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1835 AD.  Sometimes, as I stand at the kitchen sink, I can spot Jesse making his way around the curve, with his head down to overcome the gravity that wants to pull him back down the hill.  If gravity could win, he would tumble three or so miles back to the wharf where his ship had come in hours before.  Other times, his footsteps on the back porch alert me of his arrival.  Either way, I’m usually not on his radar when he walks into the house.  As soon as he takes off his back pack and boots, he lands in the old over-stuffed chair, lays his head back and rests.  When we first moved in together, I tried to fuss over him, and he let me know with some irritation that it wasn’t necessary.  Because he won’t share how he feels or what is happening to him, I have to guess he has expended himself on the ship and has to recharge.

His behavior, after landing in the chair, is quite inconsistent which I find rather exciting because I know, at some point, I will appear on his radar and he will ravage me like he was starving and I was his meal.  I love the ravages because he gets personal and says my name, Beth.  Sometimes, he pulls me into the chair and ravages me immediately.  Most of the time,  however, I’m given no clue if the ravaging will take place after a few hours sleep, after a meal, during a meal or during a bath, just to name a few possibilities.  And, the entire length of his furlough, I can expect a ravaging at any time, any place - any place respectable, that is. 

Because his arrival can be any day and any time of the day, I can’t have anything planned for him so I have to have everything planned for him, if that makes sense.  I assume every day he will arrive and on that day, I serve something he likes whether he is there or not.  Every day, the house is clean for him.  Every day, I wear something he likes and I look forward to him removing it.  

Once he is recharged, bathed, fed and ravage-satisfied, he walks the few acres of his homestead, looking for repairs needed on the house or buildings.  He always asks if everything in the house is working properly and I’ll show him anything that needs attention.  He also checks supplies and makes sure there is enough flour, salt and whatever else is required.  He does nothing to make his life more complicated than this.

A few years ago, I was married, happily married, with three children.  My house was further up the hill and my husband, Richard, worked in a government records office down by the wharf.  We often passed Jesse’s house which Richard and I thought was a mysterious place because the house was dark for weeks in a row then, without warning, a light would appear.  At that time, we didn’t know that Jesse was at sea.  Richard finally met Jesse when some new regulation was passed and Jesse had to provide information to the government records office.  I was introduced to him in a more dramatic manner.

Influenza was brought into the bay on a ship and was quickly spread throughout the community.  Richard, who worked regularly with ship personnel, was infected and quarantined in a separate room in our home.  Though we followed all the health department guidelines, it spread to the children and to me.  Our house was quarantined.  Jesse, who seemed to be immune, helped a team of health professionals who bravely visited quarantined houses, and he was present when Richard died.  When my children also died, he visited me to offer assistance.  At that time, it never occurred to me that he might be interested in me.

Our community lost a large portion of its population to the influenza which left vacancies in offices.  Though women at that time were expected to be homemakers, I was able to get a job, thankfully, due to these vacancies, through Richard’s associates at the government records office.  Working there was difficult and stressful not only because I was inexperienced but also because the reduced staff couldn’t handle the workload.  Every day, the records office was filled with people waiting, impatiently, to be served.  In addition to that, there was a movement to burn all the houses that were quarantined including my house that Richard and I had built after we married.  

One evening, as I was eating alone, Jesse visited.  I invited him to eat with me and he accepted.  Asking me, like he does now, if anything needed repair, I broke into sobs about the demand to burn the house.  As he knelt beside me to offer comfort and we were face-to-face, with a silent mutual agreement, our lips met.  It was I who advanced the process as I got my hands under his shirt to feel his skin and follow the curves of his muscular chest.  After that, he whispered my name, ‘Beth’, and the ravaging commenced.  As we lay together, he invited me to stay with him, and suddenly, I didn’t care what they did to my house.

Moving in with Jesse made me an outcast.  People who once socialized with Richard and me, would not speak to me.  Though the pastor who married Richard and me had died in the plague, his replacement never visited.  My house along with contents was burned and I was able to sell the land giving me a little financial security, not that I needed it, I thought.

My first week in Jesse’s house, Jesse made repairs, cut grass, walked to the wharf for supplies and I learned that he didn’t like questions.  He would not hear any question he didn’t want to answer and, if I asked him again or a third time, he would leave.  There was no show of emotion; he would just walk away from me until I could see him no more.  I soon learned to be happy with whatever he wanted to share.  I learned to observe when he took a second portion at a meal; I learned to notice what I was wearing when he smiled at me;  I paid attention to anything that made him frown.

The first time Jesse left me to go to sea was a shock.  The sun woke me as it peeked through the window and he was gone with no farewell.  Standing in the dim kitchen, not knowing when he would return, I thought back to chaotic mornings with Richard and my children.  I was longing for isolation then.  I wept and felt sorry for myself for a long time.  That’s when I decided to look forward to Jesse’s return with a vow to be ready for him whenever he appeared.
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When Jesse arrived from sea this time, he didn’t fall into his chair and I was nowhere on his radar.  Instead, he prepared a bath and didn’t ask for my help.  When he got dressed, in his nicest outfit, he left.  As it got close to supper time, I prepared a meal like always, assuming Jesse would be at the table.  To my amazement, a black carriage stopped at the front door.  Jesse got out and, turning, he raised his hand to help a woman, who appeared to be younger than me, out of the carriage.  She was wearing a dress of the latest fashion, light blue, puffy sleeves, ankle length skirt and matching bonnet. 

Jesse escorted her into the house and introduced us; Kaylani was her name.  Removing her bonnet revealed dark brown hair in a bun at the back of her head, skin touched by the sun and dark brown, almond-shaped eyes.  ‘Foreign’ is the only way I could describe her with the knowledge I had of such things.  Jesse brought in some bags followed by a man with a trunk then he asked if supper was ready so I led them to the table and set a third place.

Kaylani remarked that the food was delicious and said I should teach her the recipes.  She said where she came from, they did not have a kitchen as nice as this.  

“Where are you from?” I ventured to ask.

“What did you call it, Jesse?” Kaylani asked, smiling.

“Sandwich Islands,” Jessie murmured, not looking up.  

“Yes, Sandwich Islands,” Kaylani repeated.  “Isn’t that something that we eat?”

She giggled at her reference not noticing that neither Jesse or I were laughing.

“I hope you will stay on,” Kaylani continued.

“Stay on?” I stammered, looking at Jesse.  “Was I going somewhere?”

Jesse rose and started to take steps toward the back door and I stood up.

“Don’t walk away from this question, Jesse,” I exclaimed.

Ignoring me, he continued walking but this time I followed, repeating the question.  He was able to take larger strides than me but I trotted to keep up.  Coming to a fence that marked the end of his property, he finally stopped.

“Kaylani is my wife,” Jesse stated flatly, his back to me.  “You’re welcome to stay.”

His words pierced my heart and sobs gushed out of the wound.  As the will to live disappeared from my soul, I folded to the ground.  True to his nature, Jesse walked away.  After a while, I returned to the house to get my money.  Jesse was in his chair.  Walking into the bedroom that once was ‘ours’, Kaylani was unpacking, looking un-ravaged.  Wondering if Jesse would be ravaging me now as his wife unpacked, I opened a box, pulled out a bag and left through the front door, heading down the hill I had once watched Jesse climb.

Knowing the wharf was not safe at night, I went to the police station.  An officer on duty listened patiently as I explained I needed a place to stay.  He very kindly expressed concern and told me of a rooming house close by.  Telling his supervisor he was leaving, he escorted me to a two-story white house in a neighborhood of two-story white houses.  An older lady, Edna, answered the door, even though it was late, and she did have a vacancy.  Thanking the officer, he said good-night and Edna took me upstairs to a room barely large enough to accommodate a single bed.  Putting my bag of money in a drawer, I lay down, wishing I were sleepy.  As memories of my husband, children and Jesse tortured me, I rose to escape and headed toward the front door thinking I would sit on the porch.  Passing a clock, it was between 3-4 AM.  Like many of these homes, several chairs of various sorts were available on the porch.  I chose a rocker where I could see the water and wondered if drowning was very painful.  Too scared to pursue that path, I focused on the large ships anchored out in the deep part of the water and wondered about the Sandwich Islands and all the other places that ships sail to. 

Hearing noises in the house, Edna opened the screen.

“Good morning,” she greeted sincerely.  “Are you an early riser like me?”

“Not really,” I replied, glancing at her.  “I couldn’t sleep.”

“Would you like some coffee?” she asked.  

Following her down the dark hall into the kitchen, she put a cup on a small table for two and offered me the chair.  The coffee smelled good and felt good going down.  As I closed my eyes to relish the moment, sliced bread and butter with a small plate were placed on the table, followed by some simmering bacon.  Edna, with silver hair in a bun, worked mechanically at the stove, concentrating on her tasks.  Her plump figure filled out her blouse and ankle length skirt.  Hearing her tenants coming down the stairs, she wished each of them a good morning.  As she took plates of food into the dining room, which I couldn’t see, I was grateful she let me stay in the kitchen with her. Eventually she brought a cup of coffee to the table, refilled my cup then sat down.

“I have to tell you that I checked on you this morning,” she began looking worried.  “Normally I don’t check on tenants but coming in like you did with a police officer, I was concerned.  Very few women in this community are on their own.”

I didn’t know how to respond to her statement.  Actually, I hadn’t figured out how to respond to this entire situation.

“You weren’t in your room,” she continued and pulled a key out of a pocket, “so I locked your door.  Five men live in this house and sometimes things disappear.  I’ve never caught any of them in






d2d_images/cover.jpg
'RETION ADVISED





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





