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  For my parents, with love,


  and for the people of York, past and present.
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  I feel no fear, not yet. I am just astounded to find myself in the air, looking down at the murky rush of the river. It is as if time itself has paused, and I am somehow

  suspended between the sky and the water, between the past and the present, between then and now. Between disbelief and horror.




  It is All Hallows’ Eve, and I am going to die.




  Part of me knows that quite well. But another part refuses to comprehend that it is really happening. Refuses to believe that this is not a dream, that I won’t wake up. That this morning

  was the last time I would ever feel the floorboards cool and smooth beneath my feet, the last time I would hear the creak of the stairs or the rain pattering on the roof.




  The last time I would smooth my daughter’s hair under her cap.




  ‘I won’t be long,’ I promised her.




  In the distance, a bell is striking. The city is going about its business, the way it always does. The market on Pavement is open. The stallholders will be poking at their sagging awnings to get

  rid of the rain that has pooled in the morning downpour. They will be grumbling at the mud and the lost business when everyone was huddled indoors.




  I should be there. I have things to do. We need fish, we need salt. Bess is growing fast. I want to buy her some new shoes. I will go this afternoon.




  Except that I won’t. I will die instead.




  It seems odd that it should be the thought of something as ordinary as shoes that bumps time onwards, out of that strange moment when everything stopped, but so it is. It is now after

  all, and suddenly everything is happening too fast. I plunge into the water and it closes, brown and bitter, over my face. I can feel it rushing into my petticoat, filling my sleeves, dragging me

  down with the weight of the cloth.




  And I remember him, bending over me, whispering that he is going to take Bess now, he will raise her as his own, and no one will say him nay.




  ‘I will do what I like with her, Hawise,’ he said.




  Now I am afraid, remembering that.




  Now I struggle, as horror clogs my mind, but my thumb is tied to my toe and I can’t swim, even if I knew how. My skirts are too heavy, the water is too cold, and when I open my

  mouth to scream, to curse him again, the river gushes in through the stocking tied around my face to keep me quiet. It is cold and rank and thick in my throat. It is too late. The river is fast and

  furious, sweeping me away like a barrel, down towards the sea I have never seen, and never will. I am jetsam, tossed overboard to save the city.




  I sink and rise, then sink deeper, and the more I choke, the more water invades me. There is a terrible pain in my ears, behind my eyes, and my lungs are on fire.




  I am flailing, thrashing in the water, but I sink deeper and deeper. I don’t know which way is up and which is down any more. There is nothing but panic and pain and the water blocking my

  throat, and the bright, terrifying image of Bess looking up at him trustingly, taking his hand.




  I need to go back. I need to do things differently, so that I can keep my daughter safe.




  ‘Bess,’ I try to say, as if I could reach her, as if she could hear me, as if she could understand my fear and my anguish.




  But I can’t speak and I can’t breathe, I can’t breathe. My lungs are full of water, my throat is clamped shut. The pressure behind my eyes is agonizing, and there is a

  screaming in my ears, but how can I be screaming when I can’t draw a breath? Sweet Jesù, I have to have air – I have to, or I will die – but I don’t know where the

  surface is and I fail desperately, uselessly, against the terror as the river, uncaring, sucks me down, down, down and away into the dazzling dark.




  I lurched awake on a desperate, rasping gasp. My eyes snapped open and I stared into the darkness, gripped by anguish for a daughter I had never had, while fear clicked

  frantically in my throat and my pulse roared with the memory. I could feel the weight of the strange dress I had been wearing, and the stiffness of the linen cap binding my hair. The foul taste of

  the river was so vivid still that I gagged.




  I’m used to drowning. I’ve drowned so many times in my dreams that you would think my subconscious would learn to stop fighting the terror and the choking and the screaming of my

  lungs and the pain, the pain of it. You’d think that at some level it would know that eventually I will pop up out of sleep, the way I popped up in the middle of the sea, where the

  wave spat me out of its maw at last; but it never does.




  My usual nightmares are so tangled up with memories of the tsunami that it’s hard sometimes to distinguish one from the other, but that night in York the dream was different. That night,

  there were no palm trees stirring languidly above my head, the way there usually were in my nightmare. I wasn’t standing on the hot sand, and Lucas wasn’t digging on the beach, his thin

  little back bent over his spade. There was no decision: to turn back or go on. No mistake. That night, the sea didn’t rush out of nowhere and gobble me up.




  Instead, I dreamt of a river, brown and sullen. I dreamt of wearing heavy skirts instead of a sarong over my bikini. I dreamt of a daughter, not a little Swedish boy I barely knew.




  Only the drowning was the same.




  Slowly, slowly, the agonizing pain in my lungs eased and I could breathe properly. As my heart stopped jerking, my eyes adjusted to the darkness and I blinked, puzzled by the strange light and

  the muffled quality of the night.




  I strained my ears for the slow slap of the overhead fan, the mournful cry of the satay-seller pushing his cart along the gang, even the rasp of insects in the tropical night, but

  instead all I heard was the swish of tyres on wet tarmac and the faint clunk of a car changing gear.




  That odd, orange light through the curtains was from a street lamp. I struggled towards full consciousness. I wasn’t drowning in a cold river. I was in my dead godmother’s bed in

  York.




  It was the smell I’d noticed first. Sweet, putrid, faintly disquieting. I wrinkled my nose as I pushed the door open into a pile of accumulated junk mail and unpaid

  bills. Grunting, I lugged in my suitcase and swung my backpack off my shoulder and onto the tiled floor, before shoving the door shut with my foot. The click of the Yale lock was loud in the

  silence.




  The house was dark, the air thick and unfriendly, but that was only to be expected. It had been closed up since Lucy’s death, more than a month earlier. I felt around for a switch and

  stood, blinking in the sudden light, taking stock of my surroundings. I was in a narrow hallway with two doors on the left. Straight ahead was a steep staircase rising into shadows. It was a small,

  unpretentious Victorian terraced house, and the only thing that surprised me about that first evening was how very ordinary it was. Lucy had always prided herself on being unconventional.




  ‘Bess.’




  The voice sounded so close that I jumped. ‘Hello?’ I said uncertainly.




  Silence.




  ‘Hello?’ I said again, feeling a bit silly. ‘Is there anybody there?’




  But of course there wasn’t anybody there. The house had been locked up. On either side people were watching television, curtains drawn against the wet April night. All I’d heard was

  someone talking in the street outside.




  Embarrassed by the way my heart was thudding, I switched on the overhead light in the front room. This was more like the Lucy I remembered, I thought. The walls were painted a stifling red and

  decorated with strange, symbolic pictures. A dream-catcher hung in the window, and everywhere there were crystals and dusty bowls of herbs.




  I wandered over to the fireplace and poked through the jumble of candles and figurines on the mantelpiece. There, lurking amongst all the knick-knacks, I identified the source of the smell that

  had been nagging at me: a rotting apple. It was brown and puckered with mould, and something in me jerked at the sight of it.




  ‘Bess.’




  The name rippled in the air, like a breath against my cheek, and I looked up, startled, to catch a glimpse of myself in the dusty mirror above the mantelpiece. For a moment it was as if another

  woman was looking back at me, a stranger with dark hair and pale-grey eyes like mine, but such an expression of horror on her face that I gasped and recoiled.




  But it was only me. A pulse was hammering in my throat, and I put a hand up to still it.




  God, I looked awful, I realized. It wasn’t surprising I hadn’t recognized myself for a moment. I’d spent the past thirty-six hours on the move, from check-in desk to departure

  gate, from baggage carousels to station platforms, shuffling along in endless queues and through interminable security checks. Trapped in planes and trains and artificial lighting, my body clock

  was so confused that I’d lost track of time completely.




  I stuck out my tongue at my reflection and turned away.




  The second door led to a parlour, similarly decorated in oppressive reds and purples, and beyond it a galley kitchen, where I found another apple on the worktop. No wonder the house smelt of

  rotting fruit. Lucy must have had a thing about apples, I decided. This one was yellowish-brown with sagging skin. Repelled, I threw it in the bin and let the lid clang shut.




  I was buzzing with exhaustion, but too wired to sleep. I put the kettle on and decided to take my bags upstairs while it boiled, but when I picked up my backpack and put a foot on the bottom

  step, I found myself hesitating. It did look dark up there.




  ‘Don’t go,’ Mel had said when I rang her. ‘York’ll be boring and cold. Come to Mexico, Grace. I can get you a job at the school. You’d love it here,’

  she said. ‘Think jugs of margaritas.’ She lowered her voice enticingly. ‘Think hot beaches and hot chilli and hot Mexican men. What more could you want?’




  I laughed. ‘Nothing,’ I said. ‘I’d love to come. I just need to sort out my godmother’s stuff first.’




  ‘Get the solicitor to do it all,’ Mel advised. ‘You should be out here having a good time, not poking around in an old person’s house.’




  ‘Lucy wasn’t that old,’ I protested, ‘and the solicitor did say he’d arrange everything for me.’




  ‘Well, then.’




  ‘It’s just . . . I feel I owe it to Lucy to do it myself,’ I tried to explain. ‘It’s a question of trust.’




  I’d been shocked when John Burnand rang me in Jakarta to tell me that my godmother had died. ‘Preliminary enquiries suggest that she drowned,’ he said.




  Drowned. The word closed around my throat like a fist, and I was back in the water, eardrums screaming, lungs on fire, while the wave tumbled me round and round and round. It was a

  moment before I could speak.




  ‘What happened?’




  ‘There’ll be an inquest, of course,’ he said, ‘but there’s no evidence to suggest that it was anything other than an accident.’




  Then he astounded me by saying that she had made me joint executor with him. I hadn’t seen Lucy for years, and was sure it had to be a mistake, but John Burnand was very precise.




  ‘Miss Cartmell made a number of pecuniary legacies, and it’s likely that her house will need to be sold in order to fulfil them, but the residue of the estate will come to

  you.’




  For a fee, he said, he would deal with everything for me. ‘Or would you prefer to make arrangements to come to York and sort things out yourself?’




  I could have said no, but I didn’t. I’d been in Indonesia two years, and I was restless and ready to move on. Mel was in Mexico. We’d taught English together in Japan, and had

  a wild time, and she’d been lobbying for me to join her for months. I gathered from John Burnand that by the time the house was sold and the legacies paid, I wouldn’t come into a

  fortune, but when he mentioned a possible sum, I nearly dropped the phone. It sounded an awful lot of money to me. It would certainly buy me a ticket to Mexico City and mean that I could travel for

  a while before finding a job.




  So I said yes without really thinking about it. The smallest of choices have consequences. It’s easy to forget that.




  But standing there at the bottom of the stairs, I wished for a moment I’d taken Mel’s advice. Then I told myself not to be so wet. I was just tired. If it was dark up on the landing,

  all I needed to do was switch on a light.




  Putting down my backpack, I searched around, found a likely-looking switch and pressed it. All the lights promptly went out with a huge crack that sent my heart lurching into my throat.




  ‘Shit!’




  There was a horrible banging in my chest and my ears rang. I made myself take a deep breath. A fuse had gone, that was all. I had to find a torch, find the fuse box. No need to panic.




  Turning to grope my way back to the kitchen, I fell over the backpack.




  ‘Shit,’ I said again as I knocked over the suitcase in my struggle to get up. ‘Shit, shit, shit!’




  No sooner was I up than I tripped over the backpack again, and I spent the next few minutes blundering around in the dark, getting more and more disorientated. The last time I fell, I cracked my

  knee on the tiled floor, which was painful, but at least did the job of making me stop and pull myself together.




  Rubbing my knee furiously, I scowled into the dark. Now I’d stopped crashing around, I could hear the faint sound of classical music through the dividing wall. One of my neighbours at

  least was awake. And then I saw that it wasn’t completely dark after all. Dim orange light from the street outside filtered through the stained glass above the front door and I could

  orientate myself. I used the case to haul myself to my feet and limped towards the light. Stubborn independence was my normal mode, as more than one ex-boyfriend had complained, but on that dark

  evening I was prepared to make an exception.




  His name was Drew Dyer. He opened the door looking distracted, a middle-aged man with glasses and hair that was beginning to recede. Feature by feature, he wasn’t

  attractive, but he had a good-humoured expression that meant that somehow he was, and something in me jumped oddly at the sight of him.




  ‘You must be a relative of Lucy’s,’ he said when I apologized for interrupting and explained that I had just arrived next door.




  ‘Her god-daughter. I’m Grace Trewe.’




  We shook hands. His palm was warm, and I felt a little jolt of recognition as my flesh touched his. Probably just because I was so cold. The night was spitting an unfriendly mixture of sleet and

  rain at me, and I was shivering in a T-shirt and a thin hooded cardigan. I hadn’t been in England for seven years and I was ill-equipped for the vagaries of a northern spring.




  ‘I really just came to ask if I could borrow a torch,’ I said, tucking my hands back in my armpits and trying not to look too longingly at the bright warmth of the hall behind Drew.

  ‘A fuse has blown, and I can’t see what I’m doing.’




  I’m not sure if he picked up on the shivering or the yearning looks, but he stood back and held the door open. ‘Come in,’ he said, and I limped gratefully inside.




  ‘Thanks.’




  He showed me into the front room and waved me to a faded armchair. It was a much more inviting room than Lucy’s. The walls were lined from ceiling to floor with bookshelves, and on the

  desk opposite the mantelpiece a computer glowed blue. Bending my knee hurt, and I winced as I sat down.




  ‘You’ve hurt yourself.’ Drew looked at me rubbing my knee, and I took my hand away self-consciously.




  ‘It’s nothing. I fell over my case, that’s all. I hope I didn’t disturb you with all the shouting and swearing,’ I added. ‘I’m afraid I had a bit of a

  lapse on the stiff-upper-lip front.’




  ‘I didn’t hear you,’ Drew assured me. ‘I’ve been in sixteenth-century York.’




  I gaped at him. ‘What?’




  ‘I’m a historian.’ He had one of those smiles that aren’t really smiles at all, hardly more than a deepening of the crease in one cheek and a crinkling of the eyes.

  ‘I’ve been absorbed in my records,’ he explained. ‘I’m writing a paper for a conference, or trying to.’




  ‘Oh, I’m sorry. I’ve interrupted you,’ I said a little stiffly, embarrassed at having made it so obvious that for a second there I’d actually thought he was talking

  about time-travelling. I was usually quicker on the uptake.




  ‘To be honest, I’m glad of the distraction,’ he said, taking pity on me. ‘It’s not going very well. It’s not going at all, in fact.’




  I sat back and made myself more comfortable, not sorry to put off the moment of going back to Lucy’s dark, empty house. ‘What’s it about?’ I asked, noting regretfully

  that Drew Dyer had chosen to lean against the edge of his desk rather than take the other armchair. He might say that he welcomed the distraction, but it didn’t look to me as if he was

  settling down for a chat. He answered readily enough, though.




  ‘I’m looking at neighbourliness in Elizabethan York.’




  ‘Did they disturb each other by knocking on the door and asking to borrow torches in the middle of the night?’




  Behind his glasses his eyes were starred with laughter lines. ‘They were more likely to eavesdrop on each other’s dirty secrets at night.’




  ‘Sounds like fun.’




  ‘Actually, they spent most of their time fretting about the state of the roads and rubbish disposal. Not so different from today, as you’ll discover if you ever meet Ann Parsons in

  number four. She runs a one-woman campaign about the communal bins, and will try and get you roped in to writing to the council, so make sure you’re always in a hurry when you go past that

  gate.’




  ‘Thanks for the warning,’ I said. I’d never given waste disposal much thought before. I rented accommodation six months at a time, so I was never tied to a place for too long,

  and although I wasn’t normally short of opinions, rubbish collection wasn’t something I could talk about for very long. I wouldn’t have minded being able to prolong the

  conversation, though.




  ‘I was sorry to hear about Lucy,’ said Drew. ‘It must have been a shock for you.’




  ‘Well, yes,’ I said doubtfully, ‘but to be honest, the bigger shock was finding out that she’d made me an executor. I hadn’t seen her for years. You probably knew

  her better than I did.’




  ‘I wouldn’t say that.’ I could see him choosing his words. ‘We’d exchange good mornings and a comment about the weather if we met in the street, but that was about

  it. Sophie always liked Lucy, though,’ he went on.




  ‘Sophie?’




  ‘My daughter. She’s very into all of Lucy’s weird ideas,’ he said, and I gathered from a certain rigidity in his expression that his daughter’s friendship with Lucy

  had been the source of some conflict. ‘Sophie spent quite a lot of time with Lucy,’ Drew went on. ‘She was very upset when she heard what had happened.’




  ‘It’s nice to think that someone was,’ I said carefully. ‘I know Lucy was a bit eccentric, but she had a good heart, or so my mother always used to say, anyway. I

  certainly never expected her to entrust me with her affairs, though. I feel a bit bad I didn’t make more of an effort to keep in touch now,’ I confessed. ‘I sent her the

  occasional postcard, but that was about it.’




  An enormous yawn caught me unawares in the middle of the sentence, and I wished it hadn’t, when Drew clearly took it as a signal that I wanted to go. He levered himself upright.




  ‘Let me find that torch for you.’




  He came back a few minutes later with a serviceable-looking torch. By that time I was nearly asleep in the comfortable armchair and the house felt warm and safe.




  Safe? Where had that thought come from?




  ‘Thanks.’ I mustered a smile as I got reluctantly to my feet and took the torch. ‘I’ll bring it back straight away.’




  ‘I’ll come and give you a hand,’ he said, dragging on a sweatshirt.




  Of course I protested, but not too hard. I would go back to being independent the next day, I vowed. Until then, it was dark and cold and I was very tired and my knee hurt, so I let Drew Dyer be

  a good neighbour.




  He fixed the fuse with a minimum of fuss and the lights sprang back on, revealing my heavy suitcase tipped over on the tiles, and the backpack, which lay abandoned where I had last tripped over

  it.




  ‘Like me to carry that upstairs?’ he said, eyeing the case.




  I followed him up to the bedroom. Lucy had decorated in a deep, dark blue and there were stars on the ceiling. Just right for an adolescent. For a woman in her fifties it felt a little odd, but

  that was Lucy for you.




  ‘Thank you so much,’ I said gratefully to Drew and then broke off as a name drifted through the air.




  ‘Bess . . . ’




  I frowned. ‘Who’s Bess?’ I asked Drew.




  ‘Who?’




  ‘Didn’t you hear that?’




  ‘Hear what?’




  ‘I keep thinking I hear someone calling for Bess.’




  He shook his head. ‘I didn’t hear anything.’




  ‘Oh. Well, I must be imagining it,’ I said after a moment.




  ‘You must be tired,’ said Drew.




  It was true, I was. Too tired to think clearly, that was for sure.




  I thanked Drew at the door and, when he asked if I would be all right, I didn’t even hesitate. ‘Of course,’ I said. ‘I’ll be fine.’




  But now it was the middle of the night, and the nightmare was still roaring in my memory and I didn’t feel so confident any more. Shakily I threw my legs over the side of

  the bed and sat up, dragging my hands down my face, as if I could pull the horror of the dream from my mind.




  It had seemed so real: the churning river, the chime of the bell, the downward drag of my sodden woollen skirt. The desperation and the grief. My throat felt raw where I had tried to scream and,

  as I rubbed it, my fingers found the pendant I always wore, and I twisted the braided silver chain until it dug into my flesh. It reminded me of what was real.




  ‘Bess . . . Bess . . . ’




  There was desperation in the whisper that trickled through the air, and my heart stuttered in alarm before I remembered that Bess was the child in my nightmare. I let go of the chain before I

  choked myself. The words were just a hangover from the dream, and the dream tied up with the voice I had heard calling earlier.




  ‘Bess . . . ’




  There it was again. I rubbed my palms over my ears as if I could rub out the sound, and then pressed the heels of my hands into my eyes. It was a nightmare – that was all, I reminded

  myself. I wasn’t properly awake. I was exhausted and jet-lagged and in an unfamiliar house. Small wonder my mind was playing tricks on me.




  But my hand was shaking as I reached out for the light and clicked it on. It was only a small lamp, but I shrank back from the glare as the room leapt at me.




  ‘It was a nightmare,’ I said out loud, and I cringed to hear the quaver in my voice. ‘It’s over.’




  It’s hard to fix the moment when a story begins. I used to think that you could lay time out in a straight line, see one event following another in a steady forward

  march. But it doesn’t work like that. There is nothing orderly about time. Sometimes the past loops forward, or turns back on itself, weaving present and future together, until the threads of

  time tangle into an impenetrable knot of countless choices and coincidences and consequences.




  At first, I thought the nightmare was when it began, but it’s impossible to disentangle the stories that went back and back and back, endless turning points and decisions that led to me

  being wrenched awake in Lucy’s bed that night.




  I wasn’t like Lucy. I liked fact, not fantasy. Given the choice, I would always go for the rational explanation. Lucy always revelled in the mysterious, but it made me uncomfortable. So

  when I woke from that nightmare I tried straight away to make sense of it. And it did make a certain kind of sense. I’d never been to York before, so I was in a strange place,

  sleeping in a strange bed. Even in my befuddled state it seemed obvious that my usual drowning dream was muddled up with thoughts of poor Lucy drowning in the Ouse, while the niggling disquiet of

  hearing someone calling for Bess had been transformed into the small girl (my daughter) I had imagined with her apron and her stiff skirts, her face bright beneath the linen cap.




  As for the clothes in my dream – well, my brief conversation with Drew Dyer about Elizabethan York had clearly lodged in my subconscious. True, he had talked about rubbish collection

  rather than clothes, but dreams weren’t always logical, I reasoned. There was no reason to think it was anything but a nightmare.




  Still, I’ll admit I was spooked enough to get up and find a glass of water. I was very thirsty and my throat was as sore as if I really had been screaming. I squinted at my phone. It was

  twelve minutes past three in the morning, the loneliest time of the night, and beyond the pool of light from the bedside lamp the world was dark and muffled in silence.




  Wrapping my sarong around me, I made my way down to the kitchen, switching on lights as I went, and so fuzzy with exhaustion that I kept bumping off the walls.




  The kitchen tiles were cold beneath my bare feet. I filled a glass at the sink and drank the water as I stood there in the glare of the ceiling spotlights. One of the lights was angled directly

  at a plate that hung on the wall between the two windows. It was decorated with a childish impression of breakfast: a splodge of yellow for an egg, a red, vaguely sausage-shaped smudge, some green

  blobs. To Lucy was printed around the top edge in a wobbly hand and, below, Love Grace.




  It’s odd how moments we think we’ve forgotten can slam back as perfectly detailed memories. I was five, and breathing heavily through my mouth. We were in some kind of sunny

  workshop. I remembered the smell of the paint, the clumsy feel of the brush between my fingers, the pots of bright colours.




  ‘What are the green things?’ my mother asked.




  ‘Peas.’




  ‘Peas for breakfast?’




  I shrugged. It didn’t seem strange to me. Lucy, I knew, wouldn’t think it was strange, either.




  Now I felt a twist of regret that I hadn’t known that Lucy had liked the plate enough to keep it for more than twenty-five years. I’d sent the odd postcard over the years, but

  otherwise had assumed that I had faded out of Lucy’s life, just as she had faded out of mine.




  Thinking about the past, I gazed absently out of the window in front of the sink. I had been too tired earlier to bother pulling the blind down. Now the window was black and blank and smeary

  with rain, and I could see my own reflection superimposed on the darkness outside. My hair was pushed behind my ears, and my shoulders were bare above the sarong. The reflection was so clear that I

  could even make out the darker patch of the port-wine stain on the slope of my breast, a small purple splodge, like a baby’s hand-print. When I was younger I was very self-conscious about

  wearing bikinis, but later I was quite proud of it. I told myself it was distinctive.




  I looked younger in the glass, I remember thinking that. Younger and wide-eyed.




  I’d almost forgotten the nightmare, in fact, when my eyes focused on my reflection in the glass, which had doubled oddly, almost as if my shadow had stepped slightly to one side.




  An icy finger dragged down my spine. That wasn’t a shadow. There was someone standing right behind me. Someone who had dark hair and pale eyes like me, but who wasn’t me at all.




  The glass slipped from my fingers and smashed into the sink as I whipped round, my heart jamming in my throat, blocking my breath. My hand went instinctively to my neck as if to push it back

  into place.




  There was no one there. My pulse roared in my ears, and for a moment I thought I would faint. My knees were so weak I had to lean back against the sink and make myself take some deep

  breaths.




  Enough, I thought. I was overwrought and overtired. All I needed was some sleep.




  I left the broken glass in the sink and found another one. My hands were still shaking slightly as I filled it with water, but when I turned to take it back to bed with me, my eye snagged on an

  apple sitting on the worktop. Its skin was yellow and wrinkling, just like the one I’d thrown away earlier.




  Puzzled, I put down my glass and picked up the apple instead, grimacing a little at the saggy feel of it between my fingers. I couldn’t understand how I had missed seeing it before, but I

  was half-asleep still and, frankly, spooked by the apparition in the window, so I tossed it in the bin with the other apple and thought no more about it.




  ‘I don’t know where I’m going to be, all right? Somewhere you aren’t!’




  I was standing on the doorstep, fumbling with the unfamiliar key, when Drew Dyer’s front door was wrenched open and a girl stomped out. She was fourteen or so, perhaps a bit older, and

  ungainly, with intense, sullen features half-hidden by a tangle of chestnut hair.




  Hoisting a heavy bag onto her shoulder, she slammed the door behind her with such force that Lucy’s door trembled too. It was only when she turned for the gate that she saw me.




  ‘Oh.’ She stopped dead and eyed me warily from beneath her fringe.




  ‘Hi.’ My head was pounding after my broken night, and tiredness throbbed behind my eyes, but I was feeling much more myself. In the daylight I was embarrassed to remember how rattled

  I had been by my nightmare.




  I’d found the broken glass in the sink, but when I wrapped it in newspaper and threw it in the bin, there had been no trace of the apple I thought I’d seen the night before. I must

  have imagined it, I decided, along with that ghostly figure in the glass.




  I smiled at Drew’s daughter. ‘I’m Grace, Lucy’s god-daughter,’ I said. ‘You must be Sophie.’




  Sophie nodded. ‘She talked about you.’




  ‘Really?’ I was surprised. ‘I haven’t seen her for years. I wouldn’t have blamed her if she’d forgotten all about me.’




  ‘No, she liked you. She showed me the cards you sent her from all round the world. She said you were a free spirit,’ said Sophie with a touch of envy.




  I was touched, and also rather ashamed. A postcard every now and then hadn’t required much effort. ‘If I’d known she liked them so much, I’d have sent her a card more

  often.’




  I finally managed to lock the door and dropped the key into the battered leather bag I’d slung over my shoulder. I’d bought it in a market in Jaipur years before and it went

  everywhere with me. It was the perfect size, just big enough for a passport, a purse and a pair of sunglasses – everything I needed to jump on a plane.




  ‘I didn’t think Lucy was particularly interested in travel,’ I excused myself.




  ‘She used to say that she was a spiritual traveller,’ said Sophie.




  That sounded like Lucy.




  ‘You were so lucky to have Lucy as a godmother,’ she added wistfully.




  In truth, Lucy had always been an odd choice – Christianity being one of the very few spiritual paths that my godmother hadn’t tried. But she and my mother had been old school

  friends, and Mum apparently thought Lucy would be more ‘interesting’ than more conventional friends and family. ‘It’s only a symbolic role anyway,’ Mum had argued when

  my father pointed out that Lucy wasn’t exactly a churchgoer. ‘Lucy can broaden Grace’s horizons.’




  I pulled open the gate and joined Sophie on the pavement. ‘You had her as a friend,’ I reminded her. ‘You knew her much better than I did.’




  ‘She was great.’ Sophie shifted her bag of books from one shoulder to another and looked sad. ‘I’m really going to miss her,’ she said. ‘She was the only

  person I’ve ever met who actually talked to you and listened to what you had to say.’




  I made a non-committal noise. I remembered Lucy as someone who talked at you rather than to you, but perhaps she had been different with Sophie.




  ‘Everyone thought she was weird, but she wasn’t,’ said Sophie. ‘She was a witch, you know.’




  ‘A witch?’ I fought to keep the scepticism from my voice. ‘Really?’




  ‘Didn’t you see her tools?’




  ‘I haven’t really had a chance to look round much yet,’ I said. ‘What did she have? A broomstick?’




  Sophie didn’t approve of my flippancy, that was clear. ‘It wasn’t like that!’ she said, eyeing me with contempt. ‘Wicca is a serious belief,’ she told me

  fiercely. ‘Witches revere the Earth. Lucy said we have to stop fighting nature and learn to live in harmony with it. What’s wrong with that?’




  ‘Nothing, I suppose,’ I backtracked, but my heart was sinking. Dealing with Lucy’s estate was going to be complicated enough, without adding witchcraft into the equation.
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  ‘Lucy was teaching me wisecraft,’ Sophie went on. ‘I was going to join her coven as soon as I was old enough, but I don’t know if I will now. I’ve

  found a new spiritual path,’ she said.




  ‘Oh?’ I zipped up my hooded cardigan against the chill. It was early April, but it felt more like winter than spring. I would have to buy myself a proper coat.




  ‘I’m a pagan,’ said Sophie proudly, and I suppressed a sigh. No wonder she had got on so well with Lucy. ‘I’m one of the Children of the Waters,’ she

  continued, ‘or I will be, when I’m properly initiated. I’m not ready yet.’




  ‘Right,’ I said, running out of non-committal responses.




  It was partly because I was distracted by the strangeness of my surroundings. The tarmac gleamed wetly after the rain, and a breeze was tearing the clouds apart to reveal straggly glimpses of

  blue sky. It was going to brighten up. Perhaps that explained the jagged quality to the light, which made the street look so odd.




  I dragged my attention back to Sophie. ‘What do your parents think about that?’




  ‘They don’t understand.’ Sophie scuffed her boots against the wrought-iron gate in a reassuringly adolescent gesture. ‘Mum only thinks about the latest status symbol, and

  Dad’s only interested in dead people.’




  ‘Dead people?’ Then I remembered that he was a historian.




  ‘And books.’ She made it sound like a perversion, and I had to smother a smile. Drew Dyer seemed an unlikely pervert.




  I was surprised, in fact, by how vividly I could picture Drew and the amusement gleaming in his quiet face. I remembered how inexplicably familiar he had seemed. My palm had tingled where it had

  touched his.




  To my dismay I felt my cheeks redden at the memory, and I pushed it hastily aside before Sophie could notice and wonder at my blush.




  I looked up the street instead. It was a narrow road, with cars parked on either side. At the end I could see a row of trees in front of the city walls, and behind them the great bulk of York

  Minster. I hadn’t noticed it in the dark the night before, but now my whole body seemed to jolt with recognition, although I knew I’d never seen it before.




  Sophie was watching me curiously. ‘Are you going into town?’




  I pulled myself together. ‘Yes. I’ve got an appointment with Lucy’s solicitor.’ I half-pulled the piece of paper with the address out of my bag and squinted at it.

  ‘Coney Street.’




  Coney Street. I’d read the address before, but now the name seemed to pluck at some deep chord of memory.




  Frowning, I stuffed the paper back into my bag. ‘I was planning on walking there. Is it far?’




  ‘Nothing’s far in York. I can show you a shortcut through the car park, if you like,’ she offered.




  Sophie pointed me in the right direction before slouching off to school. I watched her go, troubled in a way that I didn’t understand, before heading for the car park.




  The light was peculiarly intense, and I wished I’d brought my sunglasses after all. I walked past cars with fat yellow number plates, past street lamps, past houses, and the sense of

  wrongness persisted. It was almost as if I had never seen bricks before, never walked along a pavement.




  It was a long time since I’d been in England, I tried to reason with myself. Of course everything was going to look strange. I was used to the gang where I lived in Jakarta, to

  the deep gutters on either side of a walkway too narrow for anything but the satay-seller’s cart, and to houses half-hidden behind high walls and lush banana trees.




  A broken night hadn’t helped, either. Shreds of the nightmare lingered disturbingly in my mind, and I felt light-headed with lack of sleep.




  I’d never suffered badly from jet lag before, but now the feeling of dislocation was overpowering. I found I was walking carefully along a path beside the car park, but I kept starting at

  the sight of the high brick wall on my left and I slowed.




  Ahead, children were being hustled into school by harassed parents. Two girls overtook me. One of them was talking on a mobile phone. The jagged light was intensifying, making the whole scene

  waver, like a painted backdrop stirring in a draught. Behind it, I glimpsed a rough track between hedgerows lush with cow parsley and forget-me-not.




  I stumbled, blinked, and it was gone, but the smell of long grass and summer sunshine remained.




  My heart was beating hard and I put out a hand to steady myself against the wall, the brick rough beneath my fingers. I stared ahead, fixing my attention almost desperately on the two girls. The

  one on the phone switched it off and said something to her friend, and they both laughed, and then the colour was leaching from the world around me, and laughter rang in my ears.




  My laughter.




  I am breathless with it. Elizabeth and I are running along Shooter Lane, with Hap lopsided at our heels, his ears flying. Our skirts are fisted in our hands, our sides aching with suppressed

  giggles. We’re not supposed to run. We’re supposed to be modest and demure, to walk quietly with our eyes downcast, but it is a bright May day and the breeze that is stirring the trees

  seems to be stirring something inside me too. I want to run and dance, and spin round and round and round until I am dizzy.




  All day long we have both been giggly and skittish as horses with the wind up their tails. Exasperated, our mistress sent us off after dinner to gather salad herbs from our master’s garth

  in Paynley’s Crofts, and my apron is stained and grubby. Elizabeth’s, of course, still looks as if it is fresh back from the laundresses in St George’s Field.




  Our baskets were full and we were just closing the gate to the garth when we met Lancelot Sawthell. I tease Elizabeth about poor Lancelot, who turns red whenever he sees her, and coming

  face-to-face with him unexpectedly was almost too much for us. We had to press our lips together to stop giggling while he stammered a greeting, his Adam’s apple working frantically up and

  down, but oh, it was hard! We are cruel maids, I know, but not so cruel that we would laugh in his face, and we had to run as fast as we could so that we could explode with laughter out of his

  earshot.




  ‘Oh, Elizabeth, I told you so!’ I cry as we stop for breath at last. We drop our baskets into the long, sweet grass and collapse beside them, tugging at our bodices to ease our

  aching ribs. Hap flops beside me. He looks as if he is smiling too. His pink tongue lolls on one side of his mouth and his panting is loud in my ears. He can run fast, though he only has three good

  legs.




  ‘Lancelot is sweet on you!’ I insist to Elizabeth. ‘And now that he has seen how rosily you smile at him, he will be on his way to speak to your father, right

  now!’




  ‘Please, no!’ Elizabeth is almost weeping with laughter.




  We are laughing at nothing, the way silly girls do. We are laughing because we can.




  ‘I will miss you when you are married, Mistress Sawthell!’




  I will miss you. There is an odd moment when the words seem to hang in the air. The back of my neck prickles – someone is watching – but when I turn my head no one is there.

  The next moment I am toppling over as Elizabeth shoves me into the grass, and I am laughing again, the strangeness forgotten.




  My laughter fades as I sit up, and I pluck a sprig of rosemary from the basket. One day Elizabeth will marry, I realize for the first time, drawing the rosemary under my nose so that I

  can breathe in its fragrance. I love the smell of it, so clean, so true.




  Rosemary for remembrance. Strange to think that one day all this will be past, no more than a memory. No longer will we share the feather bed in the tiny chamber at the top of the Beckwith house

  in Goodramgate. There will be no more whispering and giggling until Dick, our master’s apprentice, bangs on the wall and begs us in God’s name to be quiet so that he can get some

  sleep.




  Of course Elizabeth will marry. She is a year older than me and she has a dowry. She is pretty, too, with bright-blue eyes and a sweet expression. Any young man would be glad to have her for a

  wife.




  I twiddle the rosemary round and round between my fingers. ‘I will miss you,’ I say again.




  Elizabeth sits up and hugs her knees. ‘I don’t even have a sweetheart yet,’ she reminds me. ‘Nor am I likely to have one, when the Beckwiths keep us so close.’




  We brood for a moment on the strictness of the household.




  ‘Perhaps you will have to settle for Lancelot Sawthell after all,’ I say.




  ‘I think I’d rather stay with the Beckwiths.’ Elizabeth flops back into the grass. ‘You can have Lancelot.’




  ‘I thank you for your kindness, but I cannot look so high for a husband, I fear.’




  I am smiling, but it is true. It is common knowledge that my dowry has gone to dice and I do not even have any beauty to tempt a husband. I am dark and scrawny and sallow-skinned, and my eyes

  are a strange, pale grey. Sometimes Elizabeth tries to comfort me by telling me they are beautiful, like silver, but I’ve seen how folk cross themselves surreptitiously sometimes when I pass.

  Even Lancelot Sawthell could do better than me.




  I cannot see anyone wanting to marry me. But I don’t want to think about the future. I want to stay in this moment, with my friend beside me and the sun in my eyes, and the smell of

  rosemary on my fingers and my ribs aching with laughter.




  Hap is still panting. ‘I shouldn’t have made you run so far,’ I say to him. ‘It must be hard with only three legs.’ He rolls over so that he is lying against my

  leg, and when I rub his chest in apology, he closes his eyes with a little sigh of pleasure.




  I smile at the sight of him. Hap is not a handsome creature, even I can see that, but his expression is alert and he is clever, much cleverer than Mistress Beckwith’s pretty spaniel or our

  master’s blundering hounds. I hardly notice any longer the withered paw he holds tucked into him.




  My hand resting on Hap’s warm body, I lie back and look up at the sky. It is blue and bright and the air is soft with summer. In the thorn tree behind us I can hear two blackbirds

  chittering at each other.




  Above us, a flock of pigeons are swooping through the air. They turn as one, their wings flashing in the sunlight. I watch them enviously.




  ‘Don’t you wish you could fly?’




  ‘No,’ Elizabeth says lazily.




  ‘I do. Imagine what it would be like, to be up in the sky looking down on everyone!’




  A billowy cloud drifts past. It blocks out the sun for a moment, and for some reason the shadow passing over my face makes me shiver. But then it is gone and the sudden chill with it.




  ‘I’d be terrified,’ Elizabeth says without opening her eyes.




  ‘I think it would be wonderful.’ My fingers are still absently caressing Hap’s sleek coat, and he huffs out a sigh and wriggles into a more comfortable position against me.

  ‘You could see everything that’s going on, but there would be no one to see you, or tell you to walk slowly or speak quietly, or fetch more wine or . . . or do

  anything.’




  ‘And nowhere warm to sleep and nothing to eat but worms.’ Elizabeth is nothing if not practical. ‘You’d hate it.’




  I make a face at the idea of worms. ‘But if I could fly, I could go wherever I wanted,’ I say. ‘I could fly far, far away. I could go to London!’




  I have never been further than the white stone cross on Heworth Moor. Mr Beckwith went to London once, but even though I teased him to tell us all about it, he just said it was a godless place.

  I suspect they made fun of his northern ways.




  ‘You’d like to see London, wouldn’t you, Elizabeth?’ I poke her and she bats my hand away.




  ‘Not if I have to eat worms,’ she says. ‘Why can’t you just be happy to stay in York?’




  ‘It’s just . . . don’t you ever want more, Elizabeth?’




  ‘More what?’




  I pluck discontentedly at the grass. ‘I don’t know . . . more something.’




  ‘Oh, more something!’ she mocks. ‘Now all is clear!’




  ‘You know what I mean.’




  ‘Hawise, you want too much.’ She sits up properly, serious now. ‘Why can’t you want what everyone else wants?’




  ‘I do!’




  ‘You don’t. You don’t think like everyone else. You want to fly like a bird and see the Queen and go on a ship and travel to Cathay . . . ’ Elizabeth rolls her

  eyes at the impossibility of my dreams. ‘You know what our mistress says. You must be careful.’




  I do know. Careful, careful, careful. The word has been dinned into me for years. I have no looks, no dowry, few kin. And I am different. My father brought me back from his adventuring when I

  was but a babe. All anybody knows about my mother is that she was French, and my father is close-mouthed on the subject. For years I told myself it was because he was broken-hearted, but now I

  think that too much ale has addled his memory and he doesn’t remember. For all anyone in York knows, I’m not even baptized.




  It was fortunate for me that Mistress Beckwith had a fondness for my father when he was young and charming, in a way he still can be when he tries. When he wants something. The Beckwiths took me

  on as a servant when I was twelve and I have been learning how to run a household ever since, although unless I marry I will never be able to put all I now know to good use.




  There is no use wishing that I could fly or stand by the ocean or see where peppers grow. My life is here, in York, and little comfort it will be unless I have a husband. I know that. I want to

  be like everyone else, I do, but it isn’t that easy to stop thinking thoughts. But I need to. I need to have a care for my reputation, just as Mistress Beckwith says, just as Elizabeth

  says.




  ‘You’re right,’ I tell Elizabeth. ‘I will try harder.’




  Over the city walls the Minster bell is ringing the hour. Elizabeth gets reluctantly to her feet and brushes down her skirts. ‘We’d better go. Hawise, your cap is all crooked.

  Mistress Beckwith will skelp you if you go back looking like that!’




  She will too. Our mistress has a kind heart, but a firm hand. I scramble up. My hair is dark and fine, and no matter how carefully I bind it, my cap is always slipping and sliding. I straighten

  it on my head. ‘Better?’




  She studies me critically. ‘Better,’ she agrees and hands me my basket. The lettuce and parsley have already wilted in the afternoon sun, but the rosemary is stronger and its smell

  is a shimmer in the air. ‘Come on, we’ll be late.’




  Hap follows with his skewed gait as we hurry along the lane, but as we turn the corner at Mr Frankland’s orchard, he stops with a whimper.




  ‘Hap?’ I look back at him in surprise.




  Elizabeth grips my arm. ‘Hawise, look!’ She points round the corner to where an old woman, bent and buckled as a bow, is standing in the middle of the path, muttering to herself.




  I suck in a breath of consternation and exchange a glance with Elizabeth. Mother Dent is a poor widow, a cunning woman by some accounts, but my sister Agnes told us once that she has heard Sybil

  Dent is a witch. She had a familiar, Agnes said, a cat she called after the Devil himself, and then she lowered her voice so that we shivered. ‘It sucks the blood from her cheek.’




  Mistress Beckwith says that such stories are nonsense, but still, I falter, and instinctively I reach for Elizabeth’s hand.




  ‘Let’s go back,’ she whispers.




  ‘It will take too long. We’re late. Besides,’ I add valiantly, ‘she won’t hurt us. She is just an old woman.’




  I call urgently to Hap, but he won’t come any closer to the widow and in the end I have to pick him up. He whines as we edge past Sybil, mumbling, ‘Good day to you.’




  We are almost past when Sybil swings round and fixes us both with a fathomless gaze.




  ‘Take heed,’ she says, her voice old and cracked, and we hesitate. I can feel Hap trembling in the crook of my arm.




  ‘Take heed of what?’ I ask, more boldly than I feel.




  Sybil’s eyes seem to look into us and through us. It is as if she sees something we cannot, and the hairs on the back of my neck lift. ‘Ware the iron,’ she says. ‘Ware

  the water.’




  ‘What does that mean?’ Elizabeth’s voice is high and thin, but the Widow Dent just turns away, hunching her shoulders.




  ‘Take heed,’ is all she will say.




  I tug Elizabeth away. ‘Leave her,’ I say. ‘She knows not what she says.’




  When we are past her, I put Hap down. We walk quickly away, and then faster and faster until we are running, running back to Monk Bar and the city, giggling with relief, and the breeze against

  our cheeks blows the widow’s warning from our minds.




  The touch on my arm jarred me back to reality so abruptly that I gasped with fright. I felt sick and faint, as if I had fallen down a step in the dark.




  ‘Grace? Are you all right?’ Drew Dyer took his hand away, eyeing me warily. ‘Sorry, I didn’t mean to startle you.’




  ‘I’m . . . It’s . . . ’




  Desperately I tried to pull myself together. I clutched at the chain around my neck, feeling its silver warm from my skin. Its braiding was reassuringly familiar beneath my fingertips. I was

  Grace Trewe, I remembered that straight away, but I had been that girl – Hawise, her friend had called her – too. She was still there, in my head. I could feel her frustration as she

  faded, unwilling to let me go.




  I looked down, half-expecting to see a little black dog under my arm. I was sure I could feel the warm weight of him, his shiver as we passed Widow Dent. But Hap had gone. I was wearing jeans

  and a long-sleeved top under my cardigan, not an apron over my kirtle, but I could still feel the linen frill at my neck, the tightness of the bodice laced over my red petticoat.




  Cautiously I looked around. This path was Shooter Lane. The patchwork of small enclosed fields and orchards was sealed now with tarmac, and houses and cars stood where once the wildflowers

  frothed in the hedgerows. When I reached out to touch the wall beside me again, the brick was rough and real beneath my fingertips.




  ‘Grace?’ said Drew again. He was watching me in concern. ‘You were just standing there as I came up behind you. Are you sure you’re okay?’




  I shook my head to clear it. I’d had a peculiarly vivid hallucination – that was all. It had to have been. Clearly only moments had passed while I lay in the long grass with Hap

  pressed into my leg and my friend by my side.




  ‘Yes . . . Yes, I’m fine,’ I managed. I couldn’t tell Drew that in my mind I’d been another girl, in another time. He would think I was mad. I would think

  I was mad. ‘I just didn’t sleep very well, that’s all. And I’m still jet-lagged.’ I even mustered a smile of sorts. ‘It’s not a good combination. I blanked

  out completely there for a moment.’




  ‘You’re very white. Perhaps you should go back and lie down?’




  ‘No!’ My recoil was instinctive. I didn’t want to go back there. ‘I mean . . . no, I’m okay, honestly,’ I said, even while a part of my mind was asking:

  Back where?




  To prove the point I started walking again, but very gingerly. I found myself watching the pavement, afraid that it might disappear again. My mind was still jerking with the immediacy of the

  scene, and I could feel Hawise clamouring to be let back in, a weird dragging sensation at the edges of my consciousness that made me think of the wave, and the inexorable swirl and suck of the

  water pulling me back, back, back . . .




  ‘Where have you come from?’ asked Drew after a moment.




  ‘What?’




  ‘You said you were jet-lagged.’




  ‘Oh . . . yes – Indonesia.’ All at once I longed to be back in Jakarta, where I knew where I was and what I was doing. Where I never doubted the pavement beneath my feet.

  ‘I’ve been teaching English there.’




  ‘Must be a bit of a change arriving in York.’




  A bubble of hysterical laughter lodged in my throat and I had to bite down on the inside of my cheeks to stop it erupting. I thought of my nightmare, of the strange, rotting apples that

  disappeared overnight, of that extraordinarily vivid scene I had just imagined.




  ‘You could say that.’




  Drew was wearing a shabby tweed jacket and carrying a briefcase bulging with papers and books. He was blessedly ordinary. He was solid, real, and I noticed that, as I fixed my attention on him,

  the tugging sensation in my head faded.




  I cleared my throat. ‘Are you going into town too?’ That was it, I congratulated myself. Make conversation, be normal.




  ‘To the city archives,’ he said. ‘I’m working on local court records there at the moment.’




  ‘Did you finish your paper?’




  ‘I wish. No, I’m taking a break from it. There are only so many dung heaps and clogged gutters that I can write about at one time.’




  ‘It must have smelt a bit like the canals in Jakarta,’ I said. Odd that, right then, Indonesia seemed more knowable and familiar than York, with its jarring light and its wavering

  air. I felt giddy again, remembering how reality had slipped sideways.




  I must have imagined it. I must have.




  ‘Maybe,’ Drew was saying. ‘I expect we’d have found the streets of Tudor York pretty whiffy, but they had their own notions of cleanliness and they were pretty good at

  enforcing them.’




  ‘So what are you going to be looking at in the archives?’ I asked, anxious not to let the conversation lapse. I wished I could hold Drew’s hand, but the poor man would have a

  fit if I grabbed him. I would have to hang on to his words instead. ‘More nosy neighbours?’




  ‘Yes, as a matter of fact. I’m on research leave at the moment and I’ve a book to finish. I’m working on social identity, in a nutshell, but the chapter I’m writing

  now is about misbehaviour.’




  I nodded along as he talked, interested, but increasingly frustrated by that insistent itch of familiarity. I studied him under my lashes. He had one of those quiet, restrained faces that are

  almost impossible to describe, but I couldn’t imagine where I would have come across Drew Dyer in the past.




  ‘We haven’t met before, have we?’ I asked at last.




  ‘No,’ said Drew. His eyes rested on my mouth for a moment and then he lifted them to meet mine. ‘I’d remember,’ he said, and there was a moment – just a tiny

  moment – when there was an unmistakable zing between us. Which was ridiculous, because he was much older than me, and definitely not my type.




  I looked away, unaccountably flustered.




  ‘Must have been in another life,’ I said, and I laughed, not very successfully.




  And then I shivered.




  ‘Cold?’




  ‘I’m fine,’ I said. ‘Just getting used to the change of climate.’




  Drew Dyer was clearly comfortable with silence, while my fingers were wound tensely around my pendant and my shoulders hunched against the intrusive tug in my head. She was there – Hawise.

  I could feel her, wanting me to remember how I had lain in the grass with my friend and my dog, and I set my jaw stubbornly. I wasn’t going to give in to it.




  Deliberately I untangled my fingers from the chain and let it fall back against my neck as I thought about the clothes Elizabeth and I had been wearing. I’d never had any interest in

  history, but they seemed vaguely Tudory to me, and Drew Dyer was a historian of Elizabethan York.




  I glanced at him as he walked beside me, his stride easy and unconcerned. It couldn’t be a coincidence. My subconscious had obviously stirred together a mish-mash of impressions from the

  night before and seasoned it with jet lag and a touch of culture shock.




  Because it couldn’t be true . . . could it?




  I bit my lip. ‘This area,’ I said, gesturing vaguely at the car park. ‘Have there always been buildings here?’




  If Drew was surprised at the abruptness of my question, he gave no sign of it. He shifted his briefcase to tuck it under the other arm, and I had a sudden, shocking flashback to lifting Hap,

  holding him wedged under my arm. My subconscious again, I told myself firmly.




  ‘It was mostly market gardens around here until the nineteenth century,’ Drew said. ‘Further out was the common land, but this close to the city there would have been small

  allotments, orchards, that kind of thing.’




  Orchards.




  An inexplicable dread prickled over my skin, catching me unawares. I pulled the sleeves of my cardigan down over my fingers as I shivered.




  Drew was still talking. ‘This path we’re walking on is an ancient right of way. In Roman times it was a road leading to the praetorium, where the Minster is now.’ He pointed

  ahead to the city walls with the cathedral behind. ‘Later in the Middle Ages they moved the gate to where Monk Bar is now, and they called this—’




  ‘Shooter Lane,’ I murmured, and he stopped and looked at me, astonished.




  ‘How on earth did you know that?’




  ‘I don’t know,’ I said honestly, and I shivered again.




  I really had to get myself a warm jacket.




  York is a very old city, and it shows. There are crooked, cobbled streets and buildings misshapen with age. There are narrow alleyways with quaint names and an ancient church every time you turn

  a corner. There are handsome Georgian houses jostling with half-timbered shops and modern office blocks, and dominating them all is the bulk of the Minster, looming above the city like a great

  limestone liner. It’s not quite as pretty as you think it will be, but there is a sturdiness to the city that has seen off the centuries. Swept up within the circle of city walls, indented

  like a child’s drawing, this is a practical place where people live and work and play, the way they have always done.




  But that first day I knew none of that. I knew only that disquiet was beginning to claw at my spine once more, as we walked under a great stone gateway through the city walls. A taxi ride from

  the station in the dark with a taciturn driver was my only experience of York at that point, but I didn’t need Drew to tell me where we were. I knew the gate was called Monk Bar. I

  felt as if I had walked beneath it countless times before, and as we headed down Goodramgate, recognition began to clang like a bell inside me.




  Déjà vu, I tried to tell myself, but the uncanny sense of familiarity and wrongness persisted. The streets weren’t quite right. The houses weren’t quite right. Nothing

  was quite right. Only the Minster towers, soaring above it all, looked as they should . . . but that couldn’t be right, either.




  I caught the unmistakable whiff of open drains and sniffed at the air. Drew saw me wrinkling my nose. ‘Chocolate,’ he said.




  ‘What?’




  ‘The smell. It comes from the Nestlé factory.’ He pointed behind us. ‘When the wind is in the right direction you can practically taste it.’




  I sniffed again. It didn’t smell like chocolate to me. I detected a much more pungent combination: wet straw and wood smoke, perhaps. Mud and freshly cut timber. Shit, lots of it. Stagnant

  water. Something earthy and raw that caught at the back of my throat.




  Not a hint of chocolate.




  A monstrous headache was building behind my eyes. The sense that I ought to recognize the street had grown oppressive, and I found myself staring from side to side, searching for something that

  would trigger a memory of when I might have been there before, and why.




  Delivery vehicles were parked half-on, half-off the pavement in Goodramgate, holding up the traffic that was trying to make its way along the narrow city streets. I was frowning, which Drew

  evidently took for disapproval.




  ‘They’ve got to unload before eleven,’ he told me. ‘After that, vehicles are banned and the streets revert to pedestrians.’




  He stood back and gestured for me to go ahead of him, past a lorry laden with scaffolding. There was only room for single file on the pavement, and even then I had to flatten myself against a

  shop window to squeeze past the wing mirror. As I turned my shoulder, the pavement tipped beneath my feet without warning and my heart jumped into my throat as I felt myself falling.




  It’s still beating hard as I edge past the end of the cart and step over the gutter into the street, but I don’t understand why I am suddenly afraid. The feeling

  only lasts a moment, and then I shake it aside. The world is not out of kilter. Nothing is wrong.


  The cart taking up most of the street is laden with tar barrels. A shaggy horse waits patiently

  between the shafts. Hap, scavenging in the gutter, gives its hooves a wide berth, but I stop to stroke its nose while the carter and his apprentice hoist barrels off the cart and roll them towards

  Mr Maltby’s door, ignoring the bad-tempered cursing of the countryman on his wagon who is trying to pass.




  I like horses. I like the feel of the velvet lips feathering my palm, the warm, grumbly breath, the patient eyes. I wish I could ride. Even country girls get to perch on the rump of a pony

  sometimes, but I am a mercer’s maidservant and I must walk everywhere. Once I told Mr Beckwith that I would like a horse of my own one day, and he threw back his head and laughed so that I

  could see the gaping hole where the barber drew his tooth. ‘Where would you go on your horse, Hawise? You don’t need a horse to get to market.’




  That is true. It doesn’t take long to walk from one side of the city to another. I have no need of a horse, and nowhere to go.




  Scratching the horse between its ears, I catch myself feeling restless and make myself stop. I have tried so hard not to think that way. I must be quiet, I must be ordinary. I mustn’t

  think or wish or dream.




  I am giving a final pat and turning to go on, when there is a loud scraping sound and a thud behind me. Too impatient to wait, the countryman has pushed on. His wagon has scraped against Henry

  Lander’s stall, and now it is stuck and Henry is shouting and swearing at the countryman in his turn. Edward Braithwaite’s apprentice is offering pointless suggestions from across the

  street, until Henry and the countryman turn on him. They are having a fine old row.




  Between their cursing and the loud quarrelling coming from the alehouse, the air is rent with vexation, but beneath their noise and fury, the sounds of the street make a music of their own: a

  burst of laughter through a window, the snip of shears, banging and clanking from the spurrier’s workshop. An apprentice is whistling. Somewhere a baby is crying. And, weaving through it all,

  the thrum of conversation. Isabel Ellis has her head together with two of her gossips. They are clustered in her doorway, leaning eagerly in to discuss what she has seen in the fields, or heard

  under a window. I can’t hear what they are saying but it will be something scandalous. Their faces are bright, their hands clapped to their mouths to hide their delighted shock.




  They stop talking as I pass and watch me in silence. I know what they are thinking: there she goes, the odd servant of the Beckwiths with that strange dog of hers. I bite my lip and pretend not

  to notice. The consensus in the street is that Hap should have been drowned after the accident that cost him his paw. He is too black, too different. They don’t understand how clever he is.

  They don’t understand that now he is my only friend.




  For Elizabeth is dead.




  As always, the thought of her grabs me by the throat, and for a moment I cannot breathe for grief. Mr Beckwith had the old stable pulled down last September and built a fine new one, but the

  carpenters left an old nail in the yard, and Elizabeth stepped on it one day. It went through the sole of her shoe. Later, I remembered that day in Paynley’s Crofts when we lay in the grass

  and laughed – the day we met Widow Dent. ‘Beware the iron,’ she had said. We didn’t think she meant a little nail.




  At first we thought it would be all right, but that puncture in her sole grew red and angry, and then the whole foot puffed up. We watched helplessly as the poison spread up her leg until it

  consumed all of her. Elizabeth died one day when the mist hung heavy over the city and spangled the spiders’ webs with tears. I held her hand until she had gone and felt pain close around my

  heart like a fist.




  It was God’s will, I know, but oh, I miss her so.




  Two small boys are chasing another, even smaller, one down the street. Their quarry dodges through the crowd. He bumps into William Paycock’s stall, swerves around Margery Dickson, and

  narrowly avoids falling over one of Percival Geldart’s pigs, but his luck runs out when he gets to me. He crashes into me and I stagger back.




  I sucked in a breath at the impact as someone jostled past me on the narrow pavement and I fell back against a window, unable to tell at that point where I was, who I

  was.




  ‘Grace!’ Drew came up, frowning, and took hold of my arm. ‘That guy nearly knocked you off your feet!’




  His grip was extraordinarily reassuring. ‘Really,’ I said, through the roaring in my ears, ‘I’m—’




  ‘Fine, I know,’ he interrupted me. ‘Where are you going?’




  Back to the Mr Beckwith’s house, of course. I’ve been to the market. My mistress will be waiting.




  I struggled to focus. ‘Solicitor,’ I managed. ‘I’ve got an appointment.’




  ‘What time?’




  It took a few seconds to remember what he was talking about. ‘Ten-thirty,’ I said at last, a hand to my pounding head.




  ‘Then you’ve got time for a coffee.’




  





  [image: ]




  Drew took charge, steering me into a coffee shop and pushing me into a leather chair. The roaring had moved from my ears to my brain by then, and darkness was rushing in.

  Without thinking, I leant forward and dropped my head between my knees.




  He put a steadying hand at the nape of my neck. I could feel it resting there, warm, safe. ‘You’re not going to throw up on me, are you?’




  I managed to shake my head.




  ‘When was the last time you ate?’




  I tried to think. They had served breakfast on the plane, but I’d been too tired to eat after I landed. ‘Somewhere over Turkey, I think.’




  ‘No wonder you’re ready to pass out.’ He took his hand away. ‘Stay there.’




  I didn’t have much choice. My mind was reeling still, and my legs felt boneless, while my heart galloped with disbelief, but I managed to sit up at last and close my eyes.




  ‘Here.’ I opened them as Drew set down a cup of frothy coffee in front of me. ‘I didn’t know what you would like, but I got you a cappuccino. Eat the brownie too. You

  need the sugar.’




  I hadn’t realized until then how hungry I was. ‘Thank you,’ I said. ‘You’re very kind.’ Shakily I reached out and broke off a piece of the brownie.




  I love food. I hoard memories of wonderful meals I’ve eaten: duck liver with fried apple on a little square of toast in France; prawn curry by the beach in Goa; a bacon-and-egg sandwich,

  warm and fatty and oozing yolk on the train to Brighton; nasi goreng served on a chipped plate at a warung in Sumatra.




  But none of them tasted as good as that brownie did. When I put it in my mouth, the sugar burst on my tongue in an explosion of sweetness and chocolate, and I chewed slowly, astounded by the

  lightness of texture, the density and complexity of taste.




  ‘God, what’s in this?’ I mumbled. ‘It’s fantastic!’




  Drew raised his brows. ‘Well, you’re a cheap date,’ he said, and the creases around his eyes deepened in amusement. ‘I don’t think I’ve ever seen anyone enjoy

  a plastic-wrapped brownie quite so much before.’




  ‘It’s just . . . it’s as if I’ve never tasted chocolate before,’ I tried to explain. ‘It’s incredible.’ I took a sip of the cappuccino. It was

  rich and smooth and creamy, and the froth left a moustache on my upper lip. ‘This is too.’




  I was licking it off when my eye caught Drew’s, and I saw myself as he must have seen me, running my tongue round my mouth as if I were auditioning for a porn flick. I snapped my tongue

  back in my mouth and my colour rose. ‘Sorry! I get a bit carried away.’




  ‘Don’t apologize. My ex-wife spends her whole time counting calories, so it’s a nice change to see someone really enjoying her food. Are you like this with everything, or is it

  just chocolate and coffee?’




  ‘Do you know, I’d have said it was everything except chocolate,’ I said. ‘I don’t normally have much of a sweet tooth.’




  I took another piece of the brownie. The second bite was just as miraculous as the first. I tried to look cool, but judging by the smile tugging at the corner of Drew’s mouth, I

  didn’t do very well.




  ‘Feeling better?’ he asked when I had finished.
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