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      *Alyssa*

      

      When I hear three short raps on my apartment door, I know it’s my best friend Danielle. “Come on, Alyssa,” she calls. “We’re going to be late!”

      I swing the door open, my half-laced bodice hanging loose and my stockings bunched at my ankles. Danielle grins at the sight of me, already put together in her neat black gown and white cap. Somehow, she makes seventeenth-century Puritan modesty look natural.

      “I had to wrangle this thing into place,” I mutter, tugging at my clothes. “I swear these reenactment costumes are some kind of punishment.”

      She laughs and sweeps past me into the apartment, carrying a box that smells suspiciously of maple donuts. “Consider it penance for living in the birthplace of Thanksgiving. Tradition demands sacrifice.”

      I roll my eyes, but I can’t help smiling. Danielle has a way of making even the most awkward situations, like dressing up as pilgrims for a festival, feel like an adventure.

      She fastens the ties at the back of my bodice while I check that the basket of dried corn husks is ready for the crafts station. My classroom’s contribution to the festival is “Pilgrim Life,” complete with candlemaking and storytelling. Danielle’s sixth graders will be reading aloud passages from William Bradford, which she insists will hold their attention better than a video.

      “Your hat,” she says, plopping the stiff white coif onto my head. “You’d forget it every year if I didn’t force it on you.”

      “Because it’s ridiculous.” I catch my reflection in the mirror by the door and grimace. Between the flat linen cap and the plain wool dress, I look less like a pilgrim and more like someone who lost a bet.

      “Authenticity, Alyssa. Embrace it.”

      I groan and let her shepherd me out the door. We load baskets of apples for bobbing, the carefully folded costumes for our students, stacks of paper plates, and napkins decorated with turkeys into the trunk of my car. I grab my coffee on the last trip, and Danielle tucks the box of donuts behind us in the back seat, a secret stash for us when the chaos of the festival becomes too much.

      “Did we forget anything?” I ask.

      “Probably. We usually do,” she says with a grin as she slides into the passenger seat.

      “We’ll remember it about ten minutes after we get started–whatever it is,” I say as I jump in behind the wheel and fire it up.

      The road curves along the line of trees, their fallen leaves tumbling in the wind like embers from a fire. I keep one hand steady on the wheel and the other wrapped around my coffee, and the hum of the engine fills the quiet between us.

      Danielle leans against the window, her cap slipping just a little to one side. She’s been my closest friend since childhood, growing up more in my house than her own. My parents treated her like another daughter, taking her to church with us every Sunday, pulling up a chair for her at every holiday table. Summers meant long stretches at my grandparents’ place, where she and I spent evenings chasing fireflies or sneaking extra pie from Grandma’s kitchen. She’s the kind of person I don’t need to fill silence with, but she breaks it first.

      “Will your family be at the festival today?” she asks.

      I nod, my eyes still on the road. “Yeah, of course. They always come. My parents like helping out with the kids. Mom usually ends up at the food station, and Dad wrangles stragglers between tents. James and Chloe will be there, too. You know how James complains every year, but he’ll still show up. And Chloe loves any excuse to wear a costume.”

      I smile just thinking about them, but when I glance sideways at Danielle, I see sadness in her eyes. She covers it quickly, turning her gaze back to the blur of orange and red leaves outside.

      Her voice is light when she answers. “Sounds like a full Montgomery turnout, then.”

      It’s supposed to be a joke, but it doesn’t land. I know her too well. I see the shadow beneath the words. Her family won’t be there. They never are.

      I grip the steering wheel a little tighter. “They’re looking forward to seeing you, too,” I say quickly. “Chloe still talks about that diary story you told last year, the one about the girl hiding her writing in her apron. She swears it made her want to start journaling again.”

      Danielle gives a soft laugh, but her eyes stay on the window. “Your sister’s too sweet.”

      “You know it’s not just her,” I press. “You’ve got a way with people. Not just the kids, my parents love you, too.”

      Her smile shifts, warmer now, but quieter. “Thanks. It’s just that sometimes it’d be nice to have my own people cheering me on, not just yours.”

      The words are so soft I almost miss them over the hum of the car. My chest tightens. I reach across the console and squeeze her hand.

      “You’ve got me,” I say.

      She squeezes back, and the sadness in her eyes eases, just a little.

      We let the silence take over again, but this time it feels easier. The road straightens, opening to a glimpse of water ahead. The ocean shines steel-blue under the morning sun, and as we crest the hill, the harbor comes into view, with banners strung along the streets, families already milling toward the tents, the replica Mayflower rising against the sky.

      I exhale slowly, a strange flutter starting low in my stomach. Every year, the festival feels the same, but this time, something is different, though I can’t quite pinpoint what it is that’s been making me feel this way.

      We approach the beach road, the ocean stretching wide on either side. The sun is in just the right position to turn the water on my left into shards of glass, reflecting light that makes me squint. Danielle is talking about how she wants to get her kids to actually read William Bradford without falling asleep, her voice as animated as her hand gestures. She’s always been so good at storytelling and improvising with the children.

      I’m half-listening, half-focusing on the traffic ahead. Then, out of nowhere, movement flashes at the edge of the road.

      A deer bolts across the road from nowhere, its body a blur of brown and white. I gasp, and it leaps straight across the asphalt, so close I can see the whites of its eyes.

      “Hold on!” I shout, jerking the wheel hard to the right.

      The tires shriek against the pavement. Danielle yelps, grabbing the dash. The world tilts violently. Metal shudders. Glass rattles. For a split second, I think we’re clear, seeing the deer bounding away in my rearview mirror, but the swerve is too sharp. The car skids sideways, and the guardrail rushes up faster than I can correct.

      Then we’re through it.

      The road drops away beneath us, and I can’t stop the car from sliding across the wet sand. The scream tears from my throat, with wind roaring in my ears as the ocean surges closer and closer.

      The impact slams through my body.

      The front end hits the water like a hammer blow. My seatbelt bites into my chest, my teeth jarring, and icy spray explodes across the windshield. For one dizzy second, I think maybe we’ll stop, maybe the car will float, but the nose dips lower, dragging us forward, and water surges up the hood.

      Cold water seeps in instantly, rushing around my ankles. My fingers scramble at the wheel, useless. Danielle claw at her seatbelt, her face pale and her mouth open in shock. The car groans as it tips deeper.

      “Danielle!” I scream, panic shooting through my chest.

      I slam my fists against the car door, fumbling with the buckle to my seatbelt, but everything is too slippery. The ocean pours in faster now, rising past our knees, climbing to our waists.

      I turn my head, water stinging my eyes, and call again, louder, my voice raw. “Danielle!”

      She doesn’t answer. She must be in shock.

      Finally, my buckle clicks, and I wrench the seatbelt free. Cold water slams into my chest, stealing my breath for a second, but I don’t hesitate. I reach across to Danielle, unbuckling her seatbelt just as desperately.

      Her hands flail, gripping the strap, and I yank it with every ounce of strength I have. Another click and she’s free, too, slumping against me for a second before I shove her toward the door. The car tilts even more, and water pours in faster, filling the cabin like someone pouring a glass of water from beneath us..

      I shove with all I have, kicking my legs against the seat and the dashboard, finally forcing the door open. Freezing water crashes in, dragging us both sideways. I grab Danielle’s arm and kick hard, trying to push us up, toward the surface, toward air.

      I guide her, my grip tight, urging her up, splashing, gasping. My lungs burn, and my chest aches, but I keep pulling, keep kicking, pushing, and fighting.

      A blur of light above cuts through the darkness, a thin promise. I can see the surface.

      Panic and determination mix and drag us upward, toward the air that feels impossibly far, impossibly necessary.

      When we break the surface, I gasp, my lungs screaming for air. Danielle’s eyes are closed, but as I lift her above the water, she draws in a sharp, shivering breath. Relief hits me for a heartbeat, and then a massive wave crashes over us, dragging us down again.

      The cold water swallows the last breath from my lips, and the world dissolves into silence.
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      *Isaac*

      

      The wind carries a bitter cold bite off the ocean, cutting through the layers of wool I wear. I tighten my cloak around my shoulders, glancing down at the shoreline. Henry trudges beside me, his boots sinking into the wet sand with every step.

      “Looks calmer than this morning,” he mutters, squinting toward the horizon.

      “Don’t trust it. The sea can turn quick,” I reply, keeping my eyes on the wooden stakes marking the small harbor. The settlement is still young, its houses rough and small. Waves lap and churn against the sand, restless, carrying driftwood and foam, and I can feel the ocean’s power here, so close to shore.

      Henry slows, pausing mid-step, his head tilting sharply toward the surf. I follow his gaze. He freezes, his finger pointing toward the water. “Look! Over there!”

      I see two figures struggling in the surf, tiny against the swell, their flailing arms and heads bobbing as the waves claw at them. My heart leaps into my throat. “By God!” I shout. Without another thought, I sprint toward them, with Henry right behind me.

      The tide grabs at my ankles, dragging, slowing me, but I push forward. I keep my eyes on them, frantic and floundering.

      Henry reaches my side, shouting, “Stay with us! We’ll get you out!”

      I dive headfirst into the cold water, and each stroke is a battle against the pull of the surf. The first woman’s hair sticks to her face, her mouth opening and closing as she gasps. Panic spikes in me as I grab her under the arms, holding her head above the waves, my legs kicking fiercely to fight the tide.

      “I’ve got you! Keep your head above water!” I shout over the roar of the ocean when I resurface to take a breath.

      Henry grips the second woman under the arms. “Easy now, the Lord hath spared you!” he calls, kicking hard, keeping both of them afloat as he guides her toward the shore.

      We push through the current, the water relentlessly trying to sink us. My lungs burn and my chest aches, but I refuse to stop, and I won’t let go. Finally, we scrape onto the sand, collapsing, coughing and sputtering, soaked to the bone.

      We lie there for a moment, our hearts hammering, catching our breath. The women stare at us, coughing and trembling, ghostly pale from the cold and fear, yet alive.

      I straighten, water dripping from my clothes. When I finally catch my breath, I speak. “Are you well? Did you swallow too much water?’

      The ladies cough, looking around us for a moment. One of them asks, “Who are you?”

      Though I’m confused as to why she would ask such a question at the moment, I reply, “My name is Isaac Owens, and this is Henry Lewis.” I nod toward my friend.

      The first woman blinks at me, her eyebrows nearly touching as she mirrors my own confusion. “I’m… Alyssa,” she says, still trembling. “Uh, Alyssa Montgomery. And this is—” She glances at her companion.

      “Danielle Whitman,” the other woman finishes quietly, her eyes wide and wary.

      Henry leans forward, rubbing his hands together. “What transpired? How did you come to be in the sea?”

      Alyssa swallows hard, her hands shaking. “The waves… were enormous. We tried to hold on, but the water… dragged us under. Where are we?”

      “You’re near Plymouth.” I say. “A quaint village named after the city in England we sailed from. I take it you are not from here?” Where could they have come from? I do not see a ship nearby.

      “We’re still in Plymouth?” Alyssa asks. “Where is everyone? Where are all the other reenactors and teachers?”

      “Reenactors?” I ask. “I’m not familiar with the term.”

      Danielle looks around, slowly standing and sputtering. “If I may ask, how long has it been since you set sail from Plymouth, England?”

      “Nearly a full year ago,” I reply.

      The women exchange a glance, and for a second, I believe I see a glimmer of fear in each of their eyes, which puzzles me. We just saved them. We certainly mean them no harm.

      Danielle looks up at me and then Henry. “We were aboard a ship from Bristol, England,” she says, her voice trembling. “We were bound for a settlement further south when the wind picked up and carried us north.”

      Henry and I share a worried look. It’s not uncommon for ships to get lost in these waters, but to survive a wreck is another thing entirely. Their party may not have made it.

      “You’re safe now,” I tell them. “We’ll get you to our settlement. You’ll be dry and fed.”

      The women look at one another nervously again, and I can feel the apprehension in them. They’re disoriented and unsure of where they are.

      “Can you walk?” Henry asks gently, holding out a hand to Danielle.

      She hesitates, then takes it, leaning on him. Alyssa does the same with me, her icy fingers curling around my wrist.

      We move slowly along the sand toward the village. Men pass us carrying barrels and sacks full of supplies with determination. The lean stores of food are a stark reminder of the colony’s struggles. Hunger and sickness have left their mark. I feel the tug of responsibility, that familiar ache in my chest. We must help preserve this fragile settlement.

      I look at Alyssa, who scans her surroundings like a deer in an open meadow. “You say you’re from Bristol?” I ask. “Your manner of speaking is quite peculiar.”

      Alyssa bites her lip. “We came from Bristol, but we grew up in several different places. France, Hispania, even the far east for a while. That has made our accents a bit muddled.”

      Henry glances at me then back at the two young women. “We’ll get you warm first, then find you something to eat. You’ve been through enough today.”

      I nod toward one of the homes. “The Tinkers will take you in,” I say. “They have room, and they’ll see you warm and fed.”

      Alyssa blinks at me, her lips parted, shivering. “Thank you,” she whispers.

      The front door of the Tinker house is open and smoke curls from the chimney. Thomas Tinker and his wife step out, recognition in their eyes as they spot us. “Owens? Lewis?” Mr. Tinker calls, his voice carrying over the wind. “What’s happened?”

      “The storm this morning at sea,” I reply, guiding Alyssa gently. “These two women were caught in it and shipwrecked. We brought them in.”

      The Tinkers’ eyes fill with dismay as they take in the drenched, shivering women. “Come in, quickly!” Mrs. Tinker urges, stepping aside to let us pass. The warmth of the hearth hits me as soon as we enter, carrying the smell of soup and baking bread.

      Mrs. Tinker ushers the women through the low doorway into a smaller, warmer room. “Quickly now. You’ll catch your death if you stay in those wet clothes,” she scolds gently.

      Henry and I wait near the hearth, listening to the soft rustle of fabric from the other room.

      When the women emerge, shivering slightly but more composed in dry garments, Mrs. Tinker ladles broth into bowls and sets one before each of them. “Here, something to warm you,” she says. The women take it with tentative hands, sipping carefully, their eyes still wide and scanning the room. Mrs. Tinker returns to gather their wet garments and lay them by the hearth to dry.

      I glance around the Tinker house. Supplies are sparse, carefully measured. Every surface holds only the necessities: lean stores of flour, a few dried herbs, a modest stash of salted meat.

      I step forward, clearing my throat. “These are Mistress Montgomery and Mistress Whitman,” I say, gesturing to the women. Their eyes widen at hearing their names spoken aloud, almost as if they’re hearing it themselves for the first time.

      Mrs. Tinker leans closer, smiling gently. “Well, maidens, you’ll be safe here for the night,” she says, her voice warm and soothing.

      The women murmur their thanks, their voices low and cautious, as if testing the sound of the words in their new surroundings.

      Henry claps me on the shoulder. “We best get ourselves out of these wet clothes before we freeze alongside them,” he mutters.

      I nod, the chill from the surf still clinging to me. I excuse myself, offering a small bow to Mrs. Tinker. “We’ll return to check on all of you shortly,” I say, and with that, Henry and I part ways, each heading toward our respective home to change clothing and dry off. The wet wool chafes at my skin, and the memory of the surf still bites at my lungs, but my thoughts are already tangled with the women.

      It’s quite strange that two women who have lived in far-off lands, France and España, India and England, could be washed up on this lonely shore, disoriented and shivering, yet still carrying themselves with a graceful dignity and strength. The way they speak, peculiar and unfamiliar, sticks in my mind.

      I tug off the damp outer layers, wishing the warmth of a fire for myself, and the oddest sense of anticipation prickles in my chest. Who are they? What manner of lives have they led to bring them here, to Plymouth, at this moment?

      They’ll be taken care of here, for now, yes, but I’m already planning how to keep watch over them. For though they are strangers, there is something in them, something I don’t fully grasp, that tells me their presence here is no ordinary happenstance.
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      *Alyssa*

      

      My fingers ache around the rough handle of the log basket, splinters snagging my skin as I carry it across the yard behind Danielle. The Tinker family’s cottage crouches against the edge of the clearing, smoke billowing from the chimney. Mr. and Mrs. Tinker are already busy stacking firewood by the door, and their son Samuel, who can’t be more than fourteen, is chopping steadily, each swing echoing like a heartbeat through the crisp, cool air.

      Danielle walks just ahead of me, her skirts brushing against her ankles, her breath clouding in the cold. She always looks composed, but here, dressed in borrowed linen and wool, she looks like she belongs. Me? I feel like a child on a field trip who lost her group.

      When Thomas, Mr. Tinker, carries another armload inside and his wife, Jane, disappears through the doorway too, Danielle pauses at the edge of the woodpile, the smallest grin tugging at her lips. It’s the first time we’ve been alone since we washed up here hours ago.

      I drop the basket with a thud and whisper, “Okay, I have to ask. How in the world did you come up with that story? Bristol? Heading south? Like you had it loaded and ready. And the accent thing? Genius.”

      She laughs softly, brushing her dark hair back under her cap. “When I realized where we were… or when we are, rather, well, you know me. I’ve always been good at improv. It’s a classroom survival skill. Half the time, I don’t know what I’m going to say until it’s out of my mouth.”

      “Yeah, but usually that’s with sixth graders asking if Helen Keller was a real person or if you’d marry Abe Lincoln.” I glance at the cottage windows, lowering my voice further. “Not with seventeenth-century settlers deciding whether or not we belong in the nuthouse or if we should be burned at the stake.”

      Danielle’s grin fades, but her eyes stay steady. “I know, but it worked, didn’t it? They bought it–for now.”

      I rub my hands together, more to steady my nerves than for warmth. The silence between us stretches heavy before I finally let the question slip. “So… we really did that, then? We actually fell back in time to the 1620s.”

      Danielle doesn’t hesitate. She nods, scanning the forest as if the answer is carved in a tree there. “Yep. We sure did.”

      My chest tightens. I was hoping she’d say no, that there was some rational explanation, but Danielle never lies to me. And what else could it possibly be?

      I let out a shaky laugh. “Great. Just great. Two teachers from 2025, no phones, no coffee, no indoor plumbing… and about four hundred years off schedule.”

      “At least we landed together,” she says, pulling me in for a hug.

      “I thought I’d lost you for a second, and it was the scariest second of my life,” I admit.

      By the time Mrs. Tinker returns, thanking us for the help, we’re working side by side again, our hands red from the cold, our skirts dusty from the wood. I can’t stop thinking of my parents, my brother and sister, James and Chloe, imagining them at home, waiting for the authorities to bring news, terrified that they will hear our bodies were never recovered. The thought twists my stomach.

      Whatever this is—a dream, a nightmare, history magically brought to life—tonight, when the Tinkers offer us a place to stay, I know we will say yes. There is nowhere else to go.

      The warmth of the Tinkers’ hearth and the small comfort of familiarity in this strange century feel like the only things keeping me from freezing entirely.
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        * * *

      

      The sunrise slants low, orange and crimson, when Mrs. Tinker nudges us awake. My back aches from the straw mattress, my neck stiff from tossing and turning all night, but I force myself up. Danielle is already sitting, her cap slightly askew, her hair sticking out like she never slept either.

      “Come, maidens,” Mrs. Tinker says gently. “There is enough work for all of us.”

      Work. The word carries weight here. If we’re going to stay, we can’t just sit by the fire and take up space.

      Outside, the air bites sharper than yesterday, and the dew still clings to the edges of the garden rows. Danielle takes the empty bucket from Mrs. Tinker, and I follow her down toward the well.

      The rope burns my hands as we lower it, the creak of wood echoing. The water is dark and cold when it splashes up, heavy enough that I stumble before finding my grip. Danielle steadies me with a wry smile.

      “Guess all those gym sessions didn’t prepare us for seventeenth-century weight training,” she mutters.

      I laugh under my breath, though my arms are already trembling.

      Back nearer the cottage, Mrs. Tinker sets us to work pulling the last of the carrots from the garden, our skirts dragging through the dirt. The soil is cold, and the morning chill seeps through our layers. My hands ache. My fingers are numb. I realize how exposed we are in this century. The work is steady, unrelenting, and utterly foreign.

      Danielle leans close. “Do you think we can figure out a way back?” she whispers.

      “I don’t know,” I reply, keeping my voice low. “I keep trying to imagine how my parents must feel, waiting for news, thinking we went down with the car in the ocean.”

      Her jaw tightens. “I know. I thought of that, too, and it made me feel sick. Well, at least my folks won’t be pacing the floors. My family doesn’t care that much.”

      I glance at her, biting back a shiver from more than the cold. “I’m sorry, Danielle. I hate that your parents are too wrapped up in their own bullshit to notice how amazing and beautiful you are. And my parents are certainly just as devastated over losing you as they are me,” I say, squeezing her hand.

      She gives me a small smile and shrugs. “Well, I guess we just have to survive today and hope we can find a way home to your family.”

      I nod, staring at the meager garden. When we finally have a bundle of carrots set aside, Mrs. Tinker steps closer, brushing her hands on her apron. “There’s a gathering this afternoon,” she tells us. “We should start heading that way. Governor Bradford will speak, and Captain Standish, too. You are welcome to come along.”

      I swallow hard. A meeting, in the heart of the settlement, with everyone gathered? Danielle falls in step beside me. “Are you nervous to meet Bradford?” I ask.

      “Of course. I was just writing notecards about him, and now we’ll be face to face. What if he isn’t so welcoming after all?”
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        * * *

      

      The meeting house rises before us, its timber walls rough but solid. Thomas pushes the heavy door open, and we step inside. The warmth hits immediately, along with the low murmur of settlers. The wooden benches are mostly full, and the smell of wood, wool, and body odor clings to everything.

      At the front, a man stands reading from a sheet of paper, his voice steady and calm, though the occupants of the room listen with careful attention. He looks up as we enter.

      Mr. Tinker leans close to us. “That’s Governor Bradford,” he whispers. “Our leader.”

      I watch as he addresses the settlers, speaking about rations and food storage, and how each family must measure carefully and save enough for the winter. It’s exactly what I expected. Teaching Plymouth’s history all these years, I’ve known how precarious life was here, how hunger was always a shadow over the colony. Seeing it unfold before me, though, makes it immediate, tangible. Perhaps I was brought back to this moment to do more than observe, to offer whatever small knowledge and skills Danielle and I can contribute to help them survive.

      The speech winds down, and settlers begin to mingle, exchanging quiet words and checking stores. Governor Bradford walks toward us, a tall, broad-shouldered man at his side. Bradford offers a polite smile. “I am William Bradford, governor of this settlement,” he says.

      The man beside him inclines his head. “Captain Standish, at your service,” he says, removing his hat and placing it over his heart.

      Bradford looks at us and adds with a jovial tone, “I understand you’ve recently arrived in Plymouth. Welcome.”

      I force myself to remain stoic. “Thank you. I am Alyssa Montgomery,” I say. “And this is Danielle Whitman. The Tinkers have been kind enough to take us in after our ship went down.”

      Standish, who is stockier, with sharp eyes, folds his arms. “Aye. Henry Lewis told us. And where do you say you’re from?”

      I glance at Danielle, but I don’t hesitate. “Bristol, England,” I say. “We were bound for a settlement further south. A storm carried us off course.”

      Standish narrows his eyes, studying me like he’s measuring my worth. “Aye. We witnessed that storm blow in. You’re blessed to be alive.”

      Danielle smiles, adding, “We feel very fortunate. Thank you kindly, sir.”

      Bradford’s gaze lingers a moment on Danielle’s face, then he looks back at me. “You’re both welcome here as long as you need.”

      “Thank you, Governor Bradford,” I tell him. “We will certainly earn our keep.”

      “It was a pleasure to meet you both,” Bradford says.

      Standish straightens, tipping his hat once more. “Indeed. I trust you will find your place here.”

      They move off toward other settlers, and with their attention gone, the room feels less charged. I shift my gaze across the room, where Isaac leans against a pillar, his arms crossed loosely. Henry stands nearby, his eyes moving briefly to Danielle, who straightens under his glance before turning back to me, a rosy blush blooming across her cheeks.

      I nudge her ribs with my elbow and wink. “Girl, please do not fall for the handsome man who’s four hundred years older than you,” I whisper.

      She laughs softly, and I grin, shaking my head. The meeting wraps up, and we join the stream of settlers filing out of the meeting house.

      Danielle mutters sarcastically, “Well, that wasn’t terrifying at all.”

      I laugh, tugging my shawl tighter. “I hope that wasn’t the easy part.”

      “If that was the easy part, then I don’t even want to stick around for the hard part.”

      “Seems like you were causing some hard parts on your own,” I reply, causing Danielle to burst into laughter, a most welcome sound in such a dark and cold place.

      “Behave, or we’ll be punished for giggling like we were every day of junior high,” is her response after catching her breath.

      As we trudge along the rough path back to the Tinker house, I can’t help but notice the children of the village, their pale faces, dry lips, and a deep chest cough that rattles their small frames.

      “They’re all so sick,” I murmur to Danielle. “See their gums? The bruising?”

      She leans closer to me, frowning. “Scurvy,” she whispers. “They’ve been missing fresh fruit for months.”

      Mrs. Tinker overhears this part of our conversation and nods toward one of the families. “The Connors,” she says quietly, “have been struggling these last weeks.”

      I gather every ounce of courage I have and approach the parents. “Sir, ma’am, your children are suffering from an illness that I have experienced. There are plants that could help them get stronger.”

      Danielle is right beside me. “Pine needle tea, spruce tips boiled in water, fresh berries if you can find them, dandelion leaves, chickweed, even small roots. Boil them into a broth or tea, and give them several cups full each day. Cabbage, sorrel, even a few wild greens will help as well.” She says it with the same certainty she had as a teenager when Grandpa taught us both how to spot edible greens on summer hikes. Back then, it was just survival practice in the woods behind his house. Now, it might actually save lives.

      The mother’s eyes brim with tears. “Pine needles? Dandelion leaves? Are you certain? Those are indeed plants we could actually find nearby.”

      “Truly.” Danielle’s enthusiasm could fill any parent with hope. “All you need are some of the most common plants that we have around here. Your children will get stronger each day.”

      A sharp voice cuts in from behind us. “Where do you young women come from? How do you know such things?” I glance back to see a sharp-eyed woman, her arms crossed. “Are ye witches?”

      Another man mutters behind her, “Leave the children to God. What need have we of your strange remedies? We eat what we eat. Leave the Connors be.”

      I straighten, keeping my tone firm. “We are not asking to weaken your faith, only to strengthen your children. These are simple remedies found in the woods and meadows around us. They will work if you try them.”

      Danielle nods beside me and turns to Mrs. Connor. “You’ll see the results in no time. It’s worth a try.”

      “Very well,” Mrs. Connor says, her voice firm. “We shall do as you say.”

      Thomas Tinker steps forward, placing a hand on his son’s shoulder. “Samuel here is strong and quick,” he says. “He can help fetch what you’ll need. It will be no trouble at all.”

      Watching Samuel dash off to gather herbs and greens, I can’t help but wonder again whether this is why we were thrown back in time. Maybe we’re meant to help heal this village. I press my hands together and take a deep breath.

      We’ll do what we can here, for these children and their families, and hope that someday, somehow, we will find our way home.
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