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O N E

ground my teeth, stomping toward my editor’s office. I didn’t
bother with my usual courtesy knock as I pushed open the glass

door.
“What the Hell is this, Bill?” I demanded, waving tomorrow’s edition

at him.
He raised his eyebrows at my question, waiting for me to explain.
“Why didn’t you print my article?”
“It was unsubstantiated. Give me proof, and I’ll print it.” He leaned

back in his chair and laced his fingers, peering over his glasses at me.
“Unsubstantiated? Are you fucking kidding me? I have electronic

account transfers and sources in the mayor’s office who swear he’s embez‐
zling money from the widows and orphan’s fund to finance his re-election
campaign.”

Bill shook his balding head at me sadly and used that infuriatingly
calm voice to try to soothe me. “Erin, I know your father was a Chicago
police officer, and I understand you’re upset the department is getting
fewer funds from the city, but that’s no reason to accuse the mayor.”

“My father has nothing to do with this,” I growled, prying my
clenched jaw apart.

“I’m not printing your article. End of story.” He turned to his



“I’m not printing your article. End of story.” He turned to his
computer, dismissing me.

I froze, having never been shut down by Bill without a proper explana‐
tion. My story is breaking news. My evidence is solid. Why won’t he print
it? Unless… “No,” I whispered.

Bill looked up at me.
“Tell me it’s not true. Bill, are you…in the mayor’s pocket?”
His face reddened in anger, but not before I saw his eyes flicker with

guilt. “How dare—”
“How could you? My mentor, the man who taught me ethics in jour‐

nalism…” My shock gave way to determination, and I steeled my gut.
“This story is getting out. I’ll sell it to another paper. I’ll go to the Internet
if I have to.”

Bill stood slowly, his face pale as he removed his glasses. “Erin, listen
to me. Don’t do that.”

“Oh, it’s happening.”
“You’re leaving me no choice. You’re fired.”
My stomach rolled. “Fine! I can’t work for a dirty editor anyway. And

guess what, Bill? The mayor is going down, and you’re going down with
him.”

I strode from his office, not heeding his angry protests.
The office was too quiet as my heart raged. Most of my previous

coworkers had left for the night, heading home to trick-or-treat with their
kids.

My limbs were tense and my movements jerky as I emptied the
personal belongings from my desk. I couldn’t believe the last six years of
my life at The Chicago Telegraph fit into one empty printer paper box.

Pausing, I stared at that day’s edition and the last article I would ever
write for the paper. “Black Moon Day Before Halloween” the headline
announced on the bottom corner of page two.

I closed my eyes when they started to burn. No crying. Not yet. Letting
out a steadying sigh, I grabbed my belongings and went toward the
elevator.

As I tried to resituate my box to press the down button, another
employee beat me to it.

“Thanks,” I mumbled to him.
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“No problem.”
The large elevator felt small as the two of us shuffled in. My box of

shame, the signal that I’d been canned, made my self-consciousness take
up most of the breathing room. With a bowed head, I peeked at the tall
man with dark hair as he pressed the button for the first floor then looked
down at his smartphone. I don’t think I know him. He must be new.
Working extra to get in good with the boss? Good luck with that. They will
burn your soul and dance around the ashes.

Outside, I paused on the sidewalk, breathing in the chilly autumn
night. The streets of downtown Chicago were not nearly as busy at eight
at night on a Sunday as they would have been on Friday or Saturday.

With my box getting heavier by the minute, I considered hailing a taxi
back to my apartment. I decided against it since I no longer had income.
Besides, I might as well take advantage of my CTA card the paper pays for
while I still can.

I readjusted the weight and hunched my shoulders against the lake
wind as it whipped my short, brown hair in front of my glasses. I blew up
to clear my vision. When that didn’t work, I tilted my head back and shook
the hair from my face.

The sky is never truly dark in the city, light pollution makes sure of
that. However, if it’s not cloudy, sometimes you can see the moon. Of
course, that night was a new moon, so the clear sky was an empty void
above the haze of city lights.

What’s out there? I knew the stars and planets were there, even if I
couldn’t see them. I’d gone to the planetarium on a school trip once.
Having lived in the city my entire life, I’d only ever truly been able to
appreciate the night sky when I went to Wisconsin for sixth-grade camp.

I remembered making a wish on every star I could see. There were a
lot of them, but my wish was always the same.

If I saw a star right now, what would I wish for? My job back? No. I
know what I’m doing is right. The predicament I was in reminded me of
the feeling from my favorite poem. I hadn’t read it since college, but I still
knew it by heart:

Were I away with my love fair,
Her eyes are shining emeralds rare,
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Upon my breast she’d often lie,
Before we had to say goodbye.

I travel to the dragon’s lair,
Cowardly and brave men, beware!
I came here for wealth, not to die,
Were I away.

As I approach with cautious care,
I find I miss my true love’s hair,
I miss her laugh, I miss her sigh,
I wish I would have kept her nigh,
Were I away.

The regret and longing from the poem made my heart ache as I stared
into the cave-like sky. I can’t turn back now, even if I wished to. I must
move forward.

I sighed, my resolve giving me strength, and readjusted the box again. I
tried to look around it as I descended the stairs to the red line subway
station, the feat making me slightly off balance.

At the bottom of the stairs, I put my box down so I could dig my CTA
pass out of my jacket pocket. Through the turnstile and down the escala‐
tor, I sat on a bench on the platform, placing the box on the ground
between my Converse.

A street musician played “Somewhere over the Rainbow” on his violin
a few feet away. He played it in minor, giving it a sad, chilling quality I’m
not sure Judy Garland would have approved of. I quite liked it. The
longing that usually accompanied the tune was haunted by the feeling that
over the rainbow was a place I would never see.

I reached into the pocket of my skinny jeans and pulled out the change
left over from my morning’s mocha frappuccino. The coins clinked
together pleasantly as they fell into the velvet-lined violin case, and I
smiled my appreciation at the musician.

The clacking of a train echoed in the subway tunnel. I hefted my box
into my arms and stood at the tactile paved, blue edge of the platform.

As the clack, clack, clack got closer, the train’s headlights appeared.
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Passengers crowded the edge, preparing to board. Just as the train was
about to pull into the station, I felt someone behind me.

The hand that caressed my shoulder gave me a nudge. It wasn’t a hard
shove, but it was full of purpose. I lost my balance, and my box and I fell
onto the track.

There wasn’t enough time for my short life to flash before my eyes. I
only remember my heart screaming in fear, echoing the screech of the
train’s brakes as it crashed into me…

…I couldn’t move. All I felt was pain as my foggy consciousness resur‐
faced. My heart pounded in my ears, but I heard a distant chanting. I
couldn’t understand the words the baritone sang, but I could feel the plea
in his voice.

I struggled to open my eyes. Through the haze of semi-consciousness
and the dim, flickering light, I could only make out a flash of red before the
void pulled me under again.
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hwack…thwack…thwack…What is that sound? Is Bryan doing
something weird again?

I strained my ears. Besides the repetitive sound, it was way too quiet.
There were no car or train sounds. I couldn’t hear Mrs. McTim’s television
upstairs or the college students, Chad and Mike, blaring their heavy metal
next door.

All at once, I remembered being pushed in front of a train. Am I in the
hospital?

But no beeping monitors, sterile smells, or bright lights shining
through my eyelids answered my fears. Just silence and the distant
thwack…thwack.

I took a tentative breath, expanding my lungs. It didn’t hurt as I’d
expected. I twitched my fingers and toes. They seemed to work just fine.
Finally, I squinted my eyes open.

The ceiling was rustic wood and four empty coat hooks hung just
above the headboard of the bed I was lying on.

Seeing light from the corner of my eye, I turned my head toward it.
The small room had another bed near the window, an iron stove in one
corner, and a small table with two chairs in the other. The walls were
made of the same rustic wood as the ceiling. Outside, the repetitive sound



stopped. A few moments later, the door opened to reveal a man carrying
an armful of wood.

His scarlet coat and Stetson hat announced his profession.
“What the shit? A Mountie?” I gaped, jolting upright. My joints

ached, and my skin smarted as though I was covered in bruises.
“I see you’re awake. How are you feeling?” the Mountie asked.
“Who are you? Where am I? How did I get here?” My panicked voice

sounded unfamiliar in my ears.
He walked over to the corner and stacked the wood near the stove.

“You must have hit your head pretty hard there. I’m Constable Delaforet.
You’re in Farrloch. As for how you got here, I found you in the forest near
the barracks, half-clothed, unconscious, and chilled to the bone. I carried
you in here.”

Farrloch? Alberta?
I eyed the Mountie, squinting suspiciously, as he removed his hat and

placed it on the table.
His steady voice sounded as though he was trying to calm a frightened

animal, and his light blue eyes were soft with pity. His brown hair was
tousled from his hat, and his face was shadowed by what looked like two-
day stubble. He seemed to be in his mid-twenties, around my age.

I took in his strong, broad shoulders and solid frame, and I knew I
wouldn’t make it past him if he tried to stop me.

I was unconscious in a forest in Canada after I got hit by a train in
Chicago? I looked under the blanket at what I was wearing. He said I was
half-naked.

I wore what seemed to me to be pajamas: white cotton capris with lace
cuffs and a short-sleeved chemise. What the…? Okay, this obviously isn’t
real. I must be in a coma somewhere.

I nodded to myself before swinging my bare feet out of bed.
“You should rest, Miss,” Constable Delaforet advised as I got to my

feet. When the blanket fell away to reveal my pajamas, he cleared his
throat and averted his eyes.

“I’m fine,” I assured him. I mean, what can happen in a coma dream
anyway? I marveled at how vivid everything was. It didn’t feel at all like a
dream. Then again, I’d never been in a coma before, so maybe it was
normal.
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I took a few steps toward the Mountie, amazed at the feeling of the
cold floorboards under my feet. Delaforet instinctively reached out to
steady me when I wobbled a little. His large hands were warm on my
shoulders.

“Miss, I really must insist you rest until you’re well. At the very least,
you can’t go out in your undergarments.”

Undergarments? What kind of coma dream is this? “Tell me, Dudley,
what year is it in this coma-created world?”

His eyebrows pulled together in concern. “Miss, this is very much the
real world. We just celebrated the turn of a new century. It is 1900. Please,
it’s clear you’re disoriented.”

I allowed him to lead me back to bed. 1900, huh? My subconscious is
amazing. Everything is so detailed.

I stared at Delaforet’s profile as he tucked my legs under the blankets.
Have I seen him somewhere before? I’ve heard that your brain never dreams
faces it hasn’t seen. Where would I have seen such a hot guy? I feel like I’d
remember that. A movie? Well, since this is a dream, I can do whatever I
want. Right?

I grinned mischievously and grabbed the front of Delaforet’s red
tunic. He turned to me, eyes wide with surprise. I leaned up and kissed
him full on the mouth. It had been a while since I’d kissed a man. I put all
my pent-up passion into it. His lips were soft and warm. They sent a thrill
through me, my body heating in an instant. He gently distanced himself
from me.

I breathed hard, my eyes wide as the blood drained from my face.
There’s no way. It feels too real, and I’ve never been rejected in a dream
before... But how is it possible?

“Miss,” he said gently. “You’re distressed. You should rest.” If not
kissing me back and pulling away hadn’t made his rejection clear, his
unmoved mask as he called me crazy certainly did.

How can I rest? I’m more than a century in the past in another country,
and I just kissed a complete stranger. Calm down, Erin, calm down. This
guy helped you, right? As he said, he brought me in here when I was in trou‐
ble. Even when I threw myself at him, he didn’t respond. He’s a Mountie for
christsakes! He’s a police officer. I’m safe with him.

I tried to swallow my panic and took a few slow, deep breaths.

After watching me calm myself, Delaforet asked, “Do you know who
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After watching me calm myself, Delaforet asked, “Do you know who
you are?”

I nodded, peeking over at him. “Erin Nichols,” I mumbled.
“Do you know how you came to be in the woods, Miss Nichols?”
“No.”
“All right. Do you know where you’re from?”
“Chicago.”
“An American? Chicago is a long way from here. Do you know why

you might be here?”
I’d love to know that. Any ideas, Universe? I sighed. But I can’t tell him

I’m from the twenty-first century. “I don’t remember,” I said.
He nodded gently. “I’m sure it will all come back to you in time,” he

soothed. “Can you tell me anything else about yourself? You remember
your name and where you’re from. Do you have a family?”

“Just my mother.” Mom is going to be distraught when she can’t find
me. “And I guess Bryan will notice I’m gone eventually.”

“Bryan is your brother or…?” he trailed off suggestively.
Is he asking if Bryan is my boyfriend or husband? Of course, at my age

in 1900, I would’ve been an old maid. Then again, I did just kiss him,
which is definitely not proper, even by modern standards…Maybe he thinks
I’m a prostitute. Oh, jeez… The confidence I’d had while I’d thought this
was a dream crumbled under the reality of the situation. My face and neck
flushed in the fiercest blush of my entire life. I totally just kissed a
complete stranger, likely the most attractive stranger I’ve ever met.

“Bryan is my roommate,” I mumbled, averting my gaze and trying to
not think about the kiss. Yeah Erin, good one. I’m sure it’s not suspicious
that you’re living with a man.

Delaforet nodded thoughtfully.
“It’s difficult to afford housing in Chicago on a journalist’s pay. Bryan

is a friend from college. He’s a…” software developer. “H-he’s a writer…of
sorts,” I rambled.

“You’re a journalist?”
I nodded.
“Perhaps you were sent by a newspaper to write a story?”
“That would explain why I’m so far from home…” I mused, grabbing

hold of the explanation.

ONCE IN A BLACK MOON | 9




