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BLURB
Historic Japan. 'Salt Run: The Heir's Last Hope', a tale of courage, determination, and the enduring power of  loyalty. Join Akasuki, bound by oath and duty to protect the four year old heir of her lord, a powerful daimyo, on her hair raising journey of survival and sacrifice to save the little boy. 
REVIEWS from the young reader judges who read the book on behalf The Wishing Shelf Award
Readers’ Comments
“Enjoyed this a lot. My mum and dad lived in Japan back in 2015, and I still find the country fascinating. I felt Akasuki steals the show; to me, she was by far the most interesting character.” Female reader, aged 18
“It suffers a little from being a novella, the plot feeling a little rushed, and I never truly got to know the characters. But it’s a charming adventure, fast paced with plenty of twists.” Female reader, aged 17
“I enjoy historical novels. Most books in this genre tend to be bricks, so it was refreshing to read a novella. The boy, Reiji, is a tough kid; I liked the chemistry between him and Akasuki. It’s a story of sacrifice, fighting for survival, and battling the odds.” Male reader, aged 17
“The writing style is good, very easy to follow, with plenty of speech. It’s not particularly dense and might work well with YAs as well as adults. I just wish it had been longer.” Male reader, aged 15
“Slow start, then BAM, I got into it. I liked how it ended too. I think the author’s good at plotting a story, but it was the way the story flowed which I enjoyed the most.” Male reader, aged 17

As a thank you for reading my work here's a link to my favourite prize winning historical short story.
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                  A Japanese Shiro, a fortified castle









  
  My thanks to these contributors


EDITING 
Editor Fiona Brown : https://reedsy.com/fiona-brown
C.V.  University of Westminster then 20 odd years as a copyeditor and proofreader for HarperCollins, Watkins, Profile, Quercus and Penguin, Reedsy, among others.  Now a freelance editor and invaluable to me. Assisting Fiona with word and market analysis and book placement were Marlowe A.I., Publisher Rocket and K-lytics.
PHOTOGRAPHS AND ILLUSTRATIONS  
photographs by p.d.r. lindsay 
Line drawing are copies made from her photographs by artist, Jamie Whyte:  website: jamiewhyte.co.uk  
Jamie Whyte is an illustrator whose work has been published around the world in over 90 books, appearing alongside acclaimed and Oscar-winning Tolkien illustrators in Octopus Publishing's popular Tolkien guides, and numerous non- fiction books including the autobiography of Ray Winstone, 'Young Winstone'(Canongate). He has made maps, illustrations, animations and graphics for numerous TV programmes, primarily for the BBC, and was recently invited onto BBC Radio 4's Front Row to talk about his work
COVER CREDIT 
100 Covers.com who don't use A.I.
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  All my friends and colleagues who have kept me sane throughout these past difficult years, particularly Lorna, Ewan, Ailsa, Mark and even my dog helped out by demanding long walks to give me thinking time. 


The next book in the Old Japan series is coming soon.
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  SALT RUN: The Heir’s Last Hope

 In the beginning 
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                         kitsune at their god's shrine
Inari Ōkami is our kami, the greatest of the great gods, the one who provides the four basics for life. Inari Okami gives us fertility, rice, tea and sake, is god and guardian of agriculture and — us — we who are Inari's foxes, the kitsune. At our best we grow ancient in knowledge, become many tailed, pure white fox messengers for our Inari. But that’s for those mature of years, full of the wisdom of centuries, and godly skills. Some of us never attain that. 
It’s when our first one hundredth year approaches that we kitsune can grow a little restive. How I had waited for this year, the year when we grow another tail, make foxfire, that elusive, guide-me fiery orange light we use to lead, trick or lure, and we can become ‘real’ to humans. It was that shape changing I wanted, grew impatient for. I was in love. 
Such a sweet young man, this Akihiro, smooth peach-gold skin, dark almond eyes and lustrous hair with that blue-black gleam of the raven's wing.  
Daily I'd secretly follow Akihiro as he walked to the shrine and prayed. Such a reverent, godly young man calling on the gods to soften the heart of his beloved’s family. Such a pity that I was neither good nor godly. I celebrated my one hundredth birthday by taking the shape and appearance of his beloved, waylaid him at the temple, and then the fun began. 
We eloped, ran into the mountains, descended into a valley, and found a home in a village small enough to be overlooked, and yet large enough to allow my beloved to work as a scribe and become the village's imperial tally man. Bewitched, he adored me and I, oh, I worshipped him, for I knew that kitsune years are many and human years are few. Fewer than I prayed for. A year later a government tax collector passed through our village and employed my husband to tally the rice he collected for the high lord who owned the land. This man remarked on how he'd met a young woman who must be my twin, identical in appearance, in my husband's home village. No fool, my Akihiro, well read, he knew the kitsune tales of old, how they could change shape, bewitch a man. Kindness itself—I carried his child—he did not cry out to the village. The villagers would have torn me apart if they knew what I was. Rather than shame or torment me he spent one last night with me, gave me that final taste of my paradise, took the purse of gold I gave him, and quietly departed to his home village. 
I took my grief to one of Inari Okami's shrines, an ancient deserted hermitage high in the mountains, gave birth to my daughter and left her there, safe on the altar. I gave her a name, Akasuki, gave her the promise of my foxfire to guard her in times of need, but abandoned her future, her life, her fate to my god. 
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illustrations

Japanese shrine and the kitsune

next 2 pages: 

soldier Akasuki

the noble daimyo, Miyoshi Nishiki
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  CHAPTER ONE

The trouble begins
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They arrived as waves of sudden death. First came pirates in the early morning. Akasuki, the outsider, orphan, in the bottom order amongst the young women of the house, saw them landing as she stood, practising her stance under mentor Hideaki’s critical eyes. Youngest archer in their lord’s disreputable, 'give-them-the-unwanted-tasks' squad, who were the lowest division of warriors, she had much to learn, but learn she would. This was her hope, her way to win status and honour. A tiny fire-orange flash of light caught her right eye, her personal warning light, a god's gift she treasured in secret. She turned her head. There, from the brow of the low cliff, out of the summer’s dawn haze, she noticed misty shapes meld into landing boats shooting towards the shore. 
“Invaders,” she called, pitching her voice low so as not to carry to the boats. The old archer turned his head, looked, swore. He slapped her bow arm which had over-bent, and strode off briskly to warn their group commander.
“Ronin scum,” their kumigashira muttered, “rebel warriors.” As the duty group commander, he was in charge. “My noble lord’s archers, you lowest of all my lord’s archers,” he snarled at them, “you low-birth nobodies, prove yourselves fit to be my lord’s soldiers. Ready your bows. Defend the honour of our lord’s house and earn respect.” He blew the alarum on his conch trumpet as the group formed a defensive block on the cliff top. 
Akasuki, in the second rank, checked her arrows, watched and waited until she had a clear target. Hadn’t the ronin learnt this summer that their lord, the noble daimyo, Miyoshi Nishiki, was never unprepared? This might be his summer palace and not guarded by huge walls like the fortified shiro, his castle in the mountains, but it was fully protected. By order of the shogun all coastal estates must be battle ready and they were. She’d grown accustomed to pirate attacks. They were quickly settled.
But behind the first landing boats came more until the small cove was filled with bobbing boats and dark shapes scrabbling for shelter under the cliff. The first wave fell to their arrows but some of the second and more of the third wave made the base of the cliff. Still more poured from larger ships, ghostly shapes beyond the landing craft. 
“Too many,” their kumigashira said. “We need lance support. Where’s that lance squad? What in all the evil demons’ names are they doing?” He blew the conch a second time.
Was this the time to follow her special orders? Time to show what she could do and earn that rank and status she knew she deserved? But no, not yet. Not until she knew the main house was attacked. Akasuki slung her bow round her back, grasped her lance, slipped into her place in the square formation and readied her hands. Her squad remained intact. So, she must stand here
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      The mountains Akasuki and Reiji must hide in
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