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I wish you were still here to see this book finished.
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of research—this was before computers when we had to search through
libraries and actual books!
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who lived on a sailboat and spent years sailing the
Caribbean. (Yeah, I'm jealous.)


Chapter 1

 1672 – Moorhouse
Plantation on Cayman Brac, Caribbean.

“Faith, but she’s a wee one!” Robert
Moorhouse murmured. He held out his hand and tentatively stroked
the baby’s rosy cheek. It felt so soft against the roughened skin
of his finger that he wasn’t even sure he’d touched her. He
straightened up and looked at his beautiful wife lying in bed,
propped up by big down pillows. Her long auburn hair was neatly
confined in braids and decently covered by a cap of lace. The
ribbons in her cap matched the bed jacket of rose satin trimmed in
blond lace covering her shoulders. The tiny bundle that was their
new daughter slept, tucked in the crook of her arm.

“We’ll name her Morgan,” Robert said, “in
honor of the admiral. Maybe he’ll come to the christening, if he
gets back from England in time.”

Anna Maria expected something like this.
Henry Morgan was her husband’s hero, but for all that, he was still
a pirate and a marauder. Morgan was such an unsuitable name for a
girl child! Rather than argue, however, she suggested a
compromise.

“We’ll call her Catherine Santiago as well,”
she said, her gentle voice hiding the strength with which she
managed her husband. “With a name like Morgan to live up to, she
will have need of heaven’s blessings.”

“Tempering the bad with the good, eh?” Robert
commented with a grin, for he understood his wife. Managed he might
be, but it was with his full knowledge and consent, for he truly
loved the wonderful woman he had won for his own.

The baby, the object of all this discussion,
slept on, her rose-pink lips slightly parted as she enjoyed the
rest of the innocent, unaware of her mother’s concern.

Anna Maria’s life was difficult, for she was
a highborn Spanish gentlewoman living in exile among English
settlers in the West Indies. Not that she regretted her marriage to
Robert; he was good to her and she loved him almost as much as he
loved her. But England was still at war with Spain, and she knew
how difficult life would be for a daughter coming from both of
these worlds. Would little Morgan be able to find peace in either
one? Anna Maria breathed a silent prayer to the Blessed Virgin,
for, although she now went to church with her husband, the Church
of England was a religion of men and she knew only another woman
could understand and sympathize with her fears.

Anna Maria decided then and there that her
beautiful little daughter would learn to live in either world. She
would grow up speaking English and Spanish, as well as learning the
culture of both. With those thoughts in her mind, she closed her
eyes and drifted off into sleep. Hana, her black maidservant,
gently took the tiny baby back to her own little bed.

Thus she was named Morgan Catherine Santiago
Moorhouse. However, her namesake, Lieutenant Governor Sir Henry
Morgan, wasn’t able to come to her christening. When he returned to
the Caribbean from England, he was a vastly changed man. Not only
had he been knighted by King Charles II, but he also took his new
position as governor seriously and began to persecute the very men
he once sailed with, the freebooters and privateers. Within a short
period of time, Sir Henry Morgan swept Jamaica free of his fellow
pirates and earned for himself the facetious title of “Knight of
the Double Cross.”

But these events didn’t affect Robert or his
family. On the day he brought his beautiful bride home he ceased
being a privateer and settled into the life of a planter instead.
The years passed peacefully and little Morgan grew up on the
plantation on Cayman Brac, not knowing any other life, until the
fateful year of 1690.
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1690, George Town, Grand Cayman Island.

A brilliant morning sun gleamed through the thick
glossy leaves of tropical plants that shaded the terrace and
dappled the paving stones with golden light. The light reflected
through billowing curtains and into the dining room where Hilda
Ramsey sat at her breakfast table, sipping chocolate from a fragile
porcelain cup. A matching saucer sat on a heavy damask tablecloth
beside a delicate silver spoon. Hilda was a round little woman, and
despite her best efforts, her delicate pink and white prettiness
had been transformed by time and six children into middle-aged
plumpness. Worry lines on her once smooth white face betrayed the
fussy concern she brought to every detail of her life. Right now
she was in a quandary trying to decide where to put her houseguests
when they arrived.

The provincial governor, who just happened to
be her husband, had called a meeting of all the major landowners of
the islands. Since the occasion made a perfect excuse for a social
event, she extended the invitation to include their families. But
now she had to decide where to put them all. Not precisely all, she
amended. A number of families lived close to the capital and could
sleep at home. Some could stay with friends, and others were
fortunate enough to maintain their own townhouses. But that still
left eight or nine who would have to be accommodated.

Hilda glanced across the table at her husband
absently eating his breakfast with one hand, his attention focused
on a pamphlet he held in the other. As she watched, he set his fork
down and raised an earthenware tankard to his lips, taking a large
swallow of ale. George belched and setting the tankard down, wiped
his mouth on the back of his hand. Hilda frowned; no matter how
hard she tried to introduce him to polite manners, George Ramsey
would never be anything other than a simple country squire.

Trying to attract his attention, Hilda gave a
loud sigh, twitching a fold in the skirt of her gown, making the
fabric rustle loudly. The pink dress, a shade known as Maiden's
Blush, was taffeta silk, lavishly trimmed with lace and ribbons, a
costume more appropriate for a formal occasion. The dress had been
extremely expensive, and she hesitated to wear it for a simple
breakfast at home, but she selected this dress in particular,
hoping it would attract her husband's attention.

Apparently, she’d failed. Again. For all the
notice he paid her this morning, she decided, she might as well be
wearing rags. Hilda pursed her lips and wrinkled her forehead with
displeasure as she cleared her throat loudly. Deliberately, her
husband set the pamphlet down and picked up a letter from the pile
of papers beside his plate.

Defeated, Hilda turned her attention to other
problems. She could put both Sally Farnsworth and Mrs. Bodden in
the big bedroom at the end of the hall. Their husbands didn’t need
a place to sleep as they would be up all night with the rest of the
men, playing at cards or something. Hilda sniffed, her lips thinned
in disdain. There would be some very wild blood among the guests.
What passed for gentry in the West Indies was not so much bred as
bought, seeing how much of the land had been won or purchased with
prize money ... money stolen by privateers.

Privateers! She had been told that they
helped protect the colonies from the marauding Spanish, but she
still couldn't believe they were any better than marauders
themselves. Hilda shook her head and the long locks of hair called
“heart-breakers” falling over her ears swayed as if in sympathy
with her sentiments. Unfortunately there was nothing she could do
about who was invited. All she could hope was that some rough
behavior wouldn’t disturb her more civilized guests overly
much.

She opened her lips to voice her feelings
when her husband let out a loud inarticulate sound and slammed his
fist down on the table with a bang. Hilda and the dishes jumped.
Chocolate splashed from her cup onto the skirt of her beautiful new
gown.

"Oh! No, no, no! That was certainly too bad
of you!" she exclaimed, setting the cup back into the saucer so she
could dab at the silk with a napkin. "Look what you made me
do!"

"Eh?" her spouse managed, glancing over at
his wife at last. “What did you say?”

She clucked in irritation at his obtuseness
as much as the mess of her skirt. "Well, what is it? What made you
shout like that?" she demanded.

"Another delay," he explained. He frowned at
the letter as he held it up in front of him rereading that part.
"Haverton writes that the wench will have to remain with us another
month! Another whole month," he articulated with disgust.

"You know you mustn't call her that," Hilda
protested. "She is under our protection, and she is an orphan. We
must be charitable, even if she does have some ... ah,” she
searched for an appropriate word, “unfortunate blood. She is still
a gentlewoman."

"We’ve been charitable enough just by keeping
her under our roof for the past seven months.” He huffed and
scowled. “I wouldn't mind if she was a properly brought up young
woman, but she's none of that."

"Morgan Moorhouse is as well-bred as your own
children," his helpmate reminded him. "It’s too bad her mother was
a Spaniard, but at least she was well born."

"As far as I'm concerned, Spanish blood is
the least objectionable thing about Mistress Moorhouse," the
governor said breathing harshly through his nose. "And if she were
anywhere else, I wouldn't be concerned about her behavior. But when
she gets your children into scrapes ...”

"Our children," Hilda interrupted,
correcting him. "And if you're talking about the time that she
persuaded Matthew to let her take one of your precious horses
..."

"That occasion was enough to show me what
kind of a hoyden we’d taken into our home! And as you pointed out,
my horses are precious. You know what it cost to bring good
bloodstock to these islands."

To her disgust, his wife did. But really, she
thought, he should show such concern for members of his own family!
She remembered the care he lavished on the beasts during the
Atlantic crossing. While she and her daughters languished in a tiny
cabin, prey to seasickness and all kinds of discomfort, was he
there? No! He remained with his precious bloodstock.

"Well," the governor was saying, "I'll not
wait for Haverton any longer. Now that he's as near as Port Royal,
I'll send the wench to him.”

“And just how will you do that?”

“By the first ship that comes into this
harbor."

"You can't mean it," Hilda protested taking
him literally. "You have no idea what kind of riffraff might sail
in!"

"I don’t care. She has to go and go she will!
God’s bloody bones!" the governor exploded, slamming his fist on
the table and setting the dishes jumping again. "What was her
father thinking when he allowed her such unseemly freedom?"

"You forget yourself, sir," his wife said,
bridling. "I'm not accustomed to hearing such language at my
breakfast table."

"Damme if I can't express myself in my own
house," the governor exclaimed, his cheeks flushed as he prepared
to enter into battle with his spouse.

Perhaps it was for the best that their eldest
son, Brian, chose this moment to come into the room. He’d just been
down to the harbor and had some interesting news.

 


* * *

 


"Time to get up, young ladies," Katie called.
She bobbed up and down, trying to see around Hana whose majestic
girth blocked the doorway. Hana walked in front, taking precedence,
for she was a free servant and not a slave like the other blacks in
the house. She held a tray supporting a pitcher of chocolate and
two earthenware mugs. Katie had to use both hands to carry a big
brass can of hot water. She made her way over to the wash stand and
emptied the bowl there into the chamber pot before refilling
it.

Hana set her burden down on a table beside
Morgan. "What are you doing, sitting in the window wearing nothing
but your chemise?" she demanded of her mistress.

Morgan rubbed her eyes and yawned. "Good
morning, to you too" she replied, smiling at the woman who’d taken
care of her since she was born. "It was too hot to sleep."

"And so you opened the window," Margaret
Ramsey observed acidly as she sat up in bed. Shrugging into a long
dressing gown, she came to the table and dropped into a chair.
"You'll make us all sick if you're not careful," she told Morgan,
watching as Hana poured chocolate. "Mother says night air is
poisonous, especially here in the Indies. But," she continued
thoughtfully, her eyes narrowed as she gazed at Morgan over the rim
of her cup, "perhaps it won't affect you, seeing as how you were
born here." Margaret sipped her chocolate, unaware that she sounded
very like her mother.

Morgan refrained from answering.

"His Honor wants to see you as soon as you're
dressed," Hana announced.

"Do you know what he wants?" Morgan
asked.

"No, I don’t. You been getting into trouble
again?" the maid wanted to know, eyeing her suspiciously.

"I don't think so."

"He's still mad because you took his horse
last week," Margaret pointed out.

"He already yelled at me for that. Besides I
really didn’t do anything wrong. The horse needed exercise."

"Father doesn't think ladies should ride
unattended. At least he never lets us do so."

"The rules were different where I grew
up."

Margaret smirked. "Yes, but you're under my
father's roof now. You should abide by his rules.”

Morgan's eyes narrowed and she was about to
reply when Hana intervened.

"Instead of arguing, you'd best get dressed.
It won't do for you to keep the governor waiting."

Without another word Morgan went to the wash
basin. She flipped the thick braid of her hair over her shoulder
and began to wash her face and hands. Hana searched through the
clothes press and brought out an indigo dyed dress made from
native-grown cotton. The custom was for women to wear three skirts,
but Morgan hated the heavy white cotton petticoats even though they
were necessary to create a fashionable silhouette. The first skirt
hung straight to her ankles in the front, and was deeply pleated
around the hips and in back. Over this went another petticoat, this
one of fine lawn. Hana held up the blue overdress so Morgan could
slip it on, and then pulled the huge lace trimmed sleeves of her
chemise down to hang beneath the blue. Ribbons dyed a shade darker
then the dress marched down the long bodice, hiding hooks that held
it closed. The blue skirt was cut short in front, allowing the
pretty embroidered lawn petticoat to show. It was a simple costume,
without corsets, rich fabrics, or extensive decoration, but Morgan
was still young enough to prefer clothing that allowed her physical
freedom and comfort instead of the fantastic gowns designed to
enhance the allure of a woman’s body.

However, nothing could detract from Morgan's
fabulous head of hair. Released from the braid, it flowed, a
glorious shade of red, in a riot of waves and curls. The hair
reflected a heritage both from her father's Celtic ancestors and
from the Germanic tribes that invaded Spain in the 10th century,
leaving their genetic markers in her mother’s people. Because of
this, blondes and redheads were not unusual highborn Spaniards. But
Morgan neither knew nor cared about the source of her red hair as
she watched Hana in the looking glass. Her maid deftly coiled the
copper mass into a neat bun high at the back of her head and
fastened it in place with long bone pins. When this was finished
she draped a white kerchief demurely around the girl's
shoulders.

Margaret remained silent while all of this
was going on. Even though Katie had brought a similar dress for her
to wear, she ignored it. Instead she sipped her chocolate, lost in
some plans of her own, until Morgan bent over to slip a pair of
soft leather shoes on her feet. They had the flat soles she
preferred in the house to high heels.

"You're not wearing stockings," Margaret
snipped.

"It's too hot," Morgan replied.

"Mother won't like it."

"But she won't know, now, will she," Morgan
responded, a militant light in her eyes.

Margaret backed down before that look. She
remembered one time when she crossed Morgan and was rewarded with a
couple of angry geckos in her clothes chest. The lizards scared her
out of her wits when they leaped on her, trying to escape. She
sniffed and turned her attention back to her breakfast drink. Her
mother warned her that red hair was often an indication of an
unstable temperament. This was certainly true of her reluctant
houseguest.

Morgan gave one last look in the silvered
mirror hanging over the tiring table before she went to see what
she had done wrong this time.


 Chapter
3

"There's a ship in the harbor that
will take you to Port Royal," Mark Preston announced. The
governor's secretary, he stood beside his employer's desk, a
thin, dusty-looking little man who had no life beyond his civil
duty. It was he, rather than the governor, who was responsible for
most of the decisions affecting the policies of the region. A
capable administrator in his own right, the only things keeping him
from holding the post of governor himself were his lack of birth
and connections.

A small building attached to the front of his
house served as the governor’s office. Having a work place so close
to home allowed him to be convenient to both his family and the
residents of George Town. Ramsey sat behind his desk in the place
of authority, but he was content to let Preston take care of most
of the business, including this interview with Mistress
Moorhouse.

"I thought my cousin Oliver was coming here,"
Morgan said as she stood before them.

"His ship suffered some small damage during
the Atlantic crossing, and he has been detained. Therefore you will
be sent to him."

Here it was at last, Morgan thought, time for
her to leave the only home she‘d ever known. Lady Ramsey had tried
to give her some idea of what it would be like to live in England -
visits to London perhaps, parties, shopping expeditions. Hilda
described everything she herself missed most since coming to the
colonies. She never stopped to think that these amusements might
not be to Morgan's taste, and that the young woman considered her
move to England as exile from everything she knew and loved. Morgan
was even more daunted by Lady Ramsey's warnings about the conduct
expected of a young lady. The governor's wife thought it necessary
to suggest that her behavior, while it might be tolerated in the
colonies, would be considered highly improper in England.

Morgan listened to Hilda's almost
contradictory list of anticipated pleasures and strictures, and
wondered if she wouldn't be better off staying in the Indies, even
if it meant defying her family. Her mind was in turmoil. Although
she was curious to see new places, she didn't want to put herself
into the hands of people who seemed destined to make her life
miserable. She wondered for the hundredth time what would happen if
she refused to go.

She studied George Ramsey's face from under
her lowered lashes. His nose and cheeks were red, colored by broken
capillaries. His eyes were small, and they glared at Morgan with
dislike. She knew he considered dealing with her a distasteful
task, and imagined he would be very glad to see the last of
her.

She considered defying him, but then realized
if she did, the governor was perfectly capable of using the might
of his office to force her to obey. A night in the stocks and a
whipping was not to her taste.

"You and your servant will make ready to
board Captain Harris' ship," Preston was saying. "He will take you
to Port Royal."

"Harris?" Morgan looked up in surprise.
"Captain Daniel Harris?"

Startled, Preston looked up from the papers
in his hand. He glanced quickly at the governor who frowned at
Morgan's words.

Ramsey was glad his daughters displayed more
seemly reticence. "It isn't the ship I would have chosen," the
governor said, mistaking Morgan's interest for criticism. "But it’s
all that’s available at the moment."

"Despite a somewhat unsavory reputation,
we're certain Captain Harris can be trusted," Preston added.

"Oh, yes, Captain Harris can be trusted, you
may be assured of that," Morgan said, unconscious of their
astonished stares. "He was one of my father's good friends. He was
often at the house, and they were even partners in some sailing
ventures."

"Indeed?" the governor replied dryly, glad
that circumstances made it unnecessary for him to make inquiries
into the precise nature of Robert Moorhouse's involvement with
Daniel Harris. "While I doubt many of those 'sailing ventures'
would bear close examination, I am even more surprised that you
would know anything of them."

Morgan dropped her eyes demurely, but her
hands were clenched into angry fists behind her back. One of the
things she missed about her parents was being treated as a rational
human being. Governor Ramsey and Mr. Preston seemed to think that
women lacked intelligence! Oh, how she would be glad to be gone
from them!

The governor glared at her for a long
uncomfortable moment before he relaxed back in his chair. "Humph,"
he intoned. "Perhaps your being known to the captain is a good
thing. He will already be aware of the necessity of keeping you
under a tight rein.” He put his hand out for the papers his
secretary held. “I suggest the most profitable use for your time
now would be to pack your belongings and make yourself ready,” he
told her. It was dismissal, and his attention was already on the
new documents before him.

Morgan sketched a brief curtsy and fled.

 


* * *

 


"What you ask is impossible," Captain Harris said
when he stood in the governor’s office. Like Morgan, Daniel was not
pleased with what he heard. "I command a fighting ship," he
explained. "I don't have room for passengers, and especially not
for female passengers."

"Nonetheless, you will make room," the
Governor Ramsey told him. "You will take Mistress Moorhouse to Port
Royal."

"That is your destination, is it not?"
Preston added quickly.

Daniel didn't answer, and the governor looked
at him with a certain amount of distaste. Not that there was
anything about the captain's appearance that would disgust. He was
tall and lean, and although his skin had been burned dark by
constant exposure to the sun, he was generally considered by the
ladies to be handsome in a rough sort of way. And he had changed
his clothes and wore his best to answer the governor's summons.
This included a long coat of dull gold brocade silk over black knee
breeches and matching stockings. His shoes were the latest French
style and had high red heels. The only way he differed from current
fashion was in his refusal to wear a wig in the tropical heat,
preferring his own hair pulled back and tied with a black
ribbon.

Preston didn't meet the captain's eye as he
continued, speaking softly. "You wouldn't be coming from the
Carolinas, would you?" he asked.

One of the Harris's eyebrows went up in
surprise. "Is there a reason I shouldn't come from the Carolinas?
We’re not at war with them."

Even the governor looked at Preston now,
waiting to learn what was behind this question.

"Perhaps there is a good reason," the
secretary said. "I've heard some ships have been running goods to
ports there, which is contrary to the Navigation Act. These laws,
if you weren't aware, prohibit the export of anything to the
colonies unless they have first landed in England and are shipped
on a vessel that was both built in England and flies the English
flag."

"I am familiar with the Acts," Daniel told
him. "And, since running goods to the Carolinas is illegal, I would
hardly be doing it, now would I?"

"You tell me," Preston challenged softly.
"Perhaps we might question your crew?"

Daniel smiled, picturing the reception the
governor's secretary would have among the lads he sailed with.

"Or check your bills of lading," Preston
added, understanding the reason for Daniel's grin. "You do carry
bills of lading, don't you?"

"Not being a merchant ship ..." Daniel began,
only to be interrupted by Preston.

"Yes, yes," the secretary snapped, his
irritation with the tall captain showing for the first time. "We
are aware that the Kestrel is a fighting ship. However, I
doubt if your recent, or perhaps if any of your activities
would survive our investigation. And it is the duty of this office
to keep close watch on all ships sailing these waters."

"However,” Harris interjected smoothly, “you
might be induced to overlook certain activities for a
consideration, perhaps?" The captain was familiar with the
direction this conversation was taking. "That sounds suspiciously
like blackmail to me."

"Not at all! No, not at all," Preston was at
haste to reassure him, his feelings hidden behind a polite mask
once more. "The governor is only doing his duty."

“Heh?” The governor looked up again at these
words, but wisely let Preston handle Harris.

"If you will be so good as to turn over your
logs." Preston said, ignoring his superior.

Captain Harris knew when he had been backed
into a corner. "That won't be necessary. I'll deliver Mistress
Moorhouse to Port Royal. But we sail on the morning tide and I’ll
not wait. See that she is onboard in time."

He picked up his tricorn hat from a chair by
the door and, sweeping a low mocking bow to the governor and his
secretary, turned on his heel and was gone.
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The weather had turned in the
early hours of the morning when Morgan was awakened to begin her
long journey to England. Stars hid behind dark clouds, and
raindrops pattered on the trees and shrubs, washing dust from the
leaves. Rain loaded the air with moisture, humidity that made
plants thrive and humans gasp for breath.

Morgan and her maid boarded the ship in
darkness broken only by yellow lantern light. Preston accompanied
them down to the docks, not from any concern for their well-being,
but because he wanted to be sure they were safely aboard and no
longer his responsibility.

Morgan felt in complete sympathy with him,
but only because she couldn’t wait to get out of the governor’s
oppressive household. She followed a crewman below decks out of the
drizzling rain and watched as Hana directed the sailors who hauled
her boxes into the cabin. The four trunks had been made from native
mahogany covered with rawhide by craftsmen on her father's
plantation. They contained everything she owned in the world.

The cabin was neatly tucked into the stern of
the Kestrel. It was Daniel Harris' cabin, hastily abandoned
to make room for her. The bulkheads were lined with cabinets and
closets, cunningly shaped to make use of limited space.

Rain beat against narrow panes of glass in
the wide window above the captain's bunk. The window was thick
glass and faintly green, the kind that the glassblowers made for
ships built in the colonies. The view might be distorted, but the
windows would allow sunlight into the cabin, Morgan decided. She
yawned and dropped down in a chair before a small writing
table.

Hana closed the door after the departing
sailors and carefully set the latch before turning to her
charge.

"Get that wet cloak off," she admonished.
"You'll catch your death of cold sitting there! What are you
thinking?"

Morgan laughed as she obeyed. She had an
excellent constitution, and Hana knew that it would take a lot more
than a simple wetting to make her ill.

"And while we're on this pirate ship ..."

"This isn't a pirate ship," Morgan quickly
interjected.

"Huh," Hana grunted in disbelief as she
spread the cloak over the back of a chair to dry, then draped her
own across the edge of the table. "You can't tell me it ain't what
my own eyes can see it is," she argued. "This here's a pirate ship,
and Captain Harris is a pirate. Everyone knows that."

"Hana, Captain Harris was my father's good
friend. They were privateers. That's a lot different from being a
pirate."

"Privateers. Buccaneers. Call 'em what you
want. I know pirates when I see ‘em!"

Hana opened one of the trunks as she spoke,
searching among the contents. "And even your blessed Daddy, may the
Good Lord rest his soul, had some friends that weren't fit for you
and your sainted mother to meet."

Morgan laughed again. "Mother used to sail
with father all the time. She knew all his friends, and I know she
liked Daniel Harris."

Hana gave a loud disapproving sniff since she
couldn't think of a suitable response. She pulled a clean dress out
of the trunk and hunted for Morgan's hairbrushes and a linen towel.
"Get out of those wet clothes. Let’s get you dry."

She helped Morgan, untying the ribbons and
unhooking the bodice. Morgan stood in her chemise and dried her
arms and neck while Hana pulled the pins from her hair and let it
tumble down her back, the thick silky strands brushing her hips.
"I'm not that wet," she commented.

"How wet don't matter," Hana muttered.

"What about you? You were in the rain
too."

"Me?" Hana laughed. "I ain't sugar! I won't
melt in a little rain!"

"Well I'm not sugar either," Morgan responded
with a mock pout.

"You're a sassy one," Hana told her. "You'd
better watch yourself." She picked up the hairbrush, turned Morgan
so that her back was to her, and started stroking the shining red
strands. "Until we get to Port Royal, you and me are going to stay
right here."

"In the cabin?" Morgan exclaimed pulling away
and turning so she could face her maid, a look of dismay on her
face.

"In the cabin," Hana repeated. "I have to
keep you safe until your cousin can take care of us."

"We have always been able to take care of
ourselves," Morgan protested. “Besides, there’s no danger on this
ship.”

Hana pushed her back around and resumed work
on her hair. She was well aware of the dangers threatening an
innocent young woman alone in the world, and now that she was wound
up, nothing would deter her from having her say. "This time you're
gonna to listen to me," she muttered. Her words came in the same
rhythm as the brush. "We're the only women on this ship. There's no
one on deck but a lot of men, whisperin' and starin' and whatever.
I know them," she grumbled. "And Captain Harris ain't no good
either. I can tell you that for sure."

Morgan's eyes were half closed as she relaxed
with the brush strokes. She could ignore the words, and Hana's
voice was soothing.

"The captain's no good," the maid continued.
"And I don't care if Governor Ramsey did pick this ship. He just
took what he could find. I don't know why he couldn't wait and get
a proper ship for us. Or send someone along to look after us. He
should know what's due for a lady of your station."

"Who would he send? Preston?"

"Huh!" Hana intoned. "He wouldn't be no good
for anything!"

"Everyone else is too busy getting ready for
Patience's baby."

"You'd think no one ever had a baby before.
An’ she's as big as a cow ...."

"Hana!" Morgan chuckled. "How could you
compare Patience to a cow?"

"I've heard you say worse of her, missy!
Don't you go getting all huffy with me!" Her strong arm continued
to stroke Morgan's shining hair. "He could have sent some of our
own men folk along," she ventured after a couple of quiet seconds.
"Billy or Tony ..." She was referring to two of the hands from the
Moorhouse plantation on Cayman Brac.

Morgan knew Hana missed their old home as
much as she did. "Are they related to you?" she asked, referring to
the two men her maid had mentioned.

"Those boys?" Hana asked with surprise.
"They're no kin of mine! Good boys most of the time, though," she
amended.

Morgan's mind drifted. What, she wondered,
would be a proper ship on the Caribbean in 1690? She couldn’t think
of one. As for Captain Harris ... well, she’d been in the
courtyard, and just happened to be standing near an open window to
the governor's office when she heard Captain Harris arguing with
Preston about taking her to Port Royal. She wasn't sure why he
would be reluctant. It wasn't unusual for a woman to be on board a
ship, especially for a brief trip from one island to another.

Morgan looked around the cabin again.
Although it was small, it was still larger then she would have
expected on a ship such as the Kestrel. It was also
surprisingly neat and clean. Since there hadn't been time to scrub
it just for them, she decided that Captain Harris must be a
naturally orderly person. The wood of the deck and bulkheads wore a
satiny glow and the brass fittings shone in the light from the lamp
suspended from a beam.

Morgan had seen Captain Harris now and then
over the years when he visited her parent's house. Once -- when she
was a lot younger -- she even fancied herself in love with him. She
remembered the feeling of excitement when he was expected, and how
she watched for his ship from the summer house on cliff above the
beach. Another time she had spied on him from a window over the
garden where he and her father sat talking late into the evening.
But that was years ago. She was older now, too mature for childish
infatuations. Still, Morgan realized suddenly, she really didn't
know very much about Daniel Harris. She found herself wondering
about him, the man whose cabin she had usurped.

A knock at the door interrupted Morgan's
musing.

Hana’s head snapped up, and a militant light
came into her eyes. "Who's there?" she demanded. She glanced
quickly around the cabin, and realizing Morgan was standing in
nothing but her shift, grabbed a huge shawl from one of the trunks
and swirled it around her change. Then, holding the hairbrush like
a weapon, she went to the door and cracked it open it just enough
to look out.

A small swarthy man with a magnificent
mustache stood there, his eyes wide with surprise as he gazed up at
the tall black woman in such an obviously militant pose.

He cleared his throat. "Senorita," he
said, looking past the maid to her mistress. "Captain Harris sent
me to tell you we are catching the tide. We are departing,
si?"

Hana didn't relax even though the intruder
spoke politely and appeared inoffensive.

The man grinned as he finished his message.
"Also, my name is Juan. If you need anything, I will find it for
you."

Morgan looked past her maid's broad shoulder
and smiled. "Thank you, Juan. If we need anything, we'll certainly
call you." She cast a quick sideways look at her nurse. "Please ask
the captain when I can come up on deck."

"Si, senorita. I will. Until then,
Captain Harris asks that you please remain below. The deck is very
busy right now. You understand, si?"

“Humph,” Hana intoned.

“Is there anything else I can do for
you?”

“No!” Hana snapped.

“No, thank you,” Morgan said at the same
time, but in much friendlier tones.

Juan grinned, sketched a brief bow, and
turned away.

Hana harrumphed again and closed the door.
She latched it carefully and then turned the bulk of her back
against the wood.

"Don't you be fooled," she said. "Pirates are
born bad. He may look harmless and talk polite, but I know
better!"

Morgan laughed, and Hana glared at her.

"And how come," the black maid continued her
tirade. "How come, after what I told you, you're asking when you
can go up on deck. I told you, you can't go up there!"

Morgan just smiled as she dropped the shawl
on the bunk and started braiding her long hair.

The ship was moving now, the deck lifting and
falling beneath her feet. The early morning drizzle wore itself out
as clouds dissipated in a cool breeze off the ocean.

Hana busied herself rearranging the damp
clothing but kept a suspicious eye on her charge all the while.
Unaccustomed to being closed in, Morgan wandered idly around the
cabin, touching this and that. Too bad I never had a taste for
needlework, she thought. There just weren't that many occupations
permitted ladies, and especially not on a ship.

In order to reach the wide casement above it,
Morgan climbed onto the bunk and knelt there crossing her arms on
the window sill. Resting her chin, she watched the dark island fade
away behind the ship. She could see the silhouettes of a couple of
fishing boats as they set out for a day on the water. They followed
the Kestrel for a while, but soon turned off, heading for
the good fishing grounds in North Sound. It was still too dark for
Morgan to pick out individual buildings back in George Town, but
she amused herself trying until the town became an amorphous shape
blending into the lush tropical vegetation. Even the bright strip
of beach faded into shadow and the whole island became a long low
silhouette against the horizon.

The Cayman Islands were the only home Morgan
had ever known, but that part of her life was behind her now in
more ways than one. Tears formed behind her eyelids and she blinked
them away angrily. This was no time for weakness. There had to be
some way she could stay in the Caribbean. She vowed to think of
something before they arrived at Port Royal.

One by one the stars blinked out as morning
came, flooding the sky with color -- purple, rose, and then gold –
becoming lighter and brighter, heralding the sun. As that nearest
star sent its rays over the eastern horizon, the heavens took on a
serene cerulean blue, and the vast gray sea changed to a lively
blue-green, like glass reflecting back the sky. Foam marking the
ship’s passage glittered crystalline, tumbling in brilliant light.
Unable to stand it another moment, Morgan threw the casement wide
and breathed deeply of the fresh salty air. Closing her eyes, she
rested her head on her folded arms, feeling the ship move her.

But her energy refused to allow her to be
still for long. She sat back on her heels and looked around the
tiny cabin. It felt as if hours had passed, and yet Juan still
hadn't brought her permission to come up on deck. Obviously, Morgan
decided, the captain intended to treat them like cargo, kept safely
out of the way for the entire trip. “Well, we'll see about that!”
she articulated, breaking the silence.

“Huh? What did you say?” Hana asked.

Morgan smiled innocently
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