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          ELIZABETH

        

      

    

    
      “I wish you had died in the ocean along with everyone else! At least then I could get some peace on this wretched island!”

      Darcy was only steps away from Elizabeth Bennet’s face, but she did not move away from him. After the misery of the last two days, there was nothing he could say that would cause her to give him the slightest bit of purchase.

      “Quite honestly, Fitzwilliam Darcy, I would have preferred it as well. Because then I would not have to listen to your incessant complaining. I swear, my mother has a more pleasant humor in distressing situations.”

      It had been forty-eight hours since Elizabeth and Darcy woke up on a deserted beach, surrounded by nothing but driftwood and three sealed crates. At first, she could remember nothing. Elizabeth only felt the burning of salt water in her lungs and the pain of a bruise on the back of her head. She sat alone on the beach for what felt like an eternity before Darcy arose from his own slumber. And it was not long before she wished he had stayed asleep forever.

      Darcy took the piece of wood in his hand and threw it impotently at one of the crates. It bounced off the side and fell to the sand. When he turned back to her, his face was an even brighter shade of red than before.

      “Frankly, Miss Bennet, I would rather be here with your mother. Perhaps she would have some useful ideas on how to get away from here!”

      Elizabeth looked down at her feet, the tattered remains of The Anne Hornby scattered around the sand. They were so close to America when a storm beset the ship out of nowhere. The waves thrashed it about like it was a feather, sending much of the crew overboard. By the time it crashed against the rocks… Well, neither Elizabeth nor Darcy could remember much after the terrible symphony of cracking wood.

      “And perhaps my mother would have a suggestion on how to improve your dreadfully boring conversation.” Elizabeth replied.

      "I am not the one who is boring!”

      Elizabeth scoffed.

      “I would rather have a conversation with the wooden crates!”

      Darcy kicked at the sand with his bare foot. “Then feel free to do so!”

      Elizabeth looked over at Darcy and his eyes were wild. Elizabeth did not even think of responding at this point. Instead, she looked down at the water, lapping at her feet and shook her head. She knew that this would not be the last time they had this argument in the next few days, or even the next few hours.

      “You are the most awful man I have ever met. What horrible sin did I commit to deserve such a terrible fate as being trapped on this island with you?"

      Darcy turned away from her and stalked back up the beach. As he marched away, he turned to look at her one more time.

      “And you are the most obstinate, disagreeable woman I have ever met!” Darcy replied. “I wish we had never gotten on that blasted boat!”

      Elizabeth watched him as he walked away from her, her eyes following his progress. By the time she turned around, he was nowhere in sight. She shook her head, knowing that he would come back within the hour. It would be dark soon and he would need to set the fire, a task he completed with slightly more ease on their second night than the first.

      She sat down on the beach and looked out over the ocean with a sigh. The water was a beautiful shade of blue, but it was not enough to distract Elizabeth from thinking about the horrible situation she found herself in. They had a few pieces of a fruit they found on the edge of the forest, and a small waterfall of drinkable water was only a few hundred steps from the beach. But if they did not find food or shelter soon…

      She was not sure how long they could survive.
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          DARCY

        

      

    

    
      Fitzwilliam Darcy kicked at the brush-covered forest floor in frustration, then cursed as pain coursed through his bare feet. It was not the first injury he had sustained in the last two days, nor would it be the last, he suspected. When he woke on the beach that first horrible morning, he shoulder had been pulled from the socket. Darcy had to re-engage it with a method the groomsman taught him when he was young and dislocated his shoulder after falling from a horse.

      And it felt like every hour on this cursed island brought some other new pain: a strange bug bite, a broken toe, or a cut from some unexpected paraphernalia from the sea. But there was no greater pain on the island than Elizabeth Bennet. He could not understand why she would not cooperate with him. Miss Bennet had no self-preservation instincts, nor was she anything other than consistently disagreeable, ungrateful, and unpleasant. Darcy could not fathom a fate so terrible than to wake up with her on a deserted island.

      He shook his head to try and loosen some of the aggravation he was feeling, but no matter what he did, there was respite. The sun was nearly set and it was time to get a fire started. Darcy picked up some wood to use as kindling and walked back in the direction of the beach. As much as he wanted to run in any other direction, he could not bring himself to abandon her at night. The cold was already nipping at his neck and without the fire, they would both freeze.

      Maybe she would be in a better humor when he returned.
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        * * *

      

      “There has to be a way off this island!” Elizabeth exclaimed. “Ships must pass by all the time. Someone has to see our fire at the very least!”

      “No, they do not!” Darcy snapped as he threw a branch on the flames to coax them upward. “The beach is too narrow to see directly from the water. Only if we climb that large cliffside and manage to make ourselves seen from the horizon do we have any hope of signaling to them.”

      Elizabeth scoffed as she looked at the face of what might as well have been a mountain in their current predicament.

      “And I suppose that you have thought of a way to climb up there?”

      Darcy sighed as he tried to crack some sort of crustacean shell against a rock in hopes there would be something edible inside.

      “No, but I am sure we will find a way soon enough.”

      Elizabeth shook her head and threw her hands up in exasperation.

      “That will not help us in the meantime! And why are you crushing that shell? What did it do to harm you?”

      He grumbled as he finally pried the shell apart, revealing some sort of shellfish, perhaps a mussel, inside. “Miss Bennet, if you wish to eat anything but fruit until we are rescued, if we are ever rescued, we must find sustenance among the local wildlife.”

      Elizabeth walked over and looked at the half-open shell in his hand, and flinched.

      “I would rather starve.”

      “That can be arranged,” he said, using a stick to force the creature from the shell and onto a rock he could place near the fire. “Or you can eat something to keep your strength up, so that we might survive.”

      He turned back to the fire and poked at the shellfish to ensure it was heated on all sides. While perhaps it could be eaten raw, it was new to him, and Darcy did not wish to get ill on top of everything else. Elizabeth watched him from a distance for a moment, before finally sitting down next to him.

      "Well, if you insist. But I have some objections to the method of cooking."

      Darcy grunted as he turned the fish once more. "If you have any better ideas, do enlighten me."

      She huffed and put her head on her hand.

      "Oh, never mind."

      Darcy watched the shellfish cook for a minute more, then removed it from the fire when he heard a faint sizzling sound. He picked it up with the stick, set it down on half of the shell, then handed it to Elizabeth.

      "Ladies first."

      She looked at him in surprise. "But you went to all the trouble of extracting it and cooking it."

      He shrugged as he pushed the shell into her hand.

      “I will find another. Eat.”

      At first she did not say anything as she let the shellfish slide into her mouth. But he could tell from her expression that she was pleased to be eating something other than the fruit.

      “It could use a bit of salt,” she finally said.

      “Well, there is no shortage of that, is there? I will find more in the morning.”

      As they sat by the fire, watching the flames dance, for the first time in days… Darcy thought he saw Elizabeth Bennet smile.
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          ELIZABETH

        

      

    

    
      When Elizabeth woke the next morning, she found that Darcy had already departed the small shelter they crafted with tree branches their first night. After a moment of searching, she discovered him standing in the deeper part of the ocean. He seemed to be stabbing at something with a long stick.

      “What are you doing out there?” she shouted as loudly as she was able. At first, he was so focused on the water that he did not answer. When he finally responded, it was only after he had stabbed at the water and retrieved the stick in frustration.

      “Attempting to find something more substantial than the shellfish! But failing quite miserably.”

      Elizabeth tried not to laugh, but she could not help herself. The sight of Fitzwilliam Darcy, with his pants rolled up over his knees, cursing at something in the water only he could see, was quite unexpected.

      “There could be sharks in that water!” she said with a smile. “Just be careful!”

      He stared at her with an unreadable expression, then shook his head and jammed the stick back in the water. She tried to watch him for another moment, but quickly turned away when she noticed how his pants clung to his skin. While she knew it was not appropriate for her to be staring at his bare legs, she found him transfixing for a moment. The entirety of the moment overwhelmed her a bit: the cold ocean water as it lapped against her legs, the cool

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/a-love-lost-at-sea.jpg
Heather Hawley






OEBPS/images/daisy-chain-publishing.jpg





