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The Captains Quest (Ravenswood Manor, #3)

To be continued:

And coming soon:

Continue on with the some of the characters   from the Oregon Valley Series in the

Ravenswood Manor Series

And coming soon:


Chapter 1

Robert Wentworth sat behind the big oaken desk looking through the manifest. His daughter Mary came in to visit with Matthew tagging along behind her.

“Mary, my dear what brings you here.”

“You know what brings me here father.”

“It cannot be about Masterson I took care of that for you. He is a gambling drunk like his father, and I believe I took of care of all of them for you as requested.”

Mary looked at her father as he sat behind the desk. How easy it would be to just come in and shoot him in the head she thought.  This man, her father, was relentless, mean and the way he treated people it was a wonder that he had any business at all. On the other hand his getting rid of Sir Jonathan and Angelina was brilliant.

Death at sea, their lives ended by the hands of the Masked Raven well that made her proud to be his daughter. Someday Wentworth shipping would to belong to her and now with the Ravenwood family gone she would have it all. All she had to do was rid her-self of the man sitting behind the desk in front of her. A daughter however could not kill her own father. It just wasn’t right. 

She had to agree with her father Sir Jonathan was a gambler, and a bad one at that. A drunk for sure, but she knew that Masterson was not someone wimpy and his threats before he left were one’s he would most certainly follow through with. 

She would have to be careful this time and not make the same mistake she did with Lizzie’s family. Their untimely deaths were, well tragic to say the least. The basket she sent should have gone to Lizzie, and not her mother and father. That cost her dearly. Not only did it cost her two good servants, but Lizzie was still alive and well. 

She would have to make sure this time that Lizzie’s disappearance was permanent and something that could not implicate her. The last time she tried this it was a disaster. What a task it was to convince Angelina that the deaths of Patrick and Agatha O’Malley were due to a fever, and that Lizzie was risking everyone else at the Manor. The fear of contagious fever breaking out was brilliant she thought. Then Charlie McPherson got in her way, sitting outside the shed every night guarding her as if he knew she was in danger never giving her a chance to finish the task.  

“So again my daughter, I ask you what brings you and Matthew here today. You do not usually make such an effort to come and see your father.”  

“Matthew wanted to come down to the shipping yards to see the ships come in. You know every day he thinks his father will return. This morning he was insistent that we take a walk to the docks. How can I disappoint him?”

“Are you worried about your father my boy?” he asked?

Matthew just shook his head yes. 

“Well my boy,” he said “come up and sit on your grandfather’s lap.” 

Matthew looked up at his mother. She nodded to do so. He was frightened of his man but he obeyed.

Robert picked him up and sat him on his lap in front of the large desk. 

“You see all of this my boy. One day it will all be yours. I will have taken over Ravensport, and when I am gone, you my boy will be the master of this town.”

“Don’t promise him things unless you think that you can accomplish that task father.

Her father laughed.

Well father?” She wanted some kind of answer that it was happening, or already accomplished. 

“Of course, we are very close now Mary to having everything. It takes a little time and patience, but very soon it will all be ours.  You must have foresight my dear, something that neither you nor your mother has. Ambition is the word you should have learned when you were younger, but your mother stifled you. Now I must teach Matthew to do this instead. It is the best plan of all you see.” 

Mary thought how ignorant her father was. She had more foresight and ambition than he would ever realize. Ravensport was only the beginning.

She would figure out how to take over every port along the eastern seaboard and she had just the man to help her do it. 

Wilson Bradley owned every mercantile from Ravensport to Maine. The two of them together would take over everything once her father and Masterson were out of the picture, but she needed to be sure that Masterson was also completely out of the picture.

“It was tragic my dear to hear about your in-laws.” He smiled as he said it sarcastically.  

“Yes, father, quite tragic. Rumor in town has it that the Masked Raven was the culprit that sent them to their watery death. His name has caused a bit of fear in the sailors going out you know?” Mary responded.

“My men have nothing to fear from the likes of that pirate.”

“Why is that father?” she asked wanting to know. 

“Because you see my dear, every man has a price and eventually when I find that Masked Raven, well I am sure I will meet his price. He will then leave my ships alone, and I will go on with business as usual.”

“What about that other pirate, the one you say Sir Jonathan hired.

“I see you are up on everything aren’t you my dear?” 

He put his hand to his chin resting his elbow on the desk.  He looked up at her. Just maybe he was underestimating his daughter’s abilities.

“Of course I am father. When it involves my livelihood I check everything out.”

“Well, my men will take care of him too.”

“This Masked Raven person, how do you know that Sir Jonathan didn’t hire him too, or that the Masked Raven double crossed them, and left them to die at sea?”

“Because my dear, you see the ship going down, well that was of my doing, and not that of the Masked Raven.”

This was too much for little Matthew to hear she thought. She hoped that he didn’t understand what her father had just said.  

“Matthew, why don’t you go out with Peter and check out the ships?

Your grandfather and I need to talk.”

“You think he is too young to learn about life and how to handle these problems?” her father asked as Matthew quickly obeyed his mother and got down. 

Matthew was happy to leave the room with Peter. 

“Take him to look at the ships Peter.” Mary said without taking her eyes off of her father.

“Yes, ma’am he replied. Come on Matthew lets go check out the ship that just came into the dock.  Maybe your father will be on this one. What do you think?”  Matthew took Peters hand and smiled as they left the room.

“So, tell me more father dear. What exactly did you do to Masterson’s parents?”

He laughed and said “Why the exact same thing that will be happening to Masterson my dear.” 

“Then we will be rid of all that hinders us from taking over Ravensport.”

Mary sat and listened to her father’s plan. It was flawless she thought. No one would ever suspect that the Wentworth’s were behind the untimely deaths of the Ravenswood family. That is except for the true Masked Raven. He would know that he was being framed, What if he decided to retaliate? What if her father was wrong and he did not have a price? Outside of that one fact they were safe. 

“So father, she said “How do we find this Masked Raven? With Masterson out of the way I could be persuaded to entice this man, but don’t you think he too has to die?”

“Oh yes my dear. Once we have made him out to be the devil himself, then we can kill him, and at the same time be the hero’s at ending the terror at sea, and pushing our influence to the highest degree.”

Mary sat back and looked at her father. He was much more deceitful than she had ever imagined.  

Chapter 2

“She is so cold” 

Jeremiah spoke holding Ali’s hand. The white walls and the smell of cleaning solutions made the fact that Ali was here in a hospital bed, and not at home in his arms with a warm fire burning in the fireplace more aggravating. According to Eddie she had been calling out his name. He was angry that by the time he arrived she was once again silent. How he longed to hear her voice. It seemed as if she had been gone from him forever. She lay there in front of him, her body ice cold, and silent. 

“I am sorry Jeremiah” Eddie said “I called you as soon as it happened. I didn’t know she would go silent. Jeremiah could see that Eddie was just as scared as he was. 

“She was sopping wet. It’s as if someone dunked her in a pool of ice water. She whispered out your name several times, and then suddenly she just became silent. I am sorry buddy; I thought for sure that she was waking up. That’s why I called you.” 

Eddie wasn’t about to tell him anything more though. He didn’t want Jeremiah to know that she had professed her love to him in the moments while he was gone. If something happened to her, well those words would haunt him forever.  Eddie told himself that he was saving Jeremiah from a lot of grief, and after all what he didn’t know wouldn’t hurt him. Then again maybe he didn’t mention it because he was jealous that she called out for Jeremiah and not him. 

“Did you find out anything from that Aunt Pearl person?”

“Not enough to put things together, but I feel as if she is hiding something, or not telling me everything that she knows. I am aggravated that every time I think I am getting somewhere with her she gets tired, or Mollie and Jennifer step in and stop her. It is always just when I think she is going to tell me something important. I mean I know that she is old and frail, and maybe I am just taxing her too much trying to get all this information. I know that the revelation that she has been able to see these ghosts for years is problematic for Jessica. It is drawing crazy people to the Inn.  I understand why Jessica and Mollie want to keep her hidden away. Jessica said the crowds are just now dying down at the Inn.  She is upset that she has had to hide her Aunt at Mollie’s place, but I see the same ghosts too so what does that say about me?” 

“Well, I believe you. I mean I see the Captain at least, so I know you’re not lying. I don’t know if that is good or bad though. You talk about crazy people showing up here, but if we start saying things like this, well won’t people think we are crazy too?” 

“We are not crazy Eddie, special maybe that they choose to reveal themselves to us, but definitely not crazy.” 

Just then Trina came back in to check on Ali’s condition. Trina was the night nurse that had been assigned to Ali from the very beginning. She walked over and touched Ali’s forehead and then adjusted the blankets tightly around her. 

“It looks as if she is doing a little better now.” She said as she prepared to take Ali’s vitals.  Her blood pressure is normal, and she is almost back to a normal temperature.” She said calmly. 

“What do you mean back to normal? What was it before this? I mean her hands are like ice?” Jeremiah asked.

“Well, for a while her temperature was so low I thought she was going to go into hypothermia. I mean that is ridiculous, but it was as though she were drenched in ice cold ocean water. Her symptoms have been the strangest I have ever encountered as a nurse. She was sopping wet her body sweating profusely, and yet she was ice cold. I put her into a fresh dry gown, and gave her some warming blankets, and she seems to be doing fine now. Her vitals are all back to normal. Her heart rate was so high for a while that she could have been running a marathon. She turned to see Eddie staring at her with the solemn look on his face. 

“Do you need something Eddie?” She asked. “I can get you whatever you need.”

He blushed. Trina was actually speaking to him. She actually told him she would get him whatever he needed. What he really needed he could never tell her.  She smiled and winked at him enjoying the fact that she seemed to have the ability to turn him into melted butter with just one look.

“Hey, uh, Trina,” Eddie stuttered with a smile on his face tongue tied not knowing what else to say. 

The captain just shook his head.

“No wonder you don’t have a woman. You will never be able to get a woman if all you can say is Hey.” The captain said to Eddie. “Ask her to dinner for God sake. Man up and stop looking and acting like a little school boy.”

“Yes?” she tried hard not to laugh at his awkward way of trying to speak to her.

Eddie was flustered even more because of the captain’s comments. 

“When is your break, or lunch? I mean, I was wondering, uh if I could buy you lunch or something?” he said feeling as if he was totally crashing and burning.

“What a dunce” the captain whispered as he shook his head. “This boy definitely needs some help in how to talk to woman.” 

Eddie had never been so nervous to do something in his life. The captain’s comments and stares were not helping either.  Talking about being special, well Trina was one who was special. She brought him a bed of blankets, and then checked in on him most of the nights that he spent on the floor. 

She was so cute he thought, and the truth, well the truth was evident. After all Ali was not going to wake up and suddenly realize she loved him and not Jeremiah.  For him it was time to move on and quit fantasizing about Ali. Just like the Captain had said to him earlier.  He needed to pick himself up and realize that women like Ali didn’t just fall in love with men like him. 

He could dream about Trina though, and hope she didn’t fall into the same category as Ali. 

“Well Eddie, my lunch starts in about three minutes. Do you want to go with me to the snack bar, or would you like to go to the cafeteria downstairs?” 

“Do I ever” he said and walked out of the room behind Trina looking back at the captain with a cheesy smile on his face. 

“Oh my god, he whispered to himself. “She wants me.”

The Captain turned and looked at Jeremiah.

“It will be a miracle if he wins the affection of that woman.”  

Jeremiah just laughed because he remembered how it felt to be like that with a woman. He wondered if the Captain was ever tongue tied when it came to talking to a woman, probably not. He was probably the kind women fondled all over.

The Captain stood silent at the end of the hospital bed a nightmare silently replaying itself in his head. He remembered the night that he fell overboard, the strange feeling he had when he found himself on the deserted island.  He remembered feeling as though someone were with him on that island, that he was not alone. He thought at the time that it was just Lizzie’s spirit urging him to survive, but what if it wasn’t?  What he was thinking right now was impossible. 

What if it was Ali’s spirit that he felt and not Lizzie?  Just what was John J doing? He is trying to mess with my head he thought. Question after question kept plaguing him though. Just why would he capture this woman and take her for a journey on his ghostly ship?  There had to be a reason that he picked her this time. There had to be something beside the fact that her resemblance to Lizzie was so remarkable. 

The memory of that night, and what he was feeling seemed as though it happened just yesterday. It was all too familiar to be just coincidence. Every word that the nurse spoke about Ali’s condition was just how he felt that night. He remembered being cold, and wet, his heart racing as he swam to the safety of the shore. Could any of this explain his instant connection with Ali when she first arrived at the house? 

“Are you alright Captain” Jeremiah asked looking at the solemn face on the man who sometimes he hated, but most times was his best friend.

“I am not sure what it is that I am feeling at this moment. I understand that this woman lying here is not my Lizzie, but what I do not understand is why she looks so much like her, and what she has to do with my life?”

He was perplexed. Who was she really, a stranger
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