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~ One ~

Long Ago

Underneath the beautiful Bermuda Sky

––––––––
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“PAPA, DO NOT SAY NO! You must not. ‘Twould be monstrous cruel of you,” Kathleen Newbury cried in great distress. She was fourteen and at such an age, consents and denials took on a life and death quality.

Her father’s gentle smile and soft hand on her cheek soothed her as he took her shoulders, “Kathleen, dearest, we have already been over the matter. I thought you understood.”

“No, I don’t understand. How could I understand?” She was now on the verge of tears. How could he be so stubborn?

He put a hand through his greying, soft brown locks and turned away from her. “My dear child, you must consider the impracticalities of you accompanying me at such a time.”

“But Papa, I do think of practicalities. I promise you—I do. It would be far more wise to have me with you, where you could keep a watchful eye upon me, rather than to leave me to my own adventurous devices here!”

He laughed and glanced back at her earnest little face, “Nell will guard you a sight better than I.”

Kate pouted and her grey eyes pleaded. “Papa, please take me to England with you. Please. England is my home as well, not just yours and I would be so very good.”

“No, Kate, no,” he said unyieldingly.

“You—you would leave me here,” she said, her voice catching in her throat. She was of an age where change was most bewildering. Her father was her one remaining parent and she adored him. He was about to depart for England, which was three thousand miles away and Kate couldn’t bear it.

“Want to leave you?” Sir Horace repeated, much struck by so unthinkable a notion. “My sweet child, you have been, will always be all the love, all the good that has made up my world.” He touched her raven locks. “I don’t want to leave you. What nonsense. I am going to England because I must and I don’t want you dropping your education and carting poor Nell along in your wake. You know the ocean makes her ill. We won’t even have very much time together once we are in England. You would be at Lyndhurst Grange, and I shall be in London taking up my seat in Parliament. Between my duties there—political routs, and other obligations, well you can see Kate, we would not be able to spend much time together.” 

The tears ran freely down her lovely young face and he hurried to add, “Don’t Kate. Lord, you would think I was about to leave forever. I shall be back in the spring.”

“You said that the last time you left for England and you did not return for two years. Oh, Papa, two years!” She shook her head fitfully. “Papa don’t leave me here in Bermuda. I want to go to England with you. It is what mama would have wanted for me as well.”

He stood back from her and sighed, “Yes, I suppose the three of us would have been together, but your home now is here. Besides, haven’t you always said you loved your gentle Isle and would never leave here?”

“I do love it here, but I remember Lyndhurst Grange with great affection. After all, I was eight years old when we left and I consider it my ‘real’ home.”

He turned away. “When you come of age, you may return to the Grange if that is what you want. Your aunt Sarah, has often said you must, and so you shall, but not now.”

“But Papa...”

“Enough, Kate. I grow weary with this,” he said, and his voice was hard.

She knew the tone. His decision was final. He would allow no more discussion regarding the issue.

* * * * *
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Six years had passed, and Sir Horace had not returned. It was mid-October, and all she had of him were his letters!

She looked up at the sun peeping through the swiftly moving grey clouds. The sky was still blue, but the clouds were low, as though in conversation with the patches of green and pink below. She smiled because she loved the small coral islands known as the Bermuda Isles.

Even so, she was frustrated and felt like a prisoner. The wind picked up and tree branches whipped dangerously into one another. Suddenly, she saw a change of color in the aqua hued bay below. Like Kate’s mood, the water churned angrily. She wrapped her cloak tightly around herself because she had no choice, she knew it was time to seek shelter.

Her raven hair slapped across her face and her cheeks turned pink from the force of the wind. She stood for a moment, a force of nature, a prize of all that was beautiful on the island, and her youth elicited a laugh. The restless weather matched her feelings!

She gazed down the slope. She wanted to skip down to Ely Harbor, but she was a veteran and knew the signs called for an ugly storm. The gulls were no longer in the air as the wind had picked up speed. Even so, she so wanted to make her way to the harbor.

The Venture, a merchant ship from the United States, was due in port. Nearly everyone back home had been clicking their tongues before she went out a back door. Their hushed whispers spoke to the gale they were sure would hit their island. Its obscure warnings hovered about the Isle, and the people who made a living from salvaging and privateering...waited.

Kate was saddened at the thought of the great danger to the merchant ship and all the men it carried. So, she stood at the top of the slope and prayed for them. It started with a spray of rain sprinkling her face and the hood of her cloak. She grimaced as the next spray hit her hard and she gave the wind her back as she turned and headed toward the large bright house that had been her home for more than ten years. Her home was only three hundred yards away. Its pink sandstone and white pillared front portico was majestic against the lush green of neat gardens. Its balconies were trimmed with black iron railings whose design had been imported from the southern states of the United States. The house’s detail, its interior spoke of luxury, its design, of common sense. A section of the roof had been created flat, to provide for the top reservoir which caught, held and provided the household with fresh rainwater for their needs. The windows adorning the stately home were long, wide and diamond-paned with lead. The windows, like most of the house’s furnishings, had come from England and although Kate loved her home, she was heavy-hearted with the determination to leave.

She hated the wreck salvaging. She hated privateering. She was disappointed in her father because he was directly involved in both occupations. She had often argued with her father and his partner Mr. Ludlow. They only laughed at her.

She had enjoyed however, the first time she had witnessed the exciting event of watching a Bermudian privateer escort an enemy vessel into port. She thought about it now with a sigh. She had been a child then but now she wasn’t sure about anything.

Salvaging meant money for those in need. Privateering, likewise. Nothing was clear-cut or black and white. Shades of grey interrupted every belief. 

A young black slave girl, with her dark hair cut short and her lips wide with a smile, rushed under the protective cover of the portico and waved excitedly as she jumped in place.

Kate smiled as she hurried over and chuckled, “Dora, Dora, whatever has you in such a state?”

“Lordy Miss Kate, you’ll never guess, but it’s that pleased yous gonna be! Miss Nell, she wants you to come to her right away,” Dora said, and her lovely dark eyes were lit with expectation.

Kate was surprised but linked arms with Dora, “Come then, we’ll go and see what’s to do, shall we?”

“Tandum, he done come from Mr. Ludlow, and there be a letter, you see...it’s from your papa.”

Kate stopped short and eyed Dora, “From Papa you say? Well then, come on Dora, ‘tis to Nell!”

“She be in the parlor,” Dora said and beamed.

Kate took her hand as she rushed into the house and down the wide corridor where she stood in its doorway frame and said, “Nell...it is from Papa?” It was the one thing she had been waiting for.

A woman of substantial height and stature, with a softly handsome face, wearing an ivory lace cap over her short grey tinted brown curls sat by the window holding her spectacles to her eyes as she scanned the crisp sheet of paper. She looked up at her charge and smiled warmly, “Darling Kate...look at you! For shame...staying in the rain, running about like a hoyden.”

“Nell!” Kate objected.

“Take off that wet cloak and put it by the fire,” Nell insisted.

Dora helped Nell with her cloak and put it on a chair near the fire. Kate was impatient and put out her hand impatiently, “Nell please. A letter from Papa!”

Miss Nell Premble sighed and moved toward the flowery cushioned sofa. She sank down heavily and patted the empty spot beside her. “Do calm yourself, love and sit.”

Kate could not stop the irritated sound that escaped her lips but sat on the edge of the sofa next to her governess and exclaimed, “Nell! I am no longer a child. I am twenty years old. Calm myself indeed. Give me the letter...really, give it to me now!”

“Hush my dear. As it happens, this letter was addressed not to you, but to me. However, do take it and read it aloud, for I declare its contents has me spinning, and I am not sure of what I have just read, or how I shall bear your father’s request.”

Kate frowned at this and hurt glided over her face and lit in her grey eyes. Not addressed to her? She took up the letter and started hesitantly:

My dear Miss Premble,

Lady Sarah Haverly, Kathleen’s maternal aunt, instructs me it is time...past time, my daughter were presented to the haute ton. As Sarah’s arguments are sound, I yield, and in so doing, give over to my selfish need to see my daughter again.

Kindly accept my apologies, for I am aware you find sea travel most uncomfortable, but as I am persuaded you would not wish to be separated from Kate, I have asked Mr. Ludlow to book passage for you both as soon as possible. There will be very little other than packing for you to do as I have requested Mr. Ludlow to see to the house during our absence.

I sincerely hope you will not find the sea too unkind, and I look forward to greeting you upon your arrival, which I look to early November.

To Kate, please give my deepest love, for there was no time to get off another sheet to her.

Horace Newbury

––––––––
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Kate looked up from the short, strange letter and felt her body tremble with excitement. They were going to England. Finally, she would be reunited with her father. She jumped to her feet and did a tailspin, hugging herself and making a whooping sound that brought Miss Nell’s rebukes down upon her. Heedlessly, she rushed across the hall to its double white doors and out of the house and back into the rain!

Nell chased after her, “Kate...where are you going in this weather?”

“To Danny, of course,” Kate shouted back over her shoulder. “Where else!”
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~ Two ~

––––––––
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THE RAIN HAD WITHERED OUT as quickly as it had arrived. Only a soft drizzle remained, and Kate paid it no heed. She sped towards a double row of palmettos that divided Ludlow land from Newbury. It was a short-cut and she had to bend and weave her way through, then cross the drive which led to the great mansion at its head.

Suddenly, however, she was pounced upon from behind. “What form of wild creature is this!” a young man’s voice rallied at the back of her head, as he held her steadfastly in his long, lanky arms.

She laughed and attempted to free herself, but finding the effort useless, laughed again and demanded, “Daniel Ludlow, release me at once!”

“Then pay me the toll, for you have crossed my land,” he replied, the tease lighting up his boyishly handsome face.

“How can I when you hold me in place?” she bantered.

He loosened his grip and she turned in his arms. He was tall, lean and three months younger which never stopped him from forever trying to take control of their play over the years.

They adored one another and had always been in each other’s confidence. He had just turned twenty. She grinned up at his face and ruffled his thick shock of yellow waves. His blue eyes twinkled as she gave him a peck on the cheek and he said, “That, m’girl is not the sort of toll I had in mind!”

It was easy to flirt with her Danny. They were totally at ease in one another’s company. He had recently even confided he and his friends had visited a certain house on Front Street, which made her gasp and say, “Danny, no!”

“Yes,” he answered. “Learned a thing or two, that I can tell you little girl.”

“Like what?” she demanded.

“Never you mind. I shouldn’t have told you that much...” he had answered on a frown.

This elicited a confidence from her as she told him, “Danny...I know a thing or two as well.”

“Nonsense, what the devil can you mean?” he returned in shocked accents.

“Remember the dinner party a month ago?”

“Aye,” he said now, his blue eyes wide.

“Well, remember that famous poet...Tom Moore?”

“Aye?”

“I let him flirt outrageously with me and then we went into the garden where he kissed and kissed me. It was quite invigorating and passionate,” she said, and felt the blush fill her cheeks.

“Upon my soul!” he said softly. “Well then, if you can kiss a total stranger...passionately, I expect nothing less.”

She laughed, “Ah.” She got on her tippy toes and gave him a peck on the lips, but Danny took full advantage of the moment and slipped his tongue deep into her mouth. He however, fumbled the affair with his enthusiasm, bending her backwards and nearly bringing them both down to the wet grass.

Kate, laughing, straightened herself and smacked his shoulder before making a fist and punching him in the chest.

He mocked considerable pain, moaning and groaning until she put a stop to his performance and told him, “Stop, Danny...I have something important to tell you!”

He chuckled, “Tell me then wench. Tell me now.”

“Let us go to the cove where we can be dry. Come on, and just so you know, you need to perfect the kissing thing, but I believe with practice you will get better at it.”

“Practice she says!” His blue eyes twinkling. “Well then, let us practice.”

“Oh you dreadful boy,” she giggled good naturedly. “Not with me. You must do so with...” she smiled knowingly up at him, “With Regina Henshaw.”

He blushed and shot her an irritated look, “Who the devil told you about Regina?”

She sighed, “What does that matter? I know Regina and what matters is she will teach you what you want and need to know. The wenches in town...more likely than not will pretend to enjoy your kisses as they are being paid.”

“What do you know of such things!” Danny demanded. “Dash it Kate, that’s not something you should know and especially not something you should talk about.”

“But Danny...we talk about everything,” she countered on a giggle.

“Well I don’t want to practice with Regina...” he grinned at her. “I want to practice kissing with you.”

“Stupid boy.”

He took umbrage. “As it happens, Regina doesn’t think I am stupid and has taught me a thing or two. Shall I show you?”

She put her hands on her hips, “Danny!”

He then shocked her by getting on one knee, “Marry me, Kate!”

“Stop jesting so absurdly,” Kate frowned at him. “And get off your knee.”

He got up and grumbled, “You think I am jesting? I am not. You have no idea, Kate. I love being with you. I needn’t worry about what I say or do...I don’t have to do the polite. You never go into hysterics or damned fainting spells...or cry on and on forever. Also, you are quite a beauty. Lord Kate...I want you! Marry me.”

“Danny, if I were silly enough to do so, you would regret it within a month. You are just twenty and a man needs his twenties to grow and...”

“I don’t want to grow. I want you now,” Danny insisted.

“We are best friends because I make no demands on you. If you were a husband, ‘twould be different. I don’t know how I know it, but I just do. We would not make good lovers and I do think it is paramount for a husband and wife to be passionate lovers.”

“Why? My parents aren’t and they are most comfortable together,” he answered on a frown.

“Well, I want more than comfort, as should you. Now drop the subject or I shall go mad. I have something to tell you!” 

They had ambled towards a rocky slope to where a boot-shaped cove enclosed them in its limestone and coral walls. The beach ahead was covered with seaweed thrown up by the angry waves. Kate pressed herself beneath the overhang and put a hand to her wet head.

Danny regarded her with a grumbling countenance but leaned against the wall as well and waited.

“Danny, my father has sent for me,” she blurted out all at once. “We are to leave on the next ship to England. He has asked your father to make all the arrangements!”

“Damnation!” Danny exclaimed.

“Danny!” Kate giggled. “Such language. Are you happy for me? You know it is what I have been longing for.”

“You can’t expect me to be ecstatic!” he snapped back. “I can’t lie and say it is what I want...for you to leave me here and go off to England.”

“Don’t be horrid, Danny. Why aren’t you happy for me?”

He glared at her but relented, “Certes! Of course, I am happy you will finally be with your father again, but Kate...how will I go on without you?”

She patted his hand. “Danny, it won’t be forever and you have so many friends here.”

“None like to you!” He looked away. “And it will be forever. I suppose your aunt will be having a ball for you?” 

“I suppose. Yes, Aunt Sarah means to present me in London. Oh...how wonderful it would be if you were coming with me. How comfortable we both would be taking on the challenge of London together.”

He gave her a half smile. “Do you really mean that?”

She frowned at him, “Of course I do. Whatever is wrong with you today, Danny? You are so ill tempered.”

He shrugged. “Don’t pay it any mind. You know Kate,” he cut himself short and put an ear to the wind. “That’s Father. Come on, something must be wrong!” He pulled her hand as he guided her over the jagged slope.

They reached the flat top surface to find a tall heavy-set man wearing a dark captain’s hat that covered a shock of white-blond hair. He sat astride a magnificent bay horse. The prime blood snorted at the newcomers and shook its head.

Danny’s father nodded to his son and touched the tip of his hat to Kate. His voice was a deep bellow, “Come on lad. No time to lose. There is the Venture, and the damn fools are heading for the reefs. Their mizzen is already down, and if we are to save those poor devils we have got to step lively.” He turned to give Kate a grim eye. “You, my fair wench, get yourself home. The storm is going to break and there is bound to be trees coming down. I don’t want any of those damn trees taking you with them, nor do I want you blown off this isle of ours!” 

Kate knew he was very fond of her and took no offense at his harsh tone, but she did put up her chin and her grey eyes twinkled, “Dearest sir, you don’t really think I intend to obey your unkind dictates. I’ll come with you whether you please or not, for I am no namby-pamby female to be left out of such doings!” 

Thomas Ludlow laughed. He liked her spirit. She was the daughter of his heart and hoped his son could win her hand. “Namby-pamby! Ha. What you are be more than I can say, girl. But if you are so set on getting a socking, then come on, for that blasted ship out there ain’t about to wait on us!” 
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~ Three ~

––––––––
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THOMAS LUDLOW HAD THOUGHT TO bring his son’s roan horse in tow. He now threw the reins into his son’s hands. Danny steadied the large animal while Kate hoisted herself onto the flat, neat saddle and adjusted her wet blue muslin skirt around herself. Danny grinned as he managed to situate himself behind Kate, and off they went in his father’s wake.

Danny guided his roan down a narrow road south to the tiny drawbridge at Somerset. There they slowed to a walk as they guided their horses cautiously over its wooden planks, only breaking out into a canter on the other side. The wind had picked up a sudden force and the swirling commotion of air beat at their bodies. The crack of wood came to their ears, as a tree, unable to cope with the gale wind, fell across the road and blocked their path.

Mr. Ludlow’s horse reared, and the geldings’ forelegs slapped at the air, causing Danny’s horse to whinny with fright. A moment was lost regaining control and steadying their seats and their horses before they were able to continue on their way.

They cut through the woods to a knoll known as Wreck’s Hill. There, they found men on horseback and others in wagons spread out and rushing toward the harbor. The sound of their shouting was filled with fervor, blotting out the thoughts tumbling in Kate’s mind. 

All at once the sea stretched out before her. The sharp jutting reefs seemed to have arms and hands reaching out possessively for the merchant yawl pitching out of control as it swung helplessly into those rising arms.

The mizzenmast was down, and its sails flapped grotesquely in the wind. The ship seemed a veritable babe being tossed about by unfeeling, pitiless waters. The relentless waves kept up a steady rhythm, battering at the booms, cracking the faffs, playing havoc with the shattered rudder, and the reefs beneath and before tore into the hull!

The sound of death reverberated in the wind. The sea seemed to celebrate its victory. Kate felt Danny slide off his horse, but she remained seated, unable to take her eyes away from the heartbreaking sight. 

It was hours of hard work as they attempted to bring in those who had made it to shore. Kate felt the tears well up time after time as the sailors looked around for the friends who had surely been lost to the sea.

Mr. Ludlow appeared suddenly and took Kate’s hand to lead her firmly away. “Now then Kathleen, up you go” he said as they reached Danny’s horse. 

“But...” she objected.

“There is naught for you to do now. We will be taking the men to the Boar’s Head and, if I’m not to catch it from Miss Nell, you had better hurry home.” He gave her a hoist up to her horse and she spread her wet torn skirt around herself as she acquiesced.

Kate felt drained, but even so she needed to know, “How many died today, Mr. Ludlow?”

“You don’t ask that, Kate darlin’. T’isn’t how many died, it is how many lived. Many men survived that miserable wreck. Think on that!”

“Damn the winds and the sea!” Kate said harshly, heedless of her tongue. “Why didn’t the Venture stay in open waters? Why did the captain try to make harbor in such a gale?”

“Hush, Kate. Why doesn’t matter anymore. Go home.” Ludlow said gravely.

Kate nodded and rode off. All she could do, she had done. Wishing things had been otherwise was useless. Wishes were for children.

* * * * *
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Kate was about to leave for Hamilton. Nell had insisted she purchase a few gowns more suitable for London society and fashion.

Dora walked in and oohed and aahed, “’tis that pretty ye be, Miss Kate, all decked out in yer riding habit. I haven’t seen ye wear it in an age.”

Kate laughed, “No, I suppose you haven’t, but Nell doesn’t seem herself lately and I didn’t want to annoy her when she insisted I wear it.”

“She be in the morning room, Miss and wants to see ye before ye leave,” Dora said and smiled before she left the room.

Kate made her way down the stairs and through the open door to the morning room, where she found her governess enjoying a hearty breakfast.

“Good morning, Miss Nell,” Kate said and picked up a piece of toast which she buttered while standing and then began munching while Miss Nell clucked her tongue.

“Sit...eat properly, my darling,” Nell said firmly.

“No time and besides I’m not really hungry,” Kate said amiably before forking a sausage off Nell’s plate and immediately devouring it.

Nell pulled a face at her, “Oh, not hungry and yet doing a good job of downing my breakfast.”

Kate laughed and dropped a kiss on Nell’s cheek as she wiped her hands and drew on her blue kid gloves. “How do I look? Presentable?”

“Yes, my dear...” Nell sighed. “You will slay hearts in London and that blue habit suits you, yes...very nice.”

“I hope I don’t slay anyone’s heart,” Kate declared on a laugh. “Now off to Hamilton and Madame Francine’s glorious gowns.”

Nell snorted a laugh and then cleared her throat, “I spoke with Miss Francine yesterday when I was in town and she knows what I would not approve of, so don’t think you can purchase a horde of unsuitable gowns and fribbles.”

“Unsuitable? Whatever can you mean?” Kate teased.

Nell smiled, “At any rate, most of the gowns you will need for the Haute Ton will be purchased on Bond Street at a...”

“Modiste of the First Stare. Yes. You have mentioned that, but I do want to work with Miss Francine just one more time before we leave. She has always been so very good to me.”

“Indeed, she is a lovely woman...right then...go.”

* * * * *
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Kate was well pleased with her purchases, which would be delivered after some alterations had been completed. She was daydreaming when Danny shot out from a side road, suddenly, and made her eyes open wide as she objected, “Danny! You scared me.”

He laughed, “Nothing scares you. Where have you been this morning? Gad, but you look as fine as a five pence.”

“Better than that, Danny boy,” Kate bantered.

“Aye, better than that, but I was down to the wreck this morning. They have begun salvaging and hang me if it ain’t a haul. Everyone is in great spirits.”

Kate pulled a face at him. “And what of the poor men that lost that haul?”

“Now, Kate, don’t be difficult. ‘Tis the way of the world. Everyone will make sure they get enough for return passage to the States...and more even.”

“Hmm,” Kate eyed him but relented. “Oh come on, I am starving. I didn’t have any real breakfast. Come home with me and we’ll lunch together.”

“Stap me if that isn’t a grand idea,” he agreed joyfully.

They raced up the road laughing and calling to each other with pure abandon, until they reached the Newbury stables, breathless and in high fettle. A black lackey came running out and took charge of their horses and Kate slipped him a coin.

He grinned and whispered, “Ye know Miss Kate...ye aren’t supposed to...”

“Hush now and thank you young Willie, but you had better walk them a bit before putting them in the small paddock.”

“And a rub down,” Danny added and flipped him another coin. “That’s a good man, young Willie.”

Kate smiled at Danny, well pleased with his kindness. She hated slavery and preferred all the people working for them to be treated and paid as servants, not slaves. Her father had in fact begun paying their slaves a small competence though he swore them to secrecy. 

When the two friends entered Kate’s house they were laughing and in great spirits. Miss Nell appeared and greeted them fondly as she led them towards the back of the house, where a lovely glass room filled with citrus trees, herbal plants and passion flowers were in full bloom.

A cold collation of meats, cheeses, fruits and bread had been laid out which both Kate and Danny attacked with relish. Miss Nell sat back and smiled as she watched them.

Finally, Kate pushed back her chair and groaned. “Lord...I can’t move.”

“Uhm,” Danny agreed.

“No wonder after the way you two went at your food,” Miss Nell chuckled.

Danny gave her an open grin and Kate groaned again before saying, “Danny, do let us take a walk. I must if I am to survive that meal.”

“Dash it, Kate!” Danny objected jovially, “You just said you can’t move and it is really too bad of you to expect me to go for a walk now. I won’t, I tell you. Not moving a step from here.”

“Very well, Danny my lad,” Kate laughed. “Stay here then. I am going for a walk.” She smiled to herself as she pushed away from the table and started off.

Disgruntledly, Danny threw down his napkin and stood up. “Confound you, Kate. Hold there, I’m coming!”

Kate giggled and took Danny’s hand, but Miss Nell called out, detaining them, “Oh, Kate, I nearly forgot. Mr. Ludlow sent a message to advise us he has booked us passage on the Bermudian, which sets sail for England in ten days.”

Kate’s grey eyes lit up, and she clapped her hands as she skipped a step. “Oh, how can I wait another ten days? I love you, Nell,” she said running over to throw her arms around her.

When Kate returned to take Danny’s hand and lead him out, he withheld it and his light brows were drawn over his clouded eyes. She eyed him and shrugged as she led the way outside. They didn’t speak and she realized he was distressed and allowed him his moment.

Suddenly he broke the silence and spit out in irritated accents, “Papa said nothing to me. Kate, how can I go on here without you?”

She stopped and gave him a warm look. “Danny, let’s not be gloomy about it. Senseless to be miserable. Before you know it, I shall be returning home, as I doubt we will be in London over a year.”

He grumbled something incoherent but fell in step beside her as they took the narrow path. The foliage was still wet from the previous night’s storm and gave off a deep tantalizing scent. The colors of the blooms, still unwithered by the threat of coming winter, glistened in the sunshine. Kate kept up a steady stream of idle chatter as she wanted to assuage his feelings and brush away his unhappiness.

“Oh, Danny,” she complained at length. “Do smile, I am sure your father will allow you a trip to London to visit me.”

He stopped then and gazed down at her piquant face and his blue eyes were clouded over with his youthful emotions. He placed his hands on her delicate shoulders and said in an anguished tone, “Smile? A visit? What? Shall you wrench it from me then, Kate? Can you be so unfeeling? ‘Tis all well and good for you. Yes, you go off to a different world of new people filled with all the sort of things to make a girl forget a friend, but I...I will be stuck here on this small isle, craving after you! Smile? Take your hand then, Kate, and pull the smile out of me. I have not the power to give it freely.”

“Oh, Danny,” her eyes reproached him. “I am so sorry, but can you not be happy for me?”

“Oh, there now, don’t make me feel the cad as well!” he snapped. “Aye, look up at me with those wide grey eyes and say me nay.” He sighed and drew her to him. His mouth covered her own and she allowed him the moment.

Finally, his lips freed hers and he gazed down into her sad eyes. There was a flicker of understanding in his as they stood together looking into one another’s minds.

Kate’s voice came soft and warm as her hand touched his cheek. “Danny, how you can make love after such a meal is beyond my limited capacity to comprehend. I certainly cannot...and will not.” The old tease in her voice encouraged him to join in.

He withdrew his hands from her and for a moment stood rigid. “I don’t find you amusing,” he said after a moment of uncomfortable silence.

“Oh, don’t you?” bantered Kate. “I shall strive to do better then, for I want nothing but to amuse you, my dearest friend.” Before he could respond, she hurried on, “However, you may have noticed I have this lamentable and perhaps unforgivable habit of being me when I am with you, and being me, I sometimes forget to put on a show.” She gave him an arched look, challenging his humor to the fore.

He attempted to enact the injured lover, when his sense of the absurd took over and he laughed out loud and said, “Doing it rather brown, ain’t you?”

“Am I?”

He took her hands, “Very well then, Kate. If you are not going to let me seduce you, let us go down to the sea and take m’boat out for a run. ‘Tis a fine day for sailing.”

She chuckled and waved a finger, “Seduce me? Wretch!” She eyed the heavens as though asking the angels to bear witness. “This from a friend! Be thankful I am so strong-willed, Daniel Ludlow, for if you did manage the thing, I might end with child and then you would have to marry me.”

“That m’girl is precisely what I wish,” he said solemnly.

“‘Tis because you are young...and have not the experience to know better. I would lead you a pretty dance my friend, and you would soon tire of it all. La! Get down on your knees Danny and give thanks.”

He laughed and shook his head, “Who should I thank, you or providence?”

“Me, you fool. Providence had naught to do with it,” Kate replied and skipped forward as she tugged on his sleeve.
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~ Four ~

––––––––
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A STURDY SHIP CUT THROUGH the deep indigo blue. Its name was emblazoned in Gold—the Gypsy. The wind was fair, and the Gypsy was built for its pleasure.

The crew was proud they worked under Captain Branwell, fifth Earl of Mannering, and did their jobs with good spirits and laughed with excitement because they knew...it would be soon. 

Their captain had never yet been wrong, and he had promised ‘it would be soon’. Thus, they waited for their prey confident in the knowledge they had the approval of the British government. The Gypsy was a British privateer.

Captain Branwell stood, his long sturdy legs apart, his muscular arms folded across his chest as he watched the rolls of the sea. His thick black hair blew with the wind and glistened in spite of the fading sun. His profile was a study in control, but his bright green eyes hinted at his anticipation. He brought the long black spy glass up and peered through its telescopic lens.

His deep voice, when it came, was underlined with triumph and carried to his men with a force that made them stop what they were doing.

“A merchant vessel, Mr. Hatch! Stap me if she ain’t Spanish!” He threw the spy glass into his first mate’s open hands and turned his attention to the forecastle. His fist shook in the air. “Look alive, lads! All hands ahoy!”

The activity that resulted was tumultuous and yet streamlined in purpose. Their ship carried eight cannons, but her figure was lean and built for the speed her fore and aft square rigging could give her. The crew was proud to sail her, proud to be captained by the man shouting orders at their heads, proud of the sixteen ships they had captured in the last four months—and damn sure of the immediate outcome of this encounter.

The Spanish vessel spotted the Gypsy with its British flag. Theirs was but a yawl, privately owned and unarmed. They were on their way home, had in fact, been at sea less than a week. Their captain and owner, a Spaniard of considerable property, had hoped his small vessel would not attract attention from English ships with whom they were at war. He had also to worry about the French, by whom they were dominated. He had discovered and closed a deal in South America, which allowed him to acquire a chest of gold and jewels, which were secreted in his quarters below. If the French were to discover this, there would be taxes...huge taxes to pay. If an English ship came across them, all would be lost. Life had not been easy.

The Gypsy drew close, her men began boarding. They were armed with knives, pistols and batons. The Spaniards did not think twice. They immediately surrendered.

When Captain Branwell appeared on the quarter-deck of the Spanish vessel, he found its crew already gathered and awaiting his orders. He grinned and perched himself on the quarter-deck rail, his pistol idly clasped in his strong hand as he surveyed his catch!

“Take them to our brig and make them as comfortable as possible,” he ordered his men before turning to eye the Bahia’s captain. One of Captain Branwell’s well-defined black brows went upward upon finding the Spaniard resplendently attired in full dress garb and standing rigidly awaiting his fate.

Branwell was himself dressed in an open-necked white shirt whose sleeves billowed in the wind. His tight buff-colored breeches seemed molded to his athletic legs, and he sat still, quite at ease, swinging his booted foot and grinning broadly. “My compliments, captain. You made the only wise decision possible under the circumstances.”

“English pig! Perro!” the Spaniard hissed, showing his teeth.

“Really, sir. I cannot be both a pig and a dog. You must decide which and then I shall answer you,” Branwell said amicably.

“Pirate!” the Spaniard snapped. “You have attacked an unarmed ship!”

“Pirate? Aye then, a much better adjective and one I shall not at the moment quarrel with, though I do beg to differ with you on one point. We did not attack you. Indeed, not one shot was fired. We merely suggested you surrender, and you very wisely did so.”

“Base! We are but a poor merchant ship,” argued the Spanish captain.

“Poor? I would not define your cargo as poor. Indeed, you give the appearance of a small ship carrying only spices and some silks, but upon closer scrutiny, one discovers the error of such a hasty appraisal. Though it pained me to do so, my men did search your cabin. They areaccounted quite efficient in such undertakings. Though Napoleon’s men would have not noticed your excellently designed compartment to go undetected, it was not passed over by my well trained men. It is remarkable you would carry such a treasure without the benefit of cannons to shoo away such creatures as myself.”

“Damn you! My ship was not built for cannons or speed,” the Spanish captain growled, looked at the sea and turned back to ask, “May I ask what you plan to do with my ship and my men?”

“Your ship and its cargo will make an excellent prize for my king. Your men and yourself...well, we are within Spanish waters, thus we will set you adrift with water and provisions enough to enable you to reach help.”

“You still may be taken by one of our war ships!” the Spaniard yelled.

“Do not mistake, sir. We are privateers, yes and we take what the sea offers whether it be armed or not, but we are well able to fight those who will it. Prepare yourself. It is time you and your men be reunited with the sea.”

Branwell turned then and called “Vast there lad’s. Well done. Gather our guests and see them situated in their long boat with provisions and then unfurl our sails. We are bound for England!”

* * * * *
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Kate hung over the rail of the Bermudian as it ran a smooth course through the dark blue sea. She thought of Danny and the sadness in his eyes when he saw her off. She had foolishly told him to make sail for England as well and visit her. The words had hardly left her lips when she realized she shouldn’t encourage him.

They had been at sea for nearly three weeks now and she was heartily sick of the journey.  She wasn’t quite comfortable with a few of the other guests sailing the Bermudian, as their behavior was certainly not what she was used to. She sighed as she made her way towards the dining galley fore, and hoped Nell would soon be ready to join her.  

The past days had been fraught with harsh winds and rain, and Kate was restless and bored. The sudden cry of “Master Cooper! Master Cooper,” came from the crew and she turned her head to see what the fuss was all about.

Master Cooper was at the companionway door and moved to answer the call. His reply was sharp as was his irritation, when he suddenly seemed overtaken by excitement and shouted, “To starboard! Now, to starboard.” Even as he called to his men, he hurried down the poop deck into the waist, taking up his spyglass.

Kate’s curiosity was aroused and she followed him without an invitation, which made him turn and frown at her, “Miss Newbury, I must ask you to go to your cabin at once. I am afraid it is going to be rough, and you need to go below.”

“What is?” Kate’s grey eyes opened wide.

“The squall,” he answered curtly.

“A squall? But there is barely a cloud,” Kate objected.

He took her arm and pulled her forward, gently putting the spyglass to her eye, for he had grown to like her a great deal. “There.”

Kate sucked in her breath, for there was a gathering mist covering the sea, and it gave every appearance of a living creature on the attack. “Faith,” Kate’s voice was barely a whisper. “Shouldn’t we call the captain?”

A sneer distorted Paul Cooper’s mouth. “Unfortunately, the captain is indisposed...again.”

Kate had learned already just what this meant and screwed up her mouth before she sighed and said, “I see.”

“Now, please do go below. I couldn’t possibly do what I have to do with you up here. I should be constantly worrying, lest a spar fall your way...please Kathleen,” he said taking up her ungloved hand and kissing the palm with more fervor than etiquette.

Kate withdrew her hand and felt as though her cheeks were on fire. Here was another tricky situation. She liked Paul Cooper. He had been good company during the long days, but she did not have any romantic inclination towards him.

She moved away and heard him in the background, “Haul ‘em down, you slugs! Clew up! Come on, damn you, clew ‘em up!”

Kate frowned and turned away, thinking him harsh. The men were working as hard and as fast as they could, and yet he kept berating them. She gasped as he gave one poor sailor a hard kick.

She was seeing another side to him when he turned and saw her. He moved to her and put his hands on her shoulders. “Kathleen, sweet, you will catch your death of cold up here. Please go below.”

Kate moved out of his grasp but smiled. “Oh, I don’t mind the rain, and I wanted to see how the ship is worked.”

“Go below, Kate,” he ordered.

She was wet and cold and decided he was probably right, gave him a parting smile and made her way to her cabin door. The ship pitched violently as she opened the door and she went flying across her room, landing forcefully against her vanity. “Well,” Kate said to her cabin. “The first blast has hit.”

She made her way to Nell’s cabin and found her governess in the throes of sea-sickness. She spent a goodly while applying a cool wet cloth to Nell’s forehead while the poor woman moaned that the sea had always hated her.

The morning came and brought a gentler sky. The sails were once again flapping in the wind and the air, though cold, was crisp and pleasant. 

Kate was pleased Nell seemed totally recovered and the two linked arms
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