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Prologue

I
used to believe in the beginning and the end of the lives I had
before I became Hannah thirty
- one year ago. I used to believe I came back to see all those
people again just for fun. Like the woman I met the other day at
the shop, when she tripped over and grabbed my coat for support.
And I remembered she was Alma ages ago. Or like the man who opened
the door for me at the restaurant and our fingers touched for a
second and I remembered he was Steven two hundred years ago. The
beginning and the end of the lives we shared in the past were
always determined by a strict line until now. The memories of them
all never disturbed my everyday life until Aaron looked at me for
the first time. And that was the end of the thirty - one year of
fun. And that was the beginning of the journey that had started
centuries ago when we were young and fell in love and didn’t know
when or where our story ends. So I don’t believe in the beginning
or the end anymore because Aaron and I prove that there is no line
in the sand.

The memories
of us that are so alive in my mind come from two different lives we
had lived before we met a day after Bianca threw me from her back.
And I am so grateful to her for that now. I always knew she was a
wise horse and that we had met before. So as I think now of the
fall that I suffered that day I see her eyes filled with love and I
know she was destined to be born just to bring our story back to
life again.

So when you
think of the beginning and the end, think beyond this life and you
will understand the reasons behind your struggles and pain, the ups
and downs of every day, the failures and mistakes you thought you
would never make again. So when you think of the life, you live
now, think beyond it and you will understand we always come back.
Like Aaron and I met for the third time to be together the way it
finally felt right.












Chapter 1

December, 2015 - England

There are so
many people in the waiting room that I start feeling nauseous at
the view of broken limbs. Those are newcomers who like me struggle
with the cast. I look at my hand in the sling, and I remember that
Bianca got scared of something, but I can’t remember what it was
and at that moment I knew I was going to fall. So I’ve been sitting
here all morning and no one even bothered to ask if I needed a
painkiller. Why the hell they booked me at nine since they weren’t
going to see me at this time anyway?

- Hannah Adams? – one of the
nurses calls out my name.

I get up from the chair - Yes,
that’s me – I say and follow her.

- The doctor will see you now –
she says and shows me one of the offices.

“It’s about the time!” – I think
and walk inside.

- Hello – I say and sit in the
chair.

He doesn’t say anything only
turns toward the computer screen.

- What happened? – he asks in a
deep, indifferent voice, looking at the x-rays.

- I fell from a horse in the
equestrian centre and was taken to the Accidents and Emergency in
the other hospital - I explain.

He nodes understandingly, but
says nothing.

- I was told in the other
hospital that they managed to set the bones, but I needed a hand
specialist to confirm everything was alright – I say.

He takes a deep breath – It’s
not bad now, but if the bones move in the plaster, you’re going to
need a surgery. It’s a bad break.

- But I was told yesterday
everything was alright – I repeat.

-
Well, things are not always
straightforward when it comes to broken limbs – he says.

- But I’m flying tomorrow – I
say.

- I think you would be too sore
to go anywhere and even if you did go you would need someone to
look at it anyway.

- So what do I do? – I ask,
shocked by the revelation.

- Well, you are going to have to
come here every week for an x-ray and if we see the bones have
moved we’ll do the surgery – he says in an informative tone.

- I have to
take three buses to come here, and it takes two hours one way. Do
you really want me to go through this with a broken wrist? Can’t
you do the surgery now?

He comes back
to my chart without looking at me – We’ll try to do the surgery
today. If we won’t be able to do it today, we leave you overnight.
I’m in tomorrow – he says in a voice that underlies the last
sentence like he believed he was the only surgeon who could fix my
bones.

I frown - Overnight? But I don’t
have any clothes or pyjamas. I even don’t have a toothbrush.

- I’m sure they have everything
here – he says in a disregarding tone.

- But I have to go to the
airport early tomorrow.

- I think
you’ll be too sore to go anywhere – he says.

- Well, that’s because you don’t
know me – I say annoyed and only then he looks at me.

And the way
he looks at me seems so familiar. And I immediately we had met
before. And he looks at me like he recognised me too.

- You should
go to the plaster room now. I’ll come there in a minute – he says
indifferently, but his eyes soften and I know that he wonders where
he remembers me from. This feeling will be temporary for him
because he will never remember we know each other from the past
life. This feeling will stay with me for long because over the next
few hours or days I will remember in what life we met for the first
time, who we were to each other and why we are meeting
now.







Chapter 2

July, 1730 – Spain

I’m busy with the printing
machine that gets stuck from time to time when I hear a loud
knocking at the front door.

- Just a minute! – I shout,
wondering who on earth would knock so loud.

- Open up in the name of the
King and the Holy Office.

I swallow hard and stop the
printing machine – I’m coming! – I say and answer the door.

- Good morning, Miss. We’re here
to investigate Sebastian Garcia’s involvement in the printing of
prohibited books – says a tall, young and handsome man, wearing
black clothes.

I stand for a second in
disbelief – My father’s not here. He left for business yesterday,
but I can assure you he doesn’t print prohibited books – I say
confidently.

- We have to check that
ourselves – he says.

- By all means, come on in and
search the house – I say and open the door widely.

He takes his hat off and combs
black hair with a hand – You should wait outside –he says, passing
me.

- Why? – I ask the man who
follows him.

- We need you
to wait outside while we search the house – says the second
man.

- This is my
house, and I’m not going anywhere. You can search it, but please
don’t touch the printing machine.

- Miss, you are not to tell us
what to do or what to not do – says the first man.

- I didn’t
mean disrespect. I simply don’t want you to break the machine – I
smile at him.

He looks at
me searchingly - We will not break anything – he says and comes
closer. – What is your name? – he asks.

- Maria Isabella Garcia. What is
yours?

He smiles at me and comes closer
again – Matías Fernandez. I am an inquisitor of the Holy Office.
You haven’t been taught good manners.

- I’m not as well educated as
you, Sir, so please forgive me if I offended you in any way – I bow
to him.

- Are you here alone? – he
asks.

I nod - Yes.

- Does your father always leave
you on your own? – he looks around.

- Since my mother and brothers
were taken by the Lord Jesus Christ last winter.

He sighs - I see. How did they
die?

- Like many others in the town
they died of the plague – I explain.

- You survived – he says,
looking back at me.

- I did.

- Your father shouldn’t leave
you on your own. Leave the house now – he says and points at the
door.

I walk slowly towards the door.
I am about to close it behind me when I hear his voice.

- Maria Isabella – he says.

I turn around – Yes, Sir?

- Go to the church and make a
prayer for your father – he says.

- I will pray
for his safe return home, Sir. The Lord knows my father is a decent
man who follows the law, and you will find nothing here what is
prohibited – I say and close the door behind me.







Chapter 3

December, 2015 – England

The nurse
ticks some boxes in my chart and then looks at me – We’ll fix a
metal plate to your bone to prevent it from moving. This way the
break will heal properly. I need to put stockings on your legs, is
that alright? – she asks.

- What are they for? – I
ask.

- They are to prevent blood
clot. Every patient has to wear them for the surgery – she
explains.

- Alright – I say and let her
put the stockings on.

- They
haven’t done a pregnancy test in the ward – she says, checking the
chart again.

I shrug – I don’t think so. No
one has taken a urine sample from me.

- Please tell me you didn’t go
to the toilet before they brought you here – she looks at me
expectantly.

I sigh heavily - I did. I won’t
do it now, sorry. But the good news is I’m not pregnant.

- I believe you, but I have to
do the test. Could you try, we don’t need much. I’ll show you the
toilet – she asks.

- We can always try – I say and
follow her.

- There, what do you need? – she
asks when I close the door.

- Can you put the tap running,
please? – I ask.

- Sure, take your time. Did it
help?

I sigh - No, I think I’m under
too much pressure here – I say.

- Sorry, take your time – she
says.

- Ok. Can you go to the YouTube
channel and put those oceans wave sounds on? That makes me go
immediately – I laugh.

- Sorry, Hannah, we are not
allowed to have mobile phones here. I’ll make the sound for you –
she says and starts making sounds of waves.

I burst into
a laugh and go immediately – There, all yours – I say, giving her
the sample.

She takes it
carefully – Ok, Hannah, now you have to lead the way because I
can’t trip and spill it. It’s too precious. Ready, let’s go – she
says and leaves the bathroom.

I pretend to
guide her to the nurses’ station, and we both laugh all the way – I
can’t believe we made these twenty meters safely – I say through
tears.

- I know, and your hand’s in the
cast – she laughs and makes the test.

- Oh, my God!
I’m having so much fun here – I say suddenly, surprised I’m not
anxious anymore.

- Oh, yeah?
That’s what we do here in the theatre. We make people laugh and
then operate on them – she says.

I burst into
a laugh and my eyes go all wet, so I turn to reach for the tissue
and that’s when I see him turning around quickly and pretending not
to listen to my conversation with the nurse. But he wasn’t quick
enough. I noticed he was laughing too, and I immediately know he
was standing there all the time. What is he doing here? I thought
the surgeon who came to me this morning would be doing the
surgery.

- What is the name of the
surgeon who is going to operate my hand? – I ask her.

- Mister Grant – she says. – All
good, you’re not pregnant.

- What about the surgeon who
came to me this morning? – I ask.

- He will be assisting Mister
Grant.

- I see. Does Mister Grant have
a first name? – I ask.

- Mister Aaron Grant – she says
and wheels me into the theatre.

I see him
standing in front of the screen that shows the x-rays of my hand.
He discusses them with the surgeon who came to me this morning. The
nurse pushes some liquid into my vein, and I remember his hand
holding mine in a different life. He’s anxious about something and
doesn’t want to let go of my hand. Something bad happened between
us in the different life.

- Stop! You can’t do the
surgery! – I say to him.

He turns towards me and looks at
me, surprised, but says nothing. The nurse touches my shoulder and
says – It’s alright, Hannah. We have it under control. I’ll give
you oxygen and something to relax.

- No! He cannot do the surgery!
I don’t want him to! Stop this! – I say, but she puts a mask on me
and I fall asleep.







Chapter 4

July, 1730 – Spain

I lie in the
bed of high grass and flowers and go through the pages of the
index. So many books prohibited from printing. They found nothing
the other day, but next time we may not get so lucky. We have to be
more careful now. Someone has betrayed us and now we all may end up
burnt alive or drowned. I push the anxiety to the corner of my mind
and close my eyes for a second. The heat and the exhaustion of the
busy day make me fall asleep almost immediately.

- Good Evening, Miss Garcia.

I open my eyes to see a face
over me.

- I apologise for the intrusion.
It wasn’t my intention to scare you up, but my horse broke its neck
in the woods and I need a new one to get to Seville – he says to me
and I get up immediately.

- Mr Fernandez, I apologise for
not recognising you. I must have fallen asleep – I say.

- That’s alright. It’s not
against the law to sleep in the meadow or to not recognise me – he
smiles at me.

- I’m sorry about your horse.
Are you alright? – I ask, seeing he has torn sleeves and dirty
trousers.

- Nothing happened to me, thanks
to the Lord.

-
The woods can be a dangerous
place to ride if you don’t know them well. Many people have lost
their horses there. Were you trying to jump through the
ditch?

He nods - Indeed, that’s what I
wanted to do. It seemed to be so narrow with all the ferns covering
the bed of it.

I sigh - Everyone gets confused
by that. There are some horses you can rent at the inn. I will show
you the way – I say, smooth my skirt and start walking towards the
town.

- Are you here on your own? – he
asks, barely keeping up with me.

- Yes. You’re not alright – I
say and stop.

- I injured my leg – he says and
shows a deep cut in the left shin.

- It’s better if I put something
on it – I say and show him the grass.

He sits down,
and I take my scarf and tie it on the cut. He hisses and swallows
hard.

- You’ll
live, but I need to put some ointment on it to heal it – I say,
examining the wound.

- You are a daughter of the
printer and herbalist at the same time? – he asks, getting up.

- We print books for the
herbalists. I’ve learnt a lot from them – I explain.

- Are these books on the
index?

- No, Sir. All books we print
are allowed – I say and give him a smile.

- Maria Isabella, you told me
the other day you’re not educated. And now, you’re telling me you
can read the books you print. Why did you lie to me the other day?
– he stops and turns towards me.

I look at him for a second – I
didn’t lie to you, Mr Fernandez. I can read the books, but I don’t
have university education like you.

He narrows his eyes and stares
at me – You don’t need university education – he says and heads
on.

- I will bring you the ointment
in the couple of minutes – I say when we approach the town.

- Is the inn bearable? – he
asks, looking at its patched roof.

- I’ve never stayed there, Sir,
but I am sure they will make it comfortable for you. I will leave
the ointment with the inn’s owner. Just make sure the wound is
clean before you put the ointment on it. Repeat it for the next
three nights.

- Thank you, Maria Isabella. God
bless you.

- Good night, Mr Fernandez – I
say and I move towards the house.
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