Yours Affectionately,
Jane Austen

FIRST CHAPTER

Pemberley Farms~ Virginia, USA
Summer, Now

From the balcony of her bedroom in Pemberley House edeistithe lush Shenandoah
Valley, Eliza Knight watched the torch flames dancehestill, summer night. The clock on the
second floor landing struck the half hour. She close@yes and listened to the horses’ hooves
crunching the gravel on the drive and wondered if this ig winad looked and sounded like in
1795 when the first Rose Ball was held. She opened heraagesatched liveried footmen
carrying torches, running ahead to light the way for #eubifully restored carriages taking the
last of this year’'s Rose Ball guests to the gates widedey Farms.

The story of the Rose Ball was very romantic. The& mao established this amazing
estate in the wilds of the Virginia countryside weleotwo hundred years ago had built this
house and then invited the cream of American sociedyfamcy dress ball, all to win the hand of
a Baltimore debutante. According to the story they totthe ball tonight, it worked; Rose Elliot
became the bride of the first Fitzwilliam Darcy arRberley Farms. So to honor her and the
history of the family, the Rose Ball has been heldyeyear since, just as it was the first time
and just as it was tonight.

She pushed herself away from the balcony railing. DarKieissver the estate as the
young men doused their torches, leaving only moonlightliSieamed as the footfalls of the
remaining servants faded into the distance and all was. giie mournful cry of a hoot owl
signaled the close of this amazing fairytale evening.

She returned to the ornate and slightly cloying Rose bedreo named, she’d been told,

because every available surface was covered in eitrat flotanicals or rose coloured fabric



and paint. Eliza flipped the light switch next to theafiralcove opposite the French doors where
specially designed lighting illuminated a portrait thandp over a naturally patinated copper
bathtub. The portrait she suspected was the real réasthre room’s name. Rose Elliot Darcy,
the Baltimore debutante wooed and won by Fitz’s greatt ghea grandfather and namesake,
looked down at her. Family legend held that when Roseéhsawlir. Darcy riding (on horseback)
up to the house she would slip into the tub filled witberescented water and wait for him. Eliza
smiled thinking she wouldn’t mind waiting in a bath of wariatev for Fitz. She chuckled to
herself; she’'d probably have to wait ‘til hell frozeeov

Turning away from the alcove the silk of her gown bruslgadnst her and she glanced
back at the portrait. This was the gown Rose wore ip#nating and to the first Rose Ball; a
gown Fitz had generously allowed Eliza to wear (wellyaky had insisted she wear) to his
Rose Ball simply because she said she liked it. 8&d tier head looking at the picture then at
the dress she wore. It was just as exquisitely beduiifv as it had been then, even the rose
buds embroidered all over the fabric were just as liveliga laughed out loud, lively was a Jane
Austen kind of word not an Eliza Knight kind of word; dwe tother hand this had definitely been
a Jane Austen kind of night.

The Darcy Matriarch’s eyes followed the New Y orker laes lsicked off her shoes and sat
down, falling back on to the fainting couch, not a chihisage mind you but a fainting couch.

“Well, Rose, did you marry him because he built this hdoisgou or were you
comfortable when you were together?”

She leaned her head back and stared at the ceiling. CabMorEliza didn’t know if
that’s how Rose felt about Willie Darcy (that’s wikkdse called her Fitzwilliam) but for some
strange and inexplicable reason it was how she felhwhe was with Fitz Darcy, the current

master of Pemberley Farms.



She’d only known him for forty-eight hours and the entime had been a whirlwind of
activity and a roller coaster of emotions; still shd baen more at ease with him than she ever
had with anyone else. Was it possible it was only twa2&he glanced at the clock on the
bedside table, three in the morning; that made it alootyttwo hours, not even two days. She
looked up at the portrait again, yesydsjust last night, under the watchful eyes of his ancesto
that Fitz finished telling her his tale of leaping througioaal that took him from twenty-first
century Hampshire, England to nineteenth century Chawtbdame Austen’s bed.

In her mind’s eye, Eliza could see Fitz astride Lordshiel(his, then, newly purchased
million dollar horse) galloping through a foggy Englishrmog, sailing gracefully over a low
stone wall then just as ungracefully stumbling on theroside throwing his rider to the ground,
rendering the American unconscious as his head met a Iydstialed rock.

She had been sure he was crazy when he started teltihgslabsurd story of time travel
but something in his telling stopped her from just leaving andygmme. She would never
know if it was the champagne and the ambiance of thieiges old southern estate or Fitz
himself, but by the time he finished his epic tale,tshly believed that he had fallen through a
rip in the fabric of time. Despite her inbred New Y agkicism, she was convinced that this uber

wealthy Virginia horseman had been the model for Austiéin:Darcy inPride and Prejudicp

arguably the most romantic figure in English literature.

Eliza yawned; she hadn’'t gotten much sleep the last fgw aad had been running
mostly on nervous energy. Carefully she removed Rasey's two hundred year old gown and
laid it out on the fainting couch, afraid hanging it up Imigamage it somehow. Sure that the
gossamer fabric couldn’t have been any prettier wheastwew than it was tonight, Eliza
slipped on her favorite extra-large tee-shirt and sat dowihe small upholstered stool at the

dressing table.



Releasing her hair from its up-do, she shook it loosleran her fingers through it. In the
mirror she turned her head to the left and right thetedeher chin on her hand, she wasn't a
classic beauty but her dark hair and eyes did make herlba exotic. Her eyes were drawn to
the frame of the mirror, following the circumferengith her eyes, admiring what she supposed
were hand carved roses. Her eyes stopped at the righetlgadf the mirror and a small smile
curved her full lips; she reached behind the mirror, notf8ihg. laughed out loud at herself.
Finding two hundred year old letters behind an old mirrppkaed once in a lifetime. She

shrugged, but it had happened...to her and only two weeks ago.

Alone in her New York City apartment, overlooking tre@sERiver Eliza sat crossed-
legged on the floor examining her newly acquired treasdege a&ighteenth century vanity table,
purchased at a dusty antique shop against the advice ofriarfyyancial advisor and part-time
boyfriend.

She pulled out one of the drawers and turned it over torfawre closely at the dove-
tailed corners and the bottom (historically the botstmuld be a different wood), the action
attracting the attention of her fat, grey tabby cat yrabbed the paper that fell out of the
drawer.

“What have you got there, Wickham?” She took the paper arftedusm away. “Whoa!
Jeez, Wickham, look at this; it's a newspaper fromteigten, The Hampshire Chronicle. An
old English newspaper. Pretty cool, huh? A pretty goodatidn that it really is an English
antique.” Whispering conspiratorially to the cat, “it mederry was probably wrong, it isn't a
fake.”

Continuing to peruse the yellowing scrap of newsprint,gitpgled, “What do you

imagine Gerlick’'s Female Potion is, Wickham? Probalpatent medicine that was mostly



alcohol.” She looked up at the cat who had positioned hiraeehe top of her wicker clothes
hamper licking his paw. “Not interested any more, huhstiaff?”

She scratched the cat’s head as she passed him to petseaper on top of the vanity
and then picked up the mirror, sitting once again orfloloe to more closely examine it.

“Huh-oh, backing looks kind of warped. Oh, please, | dosht Jerry to have been right
about this.”

However, further examination showed that the backing med warped but separated
from the silvered glass by two letters. Intrigued by thesipd#y of old love letters, she untied
the green ribbon that bound them and read the addrese topthne.

“Miss Jane Austen, Chawton Cottage,” she paused, ¢Hrat be right.”

She picked up the other letter, “Jane Austen again...to...HieawiDarcy!?” It was a
stunned question and statement. She turned it over,aheae still intact. “I guess she didn’t
send it, Wickham.” She looked at the other letter;aswpen and obviously written by a man.

"May 12th, 1810," she read aloud, "Dearest Jane, the Cdpatsifound me out. | am
being forced to go into hiding immediately. But if | am alblshall still be waiting at the same
spot tonight. Then you will know everything you wish to kné&wDarcy."

Who was the captain and what did Jane want to know& Ekamined the letters more
carefully. It wasn't really possible for Jane Austerhave been corresponding with a fictional
character that she created, was it? The simple, obwat completely outrageous answer was
that he wasn't fictional at all.

She looked more closely at the still sealed lettercamsidered opening it just so she
could find out what Jane wrote to her Mr. Darcy, butef ylears of watching Antiques
Roadshow had taught her anything it was that things wereoia valuable monetarily as well
as historically if left as original as possible. Relatfashe re-bundled the letters and tied the

ribbon around them again.



“Maybe it's some kind of joke, Wickham. Not a very furone.” She looked over at the
cat, “I'd say Jerry did this but he doesn’t have enougharece in his soul to even think of such a
thing. I'm not even sure he knows who Austen is and I'dnitey he hasn't red@ride and
Prejudice” Putting the letters with the newspaper she picked upahé'What should | do,
Wickham?” He meowed loudly and squirmed out of her atsu’re absolutely right; | need to
do some research. If Darcy was real someone must &howt it.”

As night settled over the city, the golden glow frostraet light outside her window was
the only illumination in Eliza’s living room/studio unshe turned on her computer. Determined
to discover an explanation for the existence of ttierte she sat at her desk and signed on to the
internet. The first thing she found was the New York @itAplic Library website advertising a
current exhibit,;The World of Jane Austen — A Woman of Two Centi8ies.definitely would go
there tomorrow and find out what the world of Jane Austas M¢e. But she probably wouldn’t
find an answer to the question she most wanted answesde sontinued to scroll through what
turned out to be thousands of websites all claiming ¥@ Bame association with the novelist.

One seemed a bit more promising than most:

AUSTENTICITY.COM
THE EVERYTHING AUSTEN SITE

Can't get enough Jane Austen?

Dying to know what she ate and wore, what books she read,
songs she sang? Post your question on our message boards.
One of our Austen experts is sure to have
the answer you seek.

"Austen experts! That’s what we need," Eliza said, regpthe message. She examined
the several topics on the message boards, selecting'slife & Times" and started to type.
POST MESSAGE:

Was Darcy fronPride and Prejudicea real person?
Please reply by e-mail to: SMARTIST@qgalleri.com

Smiling to herself, she sent the message.



"There!" she told Wickham. "With any luck we’ll get teetbottom of this and find out

the truth."

The truth was that the Fitzwilliam Darcy of thetées was a twenty-first century time
traveler and not Jane Austen’s nineteenth century lavdégast he claimed not to be her lover.
Lover or not Eliza was now sure that the unopened )détten Jane Austen to Fitzwilliam Darcy
really had been meant for Fitz and not written to hiseator as she had assumed. Because of
that certainty the decision to give him the letter baen easy, as far as she was concerned
Austen had written to him, so the letter was his.

The reflection of the candle flame from the bedsad#et flickered in the soft summer
breeze, one candle. The ballroom of Pemberley Hoaddéen ablaze with hundreds of candles
tonight and with costumed guests whirling around them, FitzHEkza in his arms as he waltzed
her around the dance floor. She was almost sorry sbiefdim that she’d made a decision about
the letter at that moment because he stopped dancinglaaded her, whisking her out of the
ball room and out to the front porch.

He commandeered an open coach and took her for a shoniitrride down to the lake.

In the silver glow of the moon she pressed the unopetit Into his hand. He read it to her, the
missive ending with Jane’s wish and admonition for him.
“Somewhere in that faraway world of yours, | know, thawaits your one true love.
Find her, dearest! Find her whatever else you may do...aed she is found, you must tell her
she is your dearest and loveliest desire. Be happy, vay Jane."

Staring at the ground Fitz refolded the letter and slipp@etb the pocket of his hunter
green frock coat, then he took the step that separatedai@ cupped her face in his hands. She

could see grateful tears glistening in his eyes when hewigd, “Dearest, loveliest Eliza.”



Then he’d kissed her, a long passionate but gentleHasfiad made her knees weak. Even now
her heart beat hard in her chest and she had to talepdEath to calm it.

She wanted him to kiss her again but at the bedroom dauoatie a gallant bow and
kissed her hand.

She didn’t know what to say and all that came out wHsafik you, it's
been...amazing.”

He smiled. “Yes.” Then with a feather soft touch laéd the contour of her jaw and
gently lifted her chin, brushing her lips with a kiss. “s#e you in the morning.”

She hadn’'t been kidding when she told him it had all besarzmg, but her mind was
still having trouble processing it. Hopefully sleep would mekerything much clearer, so not
bothering to remove her make-up or brush her teeth shbetili into bed and fell asleep

imagining she was in his embrace.



SECOND CHAPTER

The sun was just cresting the Blue Ridge Mountains andstalready warm; a portent
of the hot day ahead. Fitz Darcy, his arms crossedeteagainst one of the Doric columns on
the porch of Pemberley House and watched Harv Harringtsmoyhood friend, slam shut the
boot of his classic Jaguar. Faith, Harv's sister, stoothdpassenger door of the car looking at
Fitz who refused to meet her gaze.

Sighing, Faith got into the car. Fitz had been civil enadigting the final preparations
and the ball itself but before they had retired afterfestivities their host had stopped the sister
and brother as they headed up the stairs to bed. Thixefabt of the elaborately carved
staircase Fitz spoke to them.

“I think it best that the two of you leave first thing tomow morning.” Then he had
simply turned and walked away.

His voice held a quiet anger Faith had never heard bafateven Harv, who would
normally have shot back with some sharp retort oaséicquip remained silent, accepting what
felt like a reprimand, a strange feeling from a contemydteey had known all of their lives.
And now at dawn they were leaving Pemberley Farms datll, ito Faith, like it might be for the
last time.

She watched as Harv and Fitz shook hands then embraséer Arother climbed into
the small sports car Faith said, “He wouldn’t evesklat me.”

“Yeah, and he wasn'’t exactly his warm, charming self teeitkeer. | guess | can thank
you forthat, too.”

“God, was it really that bad?”

“Well, dear sister, | believe you may very well havarfd the limit to his graciousness.
You blew it big time.”

“It was just a couple of glasses.”



Harv looked at his sister in amazement, “You're not ghapid, Faith.”

Feigning innocence, “What do you mean?”

“The punch cups have been in his family for over two hungleeds, they weren't
random glasses you smashed on the ballroom floort imatsn’t the glassware and you know it.
It was your attitude and actions toward Eliza; the atysts just the final straw.”

Faith pouted silently. Harv glanced over at her.

“Your complete lack of remorse for having upset everythimjtaen trying to make a
joke out of it probably wasn’t the smartest thing you'veredone.”

Faith hung her head. “Do you think he’ll ever talk to again?”

Her younger brother reached over and patted her kneee,“Bur know that Fitz doesn’t
hold grudges. But you better get used to the fact that hessedmve found someone who
matters more to him than his horses. Besides, Elgeetsy cool. You should give her a chance.”

“A chance to what, have what | want?”

“Boy, you don't get it do you? You’ve never been mormnth friend to him and if you
don't find a way to get along with Eliza you won't evemthat.”

“Do you really think it's that serious?”

Harv glanced side-ways at his sister, “Yes and youadoor you wouldn’t have made
such a fool of yourself.”

Their mother and Mrs. Darcy had told her all the while was growing up that she was
meant to be Fitz’ bride and she had always assumeedveatually she would be. Even as they
grew to adulthood and he made it clear that he had eotioh of ever marrying her, she was
sure she could change his mind and win him. No other giréliadgotten in the way of that
before Eliza. As Pemberley Farms faded in the disteagé supposed Harv was right but she

wasn't at all sure it would ever be possible for heradriends with the New York artist.



The first thing Eliza did when she got up was brush her.t&it had no idea how she’'d
managed to rationalize to herself not brushing them belfi@eent to bed. Her mouth was all
fuzzy and tasted as yucky as it felt. That done stdtbered on cleansing cream (because her
grandmother told her never to use soap on her facejtove the sticky, crusted on make-up
she’d also managed to rationalize away last night.

Now she rinsed the shampoo out of her hair then stotieishower tiled with hand
painted roses (obviously not original to the two hundred gkeBihouse) and let the pulsating
water pound her back and neck, she’d slept well unlike tjt@ before and actually felt rested
and relaxed for the first time in weeks.

The counter in the bathroom held several small battidiguid soap, lotion and body
spray; all lavender fragranced. She was surprised but igidtethat it wasn’t rose. She used the
body spray all over and even in her hair. She driedhierand slipped on the jeans she’d worn
yesterday along with the only clean shirt she had withSige ran the brush through her hair and
put on just a touch of blush and pink lip gloss. She gavedieone last spritz of lavender, then
set the etched glass bottle down on the weathered ntaninheer.

Coming back into the bedroom Eliza looked at the portfalteDarcy Grand Dame
hanging over the copper bathtub and smiled. What she wogl#a'to see the look on Fitz’ face
to find her in the tub with rose petals floating atop warater. Would she have to wait for hell
to freeze over or would he join her? In the bright lighimorning it suddenly became a real
guestion not just a fantasy. Whadstheir relationship?

She had kissed him once, albeit in anger and he had kisseddaebut aside from the
quick kiss when he said goodnight, that was all theretovi®e relationship; physically anyway.
It had been so long since she’d allowed herself an ematconnection to anyone outside the
family that she wasn’t at all sure what the signsewtvas she reading him right, did he like her

as much as she liked him? Was he simply being a soudkatleman or being nice because she



gave him the letter? The kiss by the lake last nighhivase of simple appreciation but was it
any more than a kiss?

Suddenly the thought of meeting him this morning went frontexent to trepidation.
She couldn’'t possibly be in love with him or he witr lafter only three days...two, actually.
Besides he was in love with Jane Austen, it wasé¢hsan he wanted the letter; to see how she
felt about him. He’'d gotten his answer and it was appaodBliza that Jane’s love for him was
instrumental in her suggestion that he find someone ioviiisworld to love; his dearest and
loveliest. Jane wanted him to be happy.

So was this the beginning of something beautiful for ElrmhFitz or had it simply been
a weekend dalliance? Of course there hadn’'t been mulgindahone actually and he didn’t
really seem the dallying type but she could assume nothing.

Eliza went to the blanket chest at the foot of the fonster bed and picked up her
portfolio. Tucked behind the sketches she’d done of PemUeéaleys and the one of Fitz on
Lord Nelson was a small watercolor portrait she’d dofrtne man she’d met at the New York
Public Library’s Jane Austen exhibit. Even though she seldeew people she had been
compelled to paint him and it had taken only a couple offy@s if her hand had a mind of its
own. She’d never met a man who appreciated Austen amdrtiace of her era and more than
once wished that she’d gotten his name and number. Runninigdpar dver the drawing she
realized that there definitely had been an emotiomahection with the man from the very
beginning, at least on her part.

Three days ago (two weeks after the library), fate steppand she met the man in her
little portrait; Fitzwilliam Darcy of Pemberley FasnVirginia. This was the man who, in spite
of his arrogant facade, was generous, kind and passiormate] who definitely had her in

emotional turmoil.



Dirt flew up in the wake of the vintage Jag as it sped diwrdrive and into the ground
fog held by the woods near the gates. Fitz turned awdpaumed himself a cup of coffee at the
table Mrs. Temple had set up on the veranda for his ramngeguests.

Alone in the early morning he took his coffee and walkedrdtoward the barns. He'd
had a good night sleep, helped no doubt by the fact thatchgditen virtually no sleep the night
before. He was fairly refreshed and looked forward &ngeLord Nelson. As he passed the tack
room he grabbed his favorite saddle, one too worn for amythit exercising but was the most
comfortable one he had, not forgetting a pad, bridle amdadl apple.

At the stallion’s stall Fitz opened the door and setduk just inside, he released the top
of the Dutch door and pushed it open all the way and sethedabttom half, setting his coffee
cup on the ledge. The horse stood in the corner and twrech tas the latch caught on the door.

“Good morning, boy. How are you today?”

Lord Nelson nuzzled Fitz's shoulder as if in answah&question. With his hand open
he offered Nelson the apple he’d procured. While theehgirsedily munched his treat Fitz
gently put the saddle pad and saddle on Lord Nelson’s blaeldy adjusting the girth so it was
secure but not tight. Pulling the bridle over the anima¢ad and gently slipping the bit into his
mouth Fitz threw the reins over his shoulder and togé¢tieeduo walked out of the barn into the
early morning sun.

Using agility not common in a large man Fitz swung itite saddle, then horse and rider
walked past the paddocks and out into the open fields. Spunargyeat horse on they galloped
across the fields, the strong muscles of Lord Nelskingghem over white rail fences with ease.
It was almost as if they were flying, the moist airhing around him as they went, he did love
being out at dawn with his horses. It allowed him to sldkéhe muzziness of sleep and think

more clearly and he had a lot to think about this morning.



THIRD CHAPTER

Chawton, England
Summer, 1813

The slender, dark haired woman walked alone on the sameéland path they once had
walked together. Was it really three years ago? Theslifigly warm spring weather had
brought forth the first blooming of the wild flowers. Tgdaer muslin dress clung to her body in
the moist summer air and flowers no longer colourechteadow.

Atop a wooden stile she imagined him holding his armsmhet, his hands strong at her
waist as he lifted her gently off her feet and setomethe ground next to him. Her heart beat
rapidly; she breathed deeply to calm it.

Jane jumped down from the weathered step, soiling theoliéer gown as she landed in
a small puddle. Her sister, Cassandra and her mothed stvahgly disapprove of such
carelessness, but the thought of their disappointmentosain the memory of that long ago
afternoon.

Jane reveled in the reminiscence as she continuezhseal walk toward the low stone
wall on the opposite end of the meadow. It was a wadkled made many times since he left.
Her hand went to her bare throat where he had put thecgaid his late-mother had given him
in his youth. She often tried to imagine him as a boya# never able to drive the image of the
man from her mind, his body tall, lean and tanned aayha Iher bed recovering from his
injuries; injuries that were not nearly as bad as hddaithem all to believe. She smiled at the
memory of his deception.

The trees hanging over the low lying wall were nominialiger than they had been when
she was here with him. They sat together on the walljrig hands and kissing in the sunshine,
the breeze stirring the leaves overhead. He had held h& arms; she wanted to stay there

forever and he said he never wanted to let her go. Buvthld had intruded and he was gone.



It was the strength of that memory, his arms aroundhiebreath on her neck, the
beating of his heart against her that caused sensatigmgarid sadness. His disposition and
temper were nearly opposite her own, but the loving teredsrand gentle passion underlying all
that he did allowed her, even now, to feel the exat@nshe had experienced when he touched
her. She relished every moment of the time they hgether and would not trade it for anything.

A warm breeze rustled the leaves of the two tredsctieated the arch through which Mr.
Darcy had come and, she assumed, gone. The hope thlettagohe might...

The thought and her heart stopped as a horse and rider eantbewall through the
space between the two trees. In her hurry to releesd tripped over a partially buried rock and
fell to the ground.

Reining the black horse to a stop, the young man jumped dawvasinstantly at her
side.

“I'm sorry, Miss. Are you okay?”

Okay. That was a word she had only ever hbarduse. Her head suddenly swiveled,
their eyes meeting. Her brother’s stableman turnedyleis away in deference to their different
stations.

“When did you last see him, Simmons?” Her heart be&tifagth a surge of irrational
hope that it had been recently.

“Who, Miss?” He reached out to assist her to her feet.

“Why, Mr. Darcy,” she said accepting his outstretched ramrising.

Escorting her to the stone wall he said, “Not sif@eGaptain come after him, Miss
Jane.” He asked, “Why Miss?”

“I have never heard anyone else use ‘okay’.”

“It is a good word, | think.”

“Indeed,” Jane agreed.



Simmons looked around, “Will he ever come back, Miss?”

“Mr. Darcy?” Her brother’s servant nodded. “I fear itymot be in his power to return.”

“If that is true then | wish | had gone with him.” H®sd next to the horse, rubbing the
animal’s neck.

Jane queried, “Gone with him?”

“When he prepared to leave | asked to go with him, to taleafdrord Nelson. But he
said it would be too dangerous for me to go.”

“It most likely was too dangerous.”

She saw a glimmer of realization flash across lus.f&He’s not really a spy, Miss.”

Surprised at the statement she asked, “How do you know?”

“He give me his word that he was no spy.” He dropped his ®ythe ground and almost
whispered, “He’s a true gentleman, Miss, and | beliewe”hi

“So do | Simmons, so do I.” She paused, “You would have gatfehim to America?”

“Oh, yes, Miss”

Jane was astonished at the admission. Simmons held apadisome importance in her
brother’s stable; caring for his favorite horses, teaghine younger children to ride and hunt and
having the special privilege of driving her mother, her sstel herself on local travels. It was a
great honor in a household of so many servants tothawesponsibility of caring for those
most dear to his master’s heart. But despite the fath#was a young man of no education or
particular background and no connections to speak of, Siswmas willing to leave it all to
follow a man he had known only a few days.

Unable to hide the shock, she asked, “Why would you have dheasthing?”

The young man stood up tall, “He made me feel like henegasetter than me, and he

shook my hand, Miss, as if we was the same.”



Jane smiled at him. Mr. Darcy had made quite an impmress her brother’s groom. It
reminded her of the American’s declaration and treatiwilner as an equal as well.

She said, “I believe he considered you his equal, Simmdhs.young man'’s face
beamed with the compliment.

“Where do you think Mr. Darcy is, Miss Jane?”

“Very likely he is in the state of Virginia in Amea, the United States.”

“I have often thought of going to Portsmouth and hiringaa ship to go to America.”

“Even after all this time?”

“I want to be a horse doctor and | think Mr. Darcy migéip me get the learning | need
todoit.”

“Since Britain is at war with America, | fear goingetk could be a great danger to you.”

“You think because | am English Mr. Darcy would not helg?in

“I have no doubt he would help you in any way he could, weteto reach him but if
you went there now it might be seen as an act astne or you would simply be impressed into
the service of the Prince Regent.”

“l was afraid you meant he would turn me out so if thade is all | have to fear then
someday | will take my chances.”

Failing to dissuade him with logic or fear Jane triegpticytruth. “I am afraid, Simmons,
that a ship out of Portsmouth would not lead you to Mr. Parmerica.”

“I do not understand. There is only one America is theteand he lives there doesn’t
he?”

She had never considered telling anyone Darcy’s story uasitEdward’s stableman
who had found Darcy a hiding place so that Francish&eal captain brother had been unable to
capture him and Simmons had gotten the American papeniaisé ihe could write her about his

departure. A surge of emotion and fear for Simmons caausigtitness in her chest remembering



that he had become a party to the deception she and IRt @erpetrated so that they could
have one last meeting. A slight sadness colored theonyeihwas a meeting that was not to be
and she suspected was never meant to be. Looking inyouing man'’s guileless face it was
clear that Simmons could be trusted for had he nottkeptsecret all these years? In fact he had
risked his life for Darcy and herself so perhaps she del lmav young champion the truth.

She was aroused from the self-discussion by Simmons@ueiiss?” Jane looked up
at him. “Why do you say | couldn’t get to America fromrmouth?”

She smiled, “You could get to America on a ship from Portgmbut you would not
find Mr. Darcy there...at least not our Mr. Darcy.”

“But you said he was in America.”

“And so he is. However, it is not the America of today

The fear that he might be insulting Master Edwardtesimade him pause but didn't
stop him from saying, “You confuse me, Miss Jane.”

Smiling, “Yes.” Realizing, now, why Darcy had found it sdidiflt to explain the
circumstances of his arrival to her. She had beemssrkat his reticence but now she
understood. How was she to tell this young man, a bdly rgho had never even been to
London that Mr. Darcy had traveled from a time two heddyears in the future?

She began an explanation she hoped would end his dreamdiiod the tall Virginian.
“After Mr. Darcy dined at my brother’s he requested atmgevith me.” She stopped talking
and thought about the circumstances of the requesttity hastten note folded tightly and
slipped into her hand under the pretense of finding her glthat Darcy himself had taken.

Jane caught the hint of a smile on Simmons’ face bsaltenothing.

“You knew?” She queried.

“I saw him give you the note, Miss.” He dropped his eyaseoground. “That was why |

had Lord Nelson ready for him when he come to theestablat night.”



Startled by the admission she asked, “You were so sureltdwaeet with him?”

Stridently, “Oh, no, Miss! But | was certain he would gohopes that you would.”

Jane nodded knowingly, continuing to be surprised by thagyman’s insight.

“l told him that he needed to be wary of the Captairh®dwas a far different man than
Master Edward and would not take kindly to someone playiogglavith one of his sisters.” He
blushed slightly, “Sorry, Miss.”

Smiling to try and ease the groom’s embarrassment, shedagi®u were right, Francis
is very protective of us and definitely did not like Nrarcy so it was a good warning.” After a

short pause she added, “I am afraid my brother was no aichis dislike of Mr. Darcy.”

The knocking started softly enough but with Jane’s refiasahswer, Cassandra finally
struck the door quite hard.

“Jane, talk to me.” Still she got no response. Plaiitiier sister pleaded, “Jane, please.
| am sorry if | injured your sensibilities, | only wadte remind you...” before she could finish
the sentence Jane answered without opening the door.

“That | am a middle-aged spinster with no right to...ani@bed Cass.”

“I will not be able to sleep if you are angry with me.”

Grudgingly Jane went to the door and opened it but pointedlgiot invite her sister in
to the room. She kissed Cassandra’s check, “I am noy.a@grto bed.” Without waiting for a
response Jane closed the door again. Leaning againsinagbd until she heard her sister’s
reluctant footsteps as she walked down the hall to harroam.

She knew Cassandra was just trying to protect her, butvitead? Mr. Darcy had made it
abundantly clear to her that he wanted nothing mometthée out of the country as soon as
possible. It was the reason he wanted to see her #mdher brother, Frank’s suspicious and

rude behavior toward him this evening she could hardly blameBgsides what harm could



come from a single meeting? She conceded that thédatr and woodland location was a bit
suspicious and highly inappropriate, still it never occuroeger not to go.

As midnight approached, Jane stepped out into the Hatigtaote that no light shown
from under Cassandra’s bedroom door, she felt securadisite left the house under cover of
darkness her sister would be none the wiser. At therhaifdhe stairs she threw her blue gauze
cloak around her shoulders and pulled the hood up to protelcead from the light mist that

had started to fall just as they arrived home frombnether Edward’s dinner party.



FOURTH CHAPTER

From the deep shadows at the edge of the wood, Janel waithe moon started its
descent, casting an iridescent glow on the meadow. Steh&d the tall American steer his great
horse off of the road and into the soft grass, he stdhight and tall as though he’d been born
astride the animal. She could see him looking around obljion search of her but also making
sure he had not been followed. When he was within bewvddet she stepped out of the
shadows and into the moonlight.

He dismounted and cautiously walked toward her sayinga¥ afraid you wouldn’t
come,” he stopped no more than two feet away from lodatiny Lord Nelson’s reins in his
hand. He looked handsome and vital even in Edward’stilkditsuit. She pushed aside the
thought and the romantic notions she’d been entertaimieg seceiving his note and questioned
his choice of time and place.

He apologized and added, “I believe dawn, the sunriseg isrtitial time that will allow
me to go back.”

“Go back, where?” She questioned.

Darcy hesitated, still unsure how much he should reafe@lit his situation.

Taking his pause as evidence that what would follow woelld boncocted story...a lie,
Jane was surprised when all he said was to go back pietteshe had fallen.

Irritated by his evasion, as she had no doubt he knevsphgevhat she wanted to know,
she snippily said that it was close and she would gktalyv him exactly where it was after he
told her where he came from, why he was there and whyelhigvior was so odd.

“Miss Austen, | really can’t explain. You wouldn’t undenstl.” He paused very briefly,
“I'm not at all sure | do.”

Ignoring his apologetic admission Jane angrily spat, d8se | am a woman you think

me too stupid to understand!?” It was part statement, partigquesid with the last word she



turned and walked away telling him as she went that hdreas$o stumble around in the dark
and find the place himself.

Almost panicked he dropped Nelson’s reins and went aftefMes Austen...Jane,
please wait.”

Expecting yet another insult but ready with a few ofdwen, she stopped and turned
toward him. But he hurled no aspersion instead claiminghgnéelieved her to be one of the
most intelligent women, nay, people of his acquaintance.

Cautiously she returned and stood toe to toe, looking upnat-er eyes glistened in the
moonlight with a combination of suspicion and curiosityl before she could say anything he
began to tell her about her books.

“I know thatSense and Sensibilityill be published early next year and it will do very

well.”
Suspiciously she asked, “My brother told you, did hé&hot
“No and he didn't tell me about the one you're workinghow, ‘First Impressions’,
about five sisters hoping to marry well. It will be pabé&d in three years, after you re-title it.”
His knowledge of First Impression, which was not yeished caused her curiosity to
flare into anger at the reasonable assumption thaadheiffted through her personal papers when
he was alone in her room feigning his head injury. But bedbeehad the chance to throw well
deserved invectives at him he told her about another book.

“Mansfield Park It will be considered your masterpiece by many peajplough, Pr...”

He stopped himself before saying it and cleared his thibast 1mpressions will be the most
popular, then and now.”

Mansfield Parkwas but an idea in her head, she had not yet put pen to plapedid he

know? And what did then and now mean? Her confusion turnaagter and she accused him of



madness saying that she did not have any idea how hesknawch of her past but he could not
possibly know what her future held for no one could telftiiure.
Quietly he agreed and said that was his secret, it WHgeglast for him. It was the past

because he came from the future.

Literally scratching his head the dumbfounded young man askbd,ftiture, Miss
Jane?”

She nodded, “Two centuries into the future.”

Completely amazed, “How is that possible, Miss?”

Jane told him what Darcy had told her. He had jumped #llemth Lord Nelson, both
had been blinded by the rising sun and the great stallionttnabled, throwing him to the
ground where he hit his head on a rock. When he awoke iaeve.

When Simmons said nothing else in his amazement she addedgday after that
midnight meeting we came here and he attempted to @éeteottal but it was not open. It made
him even more sure that the sunrise was instrumentad iogéning of the gateway through
which he and Lord Nelson had come.” She paused, “Althougppitars now, the sunset was just
as effective,” adding quietly, “at least | hope it Was.

Simmons stepped to the wall and looked through the arch gitgabranches, “But |
just come through here Miss and it was only Master Edwdields.”

“As | said, he was sure the sunrise or possibly theeswmss responsible for the opening
of the portal.”

The young horseman looked behind him, “It is almost sultiss, Jane.”

Looking out at the western horizon, Jane agreed, “Sd'it i

She took three steps and stood next to him, after a fememts a fine mist started to rise

from the moist grass on the other side of the wakk st turned to a thick fog and as the fog



cleared slightly Jane and Simmons saw a large greehimeamove across the far meadow.
There were no horses or oxen driving it and it maderaligng noise as black smoke billowed
out the back of it. They looked at each other in aweaanazement and then back where they
saw a smaller wheeled vehicle with no horses kicking upatuatdirt road next to the field.
They remained where they were, transfixed until the instged to fade; a blaze of sunlight
filled the space with a brilliance that seemed to bolnack at them as if off of a mirror and
when they regained their vision all they saw was Edwdield just as it had been before.

Almost in a whisper Simmons asked, “Was that the pdvtigls?”

Sitting once again on the warm rock wall Jane saidufipose so. | believe those things
were some of the machines Mr. Darcy told me of, machimegseplace horses.”

“Replace horses, Miss?”

“Yes. Mr. Darcy told me about all manner of machinelisntime. Automobiles are
carriages without horses.” She glanced over her shouldee aneadow. “The big green one
must have been a plough of some kind.”

“But Mr. Darcy breeds horses.”

“Indeed, but for sport and recreation.”

Still standing at the wall looking through the archrettbranches, Simmons said, “So
the opening is still there.”

“It appears so, Simmons, it appears so.”

“Why do you think he hasn’'t come back, Miss?”

“There are many possibilities. It would still be dangerouim. Perhaps he does not
know he can. It is possible he does not want to revisittime or worse that he did not return to
his own time in safety.”

“What do you think would happen, Miss, if | went through it?”



Jane looked over her shoulder at the meadow beyondsisid and quiet. There was no
sign of a rip in the fabric of time, it looked likecawas the Hampshire countryside of Regency
England. She turned to Simmons.

“Mr. Darcy said that his coming here had been accideidtahad no idea how it
happened or why. If the portal was open when my brothechasing him and he went through
it, we have no way of knowing if he returned to his dinre or some other time. And we can
not know what might happen to you. He told me there iwaypto control it, at least as far as he
knew.” She paused a moment. “If you were to go throught wiould you do if you could not
return?”

“If I find Mr. Darcy | would not want to come back.”

“And if you do not?”

“l will secure work in a stable somewhere.”

With the sun down, evening began to fall on the opensiiddmmons took a deep
breath, “I must get back.”

“And | must return home before dark.”

“Shall | see you home, Miss?”

“No thank you, it is not necessary.”

Simmons tipped his hat and swung up into the saddle guidirgptke away from the
wall when suddenly he turned and spurring the animal to gdlidip charged the wall and sailed
over it with ease.

Jane smiled at the image and started home. The cushwmirting summer pasture
reminded her of the afternoon she was here with D&log'd run off, as a sort of test to
determine if he really preferred women who were spiidiied independent as he had declared.
He caught up with her, picked her up and whirled her around andethevith her in his arms

tumbling onto the soft grass. Fully aware that anyonaxge¢bem this way would be outraged,



she did not care, lying there with him was intoxicating. Whe kissed her, her heart fluttered,
then beat so hard she was breathless. She closedesaarey/sighed at the memory. It was a
good thing that Darcy was a true gentleman as Simmoahsfeaat that moment, in the soft
spring grass, she had not felt very ladylike. However |gmatn that he was he had not taken
advantage, instead he stood and offered her is handptbdreto her feet.

Even now the reluctance she had felt as she stood upiwitielp caused a tightening in
her chest and as the years passed she had often wonthateiti would have been like to have
had him make love to her that afternoon. Jane chucstedehow the idea that it would have
happened in her brother’s field made it all the more exgiti

She walked home in her own world thinking about what niigive been.



FIFTH CHAPTER

Pemberley Farms~ Virginia, USA
Summer, Now

Although the sun was fully up in the Virginia summer,skyas not yet hot. Fitz found
jumping exhilarating; the cool morning air caressing his awkLord Nelson, so strong and
graceful took the white rail fences with almost no effo

Heritage Week was over and now things could get back toatoiHa shrugged,
whatever normal was and then he realized there wasyagyeod chance that his normal was
about to change radically. Eliza’s letter or ratler dne she found written to him from Jane
ended his search for the truth of his Regency encoukitbaugh Eliza did much more than
bring him the letter, she brought excitement back intdifeisshe made him want to live again.
Jane Austen and Eliza Knight, the two women who engagetdughts this morning. The
slightly tangled web they created in his mind needed afIsibrting out. Fitz reined Lord Nelson
to a walk as they entered the cool shade of the woodsaedte of his property.

Jane. He had spent more than three years seeking pitusfroeeting with her and of her
feelings for him. How he felt about her was one ofttireads of the web that he needed to
untangle. Almost as if he’d been transported back to Giraeighteen ten, the image of Jane’s

sweet face flooded is mind.

By the light of a single candle Jane checked on hé&maind with the combination of
his head injury and the laudanum prescribed by Mr. Hudson,sJ@amaily physician, Darcy
slipped in and out of consciousness. At the moment heywagily aware of her presence and
through the veil of his eyelashes he saw in her eyeseco and questions about who he was and
where he’d come from. Unable to think clearly, never megponding to questions he wasn't

sure he could answer he closed his eyes completely aretithis head away.



Jane returned to her vanity table where she wrotegéestandle and the flames in the
fireplace her only light. Interrupted in her writing &yow murmur from Darcy, she took the
candle and quietly approached the bed. He was tossing had&réh, his face flushed and
contorted, he was speaking in low tones using a hodgepdageds that meant nothing to her.
He spoke what she could only suppose were the nonsensitdings of a sick brain; attributing
words like television and jet to his head injury and detiishe reached out and placed her hand
softly on his cheek and was distressed by the heatirggdfadm him, so pouring water from the
pitcher on her night stand into the basin, she dropméeba linen cloth in to soak up the water.
Wringing it out she folded it and laid it across his fe@adh It seemed to calm him and she went
back to her writing.

Each time he grew restless Jane stopped writing and avéme bed to refresh the linen
with cool water. After the third time she stayed andosathe edge of the bed so that she was at
hand and each time he started to toss and turn she warelss his face and neck with the cool
damp linen in the hopes that it would, in time, reducedvsrt

She sat there until Darcy’s features turned placid aridahed more evenly. He finally
seemed to be sleeping comfortably. She laid her smodtllhand on his cheek; the fever seemed
to have broken, dropping the cloth into the basin she gahdstretched. She was stiff from
sitting in one position for so long without support. Stas not particularly tired but really
needed to get some rest.

Quietly she crossed the wooden floor and slipped the pdgea#iog she was working
on into the drawer of the vanity then took a nightgowmfithe closet next to the fireplace.
Glancing back at the bed she stepped behind the screen. k&zldpe eyes just enough to see
her slender, full-breasted figure silhouetted on the mgslieen, back-lit by the remnants of the

fire as the light fabric of her nightgown floated dowrenvelope her.



Jane stopped at the bed before making her way to Cassaidna for a few hours of
sleep. As she stood over him he once again watched sty through his lashes. She
leaned down and whispered, “Good night, Mr. Darcy,” alnbogshing his lips with her own and
in spite of his continuing laudanum haze, he could seeyss were filled with a tenderness that
caused him to grab her hand as she straightened up; hewdaht’her to go.

Without opening his eyes or letting go of her hand he ask@ldase don't leave me.”

Unsure if this was further evidence of the delirium drafwas actually requesting her
presence, she pulled her hand away. He did not move td tdan but pleaded, “Please, stay.”

Cognizant of Mr. Hudson’s admonition of keeping the injuredefican calm, she was
concerned her leaving might agitate him. Jane sat onae @géhe edge of the bed, Darcy
smiled in the flickering flame of the dying fire but &&id nothing more only took her hand as
she sat down. He did not relinquish it until Jane rosedwe to a chair by the side of the bed
where she finally slept.

The movement woke him and in the dim pre-dawn hour henscdethe room, there were
no electrical outlets or switches, the room held inapls, television or telephone and the only
clock appeared to be pendulum driven. Everyone he’'d seenm@rstumes similar to the ones
people wore during Heritage Week at home. Those thingshartdeatment he had received up
to now led him to the inexplicable conclusion that somaehe’d fallen into another time. A time
when Jane Austen was alive.

And there she sat, serene in what had to be an uncob#opiasition for sleep; his nurse,
his savior and much prettier than the only portrait oftbesurvive to the twenty-first century
depicted. Not the brazen hussy of family legend buteesand loving woman who took care of
him without concern for her own safety or expecting laimg in return. His mother would have

said she was a true Christian.



Watching her in the dim light of the dying embers his h¢éaded to throb as though a

nail was being driven through it. He closed his eyes arssdédtesleep overtook him.

Jane. An incredibly strong, intelligent, willful andtwous woman who followed the
propriety of the day, mostly. During the last threergd®e’d often wondered what might have
happened between them if he’d been forced to stay in iadyeenth century England. Of
course with the way her brothers felt about him, sé @ssumed that if he had stayed he would
have been on the run from all of them. So even ifdteremained in the time he probably
wouldn’t have seen Jane again.

If the circumstances had been different would he haueied her? He could have been
happy with her, he supposed but over the years he’d corealipe that the love he felt for her
was based on who she was, the awe in which he helddrerg for him when she certainly
didn’t have to, loving him. Then again, did she love him? i&her said it and the letter Eliza
found showed obvious affection but she urged him to findrheslove. Apparently she didn’t
think she was it. Had they ever loved each other oithast been a Spring fling across the
ages?

He laughed out loud. What difference did any of it make® Jaisten had been dead for
almost two hundred years. Still the undisputed icon dianglish romance had kissed him
whether she loved him or not. He still had to pinch hifieebelieve it had ever happened.

It had happened, he now had absolute proof of it but it pfiér@ed before he met Eliza,
before he knew how right love could feel.

Fitz and Nelson crossed the bridge at a leisurely dtgtound fog was burning off in
the warm morning sun. Had it really been only two daysesiecand the great stallion had been
galloping across the bridge before the fog had lifted andlaa off the road and into a muddy

drainage ditch? He hadn’t even realized she was theitét inaippened. When he did, he brought



Nelson to a stop and without questioning who she washgrsive was walking along a road on
his property he had lifted her onto Nelson’s back and thveing up behind her. He remembered
the ride to the house. She was slightly light headmu the sudden fall, once on the horse she
had leaned against his chest and he’'d had to control hig stesire to kiss the top of her head.
He still didn’t understand how a complete stranger cow@kentnim feel that way but he didn’t
really care. From the first moment, being with redt fight and wonderful and that was all that
mattered.

He knew how ridiculous that sounded but she had touchedsiomén him that no one
else ever had, including Jane, even before he knevAhdre Austen exhibit at the New York
Public Library he had found himself staring at her, he ladglkmembering that he had thought
of her as a ‘raven haired beauty’. Then two days agoathedme out of the fog and into his
life.

He had told her his story about jumping through a riftrme and meeting Jane Austen. It
had been very difficult at first but once he startedmbled out and had been a relief that he
wasn't carrying it around anymore. It was as though ghtéiad been lifted and this slight,
feisty New Yorker had done the lifting. She had listeteedim with an intensity that made her a
part of the story. She had been kind and compassionabtedneeen real grief when she asked
him about leaving Jane. And she had given him the lettdoshd that answered his questions
about whether he’d actually met Jane Austen and howfdirdout him.

Jane would always hold a special place in his hearElma held his heart. Maybe it was
too early to take it all for love but it certainly feletivay they (whoevetheyare) say love is
supposed to feel.

Horse and rider stepped out from the cool canopy of tred@/and into the warm
summer sun. Spurring his favorite horse to a full gafitp guided them over every fence and

stream on their way back to the barn.



