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Prologue

 


Armenia: 77
AD

 


Slowly, slowly,
the broken fragments drew together until the eagle statue was, once
again, whole.

But not quite
whole. The great mage whose powers were sealed inside the statue
had been more than a mage. Abaven had also been a Keeper of Time,
responsible for retaining within Time the paths the world’s
inhabitants followed during the course of their lifetimes. Paths
changed by the statue’s shattering, the entities affected now
represented by tiny holes pock-marking the bird’s chest and
outstretched wings.

Many tiny
holes.

Fortunately,
those whose life-paths had been disrupted were all young at the
point of disruption and could still, through those who shared their
youth, have their paths restored.

To this end,
one of Abaven’s young servants melted down a small section of the
statue that had not rejoined the rest, crafting from it eight
pieces of jewellery people would come to know as Keeper Pieces.
Pieces cast in a rose design and infused with mystical powers. Five
were then flung out into the world to find their way to the lost
ones and serve as beacons for those who could rescue them.

Binding these
Pieces together were three medallions, one of which was placed in
the custody of one who promised to keep it within his family line.
The Line of the Restorer.

For a thousand
years, this medallion was passed down to carefully chosen
recipients in a dormant state. Then, in the year 1077 AD, an
eleven-year-old boy named William fils de Avenel, but known only as
William of Roseheath, deciphered the cryptic rhyme beneath the
medallion’s rose. Upon its recitation, he and his sister were
transported to a time before their own, charged with putting to
rights the lives of those to whom they had been guided.

And, so it
went. Each successive generation of the Restorer’s line seeking out
and assisting lost ones until the lives of nearly all had been set
back on course and the medallion came into the hands of what its
creator perceived might, if all went well, be the last generations
required for the task.

If all
went well. For it was at this point an enemy was able to step from
the shadows and begin working against the medallion’s users. An
enemy who stood to gain from the failure of the five generations
destined to, separately and together, restore to Time the remainder
of the lost ones and discharge the ultimate duty to which they had
fallen heir.

Lest they lose
heart, a nineteenth-century medallion diviner to whom special
insights had been granted left them a message:

When
generations five remain alive,

Deliverance
is near.

And the rose
tree will its role fulfil,

If all can
persevere.

 


Author’s Note:
For a list and particulars of the five generations and other people
relevant to the storylines of the Time Rose books, please consult
the appendices preceding the historical background section at the
end of this book.





​Generation One


Chapter One

 


 


Rosebank:
September 1921

 


The Wolverton
family lost several of its members during the conflict known as the
Great War. Four of Neville and Ambrosia Wolverton’s six children
were boys, and all four died for King and country. One at the
Battle of the Marne, another at the Battle of Ypres, and two at the
Battle of the Somme, both on the same day. On a different day, the
Somme also claimed Guy and Emmeline Wolverton’s oldest son, Edward.
All five now lay, in the words of the equally ill-fated poet,
Rupert Brooke, in ‘some corner of a foreign field that is for ever
England’.

Guy and
Emmeline’s remaining son was wounded and gassed at the Battle of
Amiens. And while he had come home to them, he was not the
confident, fun-loving, big brother their youngest child,
eleven-year-old Rosetta, remembered. Shell-shocked, people said.
Nervous, moody, and uncommunicative, Bertram Rosewold Wolverton
spent most of his time in the library of the family’s
four-hundred-and-forty-year-old manor house, Rosebank, or one of
its spacious gardens.

Despite the
eleven-year gap in their ages, Etta and Bertie had always been
close. She was one of the few people whose company he could
tolerate for any length of time and he sometimes invited her along
on his garden walks. Even so, she was surprised when this happened
during the christening party of their three-week-old niece,
Emmeline Rose, daughter of their sister Honoria and her husband,
Pelham Avery. Socially demanding occasions usually led to Bertie
going off by himself.

The christening
itself hadn’t taxed the frail young man too much. He’d even asked
to hold the baby and smiled down at her. But the subsequent party
back at Rosebank had proved taxing. Mostly due to the
presence of the two-and-a-half-year-old son of their other sister,
Lavinia, and her husband, Jasper. Though Lavinia and Jasper thought
highly of little Percy, most people found Percival Guy Edward
Bertram Rosewold Wolverton-Herne a demanding, bad-tempered, child
with none of the pleasant traits possessed by the maternal
grandfather and uncles his middle names supposedly honoured.
Resentful of the attention his cousin was receiving, Percy had,
within the last hour, thrown two tantrums, made Baby Emmy cry with
what his Great Aunt Sarra was sure had been a sly pinch, and
consumed enough cakes and lemonade to make himself sick. This had
finally prompted his parents to take him home, a decision welcomed
by virtually everyone else in attendance.

As a rule, Etta
liked small children, but she did not like Percy, secretly
suspecting he’d been swapped at birth and was in reality some sort
of goblin. The new baby seemed much more congenial. Etta
anticipated spending many happy hours in Emmy’s company.

For the moment,
however, Bertie was seeking hers, and the two of them skirted past
the crowd of people milling around little Emmeline.

“Such a sweet
baby,” Aunt Rosalina cooed. “I just know she’s going to be
artistic. When I pass on, I shall leave her all my sketching
paraphernalia. And perhaps the Little Box of Rhymes and Reason
Auntie Auro left me. I’m sure she’d like Emmy to have it next.”

“Good job Vinia
and Jasper the Grasper left before hearing that,” Bertie whispered
to Etta. “They seem to think every Wolverton possession in
existence should go to them and their repulsive child. Why else
would Jasper have changed their surname from Herne to
Wolverton-Herne?”

“He said it was
because there were still several male Hernes to carry on his family
name, but hardly any male Wolvertons to carry on ours,” Etta
whispered back. “But your sons will be Wolvertons and you might
have six of them.”

“I don’t think
so,” Bertie said softly as he opened the door leading to Rosebank’s
gardens.

Sensing a mood
change, Etta asked her brother which garden he wanted to go to.

“The rose
garden.”

​ Etta nodded, approving the choice. He almost
always found the rose garden soothing, and its summerhouse would
provide a pleasant place to sit if he became weary.

At the
summerhouse, Bertie did motion for Etta to stop, but not because he
felt fatigued.

“Let’s sit here
for a bit, Ett. Aunt Rosalina isn’t the only one with legacies to
bestow. There’s something I want to give you. Something many
Wolverton children have owned and used. Something you must, in
turn, pass on to one or more of your children. And/or Emmy when
she’s older.”

“Not Percy?”
Etta teased.

“Never
Percy. Or any other obnoxious little horror Lavinia and Jasper
might have.”

Bertie then
took from his pocket a small, oblong box with several five-petal
roses carved upon it. Along with an inscription reading:

’Tis for
youth to call its own,

By speaking
words in proper tone.

And up to
five times be guided,

To those
whose fate be not decided.

For divers
lives must come to blend,

Ere the
roses’ peregrinations end.

Inside the box
was a solid gold medallion enfolded in dark blue velvet. After he
unwrapped it, Bertie showed his sister the large, five-petal rose
projecting from its flat, circular, base before flipping it over.
The back of the medallion was completely flat, and bore the imprint
of an eagle with an old man sitting on its back handing a rose to a
young girl. Underneath this image were the words: ROSAE
ADULESCENTIAE OMNIA TEMPUS REVELAT.

Latin words,
but Etta had been studying Latin since she was six. “To the rose of
youth, time reveals all,” she translated.

Bertie smiled.
“Reveals to some. Provided they are sufficiently interested and
astute.”

All of Guy
Wolverton’s children had displayed at least a mild interest in
history while they were growing up. With him for a father, it could
hardly be otherwise. But only Bertie, Etta, and to some extent,
Honoria, shared his passion for it. Edward had been of a more
mechanical mind, and the vain and ambitious Lavinia’s interests lay
more in the here and now than in days gone by.

“Is it Roman?”
Etta asked as she slipped the medallion over her head.

“Armenian.
Circa seventy-seven AD. But that’s all I shall tell you about it.
Once you’ve had it a while and got a proper feel for it, I expect
Papa and the aunts will tell you more.”

Unsure of what
he meant by ‘a proper feel’, Etta was puzzled by his unwillingness
to tell her himself.

When pressed,
he simply said, “I shan’t be here much longer, Ett.”

“Are you
planning a trip?”

“I think one
has been planned for me.”

“When?”

“Soon.”

A few days
later, he died. Peacefully, in an armchair in the library, an open
book on his lap.

 


* * *

 


Rosebank:
August 1922

 


For many
months, the grief-stricken Etta could not bring herself to even
look at the last present she’d received from Bertie. But in the
summer of the following year she finally took the medallion out of
its box, thinking it would be the perfect addition to the pretty
silk gown she was wearing for one of the tableau presentations she
was taking part in for the annual village fête. As with Christmas
parties, May fairs, and Sunday School outings, Rosebank and the
other big houses in the area vied with each other to see who could
provide the best entertainment for the local populace. For this
year’s fête, Lady Cordelia Pickering, of Pickering Manor, had
talked and/or browbeaten a number of people into posing in scenes
taken from paintings and sketches depicting the English Civil War
and Interregnum. She and her husband, Sir Magnus Pickering, were
much taken with that particular period. During the war,
Parliamentarian forces had waited until Sir Magnus’s ancestor was
off fighting for the royalist cause and then set about trying to
take over Pickering Manor to use as a base. The manor lay under
siege for months, taking a heavy toll on all within. According to
Lady Cordelia, the two youngest Pickering children never really
regained their health, and their father’s health declined too when,
during the Interregnum (also known as the Commonwealth era), he was
imprisoned for distributing royalist pamphlets. The tableaux were
her tribute to the family’s fortitude and strength of
character.

Lady Cordelia
was quite a force to be reckoned with herself, and with the
Pickerings and Wolvertons being distant relatives, took it for
granted Etta would be one of her performers. Not that Etta had any
objection. It was, after all, history, and the type of display
Bertie might well have enjoyed.


Chapter Two

 


 


Village Hall:
August 1922

 


Etta’s paternal
cousins, Sebastian and Aurelia Travers, aged thirteen and seven,
lived in a neighbouring village but happened to be at Rosebank when
Lady Cordelia stopped by to recruit Etta. This led to all three
being cast in several different tableaux, some of which were of
people in colourful, cavalier-style ensembles, others in the simple
black, white, grey, or brown clothing favoured by Puritans. None of
the cavalier scenes featured a girl with a gold necklace, but in
the first, Etta’s hands were positioned in such a way as to cover
it. An argument Lady Cordelia accepted when Etta showed her the
medallion and said she wanted to wear it in honour of Bertie.

She made the
request during a rehearsal break, catching the attention of
Sebastian and Aurelia, who were both nearby. Sebastian found the
medallion intriguing and asked for a closer look. Jiggling it about
in the manner of boys, he was delighted to find the raised rose
possessed an interesting feature.

“Oh, I say. The
rose moves aside. And there’s some writing underneath.”

Etta peered
over his shoulder. “So there is. It’s Greek. I’ve just started
learning that. Not very good yet. Do you know what it says?”

“One word is
‘door’. Another ‘time’…Something about hearing…Not sure about most
of it.”

“I’ll ask Papa
to help me translate it. Or Miss Rutledge, if he’s busy.”

Sebastian went
to boarding school, but Etta had a live-in governess who’d also
taught her sisters. Age had not slowed Miss Rutledge down, or made
her any less diligent about sharing her, admittedly vast, knowledge
with her current charge. She believed education was ongoing, and
while short breaks from lessons were permissible, young people
should receive year-round instruction in all manner of subjects.
Though a committed scholar himself, Guy Wolverton wasn’t quite that
fervent about stuffing facts and figures into his children’s heads,
and his wife certainly wasn’t. Back in Lavinia and Honoria’s
schooldays, she’d even brought up to Miss Rutledge what the
eighteenth-century writer, Samuel Johnson, had said about parents
teaching their daughters the diameters of planets and then
wondering why the little dears didn’t delight in their company.
Which had merely inspired the governess to add astronomy to the
girls’ curriculum.

She had,
however, always begrudgingly allowed them—and now, Etta—time off
whenever her employers insisted. As they always did during the heat
of summer and the periods leading up to the excitement of Christmas
and other holidays. But at least Miss Rutledge’s dedication to duty
kept her close to hand, and Etta knew the woman would help her with
the Greek translation if her father wasn’t available.

Sebastian was
still willing to try translating a few more words himself, but just
then, Lady Cordelia called her cast to order.

“Come along,
everyone,” she trilled. “We’ve time for one more run-through before
you go home. Practice makes perfect, and I intend for our
presentation to be perfect.”

With a resigned
sigh, Sebastian handed the medallion back to Etta and the two
hurried to join the other performers.

 


***

 


Village Green:
August 1922

 


The village
fête was always held on the village green, just across from the
church, where, should it happen to rain, Lady Cordelia knew
interest in her dramatic presentation might prove non-existent.
With that in mind, she had procured a tent for the actual
performance, but held the twice-weekly rehearsals in the village
hall. In the week leading up to the fête, the performers were
called upon to put in even more hours of practice. It was their
taskmaster’s first attempt at putting on a show of any kind, and
she wanted everything to go smoothly. Not satisfied with a
night-before dress rehearsal in the tent, she even insisted on a
second dress rehearsal on the day of the fête, which actually
turned out to be gloriously sunny and was fast becoming hot.

Sebastian and
Aurelia’s mother, Venetia Wolverton Travers, got their older
brother, Algernon, to deliver them to Rosebank in his motorcar so
they could walk to the extra dress rehearsal with Etta ahead of the
rest of the family. Since Algernon was his father’s name as well,
young Algernon was usually called Algie. Now in his late teens, he
and the second Travers brother, Malcolm, had, thankfully, been too
young to take part in the Great War.

As Etta,
Sebastian, and Aurelia were leaving for the green, Algie reminded
them to take good care of their costumes.

“Especially the
soppy blue one with the lace collar you wear in your first scene,
Sebby. Mother thinks you look ever so handsome in it. Or was it,
adorable? At any rate, I think she’s going to ask Lady Cordelia if
you can keep it awhile so she can have your portrait painted.”

“Her own
version of Gainsborough’s ‘Blue Boy’,” Malcolm added.

Sebastian
scowled, but Etta laughed along with his brothers, sure they were
just teasing him. Sebastian was older than the blue clad child
depicted in William Frederick Yeames’s famous, ‘When Did You Last
See Your Father?’ painting, but until the curtain fell on each
scene, tableau models had to keep perfectly still, and all the
younger boys Lady Cordelia tried—including her own son—had proved,
as she put it, “too wriggly”.

Sebastian much
preferred the still fancy, but less frilly, grey jacket and red
breeches he wore when portraying the future Stuart King, Charles
the Second, in the tableau of William Dobson’s painting of the
twelve-year-old crown prince and his brother James watching the
Battle of Edge Hill. Upon first seeing it, Etta thought it the
height of folly for the royal heirs to be that close to the
hostilities, but they apparently had been, and managed to survive.
Even though the tutor pictured with them was reading a book and
paying no attention whatsoever to his charges.

The last scene
Sebastian was in represented a painting by a local artist and
showed a group of Puritan children looking bored at a religious
service, which most children of the time probably had been, as the
sermons alone often went on for two hours or more. Etta and Aurelia
were in that scene too, all three dressed in black outfits with
white collars.

To everyone’s
relief, the final dress rehearsal went well, even though the order
of scenes was reversed to ensure everyone ended up in the costume
required for the start of the performance. Pleased, Lady Cordelia
dismissed the cast until showtime.

Temporary
freedom did not, however, mean complete freedom. The various sets
and backdrops had cost a small fortune and large period wardrobes
hadn’t come cheap either. Pointing to a stack of picnic blankets,
Lady Cordelia told her performers to take one outside if they were
planning to sit on the grass.

“Mustn’t risk
getting grass stains on your costumes, you know. Or any other kind.
You’ve all had, or were supposed to have had, your lunch, so you
aren’t to get yourselves anything sticky like ices, lemonades, or
sweets until after the performance, when you’ve changed back into
your own clothes. Nor should you try for a coconut, bowl for the
pig, or engage in any other potentially garment-sullying
activity.”

“What about the
fish pond?” a child ventured to ask.

“Fish pond?
Well, I suppose the fish pond would be all right. No, wait. That’s
sawdust. We don’t want that on you either. No, it’s best you don’t
do anything until the performance. Now, off you go, and
remember to be back here by quarter to three. I don’t want to have
to come looking for any of you.”

That admonition
was directed as much at the adults as the children, and disgruntled
mumblings could be heard as people left the tent.

Outside,
Sebastian patted the blanket he’d picked up. “If all we’re going to
be allowed to do is sit on this until the performance, we might as
well take it into some shade. It’s too hot to stay out in the
sun.”

Casting wistful
looks at the various fête stalls, the three children made their way
down to the end of the green and spread the blanket on a shaded
patch of clover behind some tall bushes.


Chapter
Three

 


 


For a while
they amused themselves by making posies of all the clover within
reach, but by the time the church clock struck half past two, Etta
had tired of this.

Looking down at
the medallion resting against the bodice of her cavalier gown, she
told Sebastian Miss Rutledge had helped her translate the
inscription.

“Really? Jolly
good. What does it say?”

“It’s a rhyme.
Leastways, in English it’s a rhyme. The Greek version probably
doesn’t rhyme, but I don’t think that matters. It’s how the words
come across to us, and how we say them that’s
important.”

“Important in
what way?”

“I don’t know.
Just a feeling I have. I’ve had several feelings about this
medallion since I started studying it.”

“Do you
remember how the rhyme goes?” Aurelia asked.

“Yes.”

“Then, say it.
I like rhymes.”

“All
right.”

Etta cupped the
medallion in one hand and, remembering what the verse on the box
had said about using a proper tone, did her best to employ one as
she recited the rhyme.

“Ancient
portal, hear this plea,

Open for thy
golden key.

Feel its
power,

Know its
might,

Put the
Mists of Time to flight.”

As soon as she
finished speaking, a strange blue mist began to form around them,
accompanied by sparks such as she’d sometimes seen shoot up from a
bonfire. Then all three children felt themselves spinning.

 


Village Green:
September 1641

 


When the
spinning stopped, and the mist cleared, Etta realized they had all
instinctively clutched hands.

“I didn’t
like that!” Aurelia wailed. “What was that?”

Her brother bit
his lip. “I’m…I’m not sure. Just as I’m not sure how we now come to
be sitting behind big wooden barrels instead of bushes.”

Etta wasn’t
either. She kept hold of Aurelia’s hand even after Sebastian
disentangled himself and went to peer around the barrels. When he
turned back to them, he looked puzzled.

“That’s not all
that’s changed. The green has, too.”

“In what way?”
Etta stood up and joined him at the barrels, towing a reluctant
Aurelia behind her.

“See for
yourself. The stalls out there aren’t fête stalls. They just seem
to be for vegetables and such. That thing in the middle looks like
a pillory, and all the people are dressed the same way as the ones
in the tableau were. I don’t recognize them though.”

Etta frowned.
“Neither do I. Not any of them, even though I know almost
everyone in the village. And where did all the motorcars go? There
were at least three parked in front of the church a few minutes
ago.”

“Yes, there
were.” Sebastian frowned too. “And I don’t remember there being so
many horses and carriages around. Just a farmer’s cart or two.
They’ve gone as well. The green looks like…like it probably looked
in the days of the roundheads and cavaliers we’ve been pretending
to be. Only, now, no one’s pretending.”

“You mean you
think we’re actually looking at people from the seventeenth
century? I read something about two English ladies who had a
strange experience whilst on a visit to France about twenty years
ago. They claimed they somehow slipped through time and saw Marie
Antoinette and other eighteenth-century French people in the
gardens of Versailles. We might be doing the same.”

“What are you
children doing skulking behind Master Newton’s barrels?”

A plainly
dressed woman with a large basket of eggs on her arm had come up
behind them and appeared to be annoyed about something.

“Spying on us,
are you? Trying to hear someone speaking against the King so you
can tell your father the people of this village are not loyal to
His Majesty?”


“I…I…w-why…n-no,” Sebastian stammered. “It’s just that, well, the
village looks rather peculiar today and—”

​​ “Peculiar? What is
peculiar about decent, God-fearing, people going about their
business the same they always do? There’s no anti-royalist plotting
going on. Leastways, not here.” The woman jabbed a finger into
Sebastian’s shoulder. “Some of us may not think much of His
Majesty’s frivolous, nay, scandalous ways, but we be not disloyal.
Be so good as to tell your father so.”

With that, she
turned and stalked off.

Sebastian
rubbed his shoulder. “I read about that Versailles experience too,
Ett. Most people thought it was a hot day and those ladies were
hallucinating. But I didn’t hallucinate getting poked by that old
biddy. We have somehow travelled back in Time and are now
surrounded by royalists and roundheads. Real ones.”

“I don’t want
to be.” Aurelia started to cry. “I want to go home, where people
are nice.”

Etta and
Sebastian looked at one another.

“Any thoughts
on how we might go about getting home?” Etta asked him.

“I don’t even
know how we got here. Other than it must have had something to do
with saying that rhyme on the medallion. It talked about a mist,
and, lo and behold, a mist there was.”

“Perhaps if we
say it again, it will work in reverse.”

“Worth a try, I
suppose. But let’s take a walk around the village first. I’d rather
like to know what it was like almost three hundred years ago.”

Etta was all
for the idea.

Aurelia wasn’t.
“I want to go home,” she repeated, wiping away tears.

“In a bit,”
said Sebastian. “The villagers can’t all be as unfriendly as that
egg woman.”

He was right
and, as they walked around, Aurelia gradually became calmer. Etta
did, however, notice that while everyone was indeed dressed like
the tableau models, not too many people were wearing cavalier-style
clothing. Just a couple of men going into what, even in her day,
was the local pub, and a woman in a dark green gown and matching
beaded headpiece standing near the blacksmith’s shop, something its
twentieth-century owner was thinking of turning into a garage. With
her were two little girls of about eleven and six and a boy of nine
or so. The boy was wearing a maroon red outfit with matching cape
and plumed hat, and his older sister—Etta assumed they were a
family—a mauve and white gown and short purple cape fastened with a
multi-coloured jewelled brooch. The younger girl had on a yellow
and white gown and her cape (also purple) was fastened with a gold
brooch in the shape of a rose. There was also a more plainly
dressed woman carrying a white-petticoated child of about three.
Possibly a nurse with the family’s youngest, but whether the
youngest was a boy or a girl was hard to tell. In the seventeenth
century, both sexes had worn petticoats in their early years. The
cavalier family smiled at Etta and her cousins as they passed, and
the smallest girl even gave them a shy wave.

She also waved
at the blacksmith as he emerged from his forge and said, “Good day
to you, Lady Pickering. The children are looking well.”

“As is my
husband’s new horse, Master Tipton. Except for having thrown a
shoe. One of the grooms will bring him by later.”

“I’ll see to
him with pleasure, m’lady. I hear he’s quite a beauty.”

“And certain to
have been got for a beauty of a price,” Etta overheard someone
mutter. “Wicked waste of money, but Sir Austin were ever one to
fritter away the good fortune the Lord bestowed upon him. Just like
his father before him. And all their ilk.”

The speaker—to
whom neither the woman nor the blacksmith deigned to pay
attention—was a middle-aged man in a grey coat and breeches and
unadorned black hat. A grey-gowned, white- bonneted, woman with him
nodded agreement and Etta was again struck by the number of plainly
dressed people. Most smiled at them, or at least gave them a
friendly nod, but a few scowled and seemed to regard them with as
much disapproval as the egg woman had.

“Methinks not
all in the village be loyal to the King,” Etta said in a low voice.
“I remember Bertie saying, when the civil war started, Parliament
took over the Windsor area almost right away. From the looks we’re
getting from some of the villagers, the war might not be far
off.”

“How far, I
wonder?” Sebastian mused.

He didn’t have
to wonder long. The children had only been exploring for about half
an hour when a sudden commotion arose on the green. Turning, they
saw a man being led towards the pillory with several
people—including Sir Austin’s detractors—pushing at him and
shouting disparagements. This only stopped when he was brought to a
halt in front of the pillory and some sort of official informed the
gathering crowd that Ezekiel Scroggs was to spend an hour in it for
using unseemly language in a public place. The time to be served
now, “on this, the twelfth day of September, in the year of our
Lord, sixteen hundred and forty-one”, which Etta and Sebastian both
knew was less than a year before the civil war started.

Once the
miscreant’s head and hands had been secured, the villagers starting
berating him with cries of, ‘Blasphemer’, ‘Scoundrel’, and
‘Loathsome Wretch’. Some even obtained vegetables from nearby
vendors and pelted the unfortunate Ezekiel with them.

Aurelia pulled
on her brother’s arm. “Sebby, why are people throwing things at
that poor man?”

“He said some
bad words.”

“So do Algie
and Mal, sometimes. Father shouts at them about it, but he doesn’t
do that. That’s horrible. I don’t like it.” She started to cry
again. “I want to go home. I want to go home now.”

“Perhaps it
is time to give repeating the rhyme a go,” Etta said. “But
we’d better find a place less noticeable than here. If a mist comes
up like it did before but doesn’t take us anywhere, people will
wonder what’s happening and might accuse us of witchcraft. And you
know what happened to witches back in the seventeenth century.”

“What?” Aurelia
asked.

“Never you
mind.” Sebastian took her hand and he and Etta hurried her across
to the tavern and around into its conveniently empty back yard.
“This should do. If anyone inside happens to glance out this way,
he’ll just think he’s had too much ale. Ready to repeat the rhyme,
Ett?”

‘Not quite. We
should probably hold hands, like we did before. To make sure we
stay together.”

“All right.” He
grimaced. “But doing that will make it difficult for us to cross
our fingers that this works.”


Chapter Four

 


 


Village Green:
August 1922

 


Etta repeated
the rhyme. Moments later, the mist and sparks reappeared. So did
the spinning sensation. When it ended, they were once more behind
the bushes on the edge of the green, and a quick look through them
told them they were back in their own time.

Aurelia
immediately tried to run off, but Etta pulled her back.

“I want
Mother!” Aurelia said, her tears threatening to return.

“I know,” Etta
replied. “But you mustn’t tell her what just happened. She’ll think
you’re making up stories, and you know how your father feels about
that. If she were to tell him what you said, you’d get into
trouble. Do you understand?”

Aurelia
nodded.

“If she wants
to know why you’re upset, just say Etta and I went off and left you
on your own,” said Sebastian.

“But that
is telling stories.” Aurelia protested.

Sebastian
grinned. “Not if we actually do it.”

Nodding to
Etta, he ran towards the coconut shy and his cousin quickly
followed.

“Then
you’ll get into trouble,” Aurelia called after them.

“We don’t
mind,” Sebastian called back. “You don’t, do you?” he inquired,
slowing to a walk.

“No. It’s
important we don’t tell people about this. I don’t know why, just a
feeling I have. Like I did about us having to hold hands, or at
least be in contact in some way. Although it might be all right to
tell certain people. I shall have to think about it.”

“Do you have a
feeling about whether or not we could go back in time again? I’d
really like to. Not with Aurie, though. Just us.”

‘Yes. Yes, I’m
sure we could. I’d like to as well. Perhaps after the
performance?”

An anxious look
crossed Sebastian’s face. “The performance? Oh, no! What if we’ve
missed it? We were gone at least half an hour. Lady Cordelia will
be livid if she’s had to omit some of her tableaux because we
weren’t there.”

“We haven’t
missed anything. Look at the church clock. It’s still just after
half past two. We may have spent half an hour—or more—in the
seventeenth century, but hardly any time has passed here.”

“Oh. Well,
that’s a relief.”

The
presentation went well and was well received by the audience.
Especially those who were related to the participants, with
some—such as the children’s Aunt Rosalina—clapping with
embarrassing enthusiasm.

As soon as
they’d taken their bows, most of the models got back into their
twentieth-century clothes and hurried off to enjoy the fête without
costume restraints.

“I take it you
don’t want to try going back to the seventeenth century while we’re
still dressed for it,” Sebastian remarked when his sister moved
towards the women and girls’ changing area.

Aurelia’s
answer was emphatic. “No! But if you want to, I won’t tell anyone
you’ve gone.” She paused. “You’re going to come back, though,
aren’t you?”

“Of course,”
Etta replied. “Now we know how.”

She helped her
little cousin change and then delivered her to Sebastian and
Aurelia’s mother, who was waiting outside the tent with Honoria and
eleven-month-old Emmy. The latter was sitting up in a pram gnawing
on a rusk. Being possessed of a much nicer disposition than Percy,
she immediately bestowed a smile on her young aunt, and another on
Sebastian when he poked his head out of the tent to ask his mother
if he and Etta could look round the fête by themselves.

“Yes. But don’t
bother trying to find us once you’re through. I feel one of my
headaches coming on and don’t plan to stay long. Just go back to
Rosebank. I told Algie to pick us up at there at half past five. I
don’t have any of my headache powders with me and shall be quite
vexed if he’s late. It wouldn’t have hurt him and Mal to stay and
watch you in the tableaux but consideration for their siblings is
something I must have failed to instill in my sons.” Though
Sebastian had already been scolded for abandoning his sister, his
mother now took the little girl’s hand and added, “I’ll keep Aurie
with me. I thought you and Etta were responsible enough to look
after her, but apparently you aren’t.”

The two older
children tried to look remorseful but really weren’t, as this lack
of trust would free them up to use the medallion without having to
worry about Aurelia. Even if they weren’t going to be gone
long—their time—they’d be in trouble again if she were to be seen
standing about on her own, however briefly.

Aurelia herself
certainly didn’t mind. Relieved to be back in both her own time and
her own clothes, she was happy to go with her mother and cousins
and leave Etta and Sebastian standing by the tent in the costumes
they’d worn for the tableau featuring the bored Puritan
children.

Sebastian gave
his austere suit an uncertain look. “Do you think we should we get
back into what we had on the first time?”

“No. We stood
out a bit. As long as we go back to the seventeenth century, and
not somewhere else, we’ll blend in better in these. But it
will be the seventeenth century. I’m sure of it.”

“Right. Let’s
go, then. We should probably use the bushes for cover again so as
to be able to use the barrels for cover when we get there. Funny
how we landed back behind the bushes and not behind the pub, where
we’d been.”

“I suppose
that’s how it works. The medallion returns people to wherever they
start out from.” A memory stirred as they made their way towards
the bushes. “Bertie said lots of Wolverton children have used the
medallion. By used he must have meant used it to travel through
Time. Not all Wolverton children, though. Just those who were
interested and astute. He said that, too.”

“Astute as in
being able to work out the rhyme?”

“Yes, and to
say it in a proper tone, like the verse on the box advises. He
talked about having a proper feel as well. For the medallion. He
said, once I did, Papa and his sisters could tell me more about it.
They must have used it too, in their day.”

“All of his
sisters? My mother as well?”

“Hmm…no. Most
likely Auntie Sarra and Auntie Rosalina. They’re more of an age
with Papa. Your mother was born a good bit after them. An
afterthought child, like me. And our uncles and the older aunts
have never been much interested in other eras, so I doubt they ever
used the medallion.”

“I don’t think
Mother’s much interested either. But I am.”

At the end of
the green, they ducked behind the bushes, clasped hands, and looked
around to make sure no one was watching from across from the
street. The medallion had been tucked inside the bodice of Etta’s
gown for the Puritan segment, so she took it out and said the rhyme
that had transported them through Time earlier in the day. To their
delight, it did so again, and they found themselves back in the
seventeenth century.
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The village did
not, however, look quite the same as it had. This time, there were
no barrels to provide cover for children appearing out of nowhere,
but a large wagon standing in the same spot served the same
purpose. For which Etta and Sebastian knew they should probably be
thankful. And since it was now much colder than before, they were
also thankful that their Puritan costumes included thick
cloaks.

Etta pursed her
lips thoughtfully. “Our own time might have stood still while we
were in this one, but this one doesn’t seem to have stood still
after we went back. It’s much later in the day and going to be dark
out soon.”

The villagers
obviously realized this. There were only a few about when the
children stepped out from behind the wagon. One, an old man,
hurried over to them and gripped Sebastian by the arm.

“Get you home,
young master. What be you thinking about? Curfew is nigh. The bell
will soon be sounding and the night watch setting out on patrol. I
live but a stone’s throw away, but you’ll be taken up if you do not
make for your home right sharpish.”

“Uh, I don’t
actually live here. My cousin and I are…travellers. We know this
village, but haven’t been here for a long time, so we’re perhaps
not as familiar with its ways as we should be.” Sebastian had the
same healthy respect for his father’s views on making up stories as
his sister, but all of this was, technically, the truth.

“Ah, that would
explain why I do not know you. I know most folk in these parts. But
you cannot have come here alone. Did not your parents bring you? Or
servants? I can see by the fineness of your garments your family is
well-to-do.”

The old man’s
own suit was of some kind of serviceable brown material and the
cloak over top of it a plain woolen one. The outfits Sebastian and
Etta were wearing were purportedly replicas of the good quality,
but sombre, clothing worn by the children of wealthy Puritans. Or
wealthy non-Puritans who had prudently forsaken the wearing of
colourful clothes and other indicators of royalist leanings after
Parliamentarians gained control of the country. A thought which
caused Etta to wonder if the old man’s concern over the breaking of
curfew meant they had jumped further ahead in the seventeenth
century than just a few hours.


Chapter Five

 


 


​ Sebastian wondered the same and attempted to
feel things out. “My mother and sister were with us but had
to go on ahead because my mother was not feeling well. She wanted
to obtain relief as soon as possible but with the times being what
they are, she didn’t think she’d be able to get the powders she
takes for her bad heads in such a small village.

“Why could you
not accompany her?”

Etta realized
her cousin’s as-close-to-the-truth-as-possible statements would
have to be embellished if they were to get any useful information
from the man. “Our carriage is small so, with her having to lie
down, there wasn’t room for all of us. Little Aurie, yes, and even
one of us, but not both, and my aunt didn’t want to leave the other
here alone until the carriage could come back.”

“Where was the
carriage bound?”

“Windsor. It
should have been back for us long since. With luck, it will come
soon, for I’m quite weary. We’ve travelled so far and so long I
hardly know what day it is.”

“I hardly know
what year it is,” Sebastian put in.

“’Tis Thursday.
Market Day.”

“And the year?”
Etta tried to sound as though the query were not a serious one.

The old man
gave her an indulgent look and chose to play along. “Why, the year
of our Lord, sixteen hundred and forty-four, of course.”

“Of course.”
Etta nodded towards the green. “I see you now have more than one
pillory. Has much else changed since we were here three years
ago?”

“Three years
ago, the people of this village were not perceived as having any
greater propensity towards wickedness than anyone else and so one
pillory was deemed sufficient. But the King’s forces were repelled
from Windsor early in the war and the more pious and anti-royalist
among us quickly proclaimed their support of Parliament and set
about currying favour and influence. ’Tis they who hold sway here
now and expect all around them to do the same.”

“Do they?”
Sebastian inquired.

“You’ll find
few foolish enough to publicly decry the loss of the old ways.
Still fewer willing to claim loyalty to His Majesty and support of
the royalist cause. Though ’tis no secret certain of the big houses
are still ardently royalist. ’Twas less than a month ago soldiers
followed a member of the royal family to Rosebank and placed him
under house arrest there. They planned to take him to Windsor the
next day, to join other royalist captives. Would have, had he not
somehow managed to get away during the night. The authorities were
most vexed. They would have charged the Wolvertons with aiding and
abetting the enemy had they been able to prove how.” Etta and
Sebastian traded knowing looks, having often heard about the role a
secret passage within Rosebank had played in that royal escape. “I
certainly know not the way of it, and am not one to pry,” the man
went on, “Nathaniel Barton attends to his own business and leaves
others to theirs. But children are different. I cannot stand by and
let children break curfew. The watch would be sure to be suspicious
of youngsters being in the village at night.”


“Well…um…perhaps we could lurk in a doorway until our carriage
comes,” said Etta. “Or take sanctuary in the church.”

Mr. Barton—Etta
supposed that, in these times, she and Sebastian should probably
address him as Master Barton—shook his head. “’Tis unlikely the
coach will come now. Something must have hindered its return. Come
with me. You may pass the night at my house. I dare say your
carriage will come for you in the morning.”

“My mother—”
Sebastian began.

“—will worry
but expect you to be sensible enough to take shelter with someone
who offers it.”

Master Barton’s
home was slightly more than a stone’s throw from the green, but
they did get there before the curfew bell rang. It was, he
explained, a house he and his wife had retired to after years in
the service of the Pickering family, he as a coachman, and she,
before their marriage, as a dairymaid. It was the second house in a
row of houses behind the smithy and was owned by the Pickerings.
The Bartons lived there rent free and drew a small pension from the
Pickerings. The type of reward Etta and Sebastian knew the
Pickerings and Wolvertons both still bestowed on faithful
retainers. By their day, however, the houses had undergone some
modernization. Such as electricity and running water. The Bartons,
like everyone else, used candles and lanterns and got their water
from the village well.

Master Barton
explained the children’s predicament to his wife. Thinking they
must be chilled after standing about waiting for their carriage,
Esther Barton sat them before the fire to warm up before feeding
them a supper of bread, cheese, and milk.

After supper,
Master Barton read aloud from the Bible. He was, he said, a pious
man. Just not as fanatical about it as some.

“’Tis thankful
I am that I am able to read and interpret the Bible for myself.
Many hereabouts cannot. I aspired to be a coachman from the day I
went up to the manor as a stable boy. Knowing Sir Austin’s father,
Sir Magnus, liked his coachman to be literate I asked my
predecessor to teach me to read and write.”

Mistress Barton
smiled. “’Twas not considered a necessity for a dairymaid so, until
my husband taught me, I could not. I then taught our children, thus
enabling them to find good positions. Our oldest son has taken his
father’s place as Sir Austin’s coachman, and the younger is
apprenticed to the smith, Master Tipton, who once scoffed at
Barnaby’s level of learning, but now finds his reading and
ciphering skills quite useful.”

“Do you have
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