live. Wow! Perhaps it won’t be too bad. Imagining myself with George Harrison, I close my eyes.

George kisses me. Delicious. But Gabriel’s voice says, ‘Hurry and get dressed, Scarlett – Harry is downstairs.’

How can it be morning already? Damn, I want a bath and Harry wouldn’t mind if I dawdle. But people, myself included, want to please him. Besides, I adore his twinkly, happy presence. Anxieties, worries and health niggles fly away amidst his aura, and the effect lasts ages. If I could bottle Harry’s joyful essence, I would be a zillionaire within months.

That horrid pharmaceutical company, Mutagenics, peddling its Frankenstein ‘cures’ wouldn’t stand a chance.

Anyone who thinks Indian gurus live on lentils and fruit can think again. As I reach the kitchen, Harry is slathering an almond croissant with Brittany butter thick with sea salt. A man after my own heart. Before we rescued him from 1976, his disciples fed him endless grapes and he never wanted to see another – grape, not disciple.

‘I’m fruited out,’ he said.

However, he is now partial to the occasional juicy mango. Who isn’t? I love to eat them in the bath with Gabriel. When the juice runs down my chin and onto my...

‘Good morning, Scarlett.’ Harry interrupts my erotic daydream. 

‘Hello. I dig your floral shirt, although it’s so bright I need sunglasses.’

‘It’s a 1970s Jeff Banks from Yesteryear of Knightsbridge. I love the orange background with pink flowers.’

I giggle.

‘What’s funny?’ he says.

‘Soon after you arrived in the present day, you swapped your long robes for sleek Savile Row suits, and now you’re all rich hippy.’

‘I am a rich hippy.’

Amused, I plop onto a pine chair and pour a coffee from the cafetiere. ‘True gurus aren’t into money.’ I’m comfortable teasing this popular man who commands thousands of pounds for private meditation instruction.

As most people can’t afford that astronomical fee of which twenty per cent goes to Barkers Dogs’ Home, he also runs weekly courses – at two hundred pounds a person, twenty pounds for the unemployed. From experience, Harry reckons people are more likely to stick with the practice if they pay.

Pity that philosophy didn’t work with my wasted gym memberships. And let’s not discuss my expensive exercise bike, now a clothes horse. ‘Thought you had a course today,’ I say.

‘Postponed until next week as something important came up. I visited your mum yesterday.’

Harry loves Mum – most people do. She’s such a happy soul. ‘Was she her usual cheerful self?’ I expect an affirmative answer.

‘Quite the reverse. It’s about your Aunt Edna.’

‘What’s the problem?’

I hold my breath.

‘She’s dead.’

I drop my coffee cup, which was thankfully empty. I barely knew my aunt, but tears prickle my eyes. 

‘But you can save her, Scarlett.’

I’m used to crazy stuff around Harry, but this takes the biscuit or the almond croissant.

‘How can I save her if she’s dead?’

Harry strokes his bushy beard. That’s another thing – he’s dumped the clean-shaven look and returned to his hirsute roots. ‘Your mum never knew why her sister went crazy, but this letter explains it all.’ Harry pulls an envelope from his psychedelic rucksack. ‘Your aunt wrote it a few weeks ago and lodged it with the hospital for release upon her death.’

Numerous thoughts compete for my attention. The winner falls from my mouth. ‘Why did Mum tell you before me?’

‘Because I was with her when the hospital’s dean arrived on her doorstep with the sad news.’

Throat tight, I say, ‘Why hasn’t Mum phoned me?’ 

‘Because she’s in shock due to this.’ Harry hands me an envelope.

With shaking hands, I pull out several pieces of notepaper covered in spidery scrawl.

Actually, it resembles my handwriting. 
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To my darling little sister,

I never told you the truth about my madness. But I wasn’t mad – just crazy with guilt. In May 1964, I was babysitting you while Mum was at the wash house. We were playing school with your dolls and teddies when there was a knock at the front door. I told you to read to the pupils while I answered.

On the front step was a handsome boy with cobalt-blue eyes fringed with dark lashes, his angelic face framed in thick black curls. He was so beautiful, I nearly fainted. All the best features of all the heroes in my beloved romantic novels had melded into this one divine vision.

He was a gipsy selling household goods. I had some empty-bottle money I’d been saving for a dress, but I handed it to the beautiful boy in exchange for thirty wooden pegs. As he took the money, our eyes met, and my heart turned to liquid. I twigged he felt the same when he said, ‘Meet me outside Princes Park at seven this evening?’

Without stopping to think, I nodded.

I worried Mum and Dad would go mad if they knew I was courting a gipsy and couldn’t bear the idea of anyone prohibiting our relationship. So, every time I saw Jimmy, I told Mum I was at a friend’s house.

Jimmy and I spent many evenings walking hand-in-hand around the streets of Liverpool. There were never gaps in the conversation except when we found a quiet alley to snog in, unseen by passers-by.

After two weeks of bliss, Jimmy said he was moving on with his family but vowed to return at the same time next year. We were heartbroken but planned a final special evening together – a meal followed by the pictures two days before his family’s departure.

As I removed my curlers, Mum said I must stay home to babysit you as she was doing overtime. Worried I’d have to cancel my last night with Jimmy, I lied and said I’d promised to help Gillian Evans with her homework. Mum was scared of Mrs Evans and didn’t dare risk her wrath, so paid someone to babysit you.

In the Cameo cinema, Jimmy and I were kissing in the back row, when I heard a bang which I thought was part of the film.

But a nearby woman shouted, ‘Someone’s been shot.’

My first thought was, Oh, no, I can’t be involved in this drama – if Mum discovers I’m not with Gillian Evans she’ll go mad.

Jimmy was on the same wavelength as he motioned to a nearby exit with his eyes and whispered, ‘Get out of here.’

I moved on my belly to the exit sign, out the side entrance, onto the street, thinking Jimmy was behind me. But I was alone and didn’t dare return to the cinema. 

In bed, racked with guilt, I hoped Jimmy was safe.

No.

Jimmy was the accused, and the awfulness was all over the newspapers. My beloved was in prison awaiting trial. After three days, my guilt was a knife to my stomach. I would tell Mum.

I found her in the parlour reading the newspaper. ‘Mum,’ I began.

She lowered the Wavertree Echo, her face sad. ‘Some lad, accused of the murder in the Cameo cinema, hung himself in his cell last night. Look at his picture, Edna. He was a beauty.’

Catatonic with guilt and grief, I didn’t speak for ten years. When I finally croaked a few words, I told Mum, Dad, and the doctors I was upset because a boy I fancied moved away. To heaven, I hoped but didn’t tell anyone that.

Not until this letter, written after a doctor gave me weeks to live.

Please don’t be sad, little sister.

The world is well rid of me.

Edna.

––––––––
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I put the letter on the table and pick up my phone. ‘Must call Mum.’

Gently, Harry takes the Samsung from my hand. ‘Let her grieve. Besides, she’s gone to the wilds of Wales for a few weeks and left her phone behind. She wants to be alone.’

My parents have a caravan in Anglesey and often go there without laptops and phones to escape modern life. But I feel so sorry for Mum.

A snag hits me. ‘But the funeral.’

‘Your aunt left her body to medical science.’

‘I see.’ It’s all so sad and final. ‘Harry, how will a trip back in time help?’

He butters another croissant. How does he stay so skinny?

‘You ask pedestrian questions sometimes, dear. There is no such thing as time.’

‘Ha! If I’d said that to my teachers whenever I was late for class, I’d still be in detention.’

Harry smiles. ‘Forget your narrow concept of time. I summoned Guru Tulsi last night, and he consulted the akashic records and confirmed Jimmy was innocent of the alleged crime.’

Here we go again. Guru Tulsi is Harry’s dead master – now an avatar Harry often summons. And the akashic records hold the truth of past, present and what would and could have been. It bends my mind.

‘Go on,’ I say warily.

‘Harry takes a dainty sip of coffee. ‘You must visit 1964 and ensure the real criminal is arrested. And Edna will be free to marry her gipsy, as fate intended.’

He makes it sound as easy as nipping to the corner shop for a carton of milk. ‘How will I accomplish this impossible task, oh, wise one?’

‘If your aunt hadn’t escaped the crime scene, she’d have defended Jimmy, and the real perpetrator would have been arrested, tried and found guilty.’

‘And if I don’t prevent Aunt Edna from leaving the cinema?’

Harry thinks I’m Wonder Woman, although I wouldn’t mind looking like Linda Carter in her heyday. I imagine myself in boots, leotard, and cape, repelling criminals with my magic bracelets of submission. 

‘A chance we must take,’ says Harry. ‘But all should go to plan.’

Should? I dare ask the big question. ‘Why me?’ 

‘Search your heart. You want to go.’

Sadly, my intuition says he’s right. ‘What happens if all goes to plan?’

Harry purses his lips. ‘The murderer is tried and found guilty, but I don’t know his sentence. If you change time to right a wrong, your Aunt Edna marries her gipsy.’

‘And would Aunt Edna still be dead now?’

Harry shakes his head. ‘No. She would die of old age when she’s ninety-nine provided you go back and save her, but you must leave today.’

I gulp. ‘Is there a chance the plan won’t work?’

‘Guru Tulsi only sees what has happened and what could happen if wrongs are righted. There are no guarantees.’
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