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            AUTHOR’S NOTE

          

        

      

    

    
      The events of A Turn of the Tide center on a fishing village in North Yorkshire called Hood’s Bay. The setting is inspired by Robin Hood’s Bay, with its rich smuggling history and rumored subterranean tunnels. However, I was uncomfortable imposing a fictional history on a real small town, so I used Hood’s Bay as the name instead, and my town and its history—and its people—are entirely fictional.
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      If you’re new to my A Stitch in Time stories—or if it’s been a while since you’ve read one—here’s a little introduction to get you up to speed. Otherwise, if you’re ready to go, just skip to chapter one, and dive in!

      

      There’s a time stitch in Thorne Manor, hereditary summer home to the Thornes of North Yorkshire. As far as we know, Bronwyn Dale was the first to pass through, traveling from the twenty-first century to the nineteenth, where she met William Thorne when they were both children. Later, as a widow, she returned to find William still there. They’re now married with two daughters. They live in Thorne Manor and divide their time between the modern world and the Victorian one.

      Before Bronwyn returned to Thorne Manor, Rosalind—the wife of William’s best friend, August Courtenay—accidentally went through the time stitch into the modern world, where she was trapped for four years, separated from August and their young son, Edmund.

      Rosalind returned home last fall and reunited with her family, including her youngest sister, Miranda. Miranda Hastings is secretly a novelist, a teller of adventure tales and a bit of an adventurer herself, which meant Rosalind was definitely not telling her about the time stitch.

      In Rosalind’s holiday novella, Snowstorms & Sleigh Bells, Miranda discovered the locked door . . . along with a few oddities that suggested her sister was keeping a secret. In that story, we also saw the ghost of a legendary local pirate-turned-Robin-Hood. Miranda has the Second Sight, and while she can see ghosts, this particular phantom has only appeared in an echo of his death, his spirit long gone.
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      Imagine that a locked door stands between you and the greatest adventure imaginable. It is not the sort of lock one might find on a safe containing such treasure but a mere interior door lock, easily opened with a hairpin.

      What lies on the other side? A passage from the nineteenth century to the twenty-first.

      Is any lock supposed to keep me from that?

      The “time stitch”—as I have heard my eldest sister, Rosalind, call it—is located in Thorne Manor, home to William and Bronwyn Thorne, friends of Rosalind and her husband. From what I understand, Bronwyn is from the twenty-first century, where my sister was trapped for four years, having only returned to us last year. All this, of course, I learned only from listening to conversations I was not supposed to hear, as I endeavored to discover the secret of that locked door.

      When I first figured out what lay behind it, it took all my willpower not to run to the house, burst in on the Thornes and dash through the passage right in front of them. I impatiently bided my time until they were in London, with Thorne Manor left empty. Then I set off.

      I reach my destination around midday. Thorne Manor sits atop a hill overlooking the Yorkshire moors. Or, I should say, it perches there, a massive stone block of a house looking down on the village of High Thornesbury. Such a stern and forbidding abode should look as if it is watching the town with a judgmental eye, but the dark rectangles of windows seem more to watch over it, glaring into the moors at any who dare trespass.

      I do dare trespass, entering the house through the kitchen door, which never closes properly. Halfway to the stairs, a movement makes me jump, but it is only a calico cat.

      “Pandora?” I say, peering at it. “Or Enigma?”

      The cat fixes me with a baleful look, and I smile. “Hello, Pandora.”

      She ignores me as I head up to the locked room. I open the door easily and walk into what is clearly an office. When I glimpse an open notebook on the desk, I must steel against the temptation to read it. I have a purpose, and it is—for once—more exciting than reading.

      I look about for this “time stitch,” but I see nothing.

      My gaze turns to a stuffed bookcase, and I smile. What are books, if not doors into other worlds? That must be the source of this stitch. Open the right book, and I’ll step into the future.

      Heading for the bookcase, I veer past an awkwardly placed chest and—

      I smack into the foot of a bed . . . where there had not been a bed moments ago.

      I take a deep breath. Then heart tripping, I pivot to take in the wonders of the future and . . .

      Well, that’s disappointing.

      Oh, I have passed through time. That is certain. I am standing in a bedroom instead of an office. And yet . . . is this truly the future? It looks like a bedroom in my own time. A rather dull guest chamber with a bed, a dresser, a night table and a wardrobe.

      My gaze fixes on the wardrobe. Yes, the room may seem little different, but that is only because furniture may not change overmuch. Fashion is where I shall behold the first wonders of this new world.

      I stride over, pull open the door and see . . .

      Bed linens. The wardrobe is filled with very regular linens, ones that feel coarser than my own and are a nondescript beige color. I’m reaching to take out one when a clatter sounds from below, followed by an oath.

      It is a male voice but definitely not William Thorne’s. In my time, the Thornes employ a very small staff for their social station, but they do have a housekeeper. Perhaps their twenty-first-century one is male. I should like to think such a thing is possible—the dream of a world where a housekeeper can be a man and I would not need to write adventure tales under a man’s name.

      I close the wardrobe and tiptoe from the room. As I am leaving the time-stitch room, I note there is no lock on the door. That seems most odd. Would the Thornes not wish to lock the portal at both ends?

      Another clatter from below pulls me from my thoughts. I continue to the stairs, which I descend with care, all the while tracking the noises, which seem to emanate from the kitchen. I crouch and slip into the parlor. Then I position myself behind the sofa and adjust until I am on an angle to see through the open kitchen door and—

      That is not the housekeeper.

      A man sits at the kitchen table, a cup at his elbow as he writes. His curly dark hair is cut very short. His sleeves are rolled up to show lean-muscled dark-skinned forearms, and he has a perfectly sculpted jawline. I am very fond of jawlines, being fonder only of eyes, and from what I can see, his are the richest brown.

      Something about his countenance seems familiar. As I am thinking, I glimpse his footwear: a remarkable pair of boots, with gleaming copper buckles.

      Those boots . . .

      Where have I seen—

      The man shoves back the stool with a squeak. He stands, showing himself to be tall and well built, but my gaze falls to what looks like a sword hanging at his side.

      I give my head a shake. That must be some modern implement. Even in my day, one hardly sees swords outside of a gymnasium, as I well know, having been training in the art for several years, lessons which I consider important for my writing . . . and great fun.

      I lift my head just as the man reaches for something on the table. It’s a bone-handled knife, tip wedged into the cutting-block tabletop. He grabs the knife and flips it, nimble and confident. One last twirl, and then he drops it into a sheath at his side.

      Is this a guest of the Thornes, invited to use the house in their absence? Would they dare such a thing in a house with a time portal, where a guest might walk into another century while simply looking for more blankets?

      That’s when I remember the open kitchen door. Is it still broken in the future? Could this be an intruder? He does not look like a thief. Also, I rather doubt a thief would write at the table before absconding with the silver.

      I consider the matter. Then I take my pocketknife from my boot and slide it where it belongs—in a pocket. I design all my own clothing so that I might have pockets, and I have even converted my sister Portia to the wonders of pocketed skirts, though she insists on using hers for so-called practical items, such as pocket watches and pocket money. What is a pocketknife if not practical? Sometimes I despair of ever understanding my older sisters.

      The man has moved to a spot I cannot see. There’s a clattering of dishes that covers the sound of my journey from couch to doorway. Then a sigh and a struck match, as if he’s settling in with a pipe or cheroot.

      All goes quiet as he presumably smokes, and I contemplate my options. If he is a guest, I should leave, but I am not yet ready to venture into the wider world of the future. I must borrow some of Bronwyn Thorne’s clothing first. Can I slip upstairs and—?

      The cold tip of a knife digs into my neck.

      “Do not move,” a voice growls behind me. “I have no wish to harm you but—”

      I swing around, my own knife raised. Or that is the plan, but he’s too close for a proper “swing,” and instead, I find myself pressed against the wall with his knife at my throat.

      My word, he has gorgeous eyes.

      That is not what I should be thinking, and yet, it is all I am thinking as I stare up into gold-flecked brown eyes ringed with enviable lashes.

      “You have the most beautiful eyes,” I say.

      He blinks and pulls back. “What?”

      I drop my gaze. “I am sorry, sir. That was very forward of me, but I could not help notice—”

      I shove him, hard. As he staggers back, I dart to the side. He lunges to grab me, but I meet the attack with a push hard enough to send him flying backward over a footstool. His knife clatters to the floor, and I launch myself on him like a cat, landing on his chest, my own blade flying to his throat.

      I tense, ready for him to throw me off. Instead, he only says, “I suppose I deserve this.”

      I’d heard his voice earlier, but I’d been too worried about my predicament to really hear it. Now that I do, it’s beautiful, a light contralto with a French accent, made even more melodious by a wry lilt to the words.

      “Yes, you do deserve it,” I say. “Now—”

      He bucks under me, legs flying up. I brace myself and stay where I am.

      “I used a distraction trick on you moments ago,” I say. “Do you really think I’d fall for one myself?”

      He sighs and thumps his head back to the floor. “All right. You have bested me, fair maiden. There is a little money in my jacket pocket, which I left in the kitchen. It is yours.”

      I propel myself up, my free hand wrapped around the pommel of his sword. I dance away with it in my hand.

      He only sighs and shakes his head as he rises. “Put that down, child.”

      “Child?” I sputter. “We are of an age.”

      “Hardly,” he says. “I am six-and-twenty.”

      “As am I.”

      He smiles. “Does anyone actually believe such a story, child? You cannot be more than eighteen. Now put down that sword, or I shall be forced to take it from you.”

      I raise the weapon, and his eyes harden.

      “Do not play this game, little one,” he says as he comes toward me. “A sword is a dangerous weapon that requires years of training, and you will injure yourself if you attempt to use it.”

      I execute a perfect lunge and thrust.

      He stops in his tracks. “My mistake.”

      “Evidently.” I lift my chin. “I am not a child. I am Miranda Hastings, friend to the gentleman who owns this house.”

      “You mean Lord Thorne? The man whom I call friend? The man whose house you are burgling?”

      “Burgling?” I squawk. “Do I look like a thief to you?”

      He eyes my dress. “I am not certain. Your dress does seem unnecessarily ostentatious, whatever your intent.”

      “Unnecessarily ostentatious?” I stop myself with the reminder that I am not in my world, where my dress is quite fashionable. That’s also when I get my first good look at what he’s wearing. I see him, head to toe, and my stomach clenches with recognition.

      I do know him.

      Dear Lord, I know where I have seen this man before.

      As a ghost.
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      I have seen the ghost of this man walking along a road to his death.

      Not his actual ghost, I remind myself. While I do see phantoms, his is what I call a death echo. I bear witness to the circumstances of his death, his spirit having long fled.

      I have not stepped into the future.

      I’ve fallen into the past.

      A past where a man that I’ve watched die a dozen times is still alive.

      “You are a pirate,” I whisper.

      The man blanches at the word.

      “I am a privateer,” he says, his face hardening. “Your English navy kidnapped me and pressed me into their service. But please, do call me a pirate. It puts me in such an excellent mood.”

      His words barely register. I can’t stop seeing his ghost. Seeing his death.

      “Wh-what year is it?” I manage to croak.

      “I beg your pardon?”

      “The year. It’s seventeen . . . ?”

      “Ninety,” he says slowly. “The year is seventeen ninety.”

      That explains why so little has changed. The small differences I’m seeing arise from the past, which would not have been so terribly different in a house occupied by the same family.

      I look around. This wouldn’t be the home of the William Thorne I know. It would be his grandfather’s.

      “You said you are friends with Lord Thorne?” I say.

      “Oui.” The man’s voice is clipped with impatience now. “I am friends with Lord Thorne. He allows me to use his house when I need to take refuge.”

      “Which you do now,” I say slowly, “because there is a warrant for your arrest.”

      His eyes snap. “A false warrant. I have done nothing—” He stops and clears his throat. “I will not lie and say I have done nothing to deserve it, but what I have done is not to further my own gain. If the law considers me a criminal, then a criminal I shall be, for the benefit of others.”

      “Robin Hood.”

      “I prefer Nicolas Dupuis,” he says dryly, “if we are making introductions.”

      Robin Hood of the Bay. That is the legend—or what little of it I have been able to uncover, the facts lost to time. There is a town on the coast known as Hood’s Bay. While it’s been called that for centuries, the town is also connected to a young pirate—privateer—who temporarily made it his home.

      In the eighteenth century, the bay was renowned for smuggling, and a young privateer embraced that while helping those who suffered under the rule of corrupt local gentry. That privateer was killed on a road now named after him—or his nickname: Hood’s Lane, where history says he was betrayed and murdered by his allies. I know better. I’ve seen him die. He might have been betrayed by an ally, but his killers were members of the Royal Navy.

      “You’re going to die,” I blurt.

      His brows shoot up. “I believe we all are, child, but thank you for the words of warning.”

      I shake off the urge to say I’m not a child. Then I look at him. Truly study his attire. He wears form-fitting gray trousers tucked into tall, shiny boots with copper buttons. His grayish-blue vest also bears copper buttons. I have seen this exact outfit . . . on his ghost.

      He mentioned a coat, and when I look about, I see through the open kitchen door. The same dark-blue fitted coat with tails that he wears in the echo. The same sword at his side, the weapon of a man who has learned to expect trouble. Only he did not expect it that day.

      This day.

      “You—you are meeting someone,” I say quickly. “Today, yes?”

      I expect his eyes to narrow, for him to ask how I know his business so well. Instead, his face relaxes in an indulgent smile.

      “Ah, you practice the art of prophecy, do you, child?”

      “Please stop calling me that.”

      He gives a courtly bow, one hand rising as he dips one leg. “As you wish, mademoiselle. But I must have something to call you.”

      “My name is Miranda.”

      That smile erupts in a grin, his eyes dancing. “Miranda, indeed. The intrepid would-be explorer, trapped on her island world and dreaming of more.”

      I startle, taken aback. Oh, I’ve heard my share of Tempest quotes. I was named after that Miranda, after all, which most people realize when they hear my sisters are Rosalind and Portia.

      As a girl, I’d resented the connection. Miranda seemed a milksop, a naive girl batting her eyelashes at the first handsome man she meets. Only when I grew older did I understand the fullness of her, see her yearning and the frustration and the strength, traits I share.

      Trapped on our islands and dreaming of more.

      The man doesn’t notice me falter. He’s too pleased with himself for the literary allusion. And I’m too busy seeing him walking down a dusty road, whistling a tune as a figure raises a musket behind him.

      “And you may call me . . . Well, in England, they are very fond of the diminutive Nick, but where I grew up, it was Nico. As we are friends—sharing the mutual acquaintance of Lord Thorne—you may call me Nico.”

      I am well aware of the irony here. The man—Nico—finding his footing as I lose mine, as I founder, my mind racing for a way to fix this.

      My mind racing for a way to stop Fate in her tracks.

      Prophecy.

      My breath catches.

      Yes, of course. Prophecy.

      “You said I am practicing prophecy,” I say carefully. “Attempting to foretell your future.”

      “Oui, and you ought to take care. They still burn witches in this land. Everyone loves to hear their future. Cross a palm with silver and learn what lies in the shadows ahead. I know many young women dabble in such arts, but you must take care.”

      “I do not dabble,” I say, channeling Portia as I lift my chin. “I have a gift.”

      “I am certain you do, and I do not mean to tease you. You are quite correct that I have a meeting.” He removes a pocket watch and checks it. “A meeting that I must rudely hurry off to attend.”

      He strides into the kitchen and takes his jacket. As he pulls it on, he picks up a rucksack from across the room. I see that rucksack, bulging with goods, and there is no doubt who he is truly going to meet: Death.

      “Now, if you will return my sword?” he says as he returns to the living room, hand out.

      I dance backward, and he sighs.

      “You are a very fetching girl, and as much as I appreciated the diversion, I have business to attend.”

      “No,” I blurt. “You cannot. You—you’re going to die.”

      I flap my free hand, very aware that I look like a duckling attempting to take flight. For someone who makes her living from words, it is vexing how easily they abandon me, along with every ounce of poise I possess, leaving me squawking and flailing.

      “Not someday,” I say, quickly. “Today. You are going to die today, Mr. Dupuis.”

      Emotions flash over his face. Unfortunately, none of them remotely resemble fear. Confusion. Wariness. And something like disappointment, as if I am so much less than he first thought.

      “I see,” he says.

      “No, you don’t. Please. Allow me to speak.”

      “Have I attempted to stop you yet, Miranda?” There’s reproach in his voice, however gentle.

      “You haven’t, but I need you to listen without dismissing me as a child.”

      He dips his chin. “All right. Go on.”

      I walk over and return his sword, making him blink. It’s a gesture of good faith. I trust he will listen without me holding his weapon hostage. I trust we can behave as adults.

      “You are going to meet someone,” I say. “You are taking them whatever is in that satchel. I don’t know the details. The history—the future doesn’t show me everything. I believe you are meeting a contact who will take those goods from you. Smuggled goods to be sold.”

      I raise my hands against protest. “That is only a guess. Whoever it is, they arranged the meeting on a certain road. It’s not your usual route, but it’s quiet, and that makes sense, as you have a price on your head, so you didn’t question it. When you reach that road, though, you will be shot. Two men in naval jackets lie in wait. They intend to confront you, I think. Again, I only know what I see. A third man stays in the hedgerows. When you pass, he steps out behind you and shoots you in the back.”

      I wait for the look of shock.

      Instead, he says, “I see,” in the same tone, with that same look of wariness and an undercurrent of disappointment. I seemed an interesting young woman . . . and I have revealed myself to be nothing but a silly chit.

      “No, you don’t see,” I say. “Am I not correct? Are you not meeting someone on a quiet road?”

      “I am a smuggler, child. I meet many people in many quiet places. As for my pack and the valuables it contains?” He opens it to reveal fresh fruits and vegetables. “We have had a local outbreak of scurvy. I was trained as a doctor. My studies were interrupted, but I served as a ship’s physician, and so I know how to treat scurvy. It is also a problem in seaside towns, where the diet is rich in fruits of the sea but sorely lacking actual fruits.”

      I stare into the satchel.

      “Would you like me to empty it?” he says. “Prove there isn’t gold hidden at the bottom?”

      I pull myself back. “I did not say it definitely contained stolen goods. I said that was my guess.”

      “Is that not what prophecy is? Guesses?” He rocks back on his heels. “I am a man of science. Prophecy is not science. Fortune-telling is not science. They are fakery. I do not doubt that you believe this thing you are saying. Perhaps, in a dream, you saw a man die on a road.”

      “A man who looks like you? In North Yorkshire?”

      “I am not the only dark-skinned man here, Miranda.”

      “I don’t mean that. I mean that I saw you—dressed as you are, right down to that fancy sword and copper-buttoned boots. I saw you on that road. I saw you die.”

      When he pauses, I quote another work of Shakespeare. “There are more things in heaven and earth, . . . than are dreamt of in your philosophy.”

      He pulls back. “Perhaps, but you cannot expect me to believe—” He stops short. “Why am I arguing when the solution is simple? You believe you saw me die on the road where I meet my compatriot. Therefore, we shall not meet there. We are to meet at a crossroads. I will approach from another direction. I may not believe you truly see the future, but why tempt fate?”

      He snaps the sword in place. “It is settled. You may rest easy. I will not travel along the road where you saw me meet my fatal end.”

      “Good.”

      “I will be prepared for trouble.”

      “Good.”

      “Then allow me to bid you adieu and—”

      “No need. I am going with you.”

      He raises one brow.

      “I know exactly where you were set upon. I can be certain there is no confusion, and I can be there to assist, should anything go wrong. I have a knife. Two, in fact.”

      “Naturellement.” He peers at me. “I do not suppose I can dissuade you?”

      “You cannot.”

      He checks his watch again and sighs. “Then you’ll need to be quick about it.”

      “Quick about what?”

      “Changing your attire, of course. It is a five-mile walk. You cannot do it in that.” He eyes my dress. “I do not know how you do anything with all those petticoats.”

      I bite back a tart reply. When one has no choice but to wear “all these petticoats” one learns how to do almost anything in them. Still, he makes a valid point. As I recall, women’s attire in this century is far less restrictive, which would work much better for both the long walk and any combat situations.

      “I will be quick,” I say.

      He waves his pocket watch. “Fifteen minutes.”
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      I almost laugh when Nicolas gives me fifteen minutes. Does he think I’m dressing for a ball? Even with the endless layers of nineteenth-century women’s fashion, one learns how to disrobe and re-dress swiftly, at least for daily wear. It’s not as if I employ a lady’s maid.

      Still, since he gave me fifteen minutes, I can take a little longer selecting an outfit. That turns out to be more necessary than usual, given that I am not in my own home with my own wardrobe. I open the one for the presumed Mrs. Thorne only to have my hopes plummet. William Thorne is a tall and sturdy man, but he did not inherit his size from his paternal grandmother. The only person I know small enough to fit into these dresses is Rosalind. I am my sister’s height, but certainly not her weight.

      I open the next wardrobe. Mr. Thorne’s, it seems. They won’t do me any good, even if he does appear to have been rather stout . . .

      Wait.

      When the solution hits, I let out a laugh loud enough that I’m surprised Nicolas doesn’t come running to see what happened.

      In my novels, heroines often dress as men. It is the only way to embark on such adventures. I have never done it myself, but if I was to start, is this not the perfect opportunity?

      Lord Thorne is taller than me—most people are—so his clothing fits quite loosely. All the better to hide my true identity. My bust—flattened by extra corset tugs—forms a proper barrel chest. Admittedly, I will be somewhat short for a man, but a glance in the mirror shows that I ought to be able to pass for a youth. With smooth cheeks and blond curls escaping my cap, Nicolas will only have more reason to call me a child.

      No matter. This “child” is about to save his life.

      I find places for my knives—pockets! Glorious pockets!—and take the pouch with my notebook and writing utensils. Then I am ready for battle.

      I march to the door, turn the knob and yank, only to have the knob slide from my grip, sending me tumbling backward.

      The door did open inward, did it not? I try again.

      The door does not budge.

      The door is locked.

      I take a moment to be certain of that, but when I peer through the doorjamb, I can clearly see that it is bolted.

      Nicolas locked me in. He snuck up the stairs and locked me in and then left.

      I want to tell myself I am being ridiculous, imagining myself in one of my own adventure novels. But the fact that I write such adventures allows me the advantage of seeing through machinations in the plot.

      He does not believe in my “prophecy,” but I wouldn’t let the matter drop, so he promised to stay away from the spot. When that wasn’t enough, he agreed—far too easily—to allow me to accompany him.

      I should have seen through that in a blink, but I’d been too relieved to examine it more closely. I only cared that he wasn’t arguing. I only cared that I could help him.

      Yes, you may come, child. Oh, but you must change first. Quickly. I cannot wait longer than fifteen minutes.

      Fifteen minutes? Ha! I did not need so long at all. That’s what I thought, rather than wondering why he was being so generous with the schedule.

      Because he wanted time to escape. To lock me in a room and ensure that, by the time I realized I was trapped, he’d be long gone.

      Well, Dr. Dupuis, let us see about that.

      I yank off my cap and pull out a hairpin. Within moments, the door is open. I step out and slide on something on the floor. When I look down, I see the key.

      The key is on the floor. Just outside the room.

      Because Nicolas left it there, where I’d eventually find it, snag it and get free. He didn’t mean to trap me forever. Just long enough for him to escape.

      I slap my cap back in place and adjust it as I stride out the door. Also, may I just say how much easier “striding” is in trousers? In my mind, I’m often marching with purpose, but when one is wearing five layers of floor-length skirts, striding is primarily a state of mind. Now I can actually walk with purpose, which is fitting, as I have rarely been in a mood to move quite so resolutely.

      I am also, let us be honest, in half a mind to run like a mad creature and drag Nicolas from the Reaper’s path, at sword point if necessary. He is walking to his death, and I cannot allow that.

      I first saw the echo of his death years ago while accompanying Rosalind and August on a weekend excursion to Thorne Manor. I had been wandering the moors. If one is fond of wandering—as I am—there is no place better to do it. Cutting down empty bridle paths and following sheep across open fields, all the while surrounded by the sort of haunting landscape that inspires the latent poet in my soul. In those wanderings, I met Nicolas Dupuis.

      Except I did not meet him at all, did I?

      Here’s the quandary I face. I have watched him walk down that road so many times that I feel entitled to think of him as “Nicolas,” which is a shocking familiarity even for one who abhors the stiff formalities of society.

      I have seen him on his mission. I have walked alongside him. I have even spoken to him, being glad no one was there to witness it. Pure sentimentality, as he was not even a ghost and able to hear me. Merely an echo of himself, scorched onto that spot, as if the ground itself had been scarred by his untimely demise.

      I have seen him. Spoken to him. Researched him. And, yes, I have shed tears for him. I’d hardly be a writer if I did not feel the tragedy of his passing. A dashing young man, dedicated to an idealistic cause, betrayed by his allies, shot in the back by cowards wearing uniforms they did not deserve.

      I have the chance to save that man. The chance to avert the hand of fate and fend off the Reaper’s scythe. The chance to protect someone I have come to care about.

      Come to care about?

      I’ve seen an echo of his death. I do not know him at all. It’s a very pretty story, but stories like his rarely have more than a drop of truth in them. I have been well aware that, in real life, that man whose death I grieve could be a scoundrel and a thief. A proper pirate, which is a far cry from those I romanticize in my books.

      I do not know the real Nicolas Dupuis. I never even knew his name. If he is so determined to die, what is that to me?

      I could tell myself that . . . if he had not already shown himself to be exactly what I imagined. Idealistic. Passionate about his cause. A man who does good with his life and is about to be murdered for it, and I cannot allow that. I will not.

      I do not catch up to Nicolas quickly, but I have time. It is a five-mile walk, and I am able to move briskly in trousers. The boots are another matter. The ones I found seem to belong to a boy—William’s father, perhaps? They are still a little large, and so I have doubled up the stockings, which seems to help with any chafing. It does mean that my feet grow very warm, very quickly. By the time I’m closing in on Hood’s Lane, my poor soles are screaming for respite. I only pick up my pace, as if to show them that such complaining will not be tolerated.

      When I first set out, I told myself I had time because it was still daylight, and I know Nicolas is ambushed walking down a dark road. Yet I have only gone a couple of miles when I realize the sun is sinking behind the cloud cover. Also, those clouds grow steadily darker themselves, and the air crackles from an impending storm.

      By the time I reach Hood’s Lane, I am squinting to see my surroundings through the gloom and holding tight to my cap, lest it fly off in the gathering wind. I finally make out the signpost ahead. It’s a decrepit stick of a thing, suitable for a rather decrepit country lane. It does not, of course, say Hood’s Lane. That will come later, after this eighteenth-century Robin Hood dies here. But, if I have anything to say about it, it will never bear that moniker.

      A tiny voice inside me whispers that I should have seen Nicolas by now. I know this route well, and I have walked as quickly as one can walk for five miles straight. Surely, he would not be traveling at the same pace.

      No, but he is taller than me, with longer legs. He also had a head start.

      What if I am too late? What if he already lies dead? What if—?

      Enough of that. Just move, Miranda. Move.

      I reach the signpost and peer down the long road. There is no sign of Nicolas, but I am not certain I would see him in this gloom. Brambles and gorse bushes line the lane, adding to the darkness and isolation. Anything could happen along such a road at night.

      One thing I can see clearly is the road itself. The weather has obviously been dry and dusty, the earth in need of that coming storm. The lane unspools like a pale ribbon through the moor, and it is clear all the way to the rise farther down, which is beyond the point where Nicolas met his end. If I do not see his body, then he is not dead.

      He has gone another way. He may not have believed me, but he was cautious enough not to tempt fate, as he said.

      I stand at the mouth of the road, still peering down it, catching my breath and letting the sharp wind cool me.

      The crisis has been averted.

      What next?

      Well, first, I’ll want to rest, take off these boots and stretch my feet. Then I suppose it’s back to Thorne Manor before this storm hits. Back to Thorne Manor and through the time stitch. My work here is done.

      I tilt my head, considering that. I arrived in exactly the nick of time to save, well, Nick. Nico. Nicolas. I am not certain I believe in Fate. Yet this is more than mere coincidence. Some power conspired to put me here at this time, in this place, which is a truly wondrous thing and—

      Thunder cracks, making me jump. Lightning flashes over a distant field, and for one moment, it is daylight again. In that moment, a figure crests the hill down the lane. A figure with a sword at this side and a rucksack over his shoulder. It’s Nicolas. Walking the wrong way. Coming toward me.

      I stare, certain I am mistaken. Then I remember how he said he was meeting his compatriot at a crossroads and, after my warning, he would take the other road to get there. He’s circled around and come the other way, and now he’s heading for that intersection, within sight of anyone lying in wait.

      There’s no one at the crossroads. Nicolas slows, as if that is not what he expects. After all, he’s late, isn’t he? First, I delayed him, and then he circled to come in another way. His compatriot should be there, waiting, and he’s not.

      Because it’s a trap, Nicolas. You see that, do you not?

      I don’t stand there, gawping down the lane. I move quickly, ignoring my sore feet.

      Look, there is a young lad strolling down the road. We cannot ambush young Dupuis in full sight of witnesses.

      Nicolas doesn’t see me. He’s stopped in the intersection, peering down the other road, first one way and then the other. Thunder cracks again. Nicolas tugs out his pocket watch and shakes his head.

      He does not see a trap. He sees only a missed connection. Has the other man left? Or has he not yet arrived?

      I pick up my pace. Something moves ahead. Bramble bushes rustle at the roadside. Nicolas doesn’t hear it. He’s squinting back down the way he came.

      Two uniformed figures step from the shadows.

      I open my mouth to scream a warning when something moves in the hedge to my left. A figure steps out, a long-barreled musket in hand.

      The assassin. Nicolas’s killer . . . exactly where I’d seen him in the echo, a shadowy figure emerging from the bushes behind the young pirate, gun rising to shoot him in the back.

      Only that gun isn’t aimed at Nicolas. It’s aimed at me.
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      I cannot see my attacker’s face. I see only a slight figure, swathed in shadow, just as it is in the echo vision. The gun barrel rises. Rises straight at me.

      I let out a yelp and start to run. My foot twists, and I stumble just as the gun fires with a deafening blast. White-hot pellets strike my arm, still raised as I fall.

      A snarled shout erupts down the lane.

      From where Nicolas is.

      I have failed. All this, and I still failed to help him, and now someone has shot at me.

      Someone is still shooting at me. As I scramble to my feet, the musket muzzle rises, reloaded and ready to fire again.

      I run for the bushes. At the last second, I remember they are brambles. I don’t care. Cannot care. I close my eyes, and I dive into them as the gun fires again. Then I am scrabbling through the thick, thorny brush.

      Another shot fires. The pellets scorch past, hitting just enough to light my thigh afire. I keep going until I’m on the other side of the bushes. A dark and open field ahead calls, shouting for me to run, just run.

      That would be entirely the wrong thing to do—race across an open field with my light hair a clear target for my assailant. While later—presuming I survive—I will claim that I had the presence of mind not to run into that field, what truly

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/a-turn-in-the-tide-ebook.jpg
#1 NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLING AUTHOR

KELLEY ARMSTRONG






OEBPS/images/phoenix-logo-copy.jpg
Q)





