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This book follows a thirteen-year-old girl named Rose, who is adjusting to a recent move and her parents’ divorce. These emotional experiences are part of her modern-day story, woven alongside her time-travel journey into colonial Virginia.

The historical portions of this novel include themes such as slavery, inequality, colonial customs, and political conflict that reflect real issues of 1775. These are part of our shared history, but may be upsetting to some readers. These elements are included to foster an understanding of the era. 

I've done my best to ensure historical accuracy. Some fictionalization was used to support the narrative and make history approachable for younger readers.
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To Mom, who would read aloud every night the books that shaped me—Trixie Belden, Anne of Green Gables, Little House on the Prairie, Little Women—because she knew how much books mattered to me.


To Dad, who made Johnny Tremain's Boston so real I could smell the harbor and feel the cobblestones, showing me how stories breathe life into history and inspiring the books I write.
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The pearl necklace felt warm against Rose's palm as she clutched it tightly. Across from her, Nathaniel held the brass compass Mrs. Pitt had given Rose. 

"Are you sure this will work?" His blue eyes were wide with anticipation, and a little anxiety. "What if we end up in different times?"

Rose tried to project confidence she didn't entirely feel. "That's why we're holding hands."

They sat cross-legged on Rose's bedroom floor, knees almost touching. Outside, a horse-drawn carriage clattered through the historic district of Williamsburg.

"Ready?" Rose took a deep breath and then let it out.

Nathaniel nodded, his blond hair falling across his forehead. "Ready."

Rose clasped the necklace around her neck, while Nathaniel gripped the compass tightly. Their free hands clasped together, fingers interlocking.

The familiar dizziness washed over her immediately. The room began to spin, darkness creeping in from the edges of her vision. She felt Nathaniel's hand tighten around hers, his palm suddenly damp with sweat. Her stomach lurched with the sensation of falling.

"Don't let go!" she managed to say before everything went black.

Rose blinked, trying to orient herself, as the darkness receded. The smell hit her first, horses, woodsmoke, and something pungent she couldn't identify. Her head pounded with the aftereffects of time travel.

They were no longer in her bedroom, but crouched in a narrow alley between two buildings. The cool air bit through her colonial clothing, a woolen dress in dark blue, with a simple linen cap covering her hair. The rough fabric scratched against her skin, so different from her usual t-shirt and jeans.

"Nathaniel? Nathaniel, are you all right?" Her voice came out as a whisper.

"I think so." He was still gripping her hand, his knuckles white. Nathaniel looked down at himself in astonishment. His jeans and t-shirt had transformed into buff-colored breeches, a linen shirt, and a navy waistcoat. A tricorn hat sat atop his head. "Whoa—" he began, then caught himself and lowered his voice. "This is incredible! We actually traveled through time!"

"Shhh!" Rose pressed a finger to her lips. "We need to blend in."

They peered cautiously out of the alley. Duke of Gloucester Street stretched before them. Men hurried in small groups, heads bent in serious conversation. The clop of horses' hooves on packed dirt mingled with raised voices that carried an edge of tension.

"Something's happening," Rose whispered. "I've never seen it this busy before."

Nathaniel's face flushed with excitement. "What do you think it is?"

"I don't know exactly." Rose touched the pearl necklace at her throat. 

They stepped out onto the street, trying to blend in with the crowd. There was a nervous energy in the air, people gathering in clusters, voices raised in argument.

"Look over there," Nathaniel pointed.

A crowd was gathering in front of the King's Arms Tavern. A tall wooden post loomed above, with a sign nailed across the top. The pole rose at least twenty feet into the air.

As they drew closer, Rose could read the words painted in bold black letters across the top:

"A CURE FOR THE REFRACTORY."

On one side of the post a little barrel swung from a rope. On the other, a bulging sack with feathers poking out the top. At the base of the pole sat a mop and an open barrel, its contents obvious from the pungent smell of pine tar that reached them even at a distance.

Rose wrinkled her nose. "What is that supposed to mean?"

"It's a Liberty Pole," Nathaniel's eyes lit up the way they always did when he recognized something from his reenactments. "It's a warning. Refractory means someone who refuses to obey. The patriots hung this here to remind people what happens if you don't support the cause." He pointed toward the tar and feathers. "That's the 'cure.'"

Rose's stomach twisted. She knew about tarring and feathering from history books, a painful, humiliating punishment that could even be deadly. Seeing the tar and feathers displayed so prominently made the threat feel real.

"That's horrible," she whispered. "They'd really do that to someone?"

"They already have in Boston," Nathaniel shifted his weight to his other foot. "A customs official named John Malcomb got tarred and feathered back in January 1774."

The Liberty Pole seemed to loom over the street like a silent guard, daring anyone to resist. Rose shivered and stepped closer to Nathaniel, the smell of tar making her stomach turn.

"Rose!"

She turned at the familiar voice and saw Pearl hurrying toward them, her face flushed with excitement or anxiety; Rose couldn't tell which.

"Pearl!" Rose rushed to meet her friend, relief flooding through her.

Pearl glanced nervously at the Liberty Pole, then back at Rose. "Come quickly," she took Rose's arm. "Father doesn't know I've slipped away. There's too much happening today."

She led them away from the crowd, toward a quieter spot across the street. Once they were safely out of earshot of passersby, Pearl turned to Rose, her eyes bright with nervous energy.

"I can't believe you're here today of all days. Williamsburg is in an uproar. Colonel Cary has called a meeting of merchants at the Raleigh Tavern, and that—" she gestured back toward the pole, "—was raised this morning."

"Colonel Archibald Cary?" Nathaniel’s voice rose with excitement.

Pearl's eyes widened as she looked at Nathaniel, seeming to truly notice him for the first time. "You know of him? And who might you be, sir?"

Rose realized she hadn't introduced them. "Pearl, this is Nathaniel. He's... he's my friend. From my time." She lowered her voice on the last words.

Pearl's eyes grew even wider. "Another traveler? Like you?" She studied Nathaniel with new interest, taking in his blond hair and blue eyes. A slight blush colored her cheeks. "How extraordinary. I am pleased to make your acquaintance, Mr. Nathaniel."

"Just Nathaniel is fine," he offered a somewhat awkward bow that made Pearl smile.

"You're wearing a drummer's uniform," Pearl observed, noting the details of his clothing. "Do you play?"

"I do," Nathaniel straightened with pride. "I'm in the fife and drum corps in our... in Rose's and my, uh, town."

"How fascinating," Pearl's smile brightened. "Perhaps you might demonstrate your skills while you're here?"

Rose felt an unexpected twinge of annoyance. "Pearl, you were telling us about Colonel Cary and the Liberty Pole?"

"Oh, yes!" Pearl's expression grew serious again. "Colonel Cary is a strong patriot. Father says the pole and tar are a step too far. He fears violence."

Rose exchanged a glance with Nathaniel.

"What's happening at the Raleigh Tavern?" Rose asked.

"The merchants are gathering to sign the Continental Association," Pearl explained. "Father says it's vital that all colonists agree to the boycott of British goods. If we stand united, Parliament may repeal the Intolerable Acts."

"And the Liberty Pole?" Nathaniel nodded toward the pole across the street. "That's to make sure everyone signs?"

Pearl's expression grew troubled. "Colonel Cary says it's a reminder of the consequences for those who betray the cause." She twisted her hands in her skirt. "But Father says it's no better than the tyranny we claim to oppose."

Rose felt the weight of the moment. This wasn't the glorious revolution of her textbooks; this was messy, complicated, and tinged with fear.

"Can we see the meeting?" she asked.

Pearl bit her lip. "It's not proper for young ladies to attend, but..." A spark of determination lit her eyes. "We could attempt to observe from outside. Father says nearly five hundred merchants have arrived in town for the meeting."

They made their way toward the Raleigh Tavern, careful to stay on the edges of the crowd. The Liberty Pole loomed over the scene. Rose noticed how some men hurried past it, eyes averted, while others nodded in approval.

"Look," Nathaniel pointed to a man gesturing angrily at the pole. "He doesn't seem happy about it."

"That's Mr. Warwick," Pearl looked up at Nathaniel. "Anthony Warwick. He and Mr. Wallace are the ones they're most concerned about. They imported tea despite the boycott."

As they watched, Colonel Cary approached Mr. Warwick.

Pearl, Rose and Nathaniel moved closer, trying to hear the exchange.

"Mr. Warwick!" Colonel Cary's voice boomed over the crowd. "I trust you've come to sign the Association with your fellow merchants?"

Warwick drew himself up. "I've come to conduct my business, Colonel, as I always do. I see no reason why I should sign a document that will ruin trade and harm the very people it claims to help."

Cary's face darkened. "No reason? Perhaps you need your memory refreshed, sir. Your tea shipment to North Carolina violates the very principles we're fighting to uphold."

"That shipment arrived before the Association took effect," Warwick protested, his voice rising. "I've broken no agreement!"

A small crowd began to gather around them. Rose, Nathaniel, and Pearl edged closer.

"The Virginia boycott began November first," Cary said coldly. "Your shipment arrived after that date."

"The Continental Association doesn't take effect until December," Warwick countered. "By which date I will have complied fully with its terms."

Colonel Cary stepped closer to Warwick, towering over the merchant. "Perhaps you need a more visible reminder of your civic duty." He gestured toward the Liberty Pole. "The people of Virginia will not tolerate those who put profit above principle."

Warwick's face paled. "Are you threatening me, sir?"

"I am informing you of the consequences of your choices," Colonel Cary took a step toward Mr. Warwick. "The committee awaits your signature inside." He pointed firmly toward the tavern, then deliberately looked up at the Liberty Pole.

A tense silence fell. Rose could hear her own heartbeat in her ears. Would they really tar and feather someone right in front of them?
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Warwick raised his fist and glared at Colonel Cary. "This is tyranny!" Slowly, he turned and crossed Duke of Gloucester Street. He made his way inside the Raleigh Tavern. 

"Is this how it always happens?" she asked, more to herself than to Pearl or Nathaniel. "Freedom through fear and intimidation?"

"Father says true liberty cannot come through coercion," Pearl replied. "But others argue, desperate times call for desperate measures."

A commotion drew their attention. A group of men had emerged from the tavern, including several well-dressed gentlemen who carried themselves with authority.

"That's Speaker Randolph," Pearl identified one. "And beside him are Treasurer Nicholas and Mr. Pendleton. They're respected moderates."

The men approached Colonel Cary, who stood near the Liberty Pole.

"Colonel Cary," Speaker Randolph's voice was firm, but measured. "While we all support the Association, this display is beneath the dignity of Virginia gentlemen."

"These are extraordinary times, Mr. Speaker," Cary replied, crossing his arms. "They call for extraordinary measures."

"They call for restraint and wisdom," Treasurer Nicholas placed his hand on Cary's shoulder. "Not threats and intimidation. We risk becoming what we oppose."

"What would you have us do?" Cary threw up his hands. "Allow merchants like Warwick and Wallace to undermine our cause? Their tea shipment was a direct violation of our principles."

"Then let them answer to the committee properly constituted," Pendleton crossed his arms. "This public spectacle serves only to divide us, when we must stand united."

Cary raised his voice, but Randolph, Nicholas, and Pendleton maintained their calm demeanor in the face of Cary's anger.

"The Association allows them to import as usual until the first of December," Munford continued. "Warwick and Wallace have done nothing to violate its terms."

"What of the Virginia boycott?" Cary demanded.

"We can require them to retrieve the tea and deliver it to the Committee of Safety," Randolph suggested. "But this—" he gestured to the tar and feathers, "—does our cause no credit."

Rose could see Colonel Cary's rigid posture softening somewhat, as the other men continued their reasoned arguments.

"Very well," he gave a curt nod. "But the pole remains as a reminder of the price of disloyalty to our cause."

He turned and signaled to two young men standing nearby. They approached the Liberty Pole and, under the watchful eyes of the crowd, picked up the bag of feathers and the barrels of tar.

"They're taking it down," Nathaniel's voice was tinged with disappointment.

Rose watched the young men maneuver through the crowd. "They're leaving the pole as a symbol, but removing the most threatening elements."

"So they're still pressuring merchants to sign, but not threatening violence." Nathaniel’s eyes followed the young men as they carried the feathers and barrels of tar behind the tavern.

"For now," Pearl sighed. "Father says the tide of sentiment shifts daily."

Through the open windows of the Raleigh Tavern, they could hear raised voices.

"Young Mr. Nicholas is speaking," Pearl whispered. "He's the comptroller's son."

They edged closer to the window.

"How dare you insult the people?" Nicholas's voice rang out. "Your actions show contempt for our common cause!"

"We have broken no law," came another voice. Rose guessed that it was Wallace. "And yet you would have us tarred and feathered like common criminals?"

"The will of the people is the highest law." Nicholas’s chair legs screeched against the floor as he pushed back from the table.

"Enough!" This was Peyton Randolph's voice, commanding respect with its quiet authority. "Mr. Warwick, Mr. Wallace, the committee requires you to retrieve the tea from North Carolina and deliver it to the Committee of Safety in Nansemond. Will you comply with this directive?"

A tense silence followed.

"We will," came the reluctant reply.

"And will you now sign the Association, as all loyal Virginians must?"

Another pause.

"We will sign," Wallace said finally. "Though we do so under protest."

"Noted," Randolph replied dryly. "Next matter before the committee..."

The children backed away from the window as more merchants began to exit the tavern.

"We should go," Pearl urged. "If Father discovers I've been eavesdropping on committee business..."

As they turned to leave, the tavern door swung open, and a young Black girl a little older than them emerged carrying a tray of empty glasses. Rose immediately recognized her.

"Jenny!” Pearl waved to her.

The girl looked up, her eyes widening in recognition. "Miss Pearl!" She glanced nervously over her shoulder. "You shouldn't be here."

Jenny and Pearl had grown up together before Pearl's father began loaning the enslaved young woman out, to work at the Raleigh Tavern.

"Busy day today." Pearl stepped closer.

"Mr. Southall has kept me busy with all these gentlemen meeting," Jenny replied, her voice low. "I've been serving them since morning." She balanced the heavy tray against her hip, her fingers red and raw from carrying hot dishes and cold drinks all day.

"What are they saying inside?" Nathaniel asked, then quickly added, "About the Association?"

Jenny's eyes flicked to Nathaniel, then back to Pearl. "It's not my place to say, sir."

"It's all right," Pearl assured her. "These are my friends. You can speak freely."

Jenny hesitated, then leaned slightly closer. "They speak of liberty and rights, Miss Pearl. But when Mr. Southall caught me listening too closely, he reminded me that such matters aren't for the likes of me." Her voice was quiet, but carried an unmistakable edge.

Rose felt a knot form in her stomach. The irony was impossible to miss.

"Jenny!" A sharp voice called from inside the tavern. "Where are those glasses?"

"I must go," Jenny said quickly. "Please, Miss Pearl, you should return home. The gentlemen are in no mood for young folks to be about." She turned to hurry back inside.

"You grew up together?" Rose asked, though she already knew the answer.

Pearl nodded. "She’s three years older. My birth father—Mr. Royle—owned her mother." Her voice grew quieter. "After he died and Mother married Father, Jenny became Father's property."

The casual way Pearl said "property" made Rose wince, though she tried not to show it.

"And now your father loans her out to work at the Raleigh?" Nathaniel asked, unable to keep the edge from his voice.

Pearl looked uncomfortable. "Father says it's better than fieldwork. He says he's protecting her by keeping her in town, teaching her useful skills." She didn't sound entirely convinced.

"I can't stop thinking about the irony," Nathaniel kicked at a rock on the dirt road. "They're fighting for liberty while using threats to enforce compliance. And all while people like Jenny have no liberty at all."

Pearl's expression grew troubled. "It's not so simple," she began, but her voice lacked conviction.

"Isn't it?" Nathaniel pressed gently. "The sign said, 'A cure for the refractory'—for those who refuse to obey. But who decides what we should obey? Isn't that what this whole conflict is about?"

Rose watched Pearl struggle with this contradiction. It was one thing for Rose and Nathaniel, with their modern perspective, to see the hypocrisy. It was another for Pearl, raised in this world, to question its foundations.

"I don't know what's right anymore," Pearl admitted finally. "When Father speaks of liberty, it sounds so noble. But then I see the Liberty Pole and the tar and feathers, and I wonder if we're just exchanging one form of tyranny for another." She glanced back toward the tavern where Jenny was working. "And seeing Jenny serving those men who speak so passionately about freedom..."

A heavy silence fell over them. Rose thought about how easily the colonists could see the injustice of British taxation without representation, yet remained blind to the far greater injustice of slavery.

"Jenny and I used to play together when we were small," Pearl continued softly. "Father says it's the natural order of things that we grew into different stations, but sometimes..."

They turned to leave, but found their path blocked by a tall figure. Rose looked up into the stern face of Colonel Archibald Cary.

"What have we here?" he demanded, looking down at them. "Young ears gathering information perhaps not meant for them?"

Rose's heart hammered in her chest. 

Pearl stepped forward, dropping into a curtsy.

"Colonel Cary, sir. I was merely showing my... friends the sights of Williamsburg. They've only just arrived from... from Philadelphia."

Cary's eyes narrowed as he studied Nathaniel and Rose. "Philadelphia, you say? Then perhaps they bring news of our friends in Congress?"

Nathaniel straightened his shoulders. "The city stands firmly with Virginia, sir," Nathaniel's voice was surprisingly steady. "Mr. Adams speaks highly of your resolve."

Rose held her breath. How did Nathaniel know what to say?

Cary's expression softened slightly. "Indeed? Well, that is good to hear." He leaned closer to them. "Tell me, young man, what do they say in Philadelphia about our methods? Do you think they would approve of liberty poles and the like?"

Nathaniel hesitated only a moment. "They say, sir, that a revolution requires both the quill and the sword, but that the quill should always be tried first."

Cary threw back his head and laughed. "Well spoken! You have a quick wit." He looked at Pearl. "Miss Dixon, the streets of Williamsburg aren't a place for young people to be walking about today. You and your friends should return to your home, directly."

"Yes, Colonel Cary. Thank you, sir." Pearl curtseyed again, and Cary moved past them toward a group of men gathered near the tavern door.

"That was close," Rose breathed a sigh of relief once he was out of earshot. "How did you know what to say?"

"I didn't," Nathaniel shrugged. "I just remembered something from the Philadelphia Committee of Correspondence that we covered in my junior interpreter training."

"Well, it worked," Rose shook her head, breathing out a sigh of relief.

As they turned a corner, they nearly collided with a young man hurrying in the opposite direction.
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