It is not that I belong to the past,

but the past that belongs to me.

                                                               Mary Antin

God answers sharp and sudden on some prayers,

And thrusts the thing we have prayed for in our face,

A gauntlet with a gift in “it.”

                                                              Elizabeth Barrett Browning

Prologue

May, 1918
      Hope smoothed over her shattered heart. 

      Jenna hurried through the meadow and down the road, sweeping past her first glimpse of Halifax in spring.  She’d savor the rolling hills of green and spring’s colorful display of flowers, after she found him.

     She pushed her legs to move quicker, promising her aching feet a long soak when she finally reached Daniel. Nothing would ruin her celebration today.   

     Her fingers combed through the length of her chestnut-colored hair, shaking off her lingering anguish. Only the depths of her emerald green eyes revealed the true turmoil her heart endured these past few weeks. 

     Imagine if she had agreed with her grandparents’ advice to move on with her life, then she would have never found the plaque that led her back here.

     She hugged herself, dreaming of how good it would be in Daniel’s arms again.  He was her life, her love.  Soon, she would be Mrs. Daniel MacKenzie!

     She could hardly contain her excitement when the boarding house came into view.  She ran up the steps, ready to burst into the house, shout to everyone that she was back! 

     Until she came to her senses and lifted her hand to knock on the door. It wouldn’t be right to give poor Mrs. Sweeney a heart attack with her sudden appearance.  She tried to remain calm while waiting for the door to open even though every cell on her body wanted to sing with joy.

     Her heart sank when a woman other than Mrs. Sweeney answered the door.  She was much smaller than Mrs. Sweeney with a long pointed nose and two dark eyes that seemed to sit much too closely on a narrow face. 

      For the first time, she wondered how long she had been away.  She even leaned back and glanced at the front of the house to make certain that in her excitement to arrive, she had gone to the wrong house.

     “So, what do ya want?” the stranger snapped out impatiently.

     “I was looking for Mrs. Sweeney.  Is she home?” Jenna asked.

     “Mrs. Sweeney don’t live here no more.” She stepped back to close the door in Jenna’s face.

     Jenna’s hand came up quickly to stop her. “Is Daniel MacKenzie here then?” 

     Her beady eyes narrowed, looking her over suspiciously. “Who did ya say ya were?”

     “I didn’t.” 

     “Well, if I don’t know who ya are,” she stated, placing her hands on her hips, “then I’m not about to be givin’ ya information, am I now?” She shrugged and leaned back to close the door again.

     “I’m Jenna Dowery.  Daniel knows me.  Could you just tell me where he is?”  

     “I’ve never heard him mention yer name.”  She waved a hand in the air, her irritation apparent. “Off with ya, he mentioned something about the ice cream parlor on Barrington Street this morn.”

     “Thank you,” Jenna replied, but not before the woman slammed the door shut.  Not a very friendly woman, Jenna thought to herself.  Who was she and where was Mrs. Sweeney?

     She hurried down to Barrington Street, walking so quickly that she didn’t notice her youthful grandmother until she was right in front of her.

     “Jenna, ‘tis ye.  Ye’re here!  Where have ye been keepin’ yourself?  We’ve all been worried sick about ye, especially Daniel!  He even put an ad in all the newspapers, looking for you!  Listen to me carrying on, not even givin’ you a chance to get in a word, am I now?  Whatever are ye wearin’?” she asked, her voice bubbling with excitement.  

     “Maggie, I’ll explain it all to you later.  Right now, I need to find Daniel.” 

     “Well, ye’re goin’ in the right direction.  I just saw him outside of the ice cream parlor down the street.”  

     Jenna gave her a quick hug and hurried past.  “Thanks Maggie!” 

     In her rush, she bumped into a man whose face looked strangely familiar.  He tipped his hat in greeting which made her feel uneasy almost frightened. After she passed by him, she glanced back over her shoulder only to find him doing the same, his strange eyes piercing the short distance between them.  He had done nothing but look back at her, but it was enough to make her quicken her stride down the street and away from him.

     As she approached the ice cream parlor, she noticed Daniel standing on the sidewalk in front of it.  Her heart rejoiced at the sight of him. Precious memories of the time they spent together came flooding back. Her eyes welled up with tears, never thinking that it would be possible to see him again.

      He stood with his back to her, his face half hidden in shadow but she knew it was Daniel.  The faded blue shirt he wore stretched tightly across his large muscular frame as he bent over to listen to the little boy beside him.  He stooped low to the boy’s eye level, saying something to him too soft for her to hear.  His hand ruffling the small boy’s hair, a sandy brown color, that matched his own.

     She took a step toward him, pausing for a moment when a woman stepped out of the parlor to join the two of them on the sidewalk.  Her eyes watched in horror as Daniel’s arm encircled the woman’s shoulder as if …..  

     Her hand flew to her mouth when she recognized the woman to be none other than Christina Griffin.  It looked like she finally dug her sharp little claws into him.

     At the sound of her gasp, Christina turned and stared at her open-mouthed.  Daniel followed Christina’s lead, his eyes meeting hers for one split second, before Jenna tore her eyes away and ran blindly down the street.  

     Her hand clutched her chest, trying to ease the stabbing pain.  She shoved, bumped and shouldered people out of the way, as she ran down the street, desperate to get as far away from Daniel MacKenzie as possible.  Her tears blinding the path along the way.

     It wasn’t long before she felt a strong hand grip her shoulder, stopping her in her tracks.  She knew before she turned that it was Daniel.

     Lashing out the only way she knew how, she stated in a choked voice,  “How long did it take for you to slip into Christina’s waiting arms?”  She spoke again before he had the chance to answer.  “No, don’t bother to answer, I don’t want your lies. I was a fool to believe anything you said!”

     She stood stone-faced, her arms tightly crossed against her body. Angry tears rolled down her face that she brushed away quickly, furiously.  His hands gripped her arms, holding her still for his appraisal.  Slowly, his eyes raked over her body while she struggled to break free from his hold.  

     Out of the corner of her eye, she noticed people beginning to look in their direction, but she ignored them and held fast to her thin line of composure.

     His voice cold and hard, laced with contempt when he asked, “Aye, ye seem no worse fer wear, do ye now, Jenna Dowery?  I’d be askin’ what business it ‘tis of yers to even think ye have the right to ask that of me?  Ye think ye can jus stroll back into my life as if these past few months never occurred!”  His voice rose in anger when he exclaimed, “Months, where I grieved ye as if ye were dead!”

     When she gave no reaction, he tightened his grip on her shoulders and shook her in frustration.  “I’d be askin’ if ye didn’t jus rise from the ground, where the hell have ye been all these months!?” 

     The man didn’t deserve the satisfaction of an answer, even if she had one to give, which she did not.  He deserved nothing so she would give him nothing she vowed as he dragged her down the dirt-encrusted road. 

     Two police officers stopped alongside them and jumped out of their carriage onto the sidewalk.  They pulled Daniel’s hands off her and held him at arm’s length from her.

     She breathed a sigh of relief at her release and was just about to tell Daniel exactly what she thought of him when he spoke before her.  She could see that Daniel’s temper jumped up a notch when he took one look at the hands holding onto him.

     “’Tis private business I’ve to settle with the lass,” he bit out coldly to the officers’ questioning faces.

     “Are you Jenna Dowery?” the police officer asked.

     “Yes, I am.” 

     “Then I’m afraid you’re under arrest, Miss.”

     An uneasy feeling slithered down her back. “On what charges, sir?”

     “Espionage,” the police officer answered.

     Her eyes flew to Daniel.  He had set her up, she thought, as a cold hard knot formed in the pit of her stomach tightening painfully with the extent of his betrayal.

     After her hands were tightly cuffed, she was roughly ushered into a nearby carriage.  Daniel stood stiffly by on the sidewalk, his face blank of emotion, a complete stranger to her. 

     She should have known the man was a jackal from the first time she had met him.  If she had trusted her first instincts and stayed as far away from him as possible, she would never be in the position she was today.  

     Her relationship with her grandfather had been too new and fragile, and she only wanted to help ease his guilt by locating his good friend Daniel MacKenzie.

     It all seemed so long ago, but she remembered every minute of that first meeting with Daniel….    

Blossoms are scattered by the wind and the wind cares nothing,

but the blossoms of the heart no wind can touch.

                                                                  Yoshida Kenko, 1330

Chapter One

November, 1988

      Jenna exhaled a shaky breath, praying the first decision she made on her own wasn’t one she would regret.  

     After her father’s funeral, she realized how coddled her life had been with her parents. She managed to turn eighteen years old with no idea of how to write a personal check, drive a car, or boil an egg for that matter. Her father handled all her financial concerns right up to his death, Simon chauffered her anywhere she wished to go and Betty had been cooking her meals since she was a little girl.  

     She adjusted the strap on her slingback leather pumps, careful not to ruin her perfectly manicured nails. Her hand smoothed down her soft brown cashmere slacks and adjusted the collar on her black silk-knit turtleneck, reminding herself that she was not here to impress her grandparents, only to find answers to her many questions.  Answers that only they could give her. 

      The tiny cottage before her stood tall and quietly serene amid the early morning mist.  Warm yellow light splashed from within onto soft green shutters framed against walls of pale white. Elaborately carved white trims hung from pointed gables. Leafy green vines twirled up trellises along the front of the house in spite of the frigid air.

     In contrast to the crisp clean lines of the estate, she had just left.  In her mind, she pictured her country home, the tall white pillars standing proudly before the cream-colored brick building.  She’d never describe the residence she grew up in as warm. The word dignified comes to mind. Every corner of the house personally designed by her mother’s interior decorator.  Even the sheets on her bed meticulously embroidered with her initials, the color matching the décor of her room at the time. 

     She shook off the image to concentrate on the home in front of her.     

     An old woman stood at the window of the front door as if expecting her arrival.  She was a good-looking woman with faded brown hair lightly graying at the temples. She smiled warmly as Jenna approached the door.

     When she was within a few feet of the entrance, the older woman’s smile faded, and her face drained of color.  Her bright green eyes, mirroring her own, filled with liquid, making her feel increasingly uneasy.

     “’Tis ye!  ‘Tis really, truly ye.  Angus told me ye’d come, but I didn’t believe him.  ‘Tis many years long forgotten,” she said, her voice soft with surprise.  “Come in, come in,” she urged, wiping her eyes with the corner of her apron tied neatly around her dress.

     Jenna stood awkwardly by the door.  The older woman pulled her inside and into her arms, hugging her tightly.  “I’ve missed ye so, my dear little Jenna,” she whispered softly into her ear.  

     Jenna tried to reciprocate the hug and the feelings, but it wasn’t within her to do.  Her father’s actions kept her from being anything more than polite.  Her grandmother didn’t seem to notice, holding her tightly within her arms. The scent of lavender and sweet cream tickled her senses.  This was what she would expect a grandmother to feel and smell like.  If only she had grown up with her.  Now, instead of embracing like strangers, she would have found comfort in her arms, especially since they were the only family she had left.

     An elderly man walked into the room, leaning heavily on an elaborately carved wooden cane. “Maggie, who’s at the door?” 

    His eyes rounded in shock when he turned toward her.  Thin, feeble hands grabbed hold of a nearby chair for support when his long legs wobbled beneath him. He continued to stare at her as if she was an apparition.

     She expected to hate the sight of her grandfather.  Yet, she couldn’t seem to conjur up the emotion when she looked at him. Her eyes noted a tall frame, frail with age, a headful of pure white hair encircling a face permanently furrowed in deep lines of sorrow. His gnarled hands clutching the chair before him. 

      Her grandmother’s hand beckoned him over. “Yes, Angus, ‘tis her.”  

     “What took ye so long, Jenna McLeod?” her grandfather asked, his voice hoarse with emotion.  His Scottish accent more pronounced than her grandmother.

     “My last name is Dowery, or did you conveniently forget that as well as me over the years?” she accused.  He winced at the harshness of her words, making her want to take them all back, but she couldn’t.  She needed answers.

     “Jenna McLeod Dowery, of course.  How is yer da these days?” he asked once he recovered from his shock.

     “My father died last week, thank you for asking,” she flatly stated.

     Her grandmother’s voice filled with trepidation. “Yer mother, how does she fare?”

     This time Jenna said more gently, touching the old woman’s hands, “She died two years ago from breast cancer.”

     There was a moment of silence when she thought her grandmother would lose herself in tears.  Instead, Maggie McLeod surprised her by swallowing her sorrow and standing even taller before her.    

     “Ye must be tired from yer long journey.  Come and rest, there’ll be time to talk later.”

     She glanced at her grandfather’s pale complexion.  Silently, he took a seat on the chair he had been clutching, his eyes staring at an empty wall.  Regret had brought her here, but it would take courage to stay.

     She accepted her grandmother’s suggestion to lie down and rest on the small bed in the room she was showed.  Her stomach twisted in knots over her bad behavior.  Even to her own ears, she sounded like a spoiled child, throwing her parents’ deaths at her grandparents’ feet without a thought of how the news would effect them.  

     Why did she bother to come, she cried, releasing the tears she held in all day. Was she only here to make her grandparents as miserable and lonely as she was?  

     She pulled the tiny headphones out of her soft leather purse and slipped them over her ears, clicking the tape player on button.  Music had been her constant companion these past few weeks, the musical notes sailing her away to a place of peace and tranquility. 

     Before dozing off, her eyes glanced up at a unique set of miniature wood-carved buildings on the bureau beside her bed.

     She was not that distressed from crying that she didn’t feel the reassuring warm arm come around her.  She sat up in bed, hastily pulling the covers up to her chin as she shot a confused worried glance at the large stranger lying beside her. 

     Her eyes widened when he, in turn, sat up leisurely, exposing a powerful set of shoulders on top of a broad tanned chest that rippled with muscles.  He had no shirt on, but it felt surprisingly right to her.  A strand of his thick sandy colored hair was half-hazardly falling across his ruggedly handsome face. His jaw visibly tensed when his deep brown eyes looked directly at her.

     “Are ye this upset over our marriage then?” he asked with deep concern.

     “Our marriage, this is a nightmare!  I can’t be married too!” she cried out in alarm.  It was just another thing to add to the list for today.  Even in her dreams, she could not rest.

     “Come ‘ere now, everythin’ will be all right,” he said.   His arms came around her and rubbed her back, consoling her.  “Why don’t ye tell me all about it.”

     It didn’t take much prodding from him to get her to tell her whole sad story.

     “You see, I have no one left.  It’s only me.  My father died just last week.  My grandparents gave up on me years ago.  I have no one!” she sobbed, losing herself in the luxurious feel of his strong arms.

     “But you forget, Jenna, ye have me now.  I may not be much, but as of today lassie, we have each other.  Ye know I love ye wi’ all my heart!” he vowed.

     “But this is a dream!  In real life, someone like you would never marry someone like me.”  She pinched herself.  Wasn’t that what you did to wake up from one?

     “Dream or no, my sweet, ye have me fer a life time.  I will never marry another.  Now, why don’t ye just stop pinchin’ yerself so, and lay back down.  I’ll give ye a nice soothin’ rub to ease yer pain.”

     “But if this is our wedding night, aren’t you expecting more than that from me?”   

     “Don’t ye go gettin’ yerself all upset now.  There’s plenti of time fer that.  I dinna want a wife snifflin’ every time I’m layin’ with her!”

     “How can I be your wife if I don’t even know you?”

     “Well, ye know as well as I that it was fer yer own good, now wasn’t it?  No more questions,” he growled.  “Lie back down and close those serpent green eyes of yers before I think that the massage isna’ enough fer ye.”  There was a twinkle in his eye as he finished that remark, and she quickly closed her eyes tight.

     Slowly, he began massaging her feet, one little toe at a time.  His strong hands rubbed the heels of her foot and moved inch by inch up her ankle. 

     Tiny moans escaped her lips as his amazing hands did their magical work.  Every cell on her skin coming alive wherever he massaged until she felt she could stand no more.

     In the distance, she heard him yelling, “Jenna, Jenna, don’t go!  I’m only jist startin’!”
     “Jenna, are ye awake, lass?” her grandfather asked, poking his head through the open doorway into her bedroom.

     “I am now.”  Slowly, she sat up in bed, trying to straighten out her wrinkled mess of clothes that she had fallen asleep in.

     “I think ye and I need to have a talk.  I’m deeply sorry about yer parents.  Yer mother was verra dear to me.”

     When she looked up, she was annoyed to see that he had already walked into the room and took a seat beside her on the bed. It irritated her that he felt so comfortable around her as if he had always been a part of her life, while she felt disturbed by his closeness.

     “Then why didn’t you ever visit or call?” she blurted out.  

     “Aye, ye’ve got Irish blood runnin’ through yer veins, I see.  A high-spirited, fiery bunch the Irish are.  And look at the Scot in ye.  Ye’ve yer grandmother’s serpent green eyes and yer mother’s silky dark hair.  Only the light sprinkling of freckles across yer nose, gives away the look of Irish yer father gave ye.  None of yer father’s red hair fer a granddaughter of mine.” 

     “When I first laid eyes on ye today, I confess, ye reminded me so strongly of yer mother that I thought fer a second it was her standin’ there.”  He turned away from her, but not before she saw the string of emotions cross his face; embarrassment, regret and sorrow. 

     “If you cared for her, why didn’t you stay in contact with her or me?” she demanded, confused at the range of emotions that she felt around this old man.  She couldn’t help but be curious about him, but on the other hand, she couldn’t deny her feelings of anger and hurt at his giving up all contact with her.  

     “Yer da forbid it.  I’m no sayin’ yer mother didn’t agree with him, for she made no fuss about yer da’s decision when we saw them last, and he told us we couldn’t see ye anymore.  We thought he would see reason after awhile, and we could begin visitin’ again but….  It was my drinkin’,” he admitted.  He shook his head back and forth. “Never could get a handle on it.”  

     “As much as my parents were protective of me, I know there had to be more of a reason than just your excess of alcohol to cut the both of you out of their lives,” she accused him once again.  She sensed he was skirting around the real reason, and was determined to find out what it was.

     “There’ll be plenty of time fer more talk later on.  Right now yer grandmother is cookin’ up a feast. And if ye feel the need to lay blame, then place it on me shoulders,” he said.  “Yer grandmother’s a fine woman and has been cookin’ away her sorrows all afternoon.  Come down and have a bite to eat when yer ready,” he added, then walked out of the room.

    Voices from the floor below drew her attention away from her troubling thoughts.  By the time she changed into fresh clothes and came downstairs, the house was filled with wall to wall people.  She stood at the bottom of the stairs amazed by the crowd of people packed into the small house.  

     “So you’re the one!” an elderly woman exclaimed.  The woman’s hand grabbed hold of her arm as she tried to squeeze past her unnoticed on her way to the kitchen.

     Her grandmother rushed over and said, “Leave the child alone!  ‘Tis not enough that my own husband tells such tales?  Do not badger the gil!  Come with me, Jenna.” Her grandmother’s arm came firmly around her and steered her into the kitchen. 

     “Sit.  I’m sorry about that.  Your granda is known to spin a tale or two that would captivate an audience.  Most soak up what your granda tells as the truth.  But ‘tis nonsense better left unsaid.  He’s a good man jus gets a bit into the storytellin’ when he’s had a few too many to drink, if you get my meanin’.  ’Tis nonsense, all of it,” her grandmother repeated, adding to Jenna’s confusion. 

     “Look at ye,” Maggie McLeod continued.  She clasped Jenna’s hands warmly as her eyes scanned her up and down, looking her over carefully.  “Ye’re as beautiful as yer dear mother was,” she began.  

     Jenna felt her eyes well up with tears at the compliment.

     “Were you angry with my mother?” Jenna asked, assuming her grandmother knew what she meant by the question.

     The green eyes that mirrored her own said, “Now, why would I be?  We all make our decisions in life and live by them.  Yer mother was a good woman, I always knew that.”

     “And my father, what did you think of him?” Jenna persisted.  She watched her grandmother slice a round loaf of bread, stacking the pieces into a woven basket as she talked.

     “A good head on his shoulders, yer da had.  I held no anger towards him for shielding ye from what he thought was harm.  Aye, yer granda’s tales worried him.  But I thought over time he’d come to realize Angus meant no harm.”  Efficiently, her grandmother tucked a cloth napkin over the bread basket. 

     “There must have been something else that worried my father for him to cut the both of you out of our lives,” Jenna stated. 

     Her grandmother ignored her, tapping her finger against her cheek. “A gil so beautiful should be married.” 

     “I have no interest in getting married.” 

     The sound of bagpipes sailed into the kitchen from the front of the house, distracting her.  “Can I ask why all of these people are here?”  She hoped to steer the conversation away from marriage.  

     “They’ve all come to meet ye!” her grandmother exclaimed. Then quickly added as if a wonderful idea had just popped into her head, “Rob would be perfect for ye!  He works in the fishery down the road a bit.  A nice boy - tall, handsome, jet black hair and the bluest of eyes, he has.”

     “Will you excuse me?” Abruptly, she stood up to leave. She didn’t want to seem rude but she definitely didn’t come here to be matched up with someone. 

     “Sure, sure, honey.” Her grandmother smoothed her hand over Jenna’s cheek.  “When Rob arrives, I’ll send him right over.”

     Jenna smiled weakly in reply and walked out.  She found the dining room table set up with an array of foods.  Her stomach grumbled at the sight.  Famished, she grabbed a plate and was just about to begin scooping food onto it, when her grandfather passed by her on his way into the kitchen.

     Raised voices drifted out from the kitchen.  She moved closer to the door to discreetly ease-drop.  

     “I’m tellin’ ye not to go puttin’ such crazy ideas in the young gils head!” she heard her grandmother exclaim.  Jenna strained her ear toward the door to hear more.

     “But, Maggie, what if the woman was right?  What if she really could save him?” 

     “I don’t care.  Anyone can see that it’s jus plain foolishness ye’re talkin’ about here.  No one and I mean no one can travel back in time.  Ye’ll scare the poor gil away with just bringin up the possibility!  I’ll bring Rob round to her.  He’d be jus the right sort fer her,” she stated.

     Her grandfather stalked out of the kitchen door nearly bumping into her on his way out.   At first he looked at her blankly, too busy mumbling something softly to himself.  Then his hands grabbed on firmly to her arms, almost shaking her, while the smell of liquor filled her senses.

     “’Tis the truth be told,” he insisted, his eyebrows set in a frown.  His hands dropped to his sides, and he walked off before she could reply.     

     She watched him stumble his way through the crowd. “Hello,” a soft voice from behind her said. 

     She turned around to see a tall, thin, and impeccably dressed man standing behind her.  He had short dark hair and deep blue eyes.  Inwardly she sighed, instinctively knowing this must be Rob.

     “Hi, I’m sorry if I startled you.  You must be Jenna.  I’m Rob.  I figured I’d introduce myself before Maggie beat me to it but I can see she has already mentioned my name to you.  Please, don’t deny it. I can see it in your face.  She really is a nice woman except for the annoying fact that she continuously tries to fix me up with someone.  We all must be married in Maggie’s eyes.”

     “You’re right.  She just mentioned your name to me a little while ago,” Jenna confessed relieved.

     “I have to admit you are the most lovely girl she has ever matched me up with.  Putting my marriage proposal aside for the time being, would you allow me to show you around our little city of Halifax?” 

     She laughed at his attempt at humor.  “I did come up here to visit with my grandparents,” she hedged, not wanting to hurt his feelings.  He seemed like a nice enough person.

     His hands flew into the air. “Say no more, but if you should change your mind and have an afternoon free, call me.  Now,” he said, turning her back towards the dining room table, “will you allow me to fill a plate for you.  I work at the fishery down the road and brought most of the fish that’s here tonight.”

     He heaped a selection of unusual fish onto her plate.  Since she was starving, and feeling a bit adventurous, she dug right in with her fork.

     “This food is delicious!  These little round balls are my favorite.  What are they?” 

     “Those are called periwinkles or penny-winkles by the locals.  I collected them myself along the harbor’s rocky shore. I’d be happy to show you where if you don’t mind treking over rocks and seaweed.”

     “Are they in a shell like little hermit crabs?”

     “Yes, the hardest part is getting them out of their shells.  I was told that when women commonly used hatpins, they were the perfect size to extract the periwinkle from their shells.  Now, we use a specially designed fork to extract them.  After they’re out, they’re boiled in a pot of sea water and served with melted butter.”

     “These fried disks have quite a unique taste.  What are they?”

     “Those are fried eels, Maggie’s favorite. I always bring her some.”

     Unfortunately, she was chewing a rather large chunk of that particular fish at the time.  When she heard the word eel, she thought of snake, felt herself gag, and rather than vomit the entire thing onto Rob’s shoes, she swiveled around away from him, and inconspicuously spit the contents of her mouth into her napkin.  She quickly gulped down a can of soda left on the table in front of her to rid her of the fishy after taste.  She noticed Rob hid his smile. 

     Music in the adjoining room drew her attention to a bagpiper, standing in the middle of the living room, playing a festive tune.  He wore a full uniform that consisted of a green, long sleeve shirt with three gold buttons set on the cuffs, a kilt extending from his waist to just below his bare knees, and knee socks pulled up high that matched the plaid of his kilt. In the center of his waist, hanging low, was a gold metal circle fringed.  His boots were white and his bagpipes were trimmed in the same plaid of his kilt and socks.  He wore a small black hat on his head, which he removed when he sat down to play a different tune.  

      Rob grabbed her hand and pulled her into the middle of the room with him to dance.  Rather than dance and make a complete fool of herself, in front of a roomful of strangers, she clapped her hands and watched while others followed the music with ribald singing and lively dancing.

     “Who is that man playing?” she shouted over to Rob, clapping to the music.  The singing in the room was now at a fevered pitch.  

     “His name is Donald McIver.  He works over at the Citadel during the day.  Probably came over right after work.  Best piper in the area, he is!” he shouted back.  His voice was filled with pride, rather than embarrassment over the dress of the man.

     Her grandfather- old Angus, as she heard everyone call him, was sitting on the side of the room, laughing and clapping his hands to the music.  She could see by his red-rimmed eyes that he had been tipping a few as her grandmother had so nicely put it earlier.

     Rob, whom she found to be a wealth of information, said, “The tartan that the piper is wearing is the official tartan of Nova Scotia.  It’s blue and white for the surf-ridden sea, green for our forests, red for the royal lion on the Coat of Arms of Nova Scotia, and gold for the Provinces Historic Royal Charter.”

     The words of the song changed to another language. “What language is that?”

     “Gaelic. It’s the language of our ancestors and is taught to us when we are very young to keep the language existent even though it is rarely used.  Sometimes at the clan gatherings there might be stories or songs sung in Gaelic, but that is the extent of its use.”

     “What is everyone celebrating tonight?” Jenna asked.

     “We’ve all gathered here to meet you.  Old Angus has always been a favorite to listen to at the clan gatherings.  It was curiousity that brought the family together to meet the granddaughter of old Angus.  He has kept us updated on your whereabouts through the years.”

     “You’re kidding!  Why would he do that?” she asked astounded.
     “Because of the legend that old Angus told us, not that I really believed it.  The more Angus drank, the better the stories. When you were of age, he told us, you would do what you were destined to do. You’re a good sport to travel all the way up here just for his benefit.  He claimed he’d defeat deaths door to make certain he stayed alive for this moment.  And that he did,” he laughed.

     She smiled weakly back, although she had no idea what he was talking about.  

     The night sailed quickly by, and before long she was snuggled in her bed, ready for sleep. Belatedly, she realized that she didn’t get any answers to her questions.  Her grandparents had successfully avoided talking seriously with her while the house was filled with people. 

      This time she awoke in bed knowing there was someone lying next to her.  She turned over as quietly as she could to study the man without waking him.  

     It was definitely the same man as last time.  His light brown hair looked a tad bit longer today but just as thick and wavy as she remembered.  Maybe he did some sort of construction work. He obviously had the muscles for it.  She looked at his powerful set of shoulders that she had just recently cried on.  A girl could get lost in those.  Her hand reached out to touch the hard-toned flesh when his hand snaked out quicker to grab hold of her fingers and draw her closer to him.

     “Have ye had yer fill, lassie?” he asked, one eyebrow raised high.

     Blushing, she said, “I can’t believe you’re here again!”

    “Where did ye expect yer husband to be?” he asked, confused.  “Maybe in bed with another?”

     Somehow the thought of that made her mad.  Could she possibly be jealous of a man who only existed in her dreams?

     “Stop yer struggling so.  Can we not have some peace betweenst us?” he asked.  His large arms encircled her body, holding her tightly.  She nestled her head beneath his chin and savored the comforting warmth of him.

     “My heart only belongs to ye, love, so stop yer fretting so.  We Scots are very dependable men.  I realize, ye don’t know me well yet, but time will show ye.”

     He brushed a gentle kiss upon her forehead then nibbled light featherlike kisses along her face until she yearned for his lips on hers. His hands came up to gently cup her face, steadying her, as he placed his soft firm lips on hers. When he pulled away, she felt cold and alone once again.  

     She was shocked and embarrassed at her own eager response to a total stranger.  Never before had she been so moved by a kiss. Her fingers touched her tingling lips. She felt breathless when she shyly looked back up at him.

      “ I don’t even know your name.”    

     “What’s come over ye, lass.  Ye can’t remember yer own husband’s name is Daniel MacKenzie. Halifax will be home to the both of us now.  This is where I wan’ my bairns to be born.” When she looked over at him confused, he explained, “Children my love, and many of them!”  He leaned in close to her as he said it and kissed her lightly on the lips.

     She felt her face heating up again.  She needed air, she thought, as she pushed away from him and changed the subject. “Tell me about your family.”

     A shadow passed over him that was so quick she was sure she imagined it.

     “Let’s not waste our little time we have together, love, talking about me. Can ye no think of some better use of our time?” he asked. His arms came around her again, deliciously roaming up and down her sides and back, drawing her back closer to him.

     This time when his lips found hers, he slowly stoked a fire within her.  She returned his kisses with demands of her own until her clouded senses cleared, and she realized this man was not real, only a figment of her imagination.

     “What are ye thinkin’ of love?” he asked frustrated.  Gently, he tucked a stray hair behind her ear that had fallen onto her face.

      When she didn’t answer he said, “I’m hopin’ only me, darlin’.  No, don’t close yer eyes, my sweet,” he pleaded.  No!” he yelled again, reaching out to her. “Don’t leave me so soon!  Come back to me!” he shouted.

“Hope” is the thing with feathers

that perches in the soul…

                                                               Emily Dickinson

Chapter Two

November 1988

      Her hand reached out to grab hold of him and met with open air.  She felt around in her groggy state of mind until she became fully awake.  When her eyes opened, she realized it was only a dream, except that the strong feeling of longing stayed with her.

     She was startled to see her grandfather sitting beside her bed. Embarrassed at being caught teary-eyed over a dream, she quickly wiped the few tears that had slipped down her cheek.

     He cleared his throat, ignoring her tears. “Do ye have a moment to spare for me to tell ye a tale this glorious mornin’?”

     She nodded.  

     “Before I begin now, did ye perhaps have a lovely dream last night?”  He searched her face for the answer.

     She nodded again blushing slightly, thinking there was no way she was going to discuss this dream with an elderly gentleman.
     He rubbed his hands together. “Yes, it has begun.”

     “What are you talking about, Angus?” she asked cautiously.  She noticed the flash of disappointment cross his face when she used the word Angus instead of grandfather or granda as her grandmother had said.  The word grandfather didn’t feel right on her tongue yet, and until it did, she wasn’t going to use it.  He was her grandfather but a stranger too. 

     “Destiny, me dear gil.  The plan has been set and waitin’ fer ye to arrive here to carry it out.” 

     “What, a plan for what?”  She rubbed her eyes and tried to awaken fully so she could figure out what he was talking about.  She tried to shake off the longing that she had for Daniel but the ache was embedded deep inside her.

     “I guess the best way to start a story is at the beginning.” He looked up at her to see if he had her full attention but then his eyes darted toward her closed bedroom door. “This stays between us.  No use worryin’ yer grandmother with it.  Agreed?” She nodded again. 

     “Many years ago, when I was jus a young lad, I had a dear friend by the name of Daniel MacKenzie.”  He didn’t miss the way her eyes widened at the mention of Daniel’s name. “Yes,” he replied, “they are one and the same,” answering her unspoken question. 

     His deep brown eyes urged her to believe what he was about to say.  

     “Daniel and I were very close mates, almost like brothers we were.  I owed Daniel me life. But that is jus another story told at another time.  The years went by and he and I grew into fine young men.  We both worked at the Pilot’s office down at the Halifax harbor in Nova Scotia. 

     The day was the 6th of December in the year 1917.   It was a sunny winter mornin’.  A bit of a nip to the air, as I recall.  I had a little too much to drink the night before and asked Daniel to take me shift that next mornin’.  ‘Tis nothin’ unusual, for he did this several times before for me after we had gone drinkin’, seein’ we both were clerks in the Pilot’s office. I confess that I was not verra good with the drink in me younger days, so Daniel, the good friend that he was, took me shift at work that day.

     Well, this particular mornin’ there was a collision between two ships in the harbor.  The Mont Blanc was loaded down heavily with explosives being sent to Bordeaux.  But they were never to reach their destination.  The Imo, another vessel, hit the Mont Blanc, slicing through her starboard side, startin’ a fire aboard her.  It was just a matter of time before the Mont Blanc blew up with all the explosives aboard.  The blast was one to go down in history as the largest man-made explosion before Hiroshima.  It leveled a large section of our Halifax.”

     “And where was Daniel during all this?” she asked disconcerted by the story.

     “He was still at his office, and like most others, watching the burning ship drift closer and closer to shore nearby.  They had no idea it was laden with explosives.  There were many who came outside or to the shore to get a better look, not knowing how dangerous the situation was.” He stopped for a minute collecting his thoughts.  “It took about twenty minutes before the ship blew up.  The buildin’ that Daniel was in was leveled to the ground.  They never found his body.” Tears filled his eyes as if it was yesterday that the explosion occurred and not eighty some years ago.   

     “I was still in bed at the time, me blanket coverin’ the light from piercing my horrendous headache from the night before but also protectin’ me from the slivers of glass as me window came burstin’ into the room.  My family’s house was far enough away from the explosion site that we only had windows that were blown in from the blast, our house structure stayin’ intact.”

     “How can you be certain that Daniel was killed?” she asked fully absorbed into the tale.

     “I searched through the remains of the buildin’.  The only clue that Daniel had indeed gone that morn into the buildin’ was a gold ring I found with the MacKenzie crest upon it.  It was the only thin’ that Daniel had left from his dear old da.  I had never seen Daniel without it.  I knew then in me heart, my dear friend was dead.”

     Jenna was close to tears.  How could this possibly be the same Daniel of her dreams? “Why are you telling me this?  How can I be involved in something that happened so many years ago?  What does all this have to do with me?” 

      He was so immersed in his memories that he continued on as if he had not heard her.  “I was devastated with guilt over Daniel’s death.  Over the years, I searched for a way to right the wrong.  It should have been me in that building,” he said with more force than necessary.  

     “Along my travels, I met an aged woman who I was told had the gift of sight – a fortune teller.  Aye, she looked the part well with her nearly translucent skin hanging loosely over her pale thin face, framed by a length of gray hair that hung to the middle of her back.  She had deep blue eyes with flecks of gold sparkling with wisdom of years passed.

     I followed her into a small room, dimly lit, with only a small round table in the center of it.  When I sat down on a chair beside the table, she reached out for my hand and clasped it firmly between her two old, knarled hands, closing her eyes and bending her head over our clasped hands.

     Now, I admit, I was a young lad then, newly married and not one to be easily impressed by the words of this old woman.  But when she lifted her face, her eyes searched deeply into mine, then gentled in sympathy.  I knew this woman had seen into my very soul and probably knew more of me than I knew myself.

     She spoke in a soft, gentle voice, when she told me my wife would give birth to a gil child and that child would give birth to ye.  She told me when ye reached a proper age, ye would return to Halifax to right the wrongs of the past.

     When she asked if there was an item of my friends left, I mentioned the ring.  ‘Yes!’ she had burst out excited and exclaimed, ‘ the vibrations will be very strong in it.  Do not lose it!’ she cautioned me, grabbing my hand tightly.  ‘It will be of great importance to your granddaughter.’  I assured her the ring was in good hands.”     

     “Do you still have Daniel’s ring?” Her curiousity took over her common sense again. 

     “Aye, and I shall entrust ye with the whereabouts of it,” he told her as if it was a great priviledge.  “Do ye see the white church over there?” He pointed to the small wooden buildings on the shelf beside them. 

       “Tha’, me dear, is one of the oldest Protestant churches in Nova Scotia built in 1750.  Its design was based on St. Peter’s Church in London, England.  A beautiful structure it is. 

     It was barely touched by the explosion except for the one window shattered on the upper level, third from the back and a wooden sill that is still embedded in the wall over the doors of the entry way as a daily reminder of the disaster.

     I thought that would be the perfect place to keep Daniel’s ring.  Go there and ask the pastor for it. Tell him ye’re Angus McLeod’s granddaughter.”

     She studied the divine white building she was holding within her hand.  It looked like an ordinary country church.  The gray front stairs led up to two large arched wooden doors with prominent wooden round knockers on each.  Narrow stained glass windows lined both sides of the church door.  The steeple rose auspiciously above the deep gray roof.  Clumps of snow clung to the steeple, roof and base of the building, freezing it forever in time.

     “Do all these wooden buildings still exist today in Halifax?” She had never seen such intricately carved models of buildings of a town. 

     “No, most were flattened by the explosion.  Somehow, I got it into my head to recreate the town before the explosion.  Each buildin’ carved from my memory.  It was made as a sort of keepsake, I suppose, since many of the buildings that were leveled were never rebuilt.”  

     “Take a look at the Bakery shop.  Just lookin’ at it, I can almost smell the pastries and sweets that used to be within when I was jus a wee lad.”

     She leaned in for a closer look.  The front window bowed out from underneath the red and white striped awning.  Close up, she could actually see an array of sweets painted inside of the window.  The candy shop, next to it, had a similar window and awning with an array of candies within.  A single brown wooden door with a Christmas wreath hung upon it, sat between the two windows.  The building itself had a Victorian style to it, very pale pink in color with a tannish color roof.  Small clumps of snow were forever frozen on the roof, shingles, and along the base of the building.

      “I would have loved to walk into this shop,” she confessed.  “I’m sure the front window treats lured many people inside.” She picked up the church once again.

     “So, what do ye think now, Jenna McLeod Dowery?”

     She looked directly at him and physically shook away the fantasy world he had created around her. “I think that you are a fabulous story-teller.  And I suppose, I understand now why my parents were worried about the stories you were concocting that included me. I can’t sit here and tell you that I believe that I can go back in time to save your friend from his certain death.  That’s like me holding onto going back in time to save my own parents from dying!” She watched his expectant face fall with disappointment.                 “I’m sorry about your friend, truly I am, but there is no way to change the past.  It’s better to accept death when it comes than to keep up this false hope over the years. Too many lives have already been separated because of this tale.”

     He began to walk out, shaking his head. “Ye can’t hide from destiny, Jenna.  It will only catch up with ye.”

     “Yes, well,” she said, opening the door for him, “I can’t imagine that my life has been nothing but a predetermined course of events leading me here either.”

          “Aye, I almost forgot to tell ye.  There’s a box in the closet there I saved for ye, filled with yer grandmother’s old clothes.  Thought ye might care to have a look at them.”

      “Yes, I would.  Thank you,” she said, closing the door behind him.  

      Her grandmother poked her head in a few minutes after Angus left.  It looked like today, everyone wanted to talk.

     “Can I come in, Jenna?” 

      “Of course.” She had a soft spot for her grandmother, the innocent person in all of this.  If not for her husband’s crazy ideas, she probably would have played an important role in her life.  Even now, she sensed the beginnings of a connection between them.

     “I thought we could have a nice talk.  I brought ye a cup of tea.” She handed her the cup.  “I wanted to clear the air between us before your grandfather talked to ye.” 

     Jenna glanced out the window away from her grandmother’s knowing gaze.  She was never one to lie but she didn’t want to start an argument between the two of them either.     

     Maggie McLeod cleared her throat. “I see he’s already gotten to ye.  I warned him not to but the man never listens to reason.  He breached our relationship with our only daughter and her husband when ye were only a wee child.  Now, he’s told his insane ideas to ye.  I’m sorry.  He’s an old man that could never get over the death of a dear friend.  But so many of us lost friends and relatives in that terrible explosion.” 

      With tears in her throat, she continued. “I’ll ask ye not to leave us because of his crazy tales.  Ye’re the only family we have now,” she added, a slight pleading in her voice.

     Jenna sympathized with her.  She owed it to herself to get to know her mother’s mother and not make the same mistake her parents did.  Severing all ties with them years ago had been a wound that all parties carried through to this day.  She would not add to that.

     She squeezed her grandmother’s wrinkled hand.  “This is a new beginning for all of us.  I feel bad for Angus’s loss but I don’t put much thought into his tales.  It’s not going to turn me away from you,” she reassured.  

     “Angus told me there’s a box in the closet here filled with some of your clothes from years ago.”

     Maggie McLeod brushed away a tear and smiled.  Her husband wasn’t one to give up too easily.  

     “Jus a pile of old clothes.  I wouldn’t bother yourself much over them.” She gave Jenna a quick hug before leaving her room.

     She could use a nice warm bath right now to soak in and wash away all that Angus had told her. Her adjoining bathroom had one of those old, deep, porcelain clawfooted tubs in it.  She filled it with hot sudsey water and sank into its luxurious depths.  She laid her head back on the edge of the tub, stretching out her long legs, savoring the water’s warmth. Until her thoughts drifted back to Daniel.  

     How could she possibly be dreaming of a man that died so many years ago?  It must all be a weird coincidence of names or maybe with all the losses she had endured over the past few years, she was beginning to lose her mind.  Maybe, she had already gone over the edge.

     She rubbed her temples in tiny circles, trying to focus on the heat of the water once again and not the tale her grandfather told.  It was too disturbing thinking about Daniel being dead.  Of course, in her dreams, he was very much alive, she thought smiling, closing her eyes in anticipation.

      She slid her eyes open and found herself in a large tub of warm water brimming with bubbles, while her head was gently being rubbed.  

     “Mmm,” she purred for the feeling was one she couldn’t contain.

     “So yer awake, Jenna,” Daniel said from behind her as he continued to massage her head.

     She jerked her head around to see who it was, though she knew that deep masculine voice.  

     “Daniel,” she whispered.

     “Were ye expecting someone else?” he asked grinning widely now.  “Let me rinse out the lather, love.” His hands dunked her head under the water before she could take a breath.

     Splashing and sputtering, she came up out of the water.  “What are you trying to do,  drown me?”

     “Ye’re a feisty one, aren’t ye now, Jenna MacKenzie!  Come on out, I’m done with ye.”  And with a no nonsense look on his face, he held out a large towel for her.  “No need to be bashful, we’re married, do ye no remember?”

     After a rather long sigh, he turned around with the towel hung behind him.  She rushed out and wrapped the thick cloth around her, shivering a bit at the cool air touching her skin.

     He placed a stool next to a large fireplace, lit and blazing, and led her to it.  It was there in front of the warmth of the fire that he brushed her hair slowly, deliberately, taking his time so that the heat of the flames would help to dry it.

     She was not used to this sort of pampering from a man and felt uncomfortable.  His gentle brushing reminded her of when her mother used to braid her hair when she was young and tie the prettiest ribbons in it for school. 

     “Ye’re far away from me.  Would it be that ye were thinkin’ of yer dear parents?” 

     She only nodded suddenly too choked up to speak.  This man sensed all of her inner feelings.  He was like no other man she knew.  If only he wasn’t just a dream.

     “Come ‘ere now, I’ll hold ye while ye have a good cry.  Don’t ye go holding it in, that’s what these shoulders are here for.”  He held her tightly while she cried.  All she did was cry around this man.

      Slowly, his hands tilted her face up towards his waiting lips, searing her with their warmth.  Gradually, he pulled her up off the chair as the towel fell to the floor….

     She heard a distant ringing in her ears.  It rang and rang until she couldn’t stand it any longer.  She heard Daniel yell, “No, stay!  Open yer eyes again, dear Jenna!  Come back to me!”
      She opened her eyes, surprised to find herself still in the tub, a ringing telephone somewhere in the house. The water had grown cool around her.  When she stood, her body met with the frigid air of the bathroom.  Quickly, she wrapped a robe around her, pulling it tightly against her body, trying to shake off the uncomfortable feeling of yearning that stayed with her. Leaving Daniel was getting to be harder and harder.  What was she saying here?  Daniel was a figment of her imagination, no more, no less.

     Hastily she dressed, thinking she needed to find something to do today to get rid of any lingering thoughts of him. 

     “Tis getting difficult to leave him, is it not?” Her grandfather stated when she walked back into her room.  He was sitting comfortably on her bed once again waiting for her to return.

     “I don’t know what you are talking about?  Daniel MacKenzie is a man in my head that seems to be coming out in my dreams quite often now but that is all,” she said, trying to convince old Angus as well as herself.

     “Ye’re a stubborn one, Jenna McLeod.  The woman was right about everything else.  What if she was right about this?”  

     “And you are beginning to frighten me.  If I believed even a tiny bit of what you told me, people would think me insane.” She placed the tiny church into her hand again.

     “I’ll leave ye be,” he sighed in exasperation.  A slight groan escaped him as he got up from the bed. Jenna reached out automatically to help him.  He was, after all, her grandfather even if he was filled with crazy ideas.  It didn’t mean that she wouldn’t still care for him.

     He pushed away her hands. “I’m jus feelin’ me age a bit these days.  Will ye go to the church today and pick up the ring at least?  Ye’re the only one that the pastor will give it to.  I’d go with ye but me legs are jus not what they used to be.  But Rob might like to join ye.” 

     “I’ll gladly pick up the ring for you but that is all.  You can’t go on believing that it is magical in some way.”

     Old Angus closed the door behind him, turning with a faint smile on his face. 

     Jenna sat on a chair by her window and looked out.  The house was far enough away from the bustling harbor, tucked in a quaint neighborhood with homes of similar style and size.  Her window’s height enabled her to see the tops of a few small sailing vessels and the expanse of blue beyond. 

     Her grandparents were born here, lived their entire life.  There were roots set in this town too deep to ignore.  A curious pull to explore had her reaching for her coat and stepping down the stairs.  If she was honest with herself, learning more about this large explosion that devastated Halifax and killed Daniel MacKenzie, would be something she couldn’t resist researching. Fortunately, after checking with her grandmother, the library was a short walk down the road.  

     She sat down in a comfortable chair within the library and read for several hours on the explosion.  There were numerous books on the topic.  She read everything she could find on it.  At this point, she didn’t doubt the fact that the explosion occurred.  Although, common sense made it difficult for her to believe the fact that the Daniel MacKenzie in her dreams was the same dead friend of her grandfather.  The very slight possibility of it all, a tiny hope that she could meet this Daniel in the flesh, stole the air right from her lungs and made her feel as insane as her grandfather. 

     After a light lunch with her grandmother, she decided that today would be a perfect day to go out exploring the city.  The weather agreed with a fifty-five degree day, pleasantly warm for the middle of November in Nova Scotia. She missed the Daniel of her dreams, and thought, maybe walking the same streets that he did, would make her feel that she was closer to him.  Of course, that’s assuming what her grandfather had said was true.  And if she was willing to make that giant leap of faith, she needed to remember that Daniel would have walked these streets some eighty years ago, a much different harbor it would be then.

     Before she left, she walked back into her bedroom to find a large tall box placed in the center of the floor. On one side of the box was written Mrs. Margaret McLeod. 

     She flipped open the boxtop and found a pile of old dresses packed neatly on top of each other. She lifted each garment out and placed it gently on her bed. All were in remarkably good condition for their age and all the property of her grandmother. 

     Clothing of another era always intrigued her.  She admitted to being a collector of sorts. Her closets at home filled with antique clothing she purchased at boutiques or charity auctions.

     She held up each item, her eyes carefully studying the styles, while her fingers lightly brushed against the fabric.  At home, she’d try them all on and make up elaborate stories about the owner of each item she purchased, her imagination filling many afternoons left alone on the large estate.  

     Something about the last dress caught her eye.  A white blouse top with sleeves that ballooned out at the shoulders and became more fitted at the cuffs with a gold button and a tiny edge of lace along the bottom of the cuff.  A row of small buttons began at a high-collar edged in lace similar to the cuff and trailed their way down to the waist where a cream colored skirt gathered then flowed heavily down to about ankle length.  The dress was not fanciful but plain in appearance compared to the several others included in the box.  With its ordinariness came a sense of the period in which her grandmother must have worn it.     

     She dug deeper into the box to find all sorts of undergarments, even thick hose with a garter belt.  A bulky piece of cloth at the bottom turned out to be a sturdy winter wool cape.  Underneath the cape, she found one pair of soft leather boots.

     A sudden urge came over her to try on an entire outfit from top to bottom.  After she figured out how to lace up the corset, she took a good look at herself in the mirror.  It took some getting used to breathing with it laced so tightly together but it did raise the small breasts she had to high proportions. Next, she slid the dress over her head.

     A knock on the door startled her.  She quickly fastened the buttons on the blouse. “Hold on a minute!”  

     She pulled open the door to find her grandfather staring at her, his eyes wide with delight. 

      “Ye’re quite a sight, ye’re!”

     “Thank you.” Her face heated to what she knew would be a rosy blush.  
     “I saved them for you along with this,” he added, handing her a small pouch.  “A few coins in yer pocket fer good luck, the sayin’ goes or so I’m told.  But I’ve to warn ye to be especially careful with the dresses.  It would be near to impossible to find replacements for the likes of them.”

     “Would it be all right to keep this outfit on for awhile?” She skimmed her hands along the material.  

     “Of course, keep them on.  Get used to them.  There’ll be a time when this will be all ye need.  I came up here to tell ye somethin’ but seem to have had it slip my mind.” He scratched his head then continued.  “I was wonderin’ to myself, today, of why ye dream of Daniel.  Then the reason came to me in the middle of my lunch. If ye didn’t know the lad, then why would ye even care to save him?”  

     She thought that over seeing the wisdom in his observation but made no comment either way.  She didn’t want to encourage him any further.  Wearing these clothes put enough glee into his eyes, and set a grin on his face that spread from one ear to the next.

     “Oh, that’s right,” he said more to himself than to her. “Rob is downstairs waiting to take ye on a tour this cheery afternoon.”

     “Please tell him I’ll be down in a minute.”  She grabbed the stockings and leather boots from the bottom of the box and placed them on her chilled feet.  They fit perfectly.  

     Then she hurried downstairs to tell Rob she couldn’t possibly go with him today. He was another one she didn’t want to encourage. She’d suggest another day not to hurt his feelings.  Her grandmother, it seemed, had one thing on her mind.   

     Rob stood at the bottom of the steps and watched her walk awkwardly down the stairs in her long skirt and leather boots.  

     “I love what you have on!” he said, smiling broadly.  “Another idea of old Angus, was it?  Thinking he couldn’t send you back in the wrong clothing, was he?  It’s perfect for what I have planned for us today.  Just grab a coat and we can set off!”

     “Rob, as you can see, I’m kind of busy playing dress up this afternoon,” she began.

     “Angus, keeping you prisoner here?  I’ll talk to Maggie.  She knows how involved he gets in his stories.”

     “No, don’t do that.” She didn’t want to be the cause of another argument between her grandparents.  “Give me a minute to change back into my regular clothes.”

     “Don’t be silly, with a coat on no one will be the wiser,” he insisted.

     She stood there, torn between stomping her foot and running upstairs.  She did neither.  Instead she grabbed her grandmother’s old cape and wrapped it around her shoulders.  She promised herself she would spend only a few hours with Rob and then she would ditch him.

     They took a pleasant stroll through downtown Halifax along Lower Water Street and through the Historic Properties section of town.  Tourists filled the streets.  Rob led her into several of the shops on the street for interesting trinkets from the area.

     She tried to imagine herself living here in the year 1917, walking along the cobblestone streets amongst the old buildings.  Towering shadows of high-rise hotels and office buildings, shiny metal and glass structures, built around the designated historic section in town, made it too difficult to do.

     By late afternoon, Rob led her to a private area overlooking the harbor’s water to snack on delicious blueberry scones from a local bakery.  

     “So what do you think so far of our dear town?”

     “It’s beautiful Rob.  Oh, what was that?” She pointed to the water.

     “It was only a squid,” he replied, matter-of-factly.

     “You’re kidding.  That thing must have shot six feet high! I’ve never seen anything like that!”

     “I guess I’ve gotten used to them.  Never really understood why the squid shoot out of the water like that.  Just do it I guess.”

     They sat together gazing out at the water, Jenna thinking of possible excuses to venture off on her own without hurting Rob’s feelings.   

     Rob interrupted her thoughts. “I suppose old Angus will be fetching the famous MacKenzie ring shortly.  Are you going with him?” 

     “How do you know about the ring?” she asked confused.

     “Everyone knows, Jenna.  It’s part of the tale old Angus tells, although, he never mentions the exact location of the ring.”

     “I’ve been sworn to secrecy,” she replied smiling, enjoying the priviledged information her grandfather had bestowed on her.  

     “He never gave a hint to its whereabouts?” When Rob shook his head, she added, “ Even drunk, he gave no clue?”

     “Nope.  I know I joke about the tale with you, but old Angus was always dead serious when he told us about it.  In his aged mind, you are the answer to his dreams of ridding himself of all the guilt he carried upon his shoulders all these years.  A different man he might have been, if his best friend had not died in that building.”

     “I think you’re right.”

     He glanced down at his watch. “I have a couple of quick errands to run.  Would you like to come along or wait here for me?  They shouldn’t take long.”

     Her spirits lifted at the chance to venture off on her own and fetch the ring.

     “Could you point me in the direction of Argyle Street.  I saw a miniature woodcarving made by Angus of a building there.  I’m curious to see the real building, if it’s not too far for me to walk.”

     He gave her directions and agreed to meet her back at this same spot in about an hour.  

     Within a few minutes, the old white church came into her view.  Its simple divine white structure rising pristinely between the rows of shops that lined the streets on both sides across from it.  She was impressed with her grandfather’s exceptional talent with wood when she studied the structure in front of her.  He had captured every minute detail of the church from the steeple’s high point to the two small steps that led up the front doors.  

     She pulled open the heavy wooden church door, stepped inside and leaned her back against it. She hoped the pastor inside would not think her crazy for what she was about to do.  What if he laughed at the absurdity of picking up a ring left for her in the year 1917?  Her common sense kicked back in again and told her this was plain foolish and she should turn around and walk right back out of here before anyone saw her. 

     She was about to do just that when a young pastor walked into the alcove where she stood.  He was about to pass by her and cross to an adjoining hall when he noticed her.  His black robe flapped open over his street clothes. 

     Pale gray eyes ringed with kindness turned to her.  “Can I help you?”  She could see he had his mind on other things, his hand impatiently pushing his glasses onto the bridge of his nose.

     She took a deep breath.  “I don’t know.  My name is Jenna McLeod Dowery.  My grandfather, Angus McLeod, left something here for me many years ago.  I recently was told about it.”

     A slow smile formed on the pastor’s face. He offered his hand.  “It is so wonderful to meet you!  I was led to believe that you would show up someday… but I have to admit I was skeptical.  I thought it was all a mystical tale surrounding the ring. Now, here you are, just as you should be.  Wait right here, I’ll be right back.” He hurried off down the main aisle of the church and off through the side door.

     Jenna walked into the sanctuary of the church and sat down.  This was all too much to comprehend.  She needed to collect her thoughts.  How did her life become so deeply entangled into this far-fetched story? 

     Just as promised, the young pastor returned and gave her a ring.  It felt like a warm miniature weight sitting in her palm.  

    She took a minute to look closely at it. The gold, a little worn in places, but the detail of the design intact.  It had an oval center with an emblem carved into the gold flat surface.  The family crest, she thought to herself. The edges of the oval were lined with a chain of gold dots intricately woven around the whole design.  It was definitely a unique ring.

     “May I sit for a few minutes, Pastor?”

     “Of course, how rude of me not to introduce myself.  In my excitement to give you the ring, I lost track of my manners.  I’m Pastor John Murdoch.  I will leave you with your thoughts.  If you have any questions my office is right through there,” he said, pointing at the side door.

     “Pastor Murdoch, what were you told about this ring?”

     “I was told that in 1917, right after the large explosion in the harbor, a young man by the name of Angus McLeod came by.  If you look above the door over there,” he said, pointing, “you will see a piece of steel from the Mont Blanc imbedded above the door, left there from the blast. The man, your grandfather, asked the pastor to hold onto this gold ring because it was the only thing left of a dear friend of his, killed in the explosion.  There were many looters scouting around abandoned buildings and corpses back then and your grandfather didn’t want to have the ring stolen.  Years later, he showed up at the church with instructions.  The pastor was to give the ring to his granddaughter, whom he said was not born yet, when she showed up for it in her twenty-first year.  I have to admit when the story was first told to me, I had my suspicions that maybe your grandfather had a few wires loose, if you know what I mean.” He paused, arching one brow, a gentle crooked smile on his face.  “For how could a man know he will have a granddaughter before she is even born, I ask you?  Yet, here you are, aren’t you, picking up a ring meant to be yours- years before you were born,” he said with a warm smile.  “I will leave you in good hands.  May God be with you,” he said, before he left her.

