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FACT:



In Shakespeares London, a common form of entertainment was bear baiting. A bear would be tied to a pole while a pack of wild dogs was unleashed. Bets would be placed to see who won. The bear baiting stadium was right near Shakespeares theatre. Many of the rough bear baiting crowd would then go and watch a Shakespeare play.



In Shakespeares time, the crowd that went to see his plays was not elitist or sophisticated. On the contrary. The majority of people who went to see his plays were rough, crude people, commoners who came for entertainment and had to only pay a penny to get in. For that price, they had to stand on the ground throughout the whole playand thus became known as the groundlings.



Shakespeares London was civilizedbut it was also barbaric. It was common to see executions and public torture of criminals in the streets. The entrance to its most famous roadwaythe London Bridgewas often adorned with pikes, on which sat the severed heads of criminals.



The Bubonic Plague (also known as the Black Death) killed millions in Europe, and struck London repeatedly throughout the centuries. It spread in places with poor sanitation and massive crowds, and hit Shakespeares theater district the hardest. It would take centuries until it was discovered that the carrier of the plague was fleas, hosted by rats.






Come, gentle night, come, loving, black-brow'd night,

Give me my Romeo; and, when he shall die,

Take him and cut him out in little stars,

And he will make the face of heaven so fine

That all the world will be in love with night

And pay no worship to the garish sun.



--William Shakespeare, Romeo and Juliet






CHAPTER ONE





London, England

(September, 1599)





Caleb awoke to the sound of bells. 

He sat bolt upright and looked all around, breathing heavily. He had been dreaming of Kyle, chasing him, of Caitlin, holding out a hand for help. They had been in a field filled with bats, against a blood-red sun, and it had seemed so real.

Now, as he looked around the room, he tried to determine whether it was all real, or if he was truly awake and back in time. After several seconds of listening to his own breathing, of feeling the cool dampness in the air, of listening to the quiet, to his own heartbeat, he realized that it was all a dream. He was truly awake.

Caleb realized he was sitting upright inside an open sarcophagus. He looked around the dim, cavernous room and saw that it was filled with sarcophagi. There were low, arched ceilings and narrow slits for windows, through which streamed the smallest amount of sunlight. It was just enough to see by. He squinted at the glare, reached into his pocket, and applied his eyedrops, glad to find them still there. Slowly, the pain receded, and he relaxed.

Caleb jumped up and onto his feet in one motion, spinning around the room, taking stock in all directions. He was still on guard, not wanting to get attacked or ambushed before hed had a chance to get his bearings. But there was nothing, and no one, in the room. Just silence. He noticed the ancient stone floors, walls, the small altar and cross, and guessed that he was in the lower crypt of a church. 

Caitlin.

Caleb spun around the room again, searching for any sign of her. He felt a sense of urgency as he hurried to the sarcophagus nearest him. With all his might, he scraped back the lid.

His heart lifted at the hope of finding her. But he was crestfallen to find it empty.

Caleb hurried through the room, going from one sarcophagus to the next, pushing back each lid. But they were all empty.

Caleb felt a sense of growing desperation as he pushed back the final lid in the room, with so much force that it crashed to the ground and shattered into a million bits. But he already had a sinking feeling he would find it, like the others, to be vacantand he was right. Caitlin was nowhere in this room, he realized, breaking out into a cold sweat. Where could she be?

The thought of coming back in time without her sent a chill up his spine. He cared more for her than he could say and without her by his side, his life, his mission, felt purposeless.

He suddenly remembered something, and reached into his pocket, checking to see if it was still there. Thankfully, it was. His mothers wedding ring. He held it up to the light, and admired the six-carat sapphire, perfectly cut, mounted on a band of diamonds and rubies. He had never been able to find the right moment to propose to her. This time, he was determined to.

If, of course, she had come back at all.

Caleb heard a noise and spun towards the entrance, sensing motion. He hoped beyond hope that it was Caitlin.

But he was surprised to find himself looking down, as the person turned the corner, and to see that it wasnt a person at all. It was Ruth. Caleb was overjoyed to see her there, to see that she had survived the trip back in time.

She walked towards Caleb, her tail wagging, her eyes lighting with recognition. As she got closer, Caleb knelt down and she ran into his arms. He loved Ruth, and he was surprised at how much she had grown: she seemed to be twice the size, and a formidable animal. He was also encouraged to find her here: maybe it meant that Caitlin was here, too.

Ruth suddenly turned and ran out the room, disappearing around the corner. Caleb was baffled by her behavior, and he hurried off after her, to see where she went.

He found himself entering another vaulted chamber, this one also littered with sarcophagi. He could see at a glance that they were all already opened, and empty.

Ruth kept running, whining, and ran out this room, too. Caleb started to wonder whether Ruth was leading him somewhere. He sped up after her.

After tearing through several more rooms, Ruth finally stopped in a small alcove at the end of the corridor, dimly lit by a single torch. Inside, sat a lone, marble sarcophagus, intricately designed.

Caleb approached it slowly, holding his breath, hoping, sensing, that Caitlin could be inside.

Ruth sat down beside it, and stared up at Caleb. She whined frantically.

Caleb knelt and tried to push back its stone lid. But this one was much heavier than the others, and it hardly budged.

He knelt and pushed harder, using all his might, and finally, it began to budge. He kept pushing, and moments later, the lid came off completely.

Caleb was flooded with relief to find Caitlin lying there, still as could be, her hands neatly folded across her chest. But his relief turned to concern as he studied her, and saw that she was paler than he had ever seen. There was no color in her cheeks whatsoever, and her eyes did not even react to the torchlight. He looked more closely and noticed that she didnt appear to be breathing.

He leaned back in horror. Caitlin appeared to be dead.

Ruth whined louder: now he understood.

Caleb leaned in and placed both hands firmly on her shoulders. He shook her gently.

Caitlin? he said, hearing the worry in his own voice. CAITLIN!? he called louder, as he shook her with more force.

But she didnt respond, and his entire body went cold as he imagined what his life would be like without her in it. He knew there was a danger to time travel, and that not all vampires survived every trip. But he had never really contemplated the reality of dying on the trip back. Had he made a mistake to keep encouraging her on the search, on the mission? Should he have just let it go, have settled with her in the last time and place?

What if he had lost everything?

Ruth jumped into the sarcophagi, standing with all four paws on Caitlins chest, and began licking her all over her face. Minutes passed, and Ruth never stopped licking, whining as she did.

Just as Caleb leaned over, ready to pull Ruth off, he stopped. He was shocked as Caitlin began to open an eye.

Ruth howled, ecstatic, as she jumped off of Caitlin and ran in circles. Caleb leaned in, equally ecstatic, as Caitlin finally opened both eyes, and began to look around.

He hurried over and grabbed one of her ice-cold hands, warming it between his.

Caitlin? Can you hear me? Its me, Caleb.

Slowly, she began to sit up, and he helped her, reaching in, gently placing a hand behind her neck. He was so happy to see her blinking, squinting. He could see how disoriented she was, as if awoken from a deep, deep sleep.

Caitlin? he asked again, softly.

She looked at him blankly, her brown eyes as beautiful as hed remembered. But something, he could tell, was wrong. She was still unsmiling, and as she blinked at him, her eyes held the look of a stranger.

Caitlin? he asked again, worried this time.

She stared right at him, her eyes wide open, and he saw, with a sudden shock, that she didnt recognize him.

Who are you? she asked.

Calebs heart fell. Was it possible? Had the trip wiped out her memory? Had she really forgotten him?

Caitlin, he prodded again, its me. Caleb.

He smiled, hoping maybe that would help her remember.

But she didnt smile back. She just stared at him, with a vacant look, blinking several times.

Im sorry, she finally said. But I have no idea who you are.









CHAPTER TWO





Sam woke to the sound of screeching birds. He opened his eyes and saw, high up overhead, several huge vultures circling. There must have been a dozen of them, and they circled lower and lower, seemingly right over him, as if watching him. As if waiting.

He suddenly realized they assumed he was dead, and were waiting for their chance to swoop in and eat him.

Sam jumped to his feet, and as he did, the birds suddenly flew off, as if startled that the dead could rise again.

He looked around, trying to get his bearings. He was in a field, in the midst of rolling hills. As far as he could see, there were more hills, covered in grass and odd bushes. The temperature was perfect, and there was not a cloud in the sky. It was very picturesque, and there was not a single building in sight. It appeared he was in the middle of nowhere.

Sam tried to figure out where he was, what time period, and how hed arrived. He desperately tried to think back. What had happened before hed gone back in time?

Slowly, he remembered. He had been in the Notre Dame, in Paris, in 1789. He had been fighting off Kyle, Kendra, Sergei and their people, keeping them at bay so that Caitlin and Caleb could escape. It had been the least he could do, and he owed her that much, especially after endangering her with his reckless romance with Kendra.

Vastly outnumbered, he had used his shape-shifting power, and had managed to confuse them just enough to wreak considerable damage, wiping out many of Kyles men, incapacitating the others, and managing to escape with Polly.

Polly.

She had been by his side the whole time, had fought valiantly, and the two of them, he remembered, had been quite a force together. They had escaped through the ceiling of the Notre Dame, and had gone searching for Caitlin and Caleb in the night. Yes. It was all starting to come back….

Sam had found out that his sister had gone back in time, and he knew, on the spot, that he had to go back, too, to make wrongs right, to find Caitlin again, to apologize, and to protect her. He knew she didnt need it: she was a better warrior than he was now, and she had Caleb. But she was his sister, after all, and the impulse to protect her was something he could not turn off.

Polly had insisted on coming back with him. She, too, was intent on seeing Caitlin again, and on explaining herself to her. Sam hadnt objected, and they had gone back together.

Sam looked around again now, staring out at the fields, wondering.

Polly? he called out, tentatively.

No response.

He walked towards the edge of a hill, hoping to get a view of the landscape.

Polly!? he called out again, louder this time.

Finally! came a voice.

As Sam looked out, Polly appeared, walking up over the horizon, rounding a hill. She carried an armful of strawberries and was eating one, her mouth full as she spoke. Ive been waiting for you all morning! Gosh! You really love to sleep, dont you!?

Sam was delighted to see her. Seeing her, he realized how alone he had felt coming back, and how happy he was to have some companionship. He also realized, despite himself, how much she had grown on him. Especially after his fiasco with Kendra, he appreciated being around a normal girl, appreciated Polly more than she knew. And as she got closer, and as the sun lit up her light brown hair and blue eyes, her translucent white skin, he was surprised, once again, by her natural beauty.

He was about to respond, but as usual, she didnt let him get a word in.

I woke up not ten feet from you, she continued, as she approached, eating another strawberry, and I shook you and shook you, but you wouldnt wake! So I went off and did some gathering. Im anxious to leave this place, but I figured Id not leave you to the birds before I went. We have to find Caitlin. Who knows where she is? She could need our help right now. And all you do is sleep! After all, what did we come back for if were not going to get up and go and

Please! Sam called out, breaking into a laugh. I cant get a word in!

Polly stopped and stared at him, looking surprised, as if she had no idea she were speaking so much.

Well then, she said, speak!

Sam stared back at her, distracted by how blue her eyes looked in the early morning light; finally having a chance to speak, he froze up, forgetting what he was about to say.

Uh… he began.

Polly threw up her hands.

Boys! she exclaimed. They never want you to talkbut they never have anything to say themselves! Well, I cant wait around here anymore! she said, and hurried off, strutting through the fields, eating another strawberry.

Wait! Sam called out, hurrying to catch up with her. Where are you going?

Why, to find Caitlin, of course!

You know where she is? he asked.

No, she said. But I know where she isntand thats in this field! We need to get out of here. Find the closest city, or buildings, or whatever, and figure out what time were in. We have to start somewhere! And this is not the place!

Well, dont you think I want to find my sister, too!? Sam called out, exasperated.

Finally, she stopped and turned, facing him.

I mean, dont you want company? Sam asked, realizing as he said it, how much he wanted to look for Caitlin with her. Dont you want to search together?

Polly looked back at him with her large blue eyes, as if summing him up. He felt as if he were being scrutinized, and he could see she looked unsure. He couldnt understand why.

I dont know, she finally said. I mean, you handled yourself pretty well back there in ParisI do have to admit. But…

She paused.

What is it? he finally asked.

Polly cleared her throat.

Well, if you must know, the lastumboyI spent any time withSergeiturned out to be a liar and a con-man, who tricked and used me. I was too stupid to see it. But Im never going to fall for anything like that again. And Im not ready to trust anybody of the male racenot even you. I just dont want to spend any time with any more boys right now. Not that you and Inot that Im saying that werenot that I think of you that wayas anything more than a friendthan an acquaintance

Polly began stammering, and he could see how nervous she had become, and couldnt help smiling inwardly.

but its just that, regardless, Im sick of boys. No offense.

Sam smiled broadly. He loved her candor, and her spunkiness.

None taken, he answered. The truth be told, he added, Im sick of girls.

Pollys eyes opened wide in surprise; that clearly wasnt the response shed been expecting.

But it occurs to me that we have a better chance of finding my sister if we search together. I meanjust Sam cleared his throat, just professionally speaking.

Now it was Pollys turn to smile.

Professionally speaking, she repeated.

Sam reached out his hand, formally.

I promise, well just be friendsnothing more, he said. Ive sworn off of girls forever. No matter what.

And Ive sworn off of guys forever. No matter what, Polly said, still examining his hand, as it dangled in the air, unsure.

Sam left his hand out patiently, waiting.

Just friends? she asked. Nothing more?

Just friends, Sam said.

She finally reached out and shook on it.

And as she did, Sam couldnt help noticing that she held his hand just the slightest bit too long.










CHAPTER THREE





Caitlin sat up in the sarcophagus, and stared back at the man before her. She knew she recognized him from somewhere, but could not place where. She stared at his large, brown, concerned eyes, his perfectly chiseled face, his cheekbones, his smooth skin, his thick, wavy hair. He was gorgeous, and she could sense how much he cared for her. She felt deep down that this was an important person to her, but for the life of her, she could not remember who it was.

Caitlin felt something wet in her palm, and looked down to see a wolf sitting there, licking her. She was surprised at how caring it was towards her, as if it had known her forever. It had beautiful white fur, with a single grey streak running down the middle of its head and back. Caitlin felt she knew this animal, too, and that at some point in her life she'd had a close connection to it.

But try as she did, she could not remember how.

She looked around the room, trying to take in her surroundings, hoping it might jog her memory. The room slowly came into focus. It was dim, lit only by a torch, and in the distance, she saw adjoining rooms, filled with sarcophagi. It had a low, vaulted ceiling, and the stones looked ancient. It looked like a crypt. She wondered how she had gotten hereand who these people were. She felt as if she had been awakened from a dream that would not end.

Caitlin closed her eyes for a moment, breathing deeply, and as she did, a collection of random images suddenly flashed through her mind. She saw herself standing in the Roman Colosseum, fighting off multiple soldiers on its hot, dusty floor; she saw herself flying over an island in the Hudson River, looking down at a sprawling castle; she saw herself in Venice, on a gondola, with a boy she did not recognize, but who was also beautiful; she saw herself in Paris, walking along a river with a man who she recognized as the same man across from her. She tried to focus on that image, to hold onto it. Perhaps it would help her remember.

She saw the two of them again, this time in his castle, in the countryside of France. She saw them riding horses on the beach, then saw a falcon, circling high above them, dropping off a letter.

She tried to zoom in on his face, to remember his name. It seemed to be coming back to her; it was so close. But her mind kept flashing something new, and it was so hard to hold onto anything. Lifetime after lifetime flashed before her in an endless snapshot of images. It was as if her memory were repopulating itself.

"Caleb," came a voice.

Caitlin opened her eyes. He was leaning in close, reaching out a hand, holding her shoulder.

"My name is Caleb. Of the White Coven. Don't you remember?"

Caitlin's eyes closed again, as her mind was jogged by his words, his voice. Caleb. The name rang like a bell in her brain. It felt like an important name to her.

White Coven. That, too, rang a bell. She suddenly saw herself in a city she knew to be New York City, in a cloister at the northern end of the island. She saw herself standing on a large terrace, looking out. She saw herself arguing with a woman named Sera.

"Caitlin," came the voice again, more firmly. "Don't you remember?"

Caitlin. Yes. That was her name. She felt certain of it now.

And Caleb. Yes. He was important to her. He was her…boyfriend? He felt like more than that. Fiancé? Husband?

She opened her eyes, and stared at him, and it was all starting to flood back. Hope filled within her, as slowly, bit by bit, she was starting to remember everything.

"Caleb," she said back, softly.

His eyes suddenly filled with hope, watering. The wolf whined beside her licked her cheek, as if encouraged. She looked over at her, and suddenly remembered her name.

"Rose, she said, then realized that wasn't right. No. Ruth. Your name is Ruth."

Ruth leaned in closer, licking her face. Caitlin couldn't help but smile, and stroked her head. Caleb broke into a relieved grin.

"Yes. Ruth. And I am Caleb. And you are Caitlin. Do you remember now?

She nodded. "It's coming back to me," she said. "You are my…husband?"

She watched as his face suddenly turned red, as if he were embarrassed, or shamed. And at that moment, she suddenly remembered. No. They were not married.

"We are not married," he said, apologetic, "but we are together."

She was embarrassed, too, as now she started to remember everything, as it all started flooding back to her.

She suddenly remembered the keys. Her fathers keys. She reached down, into her pocket, and was reassured to feel them there. She reached into another pocket and felt her journal, still there. She was relieved.

Caleb reached out a hand.

She took it, and let him pull her up and out of the sarcophagus.

It felt so good to be standing, to stretch her aching muscles.

Caleb reached out and brushed the hair back out of her face. His soft fingers felt so good as they brushed her temple.

"I'm so glad you're alive," he said.

He embraced her, hugging her tight. She hugged him back, and as she did, more memories flooded through her. Yes, this was the man she loved. The man she hoped, one day, to marry. She could feel his love coursing through her, and she remembered that they had gone back in time together. They had last been in France, in Paris, and she had found the second key, and they had both been sent back. She had prayed that they would come back together this time. And as she held him tighter, she realized that her prayers had come true.

Finally, this time, they were together.











CHAPTER
FOUR





"I see you two have found each other," came a voice.

Caitlin and Caleb, in the midst of their embrace, both spun at
the voice, startled. Caitlin was shocked that anyone could have
snuck up on them so quickly, especially given their alert vampire
senses.

But as she stared back at the woman standing before them, she
realized why: this woman too, was a vampire. Dressed in all white,
wearing a hood, the woman lifted her chin and stared back with
piercing blue eyes. Caitlin could detect a sense of peace and
harmony coming off of her, and she let down her guard. She felt
Caleb let down his guard, too.

The woman broke into a wide smile.

"We've been waiting for you for quite some time," she said, in a
gentle voice.

"Where are we?" Caitlin asked. “What year is it?"

The woman only smiled back.

"Come this way," she said, turning her back, and heading back
out through the low, arched doorway.

Caitlin and Caleb exchanged a look, then followed her out the
doorway, Ruth at their side.

They walked down a stone corridor, twisting and turning, and it
led to a set of narrow stairs, lit only by a torch. They were close
behind the woman, who simply kept walking, as if assuming they
would follow.

Caitlin felt a desire to ask more questions, to press her on
where they were; but as they reached the top of the staircase, the
room suddenly opened up into a magnificent sight, taking her breath
away, and she realized they were inside an enormous church. At
least that part of the question was answered.

Caitlin once again regretted not having listened more carefully
in her history and architecture classes, regretted not being able
to tell at first sight exactly what church this was. She thought
back to all the magnificent churches she’d visited—the Notre Dame
in Paris, the Duomo in Florence—and couldn't help thinking that
this reminded her somewhat of them.

The nave of the church stretched for hundreds of feet, had a
tiled, marble floor, and had walls adorned with dozens of carved,
stone statues. It had soaring, vaulted ceilings, climbing hundreds
of feet high. High up were rows and rows of arched stained-glass,
flooding the church with a soft, multicolor light. At its far end
was a huge, circular piece of stained glass, filtering light into
an enormous, gilded altar. Spread out before that were hundreds of
small, wooden chairs for worshipers.

But now, the church was empty. It seemed as if they had the
entire place to themselves.

They walked across the room, following the vampire, and their
footsteps echoed, reverberating in the huge, empty hall.

"What church is this?" Caitlin finally asked.

"Westminster Abbey," came the woman's voice, as she continued
walking. "The coronation seat of Kings and Queens for thousands of
years."

Westminster Abbey, Caitlin thought. She
knew that was in England. London, in fact.

London.

The idea of being here hit her like a wave of bricks. It was
overwhelming, awe-inspiring. She had never been here before, and
had always wanted to go. She had had friends who had gone, and had
seen pictures online. It made sense to her that they were here,
given this city's long medieval history. This church alone was
thousands of years old—and she knew that this city had a lot more
like it. But she still didn't know the year.

"And what year is it?" Caitlin asked, nervous.

But their guide walked so quickly, she had already crossed the
huge chapel and ducked through another arched door, forcing Caitlin
and Caleb to hurry to keep up.

As they entered, Caitlin was surprised to find herself in a
cloister. There was a long, stone corridor, with stone walls and
statues on one side and on the other, open arches. These arches
were open to the elements, and through them, she could see a small,
peaceful courtyard. It reminded her of so many other cloisters she
had been to; she was starting to see the pattern of their
simplicity, their emptiness, the arched walls, the columns, the
well-cared for courtyards. They all felt like a shelter from the
world, like a place for prayer and silent contemplation.

The vampire finally stopped and faced them. She stared
back at Caitlin with her large, compassionate eyes, and looked
otherworldly.

"We are at the turn-of-the-century," she said.

Caitlin thought for a moment. "What century?" she asked.

"The sixteenth, of course. It is 1599.”

1599, Caitlin thought. The idea was
overwhelming. Once again, she wished she’d read her history more
closely. Previously, she had gone from 1791 to 1789. But now she
was in 1599. Nearly a 200 year leap.

She recalled how many things had seemed primitive even in
1789—the lack of plumbing, the occasional dirt road, the people
rarely bathing. She couldn't even comprehend how much more
primitive things could be two hundred years further back. Surely,
it would be far less recognizable than any other time. Even London
would probably be barely recognizable. It made her feel isolated,
alone, in a distant world and place. If it weren’t for Caleb’s
being there, by her side, she would have felt completely alone.

But at the same time, this architecture, this church, these
cloisters—it all felt so recognizable, so familiar. After all, she
was walking in the same exact Westminster Abbey that existed in the
21st century. Not only that, this
building, even as it was now, was already ancient, had already been
around for centuries. At least that gave her a touch of
comfort.

But why had she been sent [...]


