
CHAPTER 1 Auburn Moors

The deep blue seas below held the aircraft high. Frederick closed his eyes and dreamt of home. Cold caresses of wind from the moors crisscrossed his dreams with the azure tropics the plane sailed over. Tiny white clouds of cotton over a wide blue expanse. 

The beauty of the Caribbean had been overwhelming for the six months Frederick had been working there, fueling V8 engines in yachts and speedboats, mending and assembling engines. It was tiresome and dirty work, but paid well. He could wash off the day’s labour with a swim in the gleaming waters.

Yet in Frederick’s mind the moors held sway, returning home to Yorkshire’s simple golden teas and auburn tufts of wild grasses. Chimneys that plume fine grey-white smoke that would rise gently over the valleys. Frederick was a Yorkshireman by nature, despite his education and prosperity, Frederick’s fine sandy hair falling over a wide face and large burly hands. He enjoyed working and playing an honest trade.

Frederick’s mind turned to an old flame, one he tended in his heart, Rosalind. He turned over her appearance in his mind’s eye. Rosalind was tall, confident with soft brown hair which fell softly around her shoulders. Her beautiful body and soft voice was matched by a quick mind and hard work ethic.

He turned from the window and closing his eyes, imagined Rosalind with her sure touch and soft maroon jumpers. He turned over, half-dreaming, turning to sleep, knowing they’d soon meet.
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CHAPTER 2 Rosalind’s refuge

The  doors of the cottage were thick, strong oak with iron bolts crossing the woodwork. They made the little cottage, that ran down the street hidden from the main road into Tutton, feel more like a castle indoors. With thick, heavy walls and solid iron locks their fortress was a refuge from the cares of the world.

Rosalind felt a wave of comfort as she pushed the door shut against the windy gate outside. The wind had knocked over the coast stand as she came in and thrown the newsletters and magazines from the coffee table.

The bright yellow key gleamed gold in the last lights of the afternoon. Rosalind put it carefully on a nail used as a hook by the door. The cottage had the hallmarks of hard-working country folk of Yorkshire, Rosalind inheriting the love of a tidy home worked into a shape where the occupant could live cheaply but with the home comforts of a bigger house.

The journey home had been tiring as the storm had picked up and Rosalind found deep relief and a burden off her shoulders in having returned. The kettle by the kitchen entrance they left for moments like these, to share quiet asides after long, windy walks. Rosalind missed Frederick sighing as she put the kettle on. Still nice to be home. She looked at the calendar and saw it marked "Frederick’s flight’, then several more weeks before "Frederick’s homecoming;

As the kettle turned to boil, the quiet hiss of gas suddenly cut out with a bang! There was an alarm on, the kitchen bathed in an unpleasant green light. Rosalind jumped to cut out the gas, pulling on the yellow lever.
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CHAPTER 3 Frederick’s Reverie

Frederick arose from his private reveries as soon as he smelt sweet perfume from the seat next to his. Coming to, he faintly heard a woman’s voice echo off the cabin hull, falling away into the distance, like the sweet pleasantry.

Frederick, who had thought the seat next to his empty, turned slowly. He was half-dreaming at the mirage of beauty he saw come into focus. He caught her collar length, blonde hair with darkened deep tones falling around her light, white blouse. 

Her quiet aside to the flight attendant stirred longing, with her professional demeanor, quiet and confident, welcoming and well-spoken.

“Thank you for moving me.”

The flight attendant was equally aware of the beauty in their midst. Quiet looks passed between the flight attendant with the name tag Bryan and Frederick, before looking to the young woman moving.

“Miss Westhauser will be moving next to you Mister Cafsdale.”

“The family behind could use the extra room.”

She turned to Frederick moving a small white handbag with black handles.

“I hope you don’t mind me moving here Mister...”

Frederick sat up slowly and confidently.

“Cafsdale. But call me Frederick.”

Frederick’s Yorkshireman friendliness shone through when he spoke.

"Could you help me move my overhead luggage.”

Frederick lifted himself up, happy to show off his strength.

"It would be my pleasure.”

She added her name quickly, with a hint of nervousness.

“Chiffany."

“Chiffany. What a beautiful name.”

He extended his hand and took her curled fingers within his strong grip. It was a small gesture, but Bryan did a small bow and headed off as if his job as matchmaker was done.

Chiffany took her clutch purse and moved into the seat, putting a small mirror away in front. Frederick ruggedly put her onboard luggage away before sitting down next to her. A small smile passed on her face of excitement and some embarrassment. 

“Was it your first time in Aruba?”
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CHAPTER 4 Rosalind’s Neighbourhood

Rosalind’s surprise at the gas cut faded. Looking outside the wind had knocked over a bush. The gas was a canister joined to the outside of the house house, that must have been knocked over by the gale.

The winds were turning from blustering to raging. Leaves and bits of littler were flying around, one of the bins upturned. Running down the corridor she turned off the alarm and sniffed for gas. There was a distinct smell as she decided to turn off the outside connector.

She headed out the back door and was hit by the full force of the gale. Rosalind headed outside and saw the canister rolling around, the connected line pulling at the internal gas line. With great effort she righted the heavy canister and unplugged the line. The smell of gas faded in the torrent of winds around her as she turned the valve closed. 

She saw her neighbour Miss Windermere waving at her, a look of alarm on her face,

“Do you smell gas? Turn them all off love”

Rosalind swore and ran to turn the neighbours off disconnecting them and turning off the valves. Rosalind had had Frederick explain it once briefly, and cursed that she hadn’t listened closer. Still it was done and the cottage was safe.

“Do you have electricity?”

Rosalind looked at Miss Windermere, deciding to walk back to Miss Windermere’s neighboring cottage.

"The whole lane’s power was cut. It’s a blackout.;

Rosalind picked up bags of shopping Miss Windermere had left by the doorway, that were starting to blow over.

Miss Windermere motioned her inside.

"No gas, no electricity and a gale. Come in cleary and we’ll call the Baron. He’ll be the only one around who can come out here in this weather with supplies now. Mr Warswick is in York.”

The Baron was the landlord of the cottage row, living on the main house. The small row of cottages used to be groundskeepers cottages before they became more profitable to rent out.
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CHAPTER 5 Chiffany’s success

Frederick nodded and murmured, made little comments as Chiffany talked throughout the flight of her work for a boutique chain she owned. The distant Caribbean islands underneath gave way to stormy mid-Atlantic islands, the plane cruising higher. Little knocks from buffets of wind gave the feeling of moving to colder heights.

Frederick struggled to think of Rosalind and Yorkshire moors he’d be seeing in a few weeks time. Frederick could barely take his eyes of Chiffany, listening to her tales as they drank rich, creamy coffees.

Her business had done so well she could afford to visit the beaches of Barbados and the Playas of Colombia, before stopping over in the market towns of Aruba.

Frederick’s imagination was tantalized as he heard stories of dreamy caverns and wondrous frontiers of sky blues and coastal yellows in all their shades opening over his imagination.

He moved to listen to her every word. The boutique was a tiny shop shrouded in gold and silver, filled with quiet, tasteful items in his minds eye.

"Of course, running a boutique is about the vibe of the pieces."

She spoke slowly, adding class to hipster words like boutique.

Frederick was fully engaged when...
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CHAPTER 6 Rosalind’s Suspense

Rosalind double-checked her cottage windows and doors, darting across from Miss Windermere’s cottage to her own. She nearly tripped over a plant pot as it rolled, trying to right it in the wind.

"Just leave it Rosie, come inside quickly!"

Miss Windermere had made it inside and was waving at her.

"Now we’re indoors. we’ll have to head to the phone room and make the call."

Rosalind was a little confused as to what a phone room was. As she though from the hallway she saw a room with an antique rotary phone and a settee.

"See my dear, the phone room. Center of communications. We’ll have to call the Baron immediately. You could have broken an ankle!"

Rosalind found the thread of excitement of the title spread. Baron invoked strong images of a sophisticated, powerful noble. Miss Windermere invoked him as a saviour as opposed to the landlord they never saw.

Rosalind thought perhaps they should backpedal in case Miss Windermere was being too imposing, as well as a feeling she’d have to explain this to Frederick or the girls. The girls were Rosalind’s friends and work colleagues at the site, who’d leap on a story with a word like Baron.

"Do you think the electricity will be back on tonight?"

"I don’t think so Rosalind the lines will be down till tomorrow."
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CHAPTER 7 Frederick’s Seduction,

When Chiffany asked where Frederick lived, he was already head over heels. Her confidence and elegance was overwhelming, he reveled in their conversation.

"A little cottage in Yorkshire."

He suddenly felt a little perturbed as if he’d lied to her.

"That was my aunt’s place though. My aunt Windermere. My old folks were from York."

"That’s lovely, you grew up with your aunts?"

"Just the one. My folks died early. Trouble in the streets."

"You say it so bluntly."

Frederick groped for her hand and found it. Chiffany pulled away after a few seconds.

Chiffany touched the back of her neck, clearly feeling the heat coming off of it.

Frederick turned and poured her another drink.
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CHAPTER 8 Rosalind’s Weather Report

Calling the Baron, the Baron was a dulcet man in his 50’s with a reassuring voice.

"Well the winds will be fierce tonight, be my guest to come up at any time."

"I wouldn’t want to worry you Baron Haversly, we’re perfectly secure right here."

"Well if you’re worried about your safety in the cottage Rosalind please come up to the main gate."

Rosalind found a pulse of excitement in coming up to the gate with the Barton, the idea bouncing around her mind.

Her gaze turned to the necklace Frederick had given her.

But no, it was much better to stay with Miss Windermere and winter the storm here. 

"Thank you Baron!"

The Baron hung up briskly. Rosalind wondered if he had to prepare for the storm himself.

By an old cathode ray television they watched the most incredible storm gales reported, winds of sixty and seventy miles per hour already expected.

The electricity they used was he wind-up emergency generator Frederick had bought. He enjoyed using it more often than there were emergencies.

"Can always depend on the wind up!"

Frederick had complained about the rent, and Rosalind felt a sense of loyalty that didn’t depend on the Baron to get them out.

She thought to herself:

"I remember when Frederick and I lived in a cottage very like this one. That was far too cold, an old build. Only a few miles from here. He really loved Yorkshire, much more than Nottingham or any of the other places he worked."

A long howling off the wind outside made Rosalind shiver.
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CHAPTER 9 Frederick’s Rejection

Frederick was intoxicated with Chiffany’s talk of boutiques and was slowly delving closer and closer to her.

Rosalind slipped from his mind as he became intoxicated with a blonde bombshell, his new life there tantalising.

He stretched out his arm caressing her supple shoulder.  Suddenly Chiffany leaned back startled by a flight conductor.

"Excuse me!"

In a second, the romance was gone.

"Sorry, it’s not like that Frederick."

She pulled her dress arm up against her.

"I have a boyfriend."

She pushed past him to go to the bathroom. She seemed red-faced and cross.

Frederick’s ardor fell as he felt suddenly like an attacker on  a plane full of witnesses.

The cabin light turned on and for a brief moment Frederick was terrified she had complained about him to the flight crew.

"We’re three hours into our voyage now, leaving Aruba and heading to London. Airspeed 600 miles per hour, happy to report nice weater, twenty-two degrees reported in London for when we land. Have a pleasant flight."  
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CHAPTER 10 Storm’s hit

The weather channels reports got more and more alarming. Yellow wind markers turned a deeper red, before becoming scarlet the colour of blood.

In tune with the weather reports inside, the sound of the winds on the windows became more violent and unpredictable.

They had underestimated the storm of the century.

With the lights out and the gas off, Miss Windermere and Rosalind had snuggled together in the living room of Rosalind with candles and the portable television generator, as well as plenty of hot cocoa heated by a little gas burner Rosalind had set up in the kitchen.

They watched in increasing worry but some comfort as events turned for the worst. The banging outside increased before abating a little keeping Rosalind and Miss Windermere on their toes. Finally the new channel cut out completely.

“What happened to the news?” asked Miss Windermere.

Rosalind started to feel a bout of nausea in her stomach as the electricity went out from the generator, turning off the emergency lamp.

"Deary me!"

Rosalind was concerned for Miss Windermere when she saw a rising light outside, two car headlamps rose.

"It must be Frederick, he must have come straight from London when the flight landed.”
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CHAPTER 11 Frederick’s Frustration

Frederick’s tension mounted as Chiffany returned to her seat. Making polite noises she ignored him, looking awkwardly at an in-flight guide. It was if her were some rude middle aged man on a bus.

Frederick felt his age more and more, weighing up the years between them. Turning to his mid-30’s he found quiet comfort and Northern passion with Rosalind but
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