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Introduction: Beginning at
the Beginning
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I began writing the Synchronicity Series
with Book One, of course. It was only after Out of Time was
published that I realized, however, that I hadn’t started at the
beginning. This story, the story of a true love that spans race and
world, is the beginning. The true beginning.

The moment Jack tells Josephine about the
carving he sees on the Drhumor Building in Asheville, I began
thinking of him, dreaming up his story, and the story of his true
love, Josephine.

There truly is a carving of a bearded man on
the Drhumor Building in Asheville. Legend has it, the bearded face
was that of a local florist and self-proclaimed “sidewalk
supervisor” while construction of the building was going on. His
face and the little bit I was able to find out about him inspired
the story of Drake and Josephine.


 


Strange Path

 


Josephine stood in the meadow, evening
sunlight warm on her bare arms, fragrant spring grass brushing her
calves. Six months ago, her mother, perhaps sensing the end of her
time approaching, had brought her to this spot and told her about
the ancient obligation their people carried. The obligation
Josephine would have to take on now that her mother was dead.

Can you feel it? Her mother asked.

Yes. I feel it.

She had always known about the portal. It
was called Galohisdi, the Cherokee word for doorway, but
Josephine felt it like a river. Even dormant, it was a living,
moving thing. She couldn’t see it exactly, but she sensed it in
that space. Anyone else could walk right through the area occupied
by Galohisdi, but Josephine had always gone around. Even when she
was too young to be told about Galohisdi, she walked around it.

What is on the other side?

Her mother was silent for a moment, and when
she replied it was with the heaviness of great thought. Our people
can choose two paths. The path of the owl, who guards, or the path
of the hawk, who explores. I chose the path of the owl. You will
one day decide if you are a guardian who stays on this side of
Galohisdi…or an explorer who opens it and finds out what is on the
other side.

But it has always been closed before. Why
would I open it now?

Her mother had not answered, and Josephine
knew it was because she did not feel the portal in the same way
Josephine did. She could ignore its call, but Josephine knew that
was not something she could do. And now she realized her mother had
given her a greater gift than just the legacy of Galohisdi. She’d
given Josephine permission to choose her own path.

Josephine raised her hand, drawn by an
instinct as undeniable as the sap running through a tree. She felt
the invisible, immaterial, running power of Galohisdi and waited to
find out what was on the other side…but in the instant that it woke
beneath her touch she was thrown backward into blackness by the
force of something exploding against her.

 


****

 


Hunter Drake couldn’t pause to figure out
where the woman had come from. He’d felt something—an
indefinable, crackling something—and then she’d been there. In the
middle of his flight path, and he’d crashed into her, pretty damn
hard, too. He caught her as she fell, unable to take the moment
needed to make certain she was all right as he whirled to face the
castle guardsman chasing him, sword drawn, intent on bringing him
back to the king they’d both served until that very evening…

But Garth was gone. Vanished as neatly as
the woman had appeared. Drake looked at her unconscious body in his
arms and back to the spot where the seven-foot, muscly Elf had
been, confused. If the gods had decided to reward his virtue,
that might explain this, but he’d never really believed the
gods interfered in the lives of men…or Elves.

What the hell, I’ll take her over him,
anyway. Drake looked around, hoisting the woman in his arms.
Her dusky complexion and long braid of dark hair were very unusual,
almost exotic, even in his vast experience, but she was slight in
stature. Barely a hundred pounds, if that. If she’s an enemy, I
should be able to defend myself. His mouth quirked in
amusement. Inconvenient as it was to find himself saddled with an
unconscious woman while in the act of fleeing a tyrant king, Drake
had no intention of leaving her behind. Besides, maybe she
was a gift from the gods.

If she isn’t, where did she come
from? Drake shoved his way through the bushes. There were Yundi
Tsundi—Little People—in these woods, but he didn’t want to waste
too much time. If they took offense, they might attack, but he
doubted it. He’d had enough contact with the Little People in the
past to know they respected power, and he had power. Human women
normally didn’t, though. He frowned as he pushed his way through
the underbrush. The woman was a puzzle. She didn’t belong there.
Humans didn’t mess with Little People, and there wasn’t a human
village for twenty miles. She’d literally appeared out of
nowhere.

He pressed on for a few more minutes,
pausing at one point to get his bearings. He frowned. He knew these
mountains better than any other Elf. The woods seemed…odd. Off,
somehow. The same in most ways. But different, too. He looked at
the unconscious woman. Maybe she wasn’t the only mystery of that
evening. What happened to me back there?
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