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			Professional Book Review

			“Celia Martin invokes this historical era with feeling and fidelity illustrating that she is, indeed, a student of history and not just a teacher. Martin possesses the literary powers necessary for transforming the texture and tone of 17th century life into dramatic form while still maintaining the aforementioned historical accuracy. Too often such works fall into the trap of populating its fictional landscape with one dimensional character while focusing the bulk of its attention on nailing down details, but Martin avoids such pitfalls with To Challenge Destiny. The novel’s four primary characters are rendered in a multi-dimensional fashion and never strain credibility. 

			The novel’s conclusion is powerful and convincing. Overall, To Challenge Destiny more than lives up to its billing as a “romance adventure” and Martin proves throughout the course of the novel that she has the vision and talent to make bygone times come alive for modern readers. The book, as well, has a near ideal length and the pacing keeps readers involved and attentive rather than risking their loss of attention throughout self-indulgent sideshows. Lovers of historical and romance fiction alike will enjoy this novel.” 

			Anne Hollister, Professional Book Reviews

		


		
			Endorsed by award-winning author Curt Locklear

			“If you yearn for a story skillfully told – if you like characters who find a home in your heart – if you enjoy historical accuracy blended masterfully into a story with robust action and enthralling, heart-wrenching romance, then To Challenge Destiny is your new favorite book. 

			Being a historian myself, I cannot help but carefully monitor historical works for accurate details, and I am delighted with To Challenge Destiny. The attention to the accurate portrayal of seventeenth century America and the customs of a variety of new-to-America Europeans; the topography of the new colonies; the exactness of the procedures for operating seagoing vessels; and even the plethora of languages and accents, add to the authenticity of the tale. 

			The characters feel so real, it is as though you can reach out and touch them. The main hero and heroine, with their passions constrained by duty and honor, yearn for each other, but cannot unbind the knots of their lives with which destiny has bound them. Only when fate changes course is their love allowed to burst forth in exquisitely portrayed, intense scenes of passion. 

			In amazing action sequences: the battles, the escapes, the weather, and, especially, the horrendous villains all play havoc on the characters. Who will survive? Will love triumph? 

			You will thrill. You will cry. You will love To Challenge Destiny, your new favorite book. To Challenge Destiny is: Masterful story-telling! Exquisite passion and breath-taking action! A historical romance feast!”

			Curt Locklear, Award-winning Author, Editor and Presenter. Winner of the National Laramie Award.  Invited speaker at the 2019 National Historical Novel Society Conference. 

			www.curtlocklearauthor.com

		


		
			A Collection of
Romantic Adventures

			Follow the romantic adventures of the D’Arcy, Hayward, and Lotterby families and their captivating friends in seventeenth century England and the American colonies. Dive into: To Challenge Destiny and savor the rich tapestry of the alluring past. And be sure to watch for A Bewitching Dilemma when the dashing Captain Garrett D’Arcy sweeps Tempest Winslowe from the gallows where she was to be hanged as a witch, Coming Soon!

			Excerpt from

			A Bewitching Dilemma

			At the end of the book.

			As a history teacher, the best thing about teaching is bringing history to life. Of less importance are the dates, the wars, the statesmen and generals; it is the lives of the everyday people that make history fun to experience. Travel in the cramped space of a sailing ship across the vast ocean, struggle to build a home in a new land. What do you eat? What do you wear? What kind of home do you live in and how do you keep warm in winter and survive the heat and insects of summer? History should be exciting and eye opening, and never boring.

			Visit my web site at:
cmartinbooks.kitsappublishing.com

		


		


		
			Prologue

			England September 1651

			Adler Hayward slumped in his saddle but kept his eyes glued on the bobbing lantern light far ahead in the dark. His arms ached, his legs ached, his head throbbed, and his parched throat cried out for a drink, a drink of anything. What he, a yeoman farmer, was doing on a damned horse traveling down narrow, poorly maintained country lanes in the middle of this dank dreary night was a question he guessed he would never be able to answer.

			He could blame his younger brother Caleb for being so blasted good looking with his dark auburn hair and green, heavy-lidded eyes, he had won the heart and hand of Sir Yardley’s older daughter, Sidonie. Or he could blame Sidonie’s brothers Cyril and William for being so persuasive they convinced Caleb and then him to join their cavalry troop despite his and his brother’s meager riding capabilities and lack of experience with swords or pistols. 

			“’Tis no matter do you fight on foot with musket and pike or on horseback with sword and sawed-off musket, but fight you must unless you want to live out your life under Roundhead mastery,” said Cyril Yardley. “We need ride hard to join up with the King. You cannot cover the miles afoot.” The Yardleys provided the Haywards with horses and armaments and off they went, joining up with King Charles in time to share in his defeat at Worcester. Now they made up part of the King’s guard as he hit out into the hinterland in a desperate bid to escape capture by Cromwell’s victorious forces. Adler had no idea where they headed, he but followed his King.

			“Pay heed,” his brother said, “look we leave the lane.”

			Glancing to his right, Adler saw a dim glow appearing to the east. Soon the sun would peep over the horizon and the country populace would be about their morning chores. The King needed to be hidden away by then, concealed from curious stares. Nudging his tired horse over the low hedge lining the rutted lane and into a field of stubble, Adler followed after his brother. Trotting past a few sheep foraging through the remnants of grain, they headed into a woods. Low hanging branches tugged at hats and coats, and Adler heard curses from his fellow guardsmen. The curses helped guide him, the lantern being difficult to discern through the autumn foliage. Some of the men, due to wounds, weariness, or lame horses, were dropping out, unable to continue the mad march. They would hope to find shelter and sustenance in local cottages. Some might well be betrayed and captured. The thought of prison tore at Adler’s gut. He did not know how he would survive such an ordeal. He had too great a love for the outdoors. And too much fear of enclosed places.

			Breaking out of the woods, they rode through another field, up a hill, and into less dense woods that soon opened onto a grassy meadow. And so they straggled along, fording streams and urging their horses up more hills and down into valleys until they trotted out of yet another woods onto a rough trail and could see their goal silhouetted against an overcast sky. A manor house or hunting lodge, Adler knew not which nor did he care. The gate to the walled enclosure surrounding a half-timbered house opened, and the King disappeared inside. 

			Arriving at their destination in the King’s wake, Adler slid from his saddle. He had had no order to dismount, but his buttocks told him he had endured enough. Others copied him, including his brother and Cyril Yardley. Leaning his head against his horse’s rump, Adler longed for sleep. Never in his twenty-five years had he been so tired; not after days in the field behind a plow, not after a gargantuan struggle to get a stump out of a field his father wanted for an apple orchard, not even after the fight he had with a bear that had wandered out of the woods. The poor creature must have escaped from some show. He had a frayed rope collar about his neck and numerous patches of missing fur. He was hungry and angry, and Adler had the misfortune to stumble across him. Adler bore teeth indentations on his shoulders and claw scars across his chest and back, but he had managed to get his knife into the bear’s heart before the big jaws had closed over his head. William Yardley had found him, mauled and bleeding, and carted him home across his shoulders. Adler owed William his life, but he had not been able to return the favor this day. William died at the end of a Roundhead’s sword but a few feet from Adler.

			A cavalryman named Draye who had recently joined their squadron dispatched the Roundhead, but the fighting had been too fierce to retrieve William’s body. Adler knew Cyril was grieving. Telling his family of his brother’s death would be difficult, but to know William would have no decent burial would be heartbreaking to those who loved the vibrant, good-natured cavalier. A year younger than Adler, William had been a close friend and confidant. They had attended petty school together then continued their education at the town grammar school. Eventually William and Cyril went on to Oxford and Adler and Caleb continued to work on their father’s farm. A prosperous yeoman owning his land outright, their father had encouraged his sons to seek professions other than farming, but both loved their farm and the land. Now that the King had lost his bid to reclaim the throne, Adler wondered what awaited him and Caleb and the other members of their squadron who had escaped out of Worcester. He doubted they would be allowed to pick up their lives, resume their daily routines as though they had not trotted off to war.

			Their squadron captain, Nathaniel D’Arcy, had followed King Charles into the house. He emerged as Caleb, eyes drooping, shoulders sagging, handed Adler a dipper of well water. “Best we got for now,” his brother said. Adler eagerly accepted the dipper, guzzled down its content, then turned his attention to D’Arcy.

			His captain gathered together the men still under his command. “We have been disbanded,” he said, removing his hat to swipe his thick dark hair off his brow. “We are to look to ourselves. I head back to Cheshire, though no doubt my brother and I, having broken our paroles, will find we have a price on our heads. Are we captured, prison or worse will be our fate. All the same, we head for home. Any of you who wish to ride with us are welcome. We will do best do we stay off the main roads.” He looked out over the faces turned to him, and Adler followed his gaze. His eyes lit on a square-jawed man in the plain garb of a working man, coarse linen shirt, leather doublet, and shapeless brown coat. 

			Adler recognized the man. Jack Chapman, a former peddler whose sister married above her station and gave her brother a boost. Chapman now owned a small shop in Chester and no longer peddled his ware from town to town or farm to farm. But no one knew the Heart of England countryside better than Chapman. From visits Chapman made to their farm before his rise in fortune, Adler knew him to be a King’s man. He and his father had fought as pikemen for King Charles I. Adler had not been surprised to find the peddler in their midst.

			“Chapman,” D’Arcy called to him. “I can think of no one better suited to guide us home. Will you oblige us? ‘Tis a risk.  You would have a better chance on your own.”

			Chapman smiled and nodded. “Aye, I will lead you and anyone who wishes to tag along.”

			“Good man,” D’Arcy said. “All right, those of you coming with us, mount up.”

			No sleep, no food, nothing to drink but a dipper of well water. And it was starting to rain. Adler swung back up on his tired mount. What a fool he had been to join this hopeless cause. Fool, fool, he chided himself as he steered his horse out the gate and fell into line behind his brother. They had traveled less than a mile when D’Arcy called them to halt and urged them to circle up. Rising in his stirrups and raising his voice, he said, “We need get far enough from White Ladies so we are not apt to give away King Charles, yet we are in need of food and rest, and our horses are in sore need of a respite. Jack knows a farmer not far from here he believes we can trust. We are a large party to be on these back roads. Best we travel at night. Are you fearful of trusting this farmer, feel free to make your own way home. Otherwise, follow us.”

			No one deserted the party and in short order they trotted up to the farmer’s croft. A pail of milk in each hand, wiry black hair poking out from under his hat, the farmer stared at the group of riders entering his yard. His wariness turned to relief when he recognized Chapman.

			“Welcome, friend, welcome, oi am afeared you are here because the King has lost.” He shook his head. “Is that the case we are naow into a heap of trouble.” 

			Chapman swung down from his horse and greeted the farmer. “Aye, Goodman Snow, we lost, but the King escaped.” He swung his arm behind him, indicating the men with him. “We are desperately in need of rest and food and a place to bide until nightfall. Can you oblige us?”

			His pointed nose quivering, the farmer nodded over his shoulder. “You may stable your horses and take your rest in yonder barn. Oi will see you get something to eat, is it naught but bread and cheese and a dram of ale.”

			“We thank you greatly, Goodman Snow,” D’Arcy said, dismounting. “We must need water and feed these tired horses even before we mind our own needs.” He reached into his pocket and pulled out a purse. “I will pay you well, but have a care before spending the coins, the Roundheads will be on watch for anyone who suddenly becomes prosperous.”

			“’Twould be a loi did I sye oi had no fear of the Roundheads, but do they come and are you found, oi will but tell them you forced me at gun point to give you shelter.” He bobbed his head. “So naow, sir, tike your horses to the ditch. Oi will but tike this milk into the wife and calm her fears and set her to making you a repast. Then oi will meet you in the barn where you can rest easy until nightfall.”

			Snow’s freehold appeared near as prosperous as Adler’s father’s. It was a tidy property, and Adler liked Snow. He had an honest face. Tired though he was, Adler would not have agreed to bide with the farmer did he not trust him. His horse watered, Adler entered the small barn. It smelled of hay and dung, but it felt good to be out of the rain. Two cows, four oxen, and several hens occupied the barn. Adding ten men and ten horses made for a squeeze, but could he find a place to stretch out and shut his eyes for a bit, Adler could see no reason to complain.

			D’Arcy advised against removing their mounts’ saddles. “But loosen the girth. We may need to leave in a hurry,” he said. “Let us see can we bunch the horses under the loft. Tired as they are, do we get them fed, they are not apt to start picking on one another.”

			The horses were soon settled and the farmer and his wife arrived with bread, cheese, sausage, a pail of ale and a couple of mugs the men would have to share. “Brave men you be,” said Goody Snow, bobbing her head up and down. “Blessed be the King escaped. Oi will have him in me prayers tonight. Lord knows what will become of us all with Cromwell in command.”

			His hunger assuaged, Adler pushed around some hay to pad his body and bunched his coat to make a pillow. In an instant he was asleep and did not awaken until Cyril Yardley shook his shoulder. “Rouse yourself, Adler, ‘tis near time to leave. Chapman says we have a long ride ahead of us are we to make our next haven by morning.”

			With the onslaught of night Chapman led them across fields and meadows and down backcountry lanes and rutted trails. With the sunrise he found them shelter and food. Rest by day travel by night, but by the third night of their trek, Adler began recognizing landmarks that told him they were not far from home. 

			Cyril rode up beside Adler. His dark brown eyes appearing sunken in his tired face, he said “My house is apt to be watched. We are going to your house. Caleb has volunteered to ride in and see is all clear. He is not covered in blood as are you. He could make a good defense that he is but returning home late from a trip to Chester.”

			Adler could not like the idea his younger brother was to act as bait, but he recognized the necessity. Was his house being watched, they needed to know that they would not ride into a trap. They had not long to wait. The door was thrown open and Caleb’s new bride was in his arms. His father and mother squeezed past the lovers, and his father waved a lantern, a sure sign all was well. Judging by the moon, Adler guessed it was past midnight, but he had the feeling his family had been waiting up as though they had been expecting them.

			He no sooner rode into the yard than his mother, her blue eyes glistening with joyous tears, was tugging at his stirrup. He swung down from his saddle to be wrapped in her embrace. “Both my boys home safe. Thank the good lord.” He was next grasped by his father, and he saw Sidonie slip from Caleb’s arms to hug her brother, Cyril, who had been engulfed in his younger sister’s arms, though Adler knew not why Arcadia should be at their house at this time of night.

			“William, where is William?” Arcadia demanded. A feminine version of her dark-haired, brown-eyed brother, she twisted to look at the other men who had dismounted. 

			His shoulders slumped, Cyril shook his head. “Dear ones, William was killed in battle.”

			“No!” Arcadia cried. 

			“Dear God,” Sidonie whispered. “Oh, how will we tell Mother?”

			“I hate to interrupt,” said D’Arcy, his commanding voice and tall imposing figure demanding attention. “I think ‘tis best do we get these horses hidden. We cannot be too careful.”

			“Yes, yes, of course you are right,” said Adler’s father. “Let us get your poor beasts watered and fed, then all of you come in the house.” Turning to Adler’s mother, he said, “My wife has a fine fare for you. Though we were not expecting so many of you, we can assure you all a hearty meal and a warm bed before the hearth.” 

			“Cyril, you go in the house with your sisters,” Adler said. “I will see to your mount.” Nodding, Cyril thanked him and with an arm around each sister, he trailed Adler’s mother into the house. “Caleb, you too. Father will see to your mount. Your wife needs you.” Caleb clasped Adler’s shoulder. “Thanks,” he said and followed his wife inside.

			Horses tended and stomachs fed, plans needed to be made. Her eyes red and bloodshot from crying, Arcadia said, “You cannot go home, Cyril. Cromwell’s men are watching the house. They came asking for you and William. Father said you went to Chester, but they doubted his word, and at least two men have been stationed in the barn round the clock. I had a feeling you would be coming home tonight, so I had Cook mix a wee potion of laudanum and honey in a couple of mugs of ale I took out to them. They were mighty grateful for the drinks, and within the hour, they were both asleep. I was able to slip away with their being none the wiser.”

			“She showed up here around dark time,” said Adler’s father. “Sure to certain she was you would be coming home tonight. So we all waited up, and sure ‘nough, she was right.” He wiped a hand over his balding head. “When I was in the field with the plow yester morn, a troop of horsemen came round, militiamen they were, trampling through the field with no thought for a decent man’s work. Said they were looking for any man who had fought for…,” he paused and looked around at the faces watching him, “well, I will not say what he called our King. I told him I knew of no such men, and they rode on. I have not seen them since.”

			“They will be back,” D’Arcy said. “I have no wish to be taken by them. I have heard well the fate of the poor Scots taken at Dunbar. Those who survived imprisonment were sold into indentured slavery in the colonies. I have no mind to experience their fate.”

			Adler had no mind to experience imprisonment or servitude.

			Green eyes flashing, D’Arcy’s younger brother Ranulf spoke up, “I am for making my way home, catching a boat to Ireland, then finding passage on a ship bound for Holland or France and meet up with King Charles. He will have need of his guard.”

			“You are sure he is going to make it back to the continent?” Draye questioned.

			Ranulf looked offended. “He will make it.” He shook his head. “But should he not, James will need supporters even more. He has not the same leadership qualities as does Charles.”

			“I have a better idea,” D’Arcy said. “We support the King by staying here in England and helping finance him. His income will be limited. He will need whatever we can send him.”

			“And where are we to get this income for him?” Cyril asked.

			“Why from the Roundheads. We become Robin Hood’s merry men. We rob from the rich Puritan merchants and give to our impoverished King.”

			“You are saying you want us to become thieves or highwaymen?” Caleb demanded.

			D’Arcy grinned. “Aye, that is what I am saying.”

			A general hubbub of voices assaulted D’Arcy’s announcement, but Adler was watching Ranulf. Shaking his head, his reddish-blond hair flying about his face, he said, “Nay, I am bound for the continent. However, do you proceed with your inane scheme, you will need a contact on the continent. Someone you can trust to get your nefariously gained funds to King Charles. I will send word to Kenrick where you may send your dispatches.” Adler had learned Kenrick D’Arcy, the Earl of Tyneford, eldest of the D’Arcy brothers, had heeded his wife’s pleas that he not break his parole. She had feared did he break his oath and join his brothers as they rode off to fight for Charles, was he not killed in battle, he could well be executed as traitor if again taken prisoner. Adler understood her feelings. His mother had begged him and Caleb not to go. How he wished he had listened to her as the Earl had listened to his wife. Had he listened to his mother, he would not now be contemplating leaving with Ranulf for the continent. 

			“I am with Ranulf,” Draye said, his strong chin jutting forward, his gray eyes glowing in the firelight. “I have no mind to have my neck stretched for to see the King has a softer bed. I will serve in his guard, but I will not steal for him.”

			Cacophony rose again with Adler’s parents joining in as well as Caleb’s wife who sat clinging to her husband’s arm. But Adler had made up his mind. He was bound for the continent. He might well be a coward, running away, but he knew, he could never survive imprisonment. Enclosed, unable to see the light of day – he would go mad. His heart heavy, he stared at his parents and wondered would he ever see them again. His brother had to stay. He could not leave his wife. Adler but hoped Caleb would escape imprisonment, and that he would not join Nathaniel D’Arcy in his perilous scheme. He drew a deep breath through his nose. How to say good-bye to this land he loved so dearly. Land that had been in his family since the time of the Conqueror, or so he had been told. To leave family and friends, to leave a way of life he loved. ‘Twas hard. What would be his future he could not say, but his destiny had been sealed the day he rode into battle in support of his King, and he was bound on a new path.

		


		


		
			Chapter 1

			Dublin, Ireland September 1651

			Glynneth Bristow Fortier stood in the shadow of the foc’s’le and watched three men stealthily board the Grishilde. The ship’s captain greeted them and a small but hefty looking pouch changed hands. The captain weighed it in his palm, nodded his head, and pointed to the steps leading down to the ‘tween deck where Glynneth’s family lay sleeping. She felt no alarm. The men did not appear menacing. She suspected they were Royalists bent on escaping to the continent to avoid imprisonment or worse at the hands of the Puritans. Many an Irishman had done the same thing.

			Word had flown across the Irish Sea of King Charles II’s defeat by Cromwell. A thousand pound reward was being offered for the King’s capture. Everyone was speculating about him. Where could he be hiding? Was he in Wales? Had he escaped to Ireland? Glynneth bore no love for Cromwell. In 1649 her father had died fighting Cromwell at Drogheda. The vibrant, hot-blooded Alaric Bristow, for years chafing under the hostile English yoke, had joined in the Irish rebellion. Glynneth believed had her mother not died of a fever that ravished many a home in 1640, her father would not have become embroiled in the rebellion. Her strong-willed mother would never have allowed her adored, yet overly fervent, husband to enter the fray. 

			The creaking of the ship and its easy roll as it rested in the Dublin Harbor was soothing. Unable to sleep in the stuffy hold, Glynneth, after seeing her children, husband, and father-in-law were resting peacefully, had slipped up onto the deck for some fresh air. The ship would be departing with the high tide, bound for Holland. She expected never to see Ireland again. Yet she shed no tears. She could not help but think a brighter future awaited her and her family. 

			The moon came out from behind some clouds and struck a path across the deck. One of the three men who had come aboard stepped from the ‘tween deck stairway into the bright path. Still in the shadows, Glynneth watched him. He turned in a full circle, slowly, warily. He went to each side of the ship and looked overboard. Seemingly satisfied, he swept off his hat and wiped his brow with his forearm. His appearance seemed more the farmer than a soldier. His light brown hair, cut short in country fashion, curled about his neck and ears. His wide, loose-skirted breeches hung to just below his knees, and under his plain brown coat, the neck line covered by a squared-ended falling band collar, he wore a buff doublet with pewter buttons. Of medium height and weight, he looked strong. He had broad shoulders and sturdy calves. She could not see his features clearly, but she guessed him to be in his early to mid-twenties. 

			Curious about her fellow passengers, she stepped from the shadows. “Good evening.” She smiled at the man’s startled mien as he clutched at his chest. “Sorry did I take you unaware.”

			The man’s initial surprise disappeared, and approaching her with a cautious step, he stopped before her and offered a slight bow. “I had no notion anyone other than the watchman was about.” He pointed to a man on the half deck. “Are you with the family that sleeps below?”

			“I am. I am Glynneth Fortier. I travel with my husband and children and my in-laws. And you travel with two friends?”

			A wariness entered his eyes, blue eyes she thought them, mayhap a bluish green, under questioning brown eyebrows. He was an attractive man, not handsome in the classic sense as was her husband, more a rugged good looks, chiseled jawline, straight nose, firm mouth. As he hesitated, she continued, “I saw the three of you come aboard. You appear to be traveling light.” She had noted each man carried but one small canvas draw-string bag. “Is your stay in Holland to be of short duration?”

			“You are most observant, Mistress Fortier. I take it you are bound for a longer visit.”

			He had artfully avoided answering her question, and his evasion made her smile. “Mister, ah, Mister …” She waited. 

			“Hayward,” he finally answered, “Adler Hayward.”

			She wondered if he had given her his correct name. It mattered not. Did the weather hold, the trip to Holland should take but three or four days, and then she would never see him again. “Ah, Mister Hayward, pleased to make your acquaintance.” She nodded then resumed, “We are not visiting Holland. It is but a stopover for us. We are bound for the Dutch colony of New Netherland in the new world.” She laughed. “I see that surprises you. Easy to explain. My father-in-law is a French Huguenot refugee. A merchant, he finds the restrictions the English place on his ventures too demanding. His brother-in-law, also a refugee, has done well in New Netherland. He asked my father-in-law to join him there and help him with his business. And so to the new world we go, my husband, daughter, and baby son, my father-in-law, my brother-in-law, and his wife. ‘Twill be quite the adventure, I am thinking.” 

			Her companion smiled for the first time. A winning smile, it softened his features and brought a gleam to his eyes and a dimple to his right cheek. “The new world you say? And to New Netherland. Yet none of you are Dutch. Do you speak Dutch?” 

			“But a little, though I am working on it. However, I speak French, and so we are told, near as many settlers there speak French as Dutch. The Dutch call the French settlers Walloons. They have been generous with land grants to them in the New Netherlands. My father-in-law’s brother-in-law is involved in the fur trade.”

			Her new acquaintance cocked his head. “The fur trade you say?”

			“Yes, Monsieur Chappell, my uncle by marriage, has been most prosperous, but he needs someone he can trust to get the best deals for his furs, and the best items for trade with the Indians. He has been asking my father-in-law for several years to come to his aid. Finally, between the war, the land confiscations, trade restrictions, and the plague, my father-in-law has had enough. We are not Catholic, but Irish Catholics have been so devastated, few can afford to buy the products my father-in-law imports. So we seek a saner place to live. The Dutch, so Monsieur Chappell says, are very open and accepting of all who contribute to their colony. He says even Jews and some Catholics have found a home there.”

			“You paint an inviting picture of New Netherland. I would hear more.”

			“My husband and his father can tell you more on the morrow. That is, are we all hale. I fear the seasickness. Do you suffer from the sickness, Mister Hayward?”

			He shook his head. “I know not, though I had no sickness crossing from England. Truth be, until you mentioned it, I had given it no thought. This sickness, is it bad?”

			Tilting her head and narrowing her eyes, Glynneth shrugged. “I but know what I have been told. Some do get dreadfully sick and think death would be a blessing. Others have no problem. My father-in-law says when he came from France, his wife was sick, but he was ne’er sick for even a moment. Did he not feel sorry for his wife, he would have enjoyed the voyage.”

			“Let us hope we are all like your father-in-law. Fortier, did you say is his name?”

			“Yes, Curtice Fortier and my husband is Etienne.” She started to ask the names of his friends, but at that moment the captain emerged from his cabin and told the watchman to ring the bell to get the crew up. The tide was right. ‘Twas time to set sail.

			With the clanging of the ship’s bell, seamen poured onto the deck. Glynneth, dodging out of the way of a scurrying youth said, “I best go below and see that my children have not been disturbed. Are they yet sleeping, I will come back up that I may bid farewell to my homeland.”

			Adler nodded. “I shall be at the railing. I am in no hurry to bury myself in the hold.”

			\ \ \ \

			Shouts of the seamen as they set about their duties relieved the knot tormenting Adler’s gut. It would not completely untie until they sailed out of port, but he could breathe more easily with departure underway. Removing himself to the bulwark in an area he hoped would not be in the way, he watched the sails rise then flutter as they caught the late night breeze. The captain shouted directions to the helmsman manning the whipstaff in the shadow of the quarter deck.

			Adler knew nothing about ships or sailing, but Ranulf D’Arcy, who had organized their escape from England, knew a great deal. Having grown up on the Wirral Peninsula, Ranulf was well acquainted with many types of ships. He had been pleased they had been able to book passage on the Grishilde. “’Tis a Dutch Fluyt,” he said. “Squared-rigged with a wide hull and high stern, it needs a minimum crew, but when armed, it can put up a good defense against most pirate ships. It is like to have more comfortable accommodations than might a Dutch Bilander.”

			Pleased the ship would be able to put up a good defense against pirates if need be, and that the accommodations would be more acceptable than what he endured on the fishing vessel that had carried them from Ranulf’s home at Wealdburh on the Wirral Peninsula to Dublin, Adler cared little about the other assets of the ship. The crossing from England to Ireland had been without incident. The sea, according to the vessel’s fisherman captain, had been quite calm, and they had seen no English navy ships. Ranulf trusted the fisherman and his crew of three explicitly; had entrusted the fisherman with finding them passage on a ship bound for Holland or France. Adler had been less trusting.

			His tension had grown, as hidden aboard the gently rocking fishing vessel, they awaited the return of the fisherman. Even was the captain trustworthy, what of his crew? Might they think to claim a reward for three escaping Royalists. Ranulf laughed at his fears. “I have known these men all my life. Think you they would betray me and then return to confront my brother’s wrath.” Adler knew Ranulf’s brother, the Earl of Tyneford, was well respected in the village of Wealdburh situated below the ancient square keep sitting atop a stony hill overlooking the sea. Yet greed had been known to prevail over sentiment in many a man’s heart. 

			Not until they climbed aboard the Dutch ship had Adler relaxed his guard. He had been prepared with gun and knife to fight to the death ere he would let himself be taken. Prison was not for him. The forward movement of the ship as the wind billowed the sails sent Adler’s heart soaring. Then it plummeted. He might be leaving his home forever. Or if he did return, his parents might no longer be among the living. His parting with them had been too sudden and too brief. His weeping mother had clung to him. But before the morning sun crept over the horizon, he, Ranulf, and the trooper he scarcely knew named, Latimer Draye, set off for Wealdburh. 

			“’Tis nice the moon has come out,” said a soft, lilting voice from behind Adler. His nerves still frayed, he started and clutched at a soft leather bag hanging from a tie about his neck and hidden beneath his shirt. Glynneth Fortier laughed, a throaty laugh full of mirth. “I do keep taking you unaware. Again, my apologies,” she said, stepping to his side.

			With her gaze directed on the receding flickering lights of Dublin, he studied her profile. She was a handsome enough woman, no great beauty, soft jawline, rounded chin, straight little nose. She wore no cap and her wavy brown hair hung loosely down her back. As though she felt his eyes on her she turned to look up at him. Her eyes were arresting, not their color, he could not make out their color, mayhap gray, but they seemed to look into his soul. Why had he not noticed them when he had spoken with her earlier? Because his eyes had been darting hither and yon for any signs of a trap. He had barely looked at Mistress, nay, Madame Fortier. But he looked at her now. Her full lips curved upward in a sweet smile, and her teeth gleamed white in the moonlight. No, not a great beauty, but she entranced him. 

			“I grew up in Dublin,” she said, turning back to the shadowy buildings disappearing from view. “My maternal grandmother owns land to the northwest of Dublin. It has been in the family from time immortal, or so Grandmother says. My brother, Nolan, will inherit the land. Although my father fought for the King and died fighting Cromwell, my brother heeded my grandmother’s advice and stayed in Dublin, neither helping nor hindering either side.” She turned back to Adler, and he was again lost in her eyes. Eyes full of life and good humor. Lustrous, twinkling pools that beckoned him into their depth and soothed his sad and anxious heart. 

			“My brother is a scholar,” she continued in her light, vibrant voice, and Adler tried to concentrate on what she said rather than dive into her eyes. “He attended Oxford then studied law at Gray’s Inn in London. Now he is a barrister, but he prefers instructing to pleading cases in court. Because my grandmother favors no specific religion, except perhaps the enhancement of the mind, we shift with the wind, as do the sails of a ship.” She looked up at the puffy sails filled with a stiff breeze from the south. “My brother will be an Anglican, a Puritan, or even a Catholic should the Irish Catholics ever retake their homeland, which seems most unlikely. Whatever it takes, Nolan, like Grandmother, like our ancestors stretching back through time, will never let our ancient land slip from his fingers.”

			“You seem to love the land yet seem to suffer no sorrow at leaving it.” Adler wished he could feel the same about leaving his home.

			She laughed, that intoxicating laugh that sent a thrill racing up his spine. “Did I not have a brother who is married and has two sons who will inherit the land after him, I suppose I would be more hesitant about leaving. Mayhap I would not leave. But as I need have no fear the land will be lost to our family, I can leave with a willing heart.” She shook her head, and though a smile lurked at the corners of her mouth, her voice softened. “I think, mayhap, you are saddened at leaving your home. Mayhap you will be gone from your home longer than you would wish.”

			“I was not as wise as your grandmother and your brother. I allowed myself to be convinced ‘twas right and honorable to join King Charles and fight to win back England from the Puritan usurpers. Now I flee England rather than risk prison or worse.” He had not meant to tell anyone he had fought for Charles, not until safe on the continent. He meant to keep his recent past a secret, but he had blurted out everything to her. He turned and let the wind whip his face.

			Racing along at a good clip, the ship rolled to and fro, and Adler found he had to brace himself against the bulwark. Madame Fortier, Glynneth, he liked her name, stood with feet spread wide and rode effortlessly up and down with the rise and fall of the ship as it plunged through the sea. Her hair blew about her face, and she shook her head and laughed.

			“’Tis grand is it not?” she said.

			“’Tis grand to think I will not be feeling a rope about my neck.”

			She laughed again. Gads, he loved her laugh. “Prison, mayhap,” she said “a rope, likely not. Defeated rebels, as Cromwell calls the men fighting for the King, lose their land not their lives, except in battle. Do you leave behind a land you love and could not wish to lose?”

			Her voice was soft and caring. He believed she asked out of concern, not curiosity. “Yes, I leave behind land I love. A good farm I have helped work since my earliest memories. I leave behind my mother and my father and a younger brother whom I fear for. He is newly married and would not flee as do I. I pray he will come to no harm.” 

			“Then you leave behind no wife and children?”

			“Nay.” 

			“’Tis well. Too many Irish men have fled, leaving their families to fend as best they can. I applaud your brother.”

			“He is devoted to his wife,” Adler said, wondering if Madame Fortier thought him cowardly in deserting his parents. He did not even know the woman, and yet he would hate for her to think ill of him. Mayhap he had been cowardly, but he would not have changed his actions. Rational or not, his fear of prison overrode all his other emotions. 

			Interrupting his musings, she said, “So Mister Hayward, you go to Holland. What will you do there? Do you speak any Dutch?” 

			“We plan to join up with King Charles when he returns and act as part of his guard.”

			“Ah, you seem confident the King will escape the wily Puritans.”

			“We escaped them,” he answered.

			She smiled, her eyes dancing in the moonlight. “So you have. Do you wish, on the morrow, I will teach you a few phrases and words in Dutch that may help you in Holland.”

			“I would be grateful,” he said.

			“Very well then. Now I bid you a goodnight. My son will soon need his feeding, and do I not get some sleep, I will not wish to rise come the morning.”

			Adler bid her a goodnight and watched her disappear down the steep stairs to the area in the ‘tween deck reserved for passengers. The quarters were tight, and there was little privacy. Naught but blankets strung on ropes separated the Fortier family from him and his two companions. The captain had shown them hammocks that had been hung up for them, and Ranulf and Latimer Draye had immediately crawled into theirs and gone to sleep. 

			No longer fearful of capture, Adler knew he should retire, but he was loathe to go down into the compact space. Loathe, too, he admitted to go to sleep. He wanted instead to think about Madame Fortier. He had never been so attracted to any woman, but she was married. Married and had two children. And she was bound for the new world – he for the old. Still, for this one brief voyage, he could revel in her eyes, her laughter, her lilting voice. He could pretend for these few short days she was not married. He could pretend she was as attracted to him as he was to her. He could pretend to taste her curving lips, run his fingers through her wavy hair, and let her make him forget his sorrow, his grief at leaving his home and family, mayhap forever.

		


		
			Chapter 2

			Roused from his sleep by the cry of a baby, Adler at first could not remember where he was, then the memory of Glynneth Fortier came flooding back. It was her baby crying. And they were aboard a Dutch ship bound for Holland. He heard Ranulf and Draye stirring, and when they arose, he joined them, scrambling from his hammock to stumble about with the sway and pitch of the ship. Draye, near as wobbly, grinned, and said, “Look ye at Ranulf, steady as a seaman.”

			“I have sailed more than a few times, and I knew to be prepared for the roll of the ship,” Ranulf said in a low voice. “Now afore we wake our neighbors, let us go topside and see will the Captain be so kind as to break his fast with us.” 

			Adler agreed to the suggestion as did Draye, but before they could ascend to the main deck, a tall, slender, white-haired man with a small neatly trimmed beard and mustache emerged from behind the curtain of blankets. “Ah, you are awake,” he said, smiling and displaying a near full, if yellowed, set of teeth. “We tried to be quiet so not to awaken you too early. My daughter-in-law says you arrived late last night.” He introduced himself as Curtice Fortier, and in a decidedly French accent, invited them to join his family for breakfast.

			“Glynneth believes you had not zee time to secure food stuffs for zee voyage. We have plenty. Glynneth saw to zat. A most organized woman eez zee wife of my elder son.” Dressed in the plain garb of a merchant, close-fitting buff coat with a high waistline and hip length skirt, the neckline of the coat hidden under a plain falling band collar, and brown breeches tied below the knee with a plain black band, he looked as neat as if greeting visitors in his home.

			Adler looked down at his own rumpled clothes. Having now slept untold nights in less than pristine surroundings, he doubted not but what he must also smell. Not a pleasant person to sit down to breakfast with, but Ranulf, after introducing himself, Adler, and Draye, accepted Fortier’s kind offer for the three of them. 

			With Ranulf’s instructions, they stashed their meager belongings in their hammocks and after tightly rolling up the hammocks, stowed them out of the way that a trestle table and benches might be set up in their place. The only lighting came from the hatch opening at the top of the stairs until a young man, Adler guessed to be near him in age, emerged from the Fortiers’ quarters with a lantern which he hung from a hook centered over the table. Fortier introduced him as his younger son, Gaspard.  

			Other sounds could be heard from the Fortiers’ quarters, then with a giggle and a yelp, a little curly-headed girl burst from behind the curtains. A tall, thin man with arm outstretched followed after her. She eluded his grasp and giggled again. “Shush, Meara, do you wake Noel, you will have to wait even longer for your breakfast,” said the man. Adler guessed he must be the girl’s father, Glynneth’s husband.

			The girl dimpled, pursed her little round mouth, and putting a small finger to her lips, scrunched her eyes and pantomimed a shushing sign. She then darted away from her father to slide to a stop in front of Adler. Large brown eyes widening, she looked up at him and said, “I am Meara. Who are you?”

			Her grandfather said, “Meara, mind your manners,” but before Adler could respond, Draye dropped to one knee, and bowing at his waist, said, “I am Latimer Draye, but you may call me Latty.” He nodded at Ranulf. “That tall man with the fiery red hair is Ranulf D’Arcy, and the man with the too serious countenance, he is Adler Hayward. He is sad about leaving his home.” He poked a finger at her stomach, and she giggled. “Mayhap you can help cheer him. I find him much the drudge and poor company.” 

			The girl again looked up at Adler. “I dance very prettily. Do you like dancing?”

			“Meara,” said her father, “do you not remember your mother’s request?”

			Looking but slightly sheepish, the child answered, “Set out the napkins.”

			“That is correct,” he answered with a nod.

			Fortier chuckled. “You have met my granddaughter, Meara, and she you. Now allow me to introduce my elder son, Etienne.” The introduction acknowledged, Adler studied Etienne. A handsome man, if too thin, he had a Patrician nose, high cheekbones, and thick dark hair swept back from a high forehead. His dark, wide-set eyes radiated kindness and intelligence. Adler could well understand how any woman would be attracted to him. Unlike his father and younger brother, he was clean shaven but for a neatly trimmed moustache. But he was too pale and his cheeks were too rosy.

			Then he coughed, and doubling over a bit, he held a kerchief to his mouth. His father looked at him with concern, but Etienne quickly straightened, offered a glowing smile, and tucked the kerchief back in his pocket. “My pardon,” he said.

			The man had consumption. Adler recognized it. His young sister and his grandmother had died of it. His heart felt as if a vice had tightened around it. He had but met Etienne, yet he felt drawn to him, could not help but like him. And he was Glynneth’s husband, and she loved him. He could not doubt that. His heart ached for her, and for her bright little girl who could not know her father was dying. 

			He looked away and his gaze rested on Meara. She giggled at something Draye said and playfully swatted his knee. The man seemed to have a way with children. Young and full of good spirits, Draye was unconcerned about leaving England. “What have I in England? No land to call my own,” he told Gaspard while ruffling Meara’s hair. “Once, before Henry VII won the throne, we Drayes owned the very land that now we serve as stewards. In allying myself with King Charles, I hoped to be on the winning side, unlike my ancestor who fought against Henry Tudor and lost our land. I hoped to be rewarded with a knighthood and a piece of land. I thought no matter how small, it would be mine and I could make it grow. But like my ancestor before me, I chose the losing side.” He chuckled. “Now I will see what being an exile may bring me.”

			Gaspard, a more robust version of Etienne, nodded his handsome mien thoughtfully. “Is land what you crave,” he said, “you might give some thought to trying your hand in the colonies. There is land aplenty, so we are told.”

			Draye, gray eyes alight, stroked the dark stubble of his strong, jutting jaw. “Land aplenty do you say?”

			“Yes. We go to New Netherland, a Dutch colony. We have family there to welcome us and provide us with shelter and sustenance, but I have heard they have a shortage of labor, so any man seeking work should have no trouble finding some means of support.”

			“Most interesting,” Draye said before looking down at Meara who tugged on his worn coat skirt.

			“Do you go with us to our new home, Latty? Oh, I wish you would. You are funny.”

			“Meara!” exclaimed a mirthful voice. 

			Whipping about, Adler saw Glynneth had joined them. Her beguiling gray-blue eyes full of good cheer, she added, “You know better than to address adults in such a fashion. Ask the gentleman’s pardon.”

			Meara obeyed her mother, but added that Draye had given her permission to address him by his given name. To Adler’s consternation, Draye was staring at Glynneth with the same besotted gaze he had fixed on her. Her wavy hair hidden under a lappet cap, her gown plain and simple, the bodice coming to a point at the waist, a large square neckerchief tucked into a low décolletage, she was tying on an apron, yet her glowing smile brightened the dingy hold.

			“Good morning, Mister Hayward,” she said, the lilt of her voice sending a tingle to every nerve in his body. “I trust you and your companions slept well.”

			“Ah yes, Mister Hayward,” said Etienne, “you met my wife last night. But Glynneth, allow me to introduce Mister D’Arcy and Mister Draye. Gentlemen, my wife,” he stated proudly.

			Ranulf sketched a bow and Draye, shaking his head as if to clear it of unwanted thoughts, found his voice and stumblingly offered his sincere thanks to her for suggesting they be allowed to join her family for breakfast. 

			“You are, of course, most welcome, Mister Draye. Everyone, please be seated. Etienne and Gaspard, do you serve the ale, I will set out our breakfast.” She retreated to their curtained quarters, but soon reappeared with a large pewter tray heaped high with chunks of bread and cheese and small links of sausage. 

			Gaspard and Etienne set pewter plates and mugs of ale on the table. “I fear you will have to share the mugs,” Gaspard said. “We have not enough of them for all of us.”

			“We have no problem there, Monsieur Fortier,” Ranulf said. “We have shared mugs a plenty the past fortnight. Do I not speak the truth, Latty?”

			Flashing a winsome smile, and giving a poke to Meara who claimed a spot next to him on the bench, Draye answered with a chuckle. “Not as many as I might wish we had shared. Times I went mighty thirsty and would have traded the boots off my feet for another dram or two.” 

			At that moment, a sailor clattered down the stairs. A small pail in his hand, he said, “Madame Fortier, I have the milk from your goat you did bid me bring at eight bells.”

			The sailor looked at Glynneth with the same adoring gaze Adler had seen on Draye’s face, and that he knew must be on his own. Rising from her seat, Glynneth took the pail and warmly thanked the sailor. He backed away, seemingly loathe to leave her presence. Adler marked his slow march up the steep steps. Glynneth poured some of the milk into a mug for her daughter, added a little ale, mixed it, then said, “Do drink every drop, Meara. ‘Tis good for you.”

			“Yes, Mother,” the child said, and holding the mug with both hands began gulping down the milk with a glug-a-de-glug sound.

			Her father laughed, “Meara, your manners, where are they?”

			Lowering the mug to reveal a white moustache before she wiped the back of her hand across her mouth, she said, “I was thirsty enough to trade my boots.”

			Her comment brought laughter around the table, but between choked chuckles her mother said, “That is fine dear, but next time use your napkin to wipe your mouth. By the way, thank you for setting out the napkins. You did a very nice job.”

			Meara beamed at the praise and resumed nibbling a large piece of cheese she had grabbed off the platter. Adler noticed Glynneth shared a plate with her husband, and Gaspard shared one with his father. Meara had her own small plate, and he, Ranulf, and Draye each had their own plate. The Fortiers had given their plates to their guests. He counted heads. How had they one plate extra? Gaspard’s wife. She had not joined them.

			“Monsieur Fortier,” he looked across the table at Gaspard. “Your wife has not joined us. I hope she is not ill.”

			Gaspard shook his head. “I fear she has the seasickness. Glynneth thinks did she but go topside in the fresh air and get away from the bilge smell we must endure here in the ‘tween deck, she might feel better, but Jeanette refuses to rise from her cot.”

			Glynneth said, “Poor dear, she was fearful of this voyage and now her fears are being born out. I hope she may soon feel better. We have a much longer voyage ahead of us.” 

			Adler pitied the young woman and was glad he seemed to be immune to the ailment. Seemingly the other Fortiers were also immune. At least for the present. What they might encounter out in the middle of the ocean he could not fathom. A wish to protect these kindly people tugged at his innards. Gaspard was strong and healthy, but his father was old, his brother was sick. They were a gentle people. A people used to nice things such as napkins and pewter plates and finely woven woolen clothing. They were used to the civilities of city life. He knew little of the new world. Had never given it much thought, but now he wondered how these kind-spirited Fortiers would fare in the new world wilderness.

			\ \ \ \

			Standing beside Glynneth at the bulwark, Adler stared out at the land they sailed past. Scotland the captain had told them. From the distance it looked rugged and stark. Not a place he would want to call home. Glynneth had been telling him about her home in Dublin. “Not a grand home, naught but lodgings a short walk from Etienne’s father’s home. A home his father shared with Gaspard and his wife, Jeanette.” She stopped speaking and became thoughtful, gazing up at an eagle soaring high in the sky. “Do you ever wonder why God did not think to give man wings?” she asked, interrupting his reverie.

			Shaking his head, he chuckled, “Nay, I never had such thoughts.”

			“I do believe wings would have come in quite handy.” She turned to look at him, her eyes dancing with merriment. “Do think what it would be like to soar through the air. How fast we could get to our destinations. No twisting and turning along poorly kept trails or plodding up and down hillsides and mountains. Of course, we would have to travel light as you and your friends are doing, but think how glorious ‘twould be.”

			Gazing into her eyes, he felt his soul soaring. He might not actually be flying, but in her company, the ache in his heart for his home dimmed and almost disappeared. She was another man’s wife. A man he liked and respected. Yet he knew himself to be in love with Glynneth Fortier. He had never loved before, had never imagined love could be so all enveloping. He felt lighthearted when in her presence, at peace with all the world, and crestfallen, lost when her duties as a wife and mother called her away. 

			She loved being up on deck, hated the hold as he did. Her daughter and son napping, and her father-in-law keeping an eye on them, she had urged her husband to join them on the main deck. Gaspard brought up a chair for him, and Glynneth tucked a blanket about him and handed him a book. “You are content?” she asked.

			Etienne smiled at her. “I am content. Go brace the wind at the bow do you wish, my beloved, or take a turn or two about the deck. Do I need aught, I will call.”

			And so Adler had rejoiced. Glynneth had been freed to join him at the bulwark. To be in her presence was a delight in itself. To have her to himself with no other distractions was an immeasurable thrill. Draye, immersed in conversation with Gaspard, occasionally cast glances in their direction from the port side of the ship but did not offer to join them. Ranulf was engaged in a game of chess with the captain who had beamed his pleasure at having a chance to match his prowess against a skilled opponent. Poor Jeanette Fortier was still abed with the seasickness. Adler knew these treasured moments could not last, but he would store them in his memory to be conjured up when forced to part from Glynneth.

			“I met Etienne in Dublin at a book dealer’s shop,” Glynneth said, bringing the conversation back down to earth. At her urging, he had briefly told her about his home and family then had urged her to reciprocate. Amidst various asides, she obliged. “I thought Etienne the most beautiful man I had ever seen.” She grinned. “According to my grandmother, we O’Briain women have ever been bold and have ever been drawn to handsome men. Grandmother said she could not resist my grandfather despite his Norman blood.” She chuckled, her intoxicating laugh infusing him with an exuberance he could scarce keep in check. Her smile still lurking on her lips, she continued, “Our family claims Brian Boru as a direct ancestor. Who knows if ‘tis true. But our land is not far from the Hill of Tara.”

			He must have looked confused for she explained. “’Tis a sacred hill where ‘tis claimed Brian Boru was proclaimed high king of all Ireland. ‘Twas a short lived kingdom. It died with him. We Irish are forever fighting each other. Had we united, we could have chased the Normans from our land, and the English would never have had a foothold. But that was not to be.” Her eyes danced. “I cannot complain. No Normans, no me.”

			“That would be a loss to the world,” Adler said, wishing he had the right to take her hand, to hold her, to do anything to prove he meant the words that sounded so trite. 

			“You are kind to say so.” Cocking her head, she widened her eyes. “Now where was I? I think I was telling you about meeting Etienne. He and I fell to talking and discovered we enjoyed reading many of the same books. The more we talked, the more we found we had in common. It grew late and the shopkeeper wanted to close his shop. We made our purchases, and Etienne walked me home. We saw each other near every day after that.

			“My father was what the new English arrivals call the old English, his family having settled in Ireland long before Henry VIII decided to divorce his Spanish queen. Many of the old English swore their loyalty to the King but remained Catholic. My father’s father, fearful of losing his land, renounced the Catholic church.” She chuckled. “He cared more about his land than his soul, ‘twould seem. The land my grandfather was so desirous of keeping is now forfeit, confiscated by Cromwell because my father remained loyal to King Charles. Not even my brother’s neutrality could save it.” 

			Her eyes betraying no regret, she shrugged her shoulders. “’Tis of no consequence. ‘Tis the past and cannot be undone.” Narrowing her eyes, she said, “Lost my thread again.” Before Adler could respond, she said, “Oh, yes, neither my grandfather nor my father were good Anglicans. But though not particular about his religion, Father was not partial to the Huguenots, they being followers of Calvin. Still, at my grandmother’s urging, he consented to my marriage to Etienne. Grandmother knew well my heart. And, as she reminded my father, my mother’s father had not approved of him.” A smile again lurked about the corners of her mouth and her luminous eyes exuded a lighthearted glee. “Ah, but then my father was an exceptionally handsome man. Mother could no more resist him, despite his limited interest in anything of an intellectual nature, than Grandmother could resist my grandfather. Though I will say, Grandfather was quite well read, having been educated in France.”

			“’Twould seem a good education and being well read is of major importance in your family.” Adler could imagine what she must think of him. Once he had completed grammar school, despite his father’s urgings, he had chosen to work the land rather than continue his education. He had had little time for reading. Not that they had any books in the house to read other than his mother’s bible, and he had never found the bible a pleasant read.

			Tucking a wisp of hair back under her cap, Glynneth said, “Learning is ecstasy. When you read you can visit distant lands, cross vast oceans, laugh at inane humor, shed a melancholy tear for thwarted lovers, and ponder the wisdom of the ancients. Whole new worlds are opened up to you, old ideas are challenged and new ones reviewed.” Her face radiant with her joy, she gazed up a him. “I know, being a woman, I am fortunate to have been reared in a family that values the intellect of a woman as highly as that of a man. And I am fortunate to have found a husband who values my thoughts as he values his own.”

			“He would be a fool did he not,” Adler said. Any man would be a fool not to value Glynneth. He had never known such a merry soul
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