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FEAR AND DESIRE

The Indians moved on and when she realized
that her own group was safe she was overcome with a fit of
trembling.

She could not control herself. She was so
very tired. So very hungry. So very frightened. She felt the
security of Connor's arms as they came around her and she burrowed
her head into his chest. Her hands clutched at his shirt as she
moved closer, pressing her body against the length of his. She
could not get close enough.

"Shush, mo cridhe," he whispered. His lips
touched the top of her head. "They are gone and we should be away
whilst we know where they are."

She didn't want to move. She wanted to stay
where she was, secure in his arms until this nightmare ended.

She could have remained in Williamsburg,
safe with her uncle.

Safe and not knowing if her brother were
alive or dead. Or if Connor were alive or dead. Would it have
mattered to her then?

He rose, pulling her to her feet as if she
weighed nothing. She looked up into his eyes, which were lost in
the shadows created by the moonlight. His hand touched her cheek,
his thumb moved under her eye and she realized there were tears.
Then his hand cupped her chin and tilted her face up.

He was going to kiss her. The fear, the
worry, the discomfort, all flew from her mind as her stomach
churned with anticipation. The pad of his thumb moved across her
lips, and they parted, ready...waiting...
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AUTHOR'S NOTE

I was raised on a battlefield. Some of my first memories are of
visiting the memorial at Tu-Endie-Wei Park and wondering about the
battle fought there and the men who died. The place was full of
history and I loved it. The battle I am referring to is The Battle
of Point Pleasant, the only battle fought in what was referred to
as Dunmore's war. The battle was between the Virginia Militia and
the united Indian nations led by Chief Cornstalk. It is of
historical significance because after the English victory there was
peace on the Frontier along the Ohio River. This peace allowed the
colonists to come east and fight in what was to become the
Revolutionary War.

1 lived in Point Pleasant,
West Virginia, as a child so I suppose it was destiny that led me
to write this story. The places I knew well, the history, were part
of me and the research involved led to many late nights and tired
eyes. I used actual people from history and intertwined them with
my characters: Connor, Carrie and her father and brother. It was
not my intention to make this book into a history lesson but to
represent the courage it took to build a nation. So if some of you
are history majors and know that General Andrew Lewis was not in a
certain place at a certain time, all I can say is—sorry. I loved the
image of him as Connor's mentor and placed him in time
accordingly.

The accounts of the Shawnee atrocities were
taken from actual historical records given by eyewitnesses. It was
the way of life then. It amazes me to think of the courage our
forefathers possessed.

And at last I would like to say Thank You to
my mom and dad for taking me to Tu-Endie-Wei and letting me see the
history there. Every journey starts with a step and those were the
first steps on this journey.


Prologue

April 16, 1846—Culloden, Scotland

"Ye must go." James Connor Duncan placed his
hand on the firm swell of his wife's stomach. He felt the hard
thrust of a kick against the plaid that she held tightly clutched
to her chest. It slipped from her reddish blond hair and he pulled
it back into place, tenderly touching her cheek as he arranged the
fabric to his satisfaction.

"He wants to fight," Anice Maclachlan Duncan
said. Tears filled her bright blue eyes. "He is like his
father."

"His father is a fool," James said. He
tossed a look over his shoulder to see if anyone was listening, but
the sleet that whipped across the boggy marsh sheltered the pair.
They might as well be alone. Five thousand Scotsmen stood on the
land, each one lost in his own thoughts. There was no sound save
the creak of leather and the occasional shifting of one of the few
horses that had been kept from the stew pots. "Surrounded by fools,
led by a fool, on a mission that is sure to fail."

"If ye believe that, then why are ye here?"
Anice said. Her eyes were huge in her face, surrounded as they were
by the dark shadows of starvation and exhaustion.

"Because I gave your father
my word that I would stand and fight with
your clan. Because the alternative is dishonor and slavery, and I
will no' have that for the babe."

"Leave with me," Anice begged. "We could go
to the new country."

"I must see it through," James said. "I gave
my word."

"And what of the word ye
gave to me?" Anice, always patient, always
sweet, suddenly was overcome with rage. Her hands beat against the heavy linen of his shirt. 'Ye
promised to stay with me always. Ye
promised to take care of me."

"Until death parts us," James said. He
grabbed her to him, surrounding her with his arms to silence her.
"Do no' let the last words I hear from your sweet lips be those of
anger."

"What if I donae want this to be the last
words?" Anice cried. She leaned her head under the shelter of his
jaw, seeking the warmth of the bare skin where his shirt lay open.
His hair, a shade darker than her own, lay in tangles over his
shoulder and she pulled her fingers through it, recalling the way
it glowed copper in the firelight. "What if ye die?"

"Then I will die wi' the
belief that a part of me will survive. I will die wi' the belief
that I had the love of a good woman. I will
die wi' the belief that ye will go and raise the
bairn."

"I donae want to go on without ye."

"Ye must, Anice. Ye must go
now." James resisted the urge to shake some sense into her. She
seemed so frail. So weak. If only she had
stayed home. If only she were safe and warm and surrounded by women
who would take care of her when her time came. It would be soon, he
knew. He was afraid she would not survive it. Her eyes were sunk
into her head with starvation and great dark circles showed up
violently on her pale skin. "How can I turn and fight if I donae
ken ye are safe?"

"I cannae walk away kenning that ye will
surely die." Her voice broke.

"I will surely die if ye are no' safe,"
James said, more forcefully than he wanted to. His hands gripped
her arms, and he knew there would be dark bruises from his fingers
on her pale skin by the evening time.

He would never see them.

"Fortis et fidus." Her clan motto: brave and
faithful. That she was, and bonnie too. "Please go. Hide. Stay
hidden until it is over."

"James!" someone called out to him.

He pulled her close and his lips claimed
hers, burning his brand into her. Then he pushed her away.

"Go, Anice. Go. And donae ever forget that I
love ye." James drew his claymore. "Go." His voice was firm, but
his eyes swelled as she gathered the red and blue plaid under her
chin and finally turned away.

He watched as she walked away—proud, erect,
even though she was weary—until she disappeared into the scrubby
brush that grew around the moor. Then he turned and joined the
ranks of MacLachlans that stood side by side behind Bonnie Prince
Charlie.

It was over within the hour. Anice watched
the bloody battle from a rise as she prayed. She knew it was all
for naught. God was not on their side this day.

When the sound of the battle was over, she
made her way back down the road past her kinsmen and countrymen,
who fled, begging her to go with them.

It did not matter. The English, almost
double in number and still enraged with battle, turned on the men,
women and children who clogged the road toward Inverness.

Yet somehow they missed
her. Was it because she was a vapor? She
felt hollow inside, as if she were nothing more than a formless
spirit left to haunt this moor.

She no longer felt cold or hunger.

She did not even feel the babe inside
her.

Without knowing how or why,
she went right to the spot where James lay.
She walked past the hands that grabbed at her skirts. Past the moans and cries of the dying men, even
though she knew some were her kinsmen. Her father and brothers were
dead. She didn't even pause when she passed their bodies. They had
died in the thick of battle.

Perhaps it was the color of his hair that
drew her, although it was hard enough to tell one reddish hue from
another among the bodies.

There was so much blood.

James lay on his back, his hand still
clenching his claymore. A body lay across him, the sword arm gone.
Blood still poured on the ground from the wound, mixing with sleet
into a thick, congealed pool.

With great difficulty Anice
pushed the body away and ran her hands over her husband's face. His
blue eyes, as blue as the autumn sky,
stared straight up into the heavens.

Was he dead? How could he be? There wasn't a
mark upon him. Her hands followed the trail of her eyes, roaming
over the familiar dips and curves of his hard muscles and long
limbs.

"James?" she said finally,
but there was no response. She put her hand
behind his head, intending to lift his head into her lap. Instead
she came away with a bloody mess of gore in her hand. His brains
had been knocked out. He had been struck down from
behind.

Anice looked at the mess on
her hand and realized she held the essence of her husband in her
palm. The parts of him that made him speak, that made him walk,
that made his eyes twinkle merrily when he
was up to some mischief.

But it wasn't his heart and it wasn't his
soul.

Those belonged to her. They would not be
scattered upon this desperate place. She would see to that.

She moved to his head and pushed his
shoulders up. It was hard and slow work for her. James was a head
taller than most, and wide of frame. She managed to get her hands
beneath his arm and dragged him backward as she watched over her
shoulder so that she would not stumble over the other bodies that
littered the battlefield.

Even thought it wrenched
her insides, even though her arms felt as if they were being pulled
from their sockets, even when she felt
warmth trickling down the inside of her legs and knew the babe was on its way, she would not
stop.

'You there," a voice called out. She ignored
it. "Stop!"

A man rode up, his uniform
disheveled, bloody. A piece of torn linen
was tied about his upper arm. He was an officer of some rank, she
noticed. As if that mattered to the dead men lying about the
field.

"I command you to stop," he said. He held
his sword at the ready. "That man is a prisoner."

"This man is my husband," Anice said. She
let go for a moment, to push her wet hair from her eyes. James fell
to the earth with a heavy thunk.

"Even so, madam, he is a prisoner."

Anice looked up at the man. He didn't seem
much older than she. He seemed weary.

He could not be as weary as she felt. She
felt as if she were thousands of years old and cursed to live
forever.

"What use does His Majesty have for dead
prisoners?" Anice asked.

The man dismounted quickly and bent to see
for himself if she lied.

"I mean to bury him," Anice said
determinedly.

"Then he is luckier than most," the man
said.

Anice looked at him in confusion. A noise
from beyond caught her attention. A scream of pain. A man held up
his arm in defense as an English soldier stabbed him with his
bayonet.

"We've been told to spare
no one," the officer said when he realized
what she was looking at. "Not even you."

"Are we such terrors to His Majesty that you
must kill the babes in the wombs?" Anice asked. Her hands went
unconsciously to her belly, which was contracting in pain.

"There are some that think so," the officer
said wearily. "What was his name?" he asked, nodding at James's
body.

"James Connor Duncan," Anice said. "He
fought under my father's banner. The MacLachlans. I am Anice."

"Then we will bury him with the same," the
man said. "If you will allow it."

Anice let out a heavy sigh and looked down
at the dear face of her husband. She hoped she would never forget
it.

"I will," she said finally. She knew it was
a miracle that she was still standing. She had no idea how she
would bury James. She just knew she couldn't leave him as he
was.

"Would you lay me wi' him then?" she
asked.

"I beg your pardon?'

"You said you are to spare no one," she
said. "Not even me." She doubled over as a stronger pain hit her.
The man caught her arms and held on as she felt the babe pushing
down. "I wish to be buried wi' him and my kinsmen."

"Is it your time?" he asked.

"I fear it is," Anice said when she was
finally able to breathe.

"We must get you to the physician," he said.
He looked around as if in panic.

"A rebel's son born at the hands of an
English doctor?" Anice said with a wry smile. "T'would be enough to
wake the dead and send them back to battle." She doubled over with
another pain.

"We must do something," the man
exclaimed.

"A midwife would do," Anice gasped. "If you
havnae killed them all."

"At least let me get you to shelter," the
man said. He wrapped an arm around her waist and tried to get her
to move, but she wouldn't budge.

"I cannae leave him like this," she said
finally, looking down at James.

"If you care for his child, then you must,"
the officer urged. "I will see to him," he promised. He must have
seen the doubt in her eyes because he called out to some soldiers
who were checking the wounded.

"Take this body and put it with his
clansmen," he commanded. "And make sure he remains unmarked and
whole."

The soldiers looked confused but smartly
saluted and carefully picked up James's body. Anice watched wearily
as they carried him back to where her kinsmen lay.

"They can be trusted," the officer assured
her. Your husband and kinsmen will be as you've left them until
they can be buried."

Anice took a faltering step
at his urging and then stopped again. She
looked up at him and saw lines of worry around his eyes.

"Why are ye doing this? Why are ye helping
me?"

"I have often thought that
this world would be a better place if we
would just take the time to be kind," the officer
said. "And I admire your spirit. You remind me of
my wife."

"James would say I was
foolish and headstrong." Anice gasped as
another pain gripped her.

"Such are the things great nations are built
of," the officer said.

"What is your name?" They
were moving now, toward a stone cottage in
the distance.

"James," he said with a smile. "James
Murray."

"A fine Scottish name," Anice said. Not all
had joined the cause. If only her clan had also refrained. "No
title?"

"No. I leave that to my younger brother, the
fourth Earl of Dunmore. The one who isn't a bastard."

Anice tried to smile but grimaced instead at
his dry statement of the facts. She often thought that children
were the ones who paid for the crimes of their parents.

"Children?"

"A son. Just walking when I left him."

"Have you sent word to your wife? That you
survived?"

He stopped, as if surprised.

"She will be worried for your safety," Anice
said.

"You followed your husband? Even onto the
battlefield?"

"I would ha' strapped on a sword and stood
by his side had I not carried this babe."

"It's a wonder we defeated you."

"It's not hard to defeat starving, exhausted
men," Anice said. "It's a wonder they lasted as long as they
did."

"This child is your first?"

"Aye. And most likely my
last." The burden of her labor was more
than she could stand at the moment, and her legs buckled beneath
her. She did not have the breath to protest when Murray scooped her
up into his arms and carried her to the cottage. The light was
getting dim, even though Anice knew it was early
afternoon.

The next pain nearly split her in two, and
the world grew dark as Murray stooped to enter the cottage.

"You must push, child," someone, a woman,
said to her later. She had lost track of the time, consumed as she
was with pain.

"I cannae," Anice said. "I
havno' the strength. Leave me to die. Bury
me with James."

"Would you kill the child too?" a masculine
voice said in her ear. "Would you have your husband's name die with
you? And with him?"

"Damn the English," Anice said and struggled
to rise. She felt sure she was going to die anyway, no matter what
Murray said.

She pushed and screamed and pushed again
until the midwife caught her son and placed it on her belly.

"James Connor Duncan," Anice said. "After
his father." She looked up at Murray, who was smiling at her. "If
it pleases ye to think differently, then so be it," she added as
she wrapped the bairn in the cloth provided and held him to her
chest.

He cried lustily as he nuzzled against her
breast.

"I'm glad to see he has his mother's
spirit," Murray said. His touched the swirl of bright red on top of
the baby's head.

"And his father's," Anice said. "Another
fine warrior. For Scotland."

"If you wish him to survive this day, then
you'd best keep that sentiment to yourself," Murray said. "I will
check on you tomorrow," he said, and left the cottage.

"I would not have believed it if I had not
seen it myself," the midwife commented as she finished the business
of the birthing.

"Kindness comes from unexpected places at
times," Anice agreed. "There must be a reason for it, but only God
can tell what good will come of this day."

"All is not lost, child," the midwife said.
"You have a son. And I'm guessing he has the looks of his
father."

"Aye, he does," Anice said, looking down at
the sweet face. A pair of bright blue eyes looked up at her as if
puzzled at the happenings of the day. "I'll never forget him. My
dear, sweet James." Her voice broke as she said his name. "I will
call my son Connor," she decided.

"Let me give Master Duncan a washing," the
midwife said. "Come, young Connor."

"Is it still today?" Anice asked as she
watched. Through the window she saw the light of campfires in the
distance. Night had fallen, but for when she did not know.

"Today?"

"April sixteenth. The day of the
battle."

"Aye, it's evening time."

"It's a good thing, then. That he was born
this day. He will never forget what happened on this day."

"I'm afraid that none of us will," the
midwife said as she handed Connor back to Anice. "For a very long
time."


Chapter
One

 


Conner Duncan realized it was his
twenty-eighth birthday when he rode into the great city of
Williamsburg at dusk and saw the candles in the windows. The
citizens traditionally put candles in the windows to celebrate
great English victories. Culloden certainly met that requirement.
It was easy to lose track of the days when you were in the
wilderness. Easy to lose track of the years too. Had it really been
eighteen years since he'd come to the colonies as a
bondservant?

Twenty-eight years since his birth.
Twenty-eight years since the death of his father. Eighteen years
since his mother's death, and his forced servitude. Eleven years
since he was freed. Seven years since his friend, benefactor and
former master, Sir Richard Abington, had died.

April was always the month for happenings in
his life. And here it was another April, another birthday, and he
carried a summons to the Governor's Palace. What great event could
he look forward to now?

The summons had come through his friend and
mentor, Andrew Lewis. General Andrew Lewis. It was hard to think of
him as an officer in the militia, since Connor had spent so much
time with the man on the frontier.

Andrew's letter suggested the two friends
meet before Connor answered the summons. He appreciated the caution
his friend showed where he was concerned. Perhaps he thought of
Connor still as the young bondservant, newly arrived from Scotland
and terrified to find himself in the middle of a war with the
French and the Indian tribes.

If not for Andrew and Sir Richard, he would
not have survived it. There were many who would have taken his
scalp because of its bright copper hue. And the idea of killing a
ten-year-old boy did not cause those who wanted his scalp any
concern at all.

Connor rode his chestnut mare through the
bustling streets to the Raleigh Tavern. The populace, a mixture of
rich and poor, master and slave, townsman and frontiersman, quickly
moved about, in a hurry to conclude their business for the day and
find their supper.

Connor found that he was looking forward to
a nice meal himself. He had spent most of the day in trade, turning
a healthy profit on the furs and skins he'd trapped during the
winter. He was suddenly hungry for food, fire and conversation. He
spotted Andrew as soon as he entered the tavern. The man was hard
to miss because of his stature. Connor was one of the few men who
could look him in the eye.

Andrew waved him with a pewter tankard
toward a table by the fire.

"I see you survived another winter," he
commented as Connor joined him at the table. "With all your
hair."

Connor grinned at him. "The Cherokee like my
hair upon my head."

"I'm sure the females do," Andrew said,
returning his grin. James Southall, the innkeeper, pushed his way
through the crowd with ale for Connor and the promise of a roasted
chicken. "So all is peaceful on the Blue Ridge?"

"Aye. But no' farther north, I hear?" He
rolled his r's, as was his wont. Even after all these years in the
colonies, his Scots heritage was evident in his speech.

"There's been unrest up around the
Greenbrier and New."

"Shawnee?"

"Yes. And there are rumors that they've
signed a treaty with some of the other tribes."

"Delawares? Wyandots?"

"Mingoes, Miainis, Ottawas, Illinois and
some others," Andrew continued. "It happened last autumn."

A barmaid set two plates of chicken before
them, along with a crusty loaf of dark bread. She gave Connor a
saucy look before she walked away. Andrew smiled benignly as Connor
ignored the woman and dug into his meal.

"Who is the war chief?" Connor asked after
swallowing. Sir Richard had been a stickler for proper manners,
even on the frontier.

"Keigh-tugh-qua." Andrew carefully
pronounced the name.

"Cornstalk," Connor translated for him. "The
chief support of his people."

"Do you know him?"

Connor felt the familiar shiver down his
spine at the thought of the time he had spent as a hostage of the
Shawnee. The never-ending screams of his friend Tom still haunted
his dreams. He took a long swallow of his ale. There were things he
did not care to remember. He had seen sights he never wanted to see
again.

"Aye, I ken him," he said finally. "They
chose well for their purpose."

"You're the only one who's spent any amount
of time around him and survived to tell the tale," Andrew reminded
him. "After his treachery at Muddy Creek, he's become a
legend."

"I was a prisoner," Connor said. He pushed
away his plate, his appetite suddenly gone. "I was only in his
presence twice."

"But you got his measure."

"He is no' one to trifle with."

They sat in silence for a moment. Connor was
glad for it. It gave him time to get the fear back under
control.

Having to watch your best friend burn alive
for what seemed like an eternity was something he'd never thought
he'd survive. Especially when he knew the same fate awaited him. If
not for Daniel Boone...

"Lord Dunmore wants to hear your story,"
Andrew said quietly.

"It isnae something I like to share," Connor
said. "With anyone."

"He needs the measure of the man," Andrew
reminded him. "He should know the enemy."

"Boone kens their ways better than I,"
Connor said.

"Boone's eyes are turned west," Andrew said.
"He still mourns James."

Connor nodded. Sixteen-year-old James Boone
had been skinned alive by a raiding party just last autumn. They
found his body within a few miles of his father's camp. Boone knew
the ways of the Indian well.

"Lord Dunmore has sent for Boone too,"
Andrew said. "But his plans for him lie in Kentucky. Dunmore hopes
he can claim the land there before the Governor of Pennsylvania
does."

"Politics," Connor said quietly. There was
no escaping it. Since the day he was born he had been tossed back
and forth by politics. 'Ye would think that as vast as this land
is, there would be plenty enough for everyone." His tankard was
empty and he motioned to the barmaid.

"England does not wish to share with France
or Spain. Why should her governors share with each other?"

Connor nodded as another tankard was set
before him. He cast his eyes toward a closed door at the back of
the common room. It was known far and wide that the House of
Burgesses used the room for meetings.

Andrew saw where he looked. "You heard about
Boston, then?" he asked.

"Aye," Connor said. Some colonists had dared
tweak the nose of Parliament by dumping tea into the harbor this
past December.

"It's been a bit hard for the house to
meet," Andrew said, referring to the House of Burgesses, which
represented the colonists. "Without raising Lord Dunmore's
ire."

"I hear that Henry is getting more vocal in
his protests about taxation without representation."

"Patrick has been vocal for years," Andrew
said. "I think that finally some are willing to listen to him." He
looked around to make sure no one was eavesdropping and lowered his
voice so that Connor had to lean in to hear. "But until we solve
the problem on the frontier, we cannot address the problem closer
at hand."

"If we can achieve some sort of peace on the
frontier?"

Andrew raised his hand to keep Connor from
saying anything that could be perceived as treason by listening
ears.

"Lord Dunmore is having a ball tomorrow
night to introduce his niece to Williamsburg," he said, quickly
changing the subject. "She has recently come from England, where it
is rumored that she was widowed thrice before she was married
once."

"How can that be?" Connor asked.

"It seems that her bridegrooms have a habit
of dying just before the wedding."

Connor burst out laughing. "Is she that
terrifying? Perhaps she is hideous and they preferred death to
waking up to the sight of her?"

"They call her the Virgin Widow," Andrew
said.

"Do the authorities suspect her of harming
her intendeds?"

"I do not know," Andrew said. "The rumor is
that her father has given up on her marrying in England and hopes
that perhaps she will make a marriage here. He is an officer of the
king and has been in Boston of late. Her mother died recently, and
she traveled here with her brother, who is also an officer in the
army."

"And her father sends her to Virginia, where
we have a kinder view of the British than those in Boston."

"Do not wear your sentiments on your sleeve,
Connor," Andrew advised him. "There are many who would make a
profit at your expense by accusing you of treason."

"What could they gain by my imprisonment?"
Connor said. "I have naught but a small cabin and a decent horse,
which I hope to breed. It is not as if my treasonous thoughts would
be a surprise to anyone, especially the British, considering where
I come from and how I got here."

Andrew looked at Connor as if taken aback by
the hostility in his voice. Then a sudden understanding filled his
eyes.

"Culloden," he said. "The anniversary of
your birth."

Connor raised his tankard as if in a toast.
"To anniversaries," he said, drained it and waved his hand for
another. "The good people of this town see fit to celebrate
it."

Andrew grabbed his arm. "We have all evening
to drink to your health," he said. "Why the rush?"

"I have a lot of anniversaries today,"
Connor said. He saw the concern in his friend's eyes but was in no
mood to be coddled. "And the day is almost done."

The barmaid arched a questioning brow at
Connor as she set down another round. Andrew dropped some coin on
her tray, and then looked at his young friend.

"You've survived more in a few short years
than most have in a lifetime," he said. "And you've come through it
with strength and intelligence. Yet tonight you sound bitter."

"Why should I nae be bitter?" Connor asked.
"Should I be grateful that the English killed my father on the
battlefield and hanged my mother ten years later in front of me
because she dared to show a bit of the plaid on the anniversary of
her husband's death?"

"The men responsible for that were not
acting on the king's orders," Andrew said. "They should have been
held accountable."

Connor almost laughed. "Yet
that did not stop them from chaining me up, throwing me into the
hold of a ship where I almost died and selling me as a slave,"
Connor continued. Why was he bitter on this
day? What made this anniversary different
from all the others he had observed? He usually let them pass,
taking a moment to pay tribute to the courage of both his parents.
It would have been easier for both of them to run. But they hadn't.
They'd stood their ground. And they'd died.

Leaving him alone. Today of all days the
loneliness seemed worse, if that was possible.

"You were luckier than
most," Andrew said gently. "Sir Richard
cared for you."

Connor raised his tankard. "To Sir Richard,"
he said. "Although at first I didn't know which was worse, Sir
Richard's threats that he would surely beat me to death or the way
every Indian we met looked at my scalp."

"You were in a sorry
state," Andrew agreed. "When Sir Richard said he was off to get a
bondservant to help with his surveying, I expected someone big
enough to carry his equipment, not a
scrawny lad such as you, with a wild look in his eyes and hair the color of blood. You looked as if a
stiff breeze would blow you away."

"That's because I dinnae eat anything the
entire time I was on the ship. I couldnae keep anything down,"
Connor protested. "Then the first thing Sir Richard did was douse
me in a trough. He handed me some clothes to put on, which were
much too large, and the next thing I knew I was on the road north,
walking into the middle of a war."

"It's a good thing the clothes Sir Richard
put on you were too large. Once you started eating, we were afraid
you were never going to stop."

"Sir Richard did complain that he got the
worst of it when he saw me eat," Connor admitted. "He thought he'd
gotten a bargain since I was so thin. He figured it wouldnae take
much to keep me."

"And once you got over your
wariness, you were determined to put a
knife in the back of General Amhurst because you were sure he
commanded the entire British Army. Including the ones patrolling in
Scotland." Andrew roared with laughter.

"One red coat looks pretty
much like the next," Connor said with an
indolent shrug. "And I was anxious to use the knife ye gave me." He pulled the blade from its sheath and
placed it on the table. "It has served me well."

"Then it has served its purpose," Andrew
said. "I'll never forget the look on Amhurst's face when you said
that the army might do better if we hid in the trees and fought
like the Indians instead of marching down the middle of the road
banging on those drums. We'd been telling him that for years, but
the fool wouldn't listen. I was surprised he didn't hang you on the
spot."

"Sir Richard got a good laugh out of it,"
Connor said. "After he beat me for insolence."

"Sir Richard rode with Braddock. As did
Washington. Both learned from the experience."

"The problem with the English is that they
are so stiff-necked," Connor said.

Andrew once again placed a
warning hand on Connor's arm. "I've got a
room for you at Christiana Campbell's. It's just across the street. You'll need a bath and a decent
coat before you meet with the governor.
I've arranged for both."

"Thank you, Andrew," Connor said. "For
everything."

"Just mind your manners for me, son," Andrew
said. They rose as one and made their way through the press of the
crowd to the door. "Especially with the governor."

They stepped into the night air. It smelled
fresh and clean after the staleness of the tavern. It smelled of
spring. "It's easy to speak your mind when there's no one to hear
you but the wind," Andrew said as Connor took the reins of his
horse to lead it down the street.

"I understand," Connor said. "Will ye be
there when I meet the governor?"

"I'll be there," Andrew said. "Sleep well,
my friend."

Connor watched as Andrew moved on down the
street and disappeared into the darkness. Most of the candles had
been extinguished now, leaving nothing but the light spilling out
from the taverns located on Duke of Gloucester Street.

In the darkness above, a
few stars pricked the night sky. It almost
seemed empty. When he was on the Blue Ridge, it seemed as if there were millions of stars, close enough
that he could pluck them from the sky.
Sometimes he fancied that they were tiny holes in the heavens that
his parents could look through. That they were watching over
him.

But that was when he was
much younger. He was twenty-eight years old
now, and the governor expected to hear about one of the more horrible times in his life.

It was April, after all.


Chapter
Two

Caroline Murray looked at her reflection in
the mirror as a young woman knelt on the floor beside the small
platform on which she stood and adjusted the hem of her new gown.
The striped blue satin certainly matched her eyes as promised, and
the lace of the ruffles was as fine as any she had seen in England.
Her mother's pearls would go well with the gown.

Carrie ran her hands down the stomacher and
twisted against her stays.

"Please, miss," Abigail said.

Carrie sighed. She was in a new country, and
she wanted to see something of it beyond the safe city streets of
Williamsburg. But since her arrival a week ago, her uncle had
conspired to keep her safely locked away in the governor's mansion
or accompanied to fittings like this one, while her brother John
was out exploring the countryside. If not for the promise of the
ball to be held tonight, she would think they were ashamed of
her.

Could she help it if her reputation preceded
her? Could she help it if the men her mother had chosen for her to
marry were clumsy or drunkards or just so plain old that they
couldn't survive long enough to speak their vows? Was it her fault
that her family had no money because her father was born a bastard
and was not entitled to inherit anything? Was it her fault that she
had no dowry to offer and therefore had to settle and hope for the
best?

It wasn't as if she really
wanted to marry. But it was expected of her. Marry someone so your father doesn't have to
support you any longer on his officer's salary.
Marry well so your brother can make a good
match. Hurry up and marry before your beauty fades and you have nothing left to offer a
husband.

She heard her mother's words as if she were
still standing behind her, lacing her stays.

Carrie hated stays. Almost as much as she
hated the side hoops that were now the fashion. She had heard that
the native women wore nothing under their gowns. And their gowns
were nothing more than pieces of hide sewn together, with fringe
and bead added.

She had even heard it whispered about that
some of the native women wore nothing above the waist.

"Please, miss," Abigail said again. "If you
want the gown finished in time, you must stand still."

Carrie hadn't even realized she was
fidgeting. It was one of her worst traits, next to her clumsiness,
and her mother had boxed her ears for it often enough. Yet neither
had abated, despite her mature age of twenty-four. Long past the
age when she should have married.

She decided to will her rebellious mind and
body into submission. She would simply think of something else
besides the great country to the west that was just begging to be
explored.

Think of something depressing. . .

She should think of her mother, only gone
this past winter, and her father unable to get home in time because
of the weather. The pain was still fresh in her mind, especially
hurtful since she felt she'd been a disappointment to her
mother.

Instead she thought of the saddest thing she
had ever seen. Even after all these years, the sight haunted her.
It was pretty close to her first memory. She was certain it was the
first time she'd realized that the world was a harsh place outside
comfortable little house they lived in due to the good grace of her
titled grandfather.

It was the first time her father had been
stationed away from home since she was born. She was certain she
would never see him again as he prepared to go to the colonies. At
the age of six, her father was her entire world. The whole family
had gone to the docks to see him off.

"Why can't we get out of the carriage,
Mother?" asked John, nearly twelve. "I want to see the ships."

"Your father asked us to wait until they are
finished loading," her mother said.

"I'm going with Father," John declared
impatiently and jumped out of the carriage

"Stay put," Mother instructed as she went
after him.

Carrie, entranced by the sounds, sights and
smells of the wharf, rose to her knees on the padded seat of the
carriage and peered out the window.

She saw her father's bright red coat
standing out among the drab, faded colors worn by the dockworkers.
His blond hair glistened in the sunlight, and Carrie thought him
more magnificent than anyone on the docks. She saw John bobbing and
weaving his way toward him and her mother a few paces behind. She
kept a hand clutched to her head; as if she were afraid her hat
would fly off.

A strange clanking noise drifted to Carrie's
ears, and she moved to the opposite side of the carriage to get a
look at what was causing the sound.

Chains. A line of men, ten or so, slowly
walked by with their ankles chained together. They looked
frightening, as if they were dead already. Their clothes hung on
them in tatters, and their faces were shrunken and dirty. Carrie
imagined they must be horrible criminals of some sort, the type
that weren't mentioned in her presence, although she was very good
at listening to things she wasn't supposed to hear.

At the end of the line was a boy. He
couldn't be any older than John. He looked as tall as her brother,
but painfully thin. His feet were bare and bloody, as if he had
walked a long way. His hair was a bright reddish color, and even
though it was filthy, it still shone brightly in the sun.

Carrie watched with her mouth hanging open
in the most unladylike pose. She was sure if her mother caught her
hanging out of the carriage window gawking at a line of chained
men, she would be beaten until she could not sit down for a
week.

Her heart immediately felt pity for the boy.
What had he done to be locked in chains? Where were his mother and
father? Where was he being taken?

The men walked by with eyes downcast. But
the boy looked at her. His eyes blazed the brightest blue she had
ever seen. They were fierce. They terrified her, as if his heart
and soul cried out to her. She met his eyes with her own and as she
did, she said a prayer for the soul of the boy. The chain jerked,
and he stumbled in his effort to keep up. He turned and looked at
her just as the line disappeared into the crowd.

"Father, where are they taking those men?"
she asked as soon as her family returned. She could see them now,
slowly making their way up the gangplank of a tall sailing ship.
The same ship that would take her father away.

Her father plucked her from the carriage and
held her against his side as he looked where her hand was pointing.
Her mother, always mindful of proper etiquette, quickly pulled
Carrie's hand down to her side.

"They are going to the colonies," her father
said. "They are to be bondservants."

"Slaves," John clarified for her.

"No, John," her father corrected. "Not
slaves. They will do service to a master for seven years to pay for
their passage, and to off their debt to the Crown. They will be
free men when their service is over."

"But what if they don't want to live in the
colonies?" Carrie asked. "What if their families are here in
England?"

"Then they can come home if they wish," her
father said.

But Carrie knew he was being less than
truthful. If it was so easy to come home to England, why was her
father going to be gone for so long?

"I saw a boy," Carrie said. "Will he ever
see his mother or father again?"

And her father, who always wanted her to be
happy, told her what she wanted to hear. "I'm sure he will, my
sweet. Now give your father a kiss that will last him a long
while."

"I wonder what happened to that boy," Carrie
said.

"I beg your pardon, miss?" Abigail
asked.

Carrie blinked and caught her reflection in
the mirror. For a moment, she had felt as if she were that child
again, a child with a heart breaking for an unknown boy, who she
was sure was going to miss his father as much as she knew she would
miss hers.

As she grew older, she realized that the boy
was more than likely an orphan, and a criminal. But still she never
forgot him. And sometimes she even remembered to say a prayer for
him, especially when she was lonely and missed her father.

She usually thought about the young
bondservant in the mornings, when she looked in the mirror at her
own blue eyes and brushed her golden blond hair.

What happened to the boy
with the bright red hair and the fierce blue eyes?
Did he ever get to go home?

"We're done, miss," Abigail said. "I can
have the gown delivered if you wish."

"I'll just take it with me now," Carrie
said, "and save you the trouble."

"Thank you, miss."

Carrie was sure she saw the girl sigh with
relief. She wondered how many more dresses she would have to hem
before the day was over. It seemed like the whole town would be
attending the ball.

"I'll help you dress," Abigail said.

Carrie sighed. Dressing should not be so
complicated. Abigail unhooked the stomacher and helped Carrie pull
off the blue satin creation and the matching petticoat.

"It's a very good color for
you," the girl said as she took the gown
away through the curtain that protected the small dressing room
from the front of the shop.

Carrie put on her silk petticoat over her
hoops and underpetticoat and tied the drawstring in the back. She
pinned her stomacher to her stays and wondered where Abigail had
run off to. She really needed help to get her gown back on.

The sound of whispers and suppressed
laughter caught her ears so she opened the curtain a bit to see
what was going on.

She saw her blue-striped satin gown lying on
a counter. Abigail and another girl stood looking out the
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