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Emma sees something impossible again – a man walking unharmed out of a deep churning
river. Last time her parents thought she was hallucinating. Now she’ll keep it secret. Is Emma
going crazy? Or does she see things the others can’t see – or won’t admit to seeing?On the
surface is a family in crisis. Emma is an awkward teenager in a world of her own, and there is a
web of secrets her family are keeping from each other, which can only be untangled if they have
the courage to share what they have seen. There seems to be a hidden world – magical or
dangerous – only a hair’s breadth away from everyday Northumberland. The family befriend the
mysterious Mr Woodreeve, and they begin to dream of moving to the country. But why is he so
friendly, and why is Emma in particular drawn to him? When he disappears, leaving behind his
own peculiar story for them to read, they are more confused than ever. Secret letters, secret
places, secret lovers all have to be discovered and understood, before the family can find their
way towards the truth. Will they be brave enough to share these secrets – and how will their lives
be changed?

About the AuthorSkye Alexander is the author of more than two dozen fiction and nonfiction
books, including 10-Minute Feng Shui, The Care and Feeding of Your Chi, and The Reflexology
Card Deck. Her first novel, Hidden Agenda, won the Kiss of Death Award for best book of
romantic suspense. Her stories have appeared in numerous anthologies internationally, and her
work has been translated into ten languages. She was also featured in the Discovery Channel
TV special "Secret Stonehenge." After spending thirty-one years in Massachusetts, she now
lives on a cattle ranch in the heart of Texas.--This text refers to the hardcover edition.
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1About the AuthorRobert Bluck is a writer, Zen practitioner and occasional meditation teacher.
He previously worked as a schoolteacher, academic librarian and Open University lecturer. Born
in London, he migrated north in stages, and he and his wife now live in rural Northumberland. As
well as a Creative Writing Diploma, he has research degrees in English and Religious Studies,
and his doctoral thesis was published in 2006 as British Buddhism.He used to spend summers
backpacking across the Pyrenees or climbing Scotland’s mountains, but this has given way to
cycling. In 2013 he and his friend Steve rode from Land’s End to John o’ Groats to raise money
for their local hospice. (It was Steve’s wife Julie who discovered Unbound as a new way to
publish.)At present he is researching and writing a book on family history, setting the four
families of his grandparents in their nineteenth-century social and economic contexts, from
labourers in rural Worcestershire to drapers in Newcastle. Away from writing, Robert is either
cycling with Steve or planning their 2,000-mile ride round the coast of Scotland, which may well
turn into another book. Mr Woodreeve’s Reflection is his first novel.
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2For Steve and Julie Gibbon with thanks for their advice, enthusiasm,expertise and friendship

3Dear Reader, The book you are holding came about in a rather different way to most others. It
was funded directly by readers through a new website: Unbound.Unbound is the creation of
three writers. We started the company because we believed there had to be a better deal for
both writers and readers. On the Unbound website, authors share the ideas for the books they
want to write directly with readers. If enough of you support the book by pledging for it in
advance, we produce a beautifully bound special subscribers’ edition and distribute a regular
edition and e-book wherever books are sold, in shops and online.This new way of publishing is
actually a very old idea (Samuel Johnson funded his dictionary this way). We’re just using the
internet to build each writer a network of patrons. Here, at the back of this book, you’ll find the
names of all the people who made it happen.Publishing in this way means readers are no longer
just passive consumers of the books they buy, and authors are free to write the books they really
want. They get a much fairer return too – half the profits their books generate, rather than a tiny



percentage of the cover price.If you’re not yet a subscriber, we hope that you’ll want to join our
publishing revolution and have your name listed in one of our books in the future. To get you
started, here is a £5 discount on your first pledge. Just visit , make your pledge and type
MATTHEWREEVE in the promo code box when you check out.Thank you for your support,Dan,
Justin and JohnFounders, Unbound
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6Author’s NoteForty miles west of Newcastle, a small river flows through a thickly wooded valley
into the South Tyne, at the edge of a village. Readers who know this part of Northumberland may
begin to recognise the valley, part of the village, and even particular houses. But then the river
flows south instead of north, the houses change shape or appear in quite different places – and
the village has grown or shrunk and moved further away. This is where most of the story you are
about to read takes place – in an imagined corner of a real county.All the characters in Mr
Woodreeve’s Reflection are similarly fictional.

1Part One



1The Green BridgeFriday 17 August 2012 In the last second of the chosen morning, Emma lets
go of a wooden post, one foot raised to step off the bridge. A brown wave leaps up at her and
she falls into the air – peaty water in her mouth, a slow scream inside her head, like the
buzzard’s mewing. In that single moment, between water jumping and ground slipping away – if
there is space for such a moment – a shape in the corner of her vision becomes a young man
walking.He moves slowly, out of the wave and onto the bank beside her. The churning river must
be eight feet deep, but there he is, the young man with a rucksack, his clothes all wet, a smile of
anticipation and that split-second glance from his wide eyes. The question springs into her mind,
a fragment from a half-forgotten conversation: Are you a person in my story, or am I a person in
yours?*Fifteen minutes earlier, she had been striding along the rough track, determined to reach
the bridge before her little brothers, birthday or no birthday. The path was full of puddles, grass
still wet from the rain. Wind swayed the white birch trunks, pulled at the wrinkled oak. The
startled pigeons clattered from the trees.The noise was all around her. Was it the wind on the
steep slope above her right shoulder, roaring through the great oaks, their branches covered in
lichen, thick strands of ivy climbing up gnarled trunks? Or was it the river itself, the writhing water
below her feet on the left, glimpsed through the strip of woodland, the smaller birch and alder,
the bushes whose names she could never remember?The storm had filled her mind, the night of
howling gales and rain, the wind still tearing into the ash trees above her. History repeating itself,
she thought, recalling her A-level coursework from a few months back, the historical geography
project, Four Storms on the Tyne. First was the Great Flood of 1771, the storm of water everyone
knows from local history – bridges swept away, houses collapsing and people drowned. The next
decade brought a storm of the air – water and wind together, tearing at the lime mortar, pulling
down Hexham’s new stone bridge. Then came a storm of fire, the one that frightened her – men
and women struck by lightning, a steam train off the rails and burning in the river. Before all these
was a storm of the earth – the ground itself giving way in the heart of the city, the wooden
quayside, sucking scores of citizens into the Tyne.What must they have been like, these huge
storms? And now only a night of wind and rain, streams overflowing onto the track. This kind of
storm should be in winter, shouldn’t it? Twelve hours of rain in the middle of August, it’s not
natural, trees still bending in the wind, and the sun flashing on the deep water, mud-brown
turning into darting points of white-yellow light.*Now it is alder and willow instead of the ash and
oak. She must be further along than she thought. An owl glides off down the path, silent wings
leading her on. What’s an owl doing here in the daytime? Dad would know, he’s the expert. But
he’s way behind now, carrying all the luggage. A sudden gust of wind, and all the birds fly from
the trees – chaffinch and crow, jay and jackdaw, robin and rook and wren – darting and flapping
in every direction. In the last minutes of the morning, she reaches a tunnel of willows, where an
arch frames a hidden path down to the wooden bridge.Emma flies out of the tunnel of willows on
a column of moving air, bound up inside the spell she sees – the wind tearing at the oak trees in
an ancient storm, an owl drifting in its own silence beside the roaring water. There is a cloudless
sky suddenly above her and she emerges into brilliant sunlight, her eyes blinking. The wind pulls



at her shirt, rippling the sky-blue denim. She swoops down off the main track towards the bridge,
windmill arms sailing in delight. More like eight than eighteen. For a wild moment she imagines
she has conjured it all up herself: I have charmed the landscape and the weather, I wave my
arms and the sun comes out.It is even louder here, the wind in the trees and the roar of water,
the river in spate, six feet higher than normal, the air still smelling of rain. In sudden sunlight after
the dark woodland, the river’s surface pitches and rolls like boiling glass. Limbs of dead trees
bounce down the valley, flashing in the sun, a slalom between submerged rocks. Torn branches
float past, foliage twisted and mangled. Underneath the bouncing water, big stones are grinding
in the river’s bed.Along the wooded bank below her, the oak and the ash are still swaying and
groaning, the holly and the ivy, full grown and overgrown. Stepping down towards the bridge, she
sees grey lichen on the wooden rail, and remnants of paint, a darker green. She takes the last
few paces to the bridge, pauses to look down. Eddies and whirlpools sway round the black
rocks.She is well ahead of the twins. There is time to walk slowly onto the bridge, to gaze into the
tumbling water. The gale pulls dark hair across her face and for a moment she can hardly see.
The roar she took for the wind is the river itself as it surges beneath her. And there is something
more, a pulsing wordless voice, a heaving and gasping to and fro, as if she is herself the wind
and the water. Gradually she feels it fade, and realises it is her own breathing.At the far end of
the bridge she stops, checks her watch as requested, the seconds ticking away. With her hand
on the last wooden post, she is about to step onto the narrow path, but pauses again, unable to
step off the bridge. Maybe it really is enchanted – that would be something! She peers at her
watch again. One minute to twelve. Her brothers are racing each other down to the bridge, her
mother walking behind them. Emma has to pause and let them catch up. The twins begin their
stupid game, dropping sticks into the churning water. Eleven years old today and still little boys.
She looks up to see where the buzzard is mewing; but there is only a flash of midnight blue-
black wings, flapping north along the slope of the hill.Her hand rests on the post, fingers
touching moss in a crevice, green fur against the grey wood. Then comes the moment of midday,
one foot on the muddy path, the other lifting from the wet wooden planks. The water surges and
here is the impossible someone walking out of a wave. She has never seen this young man
before, but she knows at once who he must be.Both boys point at the river and shout, but the
wind pulls their words away. A break in the clouds. She is dreaming and it is happening so slowly,
yet somehow all at once, as if it were charmed or spellbound. Here is the call of the buzzard, the
great wave, the fall into the air, the letting go of a post – and the young man walking out of a
river.In what should be the next moment, all she can see is deep blue sky. Then there is wet mud
on her jeans, and a sharp pain in her hip. Mum calls out and she gives a feeble wave back. The
twins arrive, hands outstretched, pulling her to her feet. Even Dad has almost caught up, walking
down to the bridge with heavy bags in each hand. How long has she been lying here?She
shouldn’t have been able to see the young man – that much was obvious. He has appeared for
her alone, leading her out of the forest and across the wooden bridge, into the enchanted field.
Here are the bejewelled trees, the refracted diamonds and rubies, emeralds, the pale sapphires,



which the others would only see as raindrops hanging from wet leaves in the sunlight. Nobody
else could possibly have seen him, they would never understand. They never did. Part of a
nursery rhyme her mother taught her years ago floats into her mind: You cannot go where I have
been, you cannot see what I have seen.The most important thing is to keep it to herself. As long
as they don’t find out, she’ll still be safe. They didn’t actually say it last time, but she saw what
they were thinking. Crazy daughter, loopy sister. She’ll not make that mistake again.Hide him in
the back of her memory, that’s the best idea. If they ask why she stopped, she was watching a
magpie, or out of breath – though she stood for a full minute before the boys arrived – or
admiring the power of the water. Out of breath, looking at the river, that’s the story. How could
she tell them the truth, how would it sound? I tried to move forward, but I could not. No, that
wouldn’t do at all.
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CS, “A Literary Mystery Set in a Magical, Fairy-Tale-like World, a Contemporary Novel With a
Hint of Magic. ”If I had a box just for wishesAnd dreams that had never come trueThe box would
be emptyExcept for the memoryOf how they were answered by you“But there never seems to be
enough timeTo do the things you want to doOnce you find themI've looked around enough to
knowThat you're the one I want to goThrough time with”-- Time in a Bottle, songwriter Jim
CroceFriday 17 August 2012”In the last second of the chosen morning, Emma lets go of a
wooden post, one foot raised to step off the bridge. A brown wave leaps up at her and she falls
into the air – peaty water in her mouth, a slow scream inside her head, like the buzzard’s
mewing. In that single moment, between water jumping and ground slipping away – if there is a
space for such a moment – a shape in the corner of her vision becomes a young man
walking.“He moves slowly, out of the wave and onto the bank beside her. The churning river
must be eight feet deep, but there he is, the young man with a rucksack, his clothes all wet, a
smile of anticipation and that split-second glance from his wide eyes. The question springs into
her mind, a fragment from a half-forgotten conversation: Are you a person in my story, or am I a
person in yours?”A literary mystery, a sprinkling of the unexplained, set in a magical, fairy-tale
like world just footsteps outside the everyday world we live in. But, this isn’t a children’s story, or
even a fairy-tale in the most literal sense, it’s more of a contemporary novel with a hint of
magic.At its heart, this is a story about connections. Those people we are bonded to by familial
connections, those we meet in our lives and bond with through marriage or friendship. The
stories we share with them, and the ones they share with us. Stories like these have the power to
change lives, alter the way we see the world, and maybe even how the world shows itself to
us.They are drawn to the area of Northumberland, a rural area where they spend a family
vacation enjoying the quiet, simple life at a lodge near Hexham. It is there they first meet
Matthew the Woodreeve, the caretaker of the forest, an older man with a bit of a mysterious
aura, as though he’s always been a part of these woods since time began. They all are drawn to
Matthew for somewhat different reasons. They fall under the spell of this land, this forest, his
stories. This family of five, with twin boys Jonathan and Ben, and daughter Emma, and parents
Helen and Keith, they begin to think and talk about a change in lifestyle, or perhaps the land
summons them. It isn’t long before their life in Newcastle is left behind.The healing power of
nature, the power of love to change and transform the way we see each other, the world around
us are all themes that are interwoven through this debut novel, which was just the thing I needed
this week.”

Susanne S., “Kismet: A book about destiny, fate and magic.. 3.75 Stars* (rounded up)Kismet is
an incredible thing. It’s not something you can explain - its destiny, fate. Something that
happens by chance that changes your life. For Emma, her brothers, Jonathan and Ben and their
parents, Helen and Keith, something magical happens when walking in the woods of



Northumberland. They meet Matthew Woodreeve and once they do, they see things they never
thought possible. Matthew opens their eyes, helps each of them find beauty in the land, and in
life and find hope where it was once was lost.Matthew the Woodreeve is a very special man. His
cabin is fantastical and the land he has taken great care of is lovely and mystical. Emma can
feel and see its magic more than any other. Unfortunately, Matthew’s life has not always been
easy and his past is a mystery which is waiting to be solved. For years he has been quite lonely
and then this family appears and they help each other heal, with Matthew giving them the most
incredible gift just waiting to be opened. A library full of books, sunlight streaming in, a meadow
of flowers, open fields, the stream, so many breathless moments - and well something even
more special: Kismet.“Mr. Woodreeve’s Reflection” is a book that leaves you full of hope,
believing in life’s possibilities, smiling. I chose it due to Diane S.’ incredible review and I’m so
glad I did! Thanks Diane!Thank you to NetGalley, Unbound and Robert Bluck for an ARC of this
novel in exchange for an honest review.Published on NetGalley, Goodreads and Amazon on
3.2.18.”

sobryan, “Complex story about past, present and in between. Robert Bluck has created an oasis
within a forest in this complex story about family roots, love of the earth and the magic of Mother
Nature.Its English setting makes slow reading for those not familiar with English countrysides,
but the spirit of the story pushes through. Who wouldn't want to live a seemingly magical location
surrounded by rivers, mountains, forests and gardens?Matthew the Woodreeve draws the
Forster family into his magical world with mysterious rhymes, clues and teasers. What the family
finds is more than they expected as they learn more about their new surroundings and the man
who created new home."Mr. Woodreeve's Reflection" is a deeply personal look at the past, the
present and how they are interpreted.ARC provided by NetGalley”

The book by Robert Bluck has a rating of  5 out of 4.0. 3 people have provided feedback.
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