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				Ernest Hemingway once wrote, “the world breaks everyone, and then some become strong at the broken pieces.” The Japanese repair things with a process they call Kintsugi. They repair broken pottery with a strong adhesive and sprinkle the adhesive with gold dust. The resulting piece is stronger, more beautiful, and more interesting for having been broken and repaired. Richard says people are a lot like those Japanese vases. We can also become stronger, more beautiful, more interesting when we become repaired after we break down. Instead of trying to hide the flaws and cracks, they accentuate and celebrate as they become the most substantial part of us.
			

			
				When I first heard about Kintsugi, as it applies to people, I felt despair. I knew I was too broken, too shattered, to be repaired, much less strengthened or more beautiful. I viewed myself as not worthy of being restored. But now, I think I’m like one of those magnificent Japanese vases. I love the idea that each of us can mend and become stronger than we were in the first place through the help of the Almighty.
			

			
				I was born long ago, longer than you could imagine. I have some cracks in my surface and some on my heart. Some you can see. Others, not so much. But they repaired me. I hope they strengthened me, made me more beautiful, more interesting, with each glimmer of gold from the refiner’s fire.
			

			
				Our lives don’t go backward. We don’t get to redo the past. I have learned there is no sense in lingering over ‘what-if’s’ about our history. Life is like a road map. We learn and grow from the wrinkles on the map. Thank heaven, I am learning how to let those things go and to move on. We become more interesting with the accumulation of dings and scars along our journey through life. Our perceptions write timeless poetry upon our flesh and our minds with a quill dipped in the refiner’s gold. Our wounds become scars, which create art as our genuine beauty emerges.
			

			
				This journal is my story of how Plain Fancy Selk became more than merely the Duchess of Ranscome. I was always most reluctant to assume the role of a duchess. It was never a suitable fit for me. I will start my story with Richard. Without Richard, I would never have become who I am today. Richard is who told me about the process of Kintsugi. In that respect, this story is as much his as it is mine.
			

			
				 
			

		

			
				PART 1
			

			
				BEFORE
			

			
				 
			

		
			
				CHAPTER 1
			

			
				RICHARD
			

			
				NOVEMBER 1782
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				I love her with all my heart. I traveled back in time nearly 240 years to find her, and she chose another man over me. How do I survive? How do I go on?
			

			
				How did this all go wrong?
			

			
				My name is Richard Owen Winslow. I am 30 years old. My mother conceived me in Boston, Mass., and gave birth to me in San Antonio, Texas. My dad was white, and my mom was black. Half-black, or ‘mulatto,’ to use the terminology used in 1782. That makes me a ‘quadroon,’ or one-fourth black. No biggie from the period in which I lived. Here, it’s an enormous issue. More than a drop marks me as black in Colonial Virginia. Go figure.
			

			
				I was a doctor in the third year of my residency before I came searching for Francesca. I abandoned my studies for the promise of love and a happy-ever-after ending with this exceptional young woman. I had lived in Texas, Massachusetts, Virginia, and Georgia before I came to this time in search of love. Since then, I have been to the Indian Territory, Georgia, the Carolinas, Virginia, up to New York, and then to Ireland, Britain, and Barbados. Now, we are back in Virginia, and I am a broken man.
			

			
				I did not know love could hurt so damned horribly.
			

			
				Mom says Francesca and I belong together. She contends I need to hang on and keep the faith. I thought we belonged together, too, before Barbados, but then Francesca told me she would marry that sorry rat bastard Kirk O’Malley. In my mind, O’Malley is not much better than the godforsaken men who kidnapped and sold her to him. It would have been kinder for Francesca to cut my heart out instead of telling me she chose Kirk over me. Then, to top it, she told me she would have his baby.
			

			
				I will never forget that excruciating pain until the day I die. The carpal tunnel of love trapped me.
			

			
				I feel numb. I will admit an occasional shot of Marc McCarron’s excellent corn whiskey helps numb me. I don’t know what to think. I don’t know what to believe. I feel so damned empty, alone, and defeated. I don’t know how I feel anything because Francesca broke my heart when she chose O’Malley.
			

			
				I learned I could cope with most things here in this era. I can live without flushing toilets and toilet paper. I deal daily with filth and disease. I manage without cell phones and cars. I wear a long-sleeved shirt, coat and tie even on the hottest of days, and that was hard to do in Barbados. I survived the Battle of Yorktown, where I sawed shattered limbs off teenaged boys without anesthesia. I will never forget their screams of agony or the hideous smell of gangrene and death. Hopefully, I will never be in a battle situation like that again. However, I am young enough that I could live through the War of 1812, in another 30 years. I can adjust to just about anything if I am where I am supposed to be, and I’m with the person I am supposed to be with for the rest of my life.
			

			
				But, I no longer know where that would be. I thought it was with Francesca. Was I wrong?
			

			
				My Mom, Sassy, adopted me after she married my dad. My birth mom, Kathryn, died of a drug overdose when I was 8. My Mom came to this era after my Dad died. Sassy found a second chance at love and happiness with William Selk. She figured out she could send letters to her ancestors in San Antonio. Their descendants kept those letters until last year when they sent them to my Uncle Jim and me.
			

			
				In her letters, I fell in love with Mom’s stories of the new United States of America, and of Will’s baby sister, Francesca Marie, who they call Fancy. After a trip to Ireland to scope out more information on my Mom and her new family, I knew my future was in the past when I found the painting at Ranscome Manor of Lady Francesca Selk. The description beneath the portrait said she was the First Duchess of Ranscome and the beloved wife of Dr. Richard Winslow. Wow, talk about winning the jackpot! I went back home and had a ring made like the one the beautiful woman wore in the painting, a large, oval aquamarine surrounded by rose-cut diamonds, set in yellow gold. I left home in 2015, and arrived here in 1781, ready to find my future.
			

			
				I thought I had it all figured out. Boy, I was in for a surprise.
			

			
				First, Francesca Selk married Sir Calvin Hobbs. That old codger hated me from the minute he laid eyes on me. He didn’t want another living man to look at Francesca the way I looked at her. You know, like she was the most gorgeous, special woman in the entire universe.
			

			
				Well, old man Hobbs died at Yorktown, and I figured the path to our happiness was secure. Wrong again, Winslow. I screwed up big time and almost blew it with her when I blurted out secrets she wanted no one else to know. God, if looks could kill, I would have dropped dead on the spot that morning. We finally worked through our problems related to my basic stupidity when an effing British Colonel kidnapped her in NYC. Now, there’s a sorry excuse for a human being if one ever lived. It took six freaking months to hunt her down, only to have the woman I love more than life itself tell me she intended to marry another man. Jesus, take me now.
			

			
				I Am Broken.
			

			
				I told Will and Mom a jillion times I think I came at the wrong time. Maybe I jinxed everything coming when I did. I never expected the woman I followed through time and all over the freaking planet to marry another man when I finally found her the second time.
			

			
				Mom smiles and says it will all work out. Sheesh, no wonder she and Dad used to fight. Sassy is enough to drive a saint to suicide.
			

			
				In 1782, Mom wrote she was expecting twins. I arrived here in 1781, and now it’s 1782. She told us last week she is expecting. Will and she are delighted. She seemed disappointed she didn’t surprise me.
			

			
				“I knew you would be pregnant in 1782.” I gave her a smug smile.
			

			
				Mom looked startled. “How did you know that?”
			

			
				“You wrote Uncle Jim and told him.”
			

			
				She grinned ear to ear. “M’hijo, my son, why hadn’t you told me?”
			

			
				“Wasn’t my place to tell you the future.”
			

			
				She laughed and made that little ‘psst’ sound that annoyed Dad to no end. “I tell General Washington the future all the time.”
			

			
				I shrugged. Mom’s view is that it is okay to talk about the future if it doesn’t change the future. I worry telling people about the future might cause inadvertent changes. I sure as hell would have warned her if I had known Bloody Ban Tarleton would come to Belle Rose and hurt my Mom, and I would never have let Francesca out of my sight if I had any idea Tarleton would kidnap her, beat her, and sell her as a slave.
			

			
				Hell, maybe I came here to punish Tarleton. That might help assuage some of my guilt over Francesca’s abduction, as well as some of my anger towards O’Malley. Maybe.
			

			
				But, seriously, what if I arrived too soon? Did I mess up the time-space consortium, or whatever the hell it is, by arriving too early? I know Lily McCarron came when she was a kid and went back until it was the right time. What if I arrived at the wrong time and it screwed up our future?
			

			
				Dammit, I want our happy-ever-after. I ache with longing for our happy-ever-after.
			

			
				Will I ever be Francesca’s choice? How long do I have to wait for it to be the right time for us?
			

			
				Yeah, I know. Don’t make permanent decisions based on temporary feelings. Mom has told me that as long as I have known her. I’m trying.
			

			
				I told Mom maybe I should go back Beyond and return here later. Perhaps I came at the wrong time. But does she listen to me? No, of course not. Once Sassy Selk gets something in her head, there is no changing her mind. She is the most stubborn, hard-headed, obstinate, inflexible woman you could ever meet. And she thinks I make rash, emotional decisions?
			

			
				So, now we are all going to Ireland for Christmas, weeks after we got back to the Belle Rose Plantation. Really? Now? I think my Mom flipped her noodle.
			

			
				Will grins at me and laughs like he knows some master plan he hasn’t shared with me. Hell, maybe he does. “Don’t buck her, son. You know she won’t give up on this. She’s like a hound dog with a bone. Once that little gal makes a decision, it’s as good as done.”
			

			
				“But, Will, this is wrong on so many levels…”
			

			
				He grinned at me even broader and shook his head. “You might as well give up, Rick. Arguin’ with the moon makes more sense than arguin’ with my little Sassafras. You know her. Just reconcile yourself to the fact we are going to Ireland for Christmas. Pack warm.”
			

			
				“But—”
			

			
				“Pack warm, son.” He again laughed at the joke they have not bothered to share with me.
			

			
				I must be missing something. Or perhaps Mom and Will both went wackadoodle. So, I’m packing warm for Ireland. We leave in the morning at the ass crack of dawn.
			

			
				I don’t think I can bear to see Francesca with that man, growing great with his baby inside her.
			

			
				Oh well, this won’t hurt very long. It’s no worse than a broken arm.
			

			
				Hell, who am I kidding? It’s a thousand times worse. And I have no control over this crap with Francesca.
			

			
				I looked down and realized I rubbed the scrape on my wrist raw again. Blood is seeping onto my cuff.
			

			
				Way to go, Winslow.
			

			
				“Aren’t you packed yet?” Sassy frowned at me as she tapped her foot in my doorway.
			

			
				I looked up from my writing, startled by her voice. I turned my hand a little, so the new bloodstain on the cuff would not show. “I’ll be packed by time to leave, Mom, but—”
			

			
				“Bueno. Now, quit your dawdling.”
			

			
				I shook my head in exasperation. “Mom, I’m not dawdling. I’ll finish packing before morning. Now listen to me. I’m convinced that I came at the wrong time.”
			

			
				She tossed her head, her eyes flashing emerald sparks of anger. With one hand on her hip, she stomped her foot, twirled her hand, and pointed her forefinger on her other hand at me. She stood there, tapping her foot. Dad used to call that pose her Sassy Stance. She intended to intimidate me, but it no longer works with me. I tried to bite back a grin, but she caught it and frowned even more.
			

			
				“Nonsense, Rick. Escuchame, m’hijo. Listen to me. We have been through this before. You know you belong here. You could not have come if you don’t belong here.”
			

			
				I shook my head again for the umpteenth time. “Mom, you need to listen to me. We all know Lily McCarron came at the wrong time. I think I did, too. I can go back home. Come back here in a few years—”
			

			
				She shook her head. “Oh, no, Richard Winslow. You are not slinking back to Atlanta like a whipped pup. You belong here. And we are—”
			

			
				“Going to Ireland for Christmas. Yeah, I got it the first 4,735 times you told me. Great. Kirk ought to be over-freaking-joyed for me to show up for their first Christmas together in Ireland, as his wife nears her delivery date of their baby. I can’t get over how rash and impetuous you can be at times.”
			

			
				I shook my head in disgust.
			

			
				She tilted her head, unsure if she would glower or grin. “Me? Rash? Impetuous? Ha! I’m the ultimate conservative. You must mean someone else.”
			

			
				I shook my head. “No, I mean you. You are no longer a conservative. The word means ‘holding to traditional attitudes and values and cautious about change or innovation, typically concerning politics or religion.’ Think about it. Our founding fathers aren’t career politicians. The British consider the founding fathers and all those we call patriots to be outlaws. They view us as angry extremists who refuse to quietly submit to an elite political establishment’s oppressive rule over their lives. They are not conservatives. You and Dad taught me that. You jumped right into the fray. You are actively working to create a fresh form of government, the Constitutional Republic, ‘a more perfect union.’ You conspired against the status quo, the Constitutional Monarchy. Hell, you were one of Washington’s spies. You are helping to craft a Constitution for the brand new United States of America. And if that isn’t enough to show you are not a conservative in this day and age, then think about this. You are pro-abolition of slavery and pro-women’s rights. You are encouraging Will to free the rest of the Belle Rose slaves—”
			

			
				“And you know that will happen by year’s end since the Virginia Legislature has passed laws allowing an owner to free his slaves. We have prepared the paperwork to free everyone and are awaiting the signatures of the Virginia Legislature for approval. We paid all the requisite fees.” She glared at me, hands on her hips again with that little foot of hers tapping impatiently, daring me to contradict her.
			

			
				I chuckled again. I’m always amused when Mom’s Hispanic accent sneaks out when she gets angry or upset. Her Hispanic roots showed right then. “Oh, yes, I know, and I’m thrilled. You have urged Will to be sure all the slaves and former slaves learn to read and write and have a skill. And you know that’s still illegal in Virginia.”
			

			
				She tossed her head again, shrugged her shoulder, and sniffed. “It’s a stupid law.”
			

			
				I laughed out loud at that one. “I agree, but my point is, it’s the law, and you are seeking to change it. That is not conservative action, by definition. I also know you believe women should have equal rights as men and women should have the right to vote, which women won’t have until 1919. By law, women are little more than chattel. I hate to tell you this, Mom, but you are the quintessential progressive of 1782.”
			

			
				She looked shocked. She hyperventilated. I laughed again.
			

			
				“That’s not funny, m’hijo.”
			

			
				“Probably not, Mom. I didn’t intend to be funny. It’s true.”
			

			
				She frowned and started to say something. She apparently had second thoughts, frowned again, and whirled around to leave without another word.
			

			
				I chuckled. It’s nice to get the last word in an argument with Sassy Selk now and then, especially when I am right.
			

			
				But, honestly, why couldn’t it have been my baby Francesca is carrying? Oh, yeah. Mr. I’ll Take the High Road here insisted we used birth control when we were intimate. Well, except for that one time. At least it isn’t Tarleton’s baby if she’s sure it isn’t mine.
			

			
				No sense crying over spilled whiskey, as Dad used to say. It looks like I’ll be there to help Lily in case anything goes wrong. Francesca has a leaky heart valve secondary to a near-fatal case of rheumatic fever as a child. Dan could repair her heart, Beyond. Not easy-peasy, but a competent cardiovascular surgeon like Dan could fix it, no problemo. No way we could do that surgery here. For starters, Lily is not nor am I a cardio specialist, although I took the cardio residency when Dan offered it to me. Now, I wish I had finished it before I came. Dan always told me my future was in cardiovascular surgery. At least I only took a leave of absence from the program. I can still go back and finish it. Nor do we have electricity here to operate a heart and lung machine, if we even had one. Nor a skilled cardio team. Hell, we don’t have access to a sterile surgical field where I would want to attempt that surgery if I had the knowledge, training, equipment and if all the other variables were in my favor. Which they are not.
			

			
				Shit, the only reason I gave in at Barbados about dueling O’Malley was that Francesca had a heart attack and almost died right there in front of me. Imagine a twenty-two-year-old woman in full-blown cardiac failure. I was never so frightened in my entire life. The whole concept still boggles my mind. Otherwise, I would have been able to choose weapons. I may be a doctor, but I’m a damned fine shot, thanks to all those hours on the range with Dad, especially armed with the high-powered rifle and the tactical shotgun I brought from Beyond. Will could have bought O’Malley’s estate, including Francesca, he could have freed her, and we could settle into Ranscome Manor now as Doctor and Mrs. Winslow, also known as the Duchess of Ranscome, for our happy-ever-after.
			

			
				Huh. It just hit me. I’ve been to Ranscome Manor before Francesca or O’Malley. Back in the future.
			

			
				I folded the rest of my shirts and a heavy woolen sweater Sassy knitted for me last winter and tucked them into the trunk. I added socks and underwear, or as they call them here, drawers. I already had another chest packed with my suits. After all, the upper-class man must dress appropriately at all times. I stopped folding the next pair of drawers in mid-air and laughed out loud.
			

			
				I’ve been to Ranscome Manor and Waterside, too, when we all went to Cork last summer while we searched for Francesca. I’m crazy about her Grandpa. Lord Micah Fitz Simmons is one rad old fellow, but I would expect no less from Marc’s father. Marc is uber cool himself. Maybe you have to be easy-going and flexible to cope with travelers, as he calls Lily, Sassy, and me. I can tell Marc is cut from the same cloth as his dad. Lord Fitz Simmons seemed to like me a lot, too, even if he doesn’t know I came here from the future. We had many talks while I was there. I loved the way his eyes would sparkle when I would talk about his granddaughter.
			

			
				I noticed the same sparkle in his eyes when I would catch him looking at Francesca’s mom. Tamsin Fitz Simmons is still a beautiful woman. She’s about the same age as my Mom. It’s a shame Tamsin never married again after they lost Jay Fitz Simmons at sea all those years ago. She says she would have everything she wants now if Francesca came home.
			

			
				Of course, Cork has never been home to Francesca.
			

			
				Hmm. I wonder how Lord Fitz Simmons is getting along with Kirk O’Malley? I began laughing again as I envisioned suave, sophisticated, Lord Fitz Simmons butting heads with the blunt, outspoken, less-than-tactful sailor. Kirk O’Malley is rough as a cob. It ought to be something to behold when Lord Micah Fitz Simmons takes on Captain Kirk!
			

			
				I was still laughing as I finished packing my things. Who knows? This cluster f— might be fun. Like Dad used to say, every problem in life contains the seeds of its solution. If life gives you lemons, make a whiskey sour. Oh, yeah, I could almost taste one.
			

			
				We started for Ireland bright and early the next morning. Will said it would take us about 40 days to get to Cork.
			

			
				I frowned. “I thought you said that it would take that long to sail to Ireland from Barbados?”
			

			
				Will nodded. “The Revenge is a faster ship than is the Revelation. Revelation is more substantial and slower. More what your Mom calls ‘old school.’ But the Revelation is steady and reliable. I prefer to cross the Atlantic in Revelation at this time of year. Plus, pirates will be less inclined to try to take us than if we’re on the Revenge again. There are reports that Captain Davy Jones is in the waters off the coast of Ireland.”
			

			
				My jaw dropped. “Pirates? Are you serious? Davy Jones? You sure he doesn’t sail on The Flying Dutchman?” I asked, chuckling as I remembered the character from the Pirates of the Caribbean movies. “I kinda expected pirates in the Caribbean, not near Ireland.”
			

			
				Will nodded, all serious. He looked grim to me. “Yes, there are multiple reports that Captain Davy Jones of the Bonne Homme Robert is terrorizing Irish waters. The Flying Dutchman is one of his ships, but he is usually on Robert. I more than half expect to run into the old reprobate.” He gave me a sharp look. “How do you know about him?”
			

			
				I didn’t want to explain those crazy Pirates of the Caribbean movies to Will. “Wow. I guess Dad must have mentioned him.”
			

			
				He gave me a long, appraising look before he responded. “Humph. Yeah, sure, that must be it. Ireland has been home to pirates for many centuries. Piracy is almost the Irish way of life. I reckon it began way back in the 400’s, with raids to Britain for slaves. Today, pirates ravage British shipping in aid of our war for independence. And lots of Irish pirates hail from the Cork area. Anne Bonny was from Kinsale. Peter Roach was from Cork. Davy Jones hails from Bantry.”
			

			
				“Great,” I muttered. Would names from the future continue to pop up in the past? First Calvin Hobbs, then Captain Kirk of the Enterprise, and now Captain Davy Jones of the Flying Dutchman. Who on earth would come next? Jack Sparrow? Sophia Loren? Jack Kennedy? Thomas Magnum? Or maybe Marilyn Monroe?
			

			
				“They say Jolly Johnny England is actually from Ireland, not England, but no one knows for sure. He has an upper-class English accent. If I had to worry about any of them, he’s the one I would fear the most. He will laugh, joking, acting like he’s your new best friend, and then he will shoot you right through the eye while still laughing over a shared joke.”
			

			
				“Why do they call him Jolly Johnny?” The information about a pirate I had never heard of before intrigued me.
			

			
				“He’ll be laughing and joking with you and then shoot you without batting an eye. They say he always smiles afterward and says, ‘Jolly good.’ He’s a cold one. He’s the Arch Pirate. No matter who might troll these waters, it puts us in an awkward position. If we fly the British flag, pirates may attack. If we fly the American flag, the British may well attack.”
			

			
				“Dammit Will, I do not want to be in a battle at sea or anywhere else!”
			

			
				Will looked grave. “Nor do I, Rick. Nor do I, especially with your mom and the babies on board.”
			

			
				I frowned. “So… What do we do?”
			

			
				His smile was taut. “Carry both flags. Hope the Brits don’t catch us. Just like we did last summer.”
			

			
				That rattled me. “Wait… do you mean we pulled that stunt when we went to Ireland, England, and Barbados earlier?”
			

			
				Will finally broke out the famous Selk smile. “You betcha, son. How else did you think we took an American ship to London in search of Tarleton and Darlington?”
			

			
				Sheesh. Just what the blazes were we doing?
			

			
				 
			

		
			
				CHAPTER 2
			

			
				FANCY
			

			
				1782
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				The sky was red that morning.
			

			
				“Always be grateful for the terrible things in life, Fancy. They open your eyes to the best things you hadn’t noticed before.” Kirk sighed as he lowered the spyglass.
			

			
				“Isn’t that kind of like saying, ‘if it weren’t for bad luck, I’d have no luck at all’?” I retorted. “You don’t think it’s Davy Jones, do you?”
			

			
				Kirk half-way grinned as he tousled my hair. “Ah, lass, I would hate to think I have brought naught but poor luck to you. Right now, you might well be correct. I meant perhaps things are not so bad as we might think. I damned sure hope it’s not that sorry bastard. Get below deck with Lily and the bairns. This fight could get nasty before it’s over.”
			

			
				I shook my head. “No, if they want to take this ship, we will all meet the sorry whoresons fighting. We won’t go down without a struggle. They are fools if they think taking this ship will be easy, especially with them flying the red sail.”
			

			
				Kirk frowned as he shook his head and handed me a loaded flintlock pistol. “Stubborn wench. Jo was right. You might be little, but by damn, my Wee Duchess is fierce. Then arm yourself, lass, and hang on for the ride. It will be a rough go if we are to outrun yon scalawags.”
			

			
				I slipped the pistol into my belt and chewed my lip as I stared at the enormous ship looming on the horizon. I realized my hands were shaking as my heart began thrumming fast like it does when I get scared. We saw the pirate ships behind us most of the past two days. Kirk was concerned but not too worried until the other vessels began gaining on us this afternoon. And now, they had hoisted the red flag. We knew they were pirates from the Jolly Roger they flew. The red flag they now raised meant they would give no quarter, and they would take no prisoners. They wanted the Enterprise, reputed to be the fastest ship on the seven seas. If they could mount her, we were all good as dead.
			

			
				It had been a fractious six weeks since we left Barbados. First, we caught a late-season hurricane. Marc said they hit a similar storm eighteen years ago on the way to Ireland. We finally escaped that to find ourselves followed by this pirate ship. And now, they had replaced the Jolly Roger with the red flag of death.
			

			
				Some days, you wondered if it was all worth it. And to think we could have just gone to Belle Rose. We would be home by now.
			

			
				“Who do you think captains her?” I hung tight to Kirk’s waist, rubbing the fabric of his shirt back and forth between my fingers. I realized I shook less if I hung on to him, and my heartbeat began slowed a bit, almost back to normal.
			

			
				Kirk shrugged. “I don’t know. I hadn’t expected pirates just off the coast of Ireland. We will run hard, darlin’. Marc tells me there’s a deep-water pier at Waterside. I’m hoping to sail straight there. Now, let’s pray yon blaggard is not Captain Davy Jones of the Bonne Homme Robert.”
			

			
				I frowned. “Why not the Bonne Homme Robert?”
			

			
				“She’s a frigate with 40 guns and a crew of 370 of the bloodthirstiest bastards that ever roamed the seas.”
			

			
				My heart began to beat hard and fast again. I pressed a trembling hand to my chest as if to calm my racing heart. “Oh, dear.”
			

			
				“Aye. Oh, dear, indeed. If it is Robert, she sails with four other warships. He took those ships the way he hopes to take this one.”
			

			
				I gulped and wiped a sweating palm on my skirt. “Can the pirates outrun us?”
			

			
				Kirk was silent as he studied the ship on the horizon. “I hope he can’t. We will find out if the Enterprise is as canny as she is supposed to be. But raising the red flag means he’s damned sure going to try to take the Enterprise. You sure you want to stay on deck with me?”
			

			
				Wordless, I nodded. He bent over to kiss me.
			

			
				“Then steer for me for a few minutes while we adjust the rigging. Creeps and Marc, help me. We need to get the sails trimmed as neat as possible right away if we’re to outrun that one.”
			

			
				First Mate Anthony ‘Creeps’ Francisco nodded and hurried to help Kirk trim the sails to catch more wind. My father nodded and pushed with a half dozen other sailors up into the rigging. I knew Marc used to sail some for Ranscome shipping years ago, and he was always a dutiful man in a pinch like we were in now. He might no longer be young, but my Daddy was still agile. In no time at all, the men efficiently trimmed the sails. Soon, I could tell our sleek schooner was edging further away from the warship following us.
			

			
				It did not surprise me. I knew the Enterprise was a new adaptation of a schooner. Sassy said this design would develop in the mid-nineteenth century and would be called a clipper. She insists those clippers will be the fastest, wind-driven ships on the seven seas. The Enterprise was our experimental design, and she had given superlative performance since first put into the water eighteen months ago.
			

			
				Today would tell the tale whether this ship was the fastest and most maneuverable ship on the seas. If we won this race, we would live. If we lost, we would lose our lives, including the lives of my Bella, Charles, and the precious cargo I carried in my womb.
			

			
				Suddenly, I awoke, the scream still lingering on the air even as Kirk shook me. “Mo leannan, wake up. It’s just a dream, darling.”
			

			
				I gasped as I struggled to focus and then pulled him close, still trembling. Once again, sweat had drenched my gown, sour with the rank smell of fear. “Damn, why do I keep dreaming this nightmare?”
			

			
				He shook his head. “I don’t know, my love. What do you say? If it weren’t for bad luck, you would have no luck at all?”
			

			
				I trembled again and laughed. “That’s what I say every time I dream about the red sky and that blasted ship.”
			

			
				He shook his head again, this time in disbelief. “And this makes how many times you’ve dreamed it now?”
			

			
				I clamored to peer out the porthole. “Three. Why do you ask?”
			

			
				“Portents come in three’s, lass.”
			

			
				I swear a whole family of possums must have climbed over my grave then by the shivers I had when he said that. I rubbed my arms and noticed the little hairs were standing straight up. “What’s that poem you say about red skies?”
			

			
				“Red skies at night, sailors’ delight. Red sky at morning, sailors take warning.”
			

			
				I turned back to him. “The sky is red this morning.”
			

			
				He nodded. “Aye, as your Da pointed out to me. We’ve taken warning. But there is no pirate ship looming on the horizon flying the red sail, mo leannan.”
			

			
				I stared into the horizon. “Well, at least not yet. I reckon that’s something.”
			

			
				But had we been given a warning, first by my dreams and then by the red sky of the morning? Were we headed for pirates as we approached the coast of Ireland?
			

			
				Kirk raised his spyglass and then grinned as he lowered it to hand it to me. “Look there, my love. I think there will be no pirates today. We’re at Waterside.”
			

			
				“What is it that Sassy says? Oh, my God, Rebecca? Well, Rebecca, I reckon we are here!” I threw my arms around his neck to hug him close.
			

			
				Marc entered the room in time to hear me. “Aye, it is somethin’ like that. And there before ye, Fancy, is the most beautiful home in all of Ireland, including Ranscome Manor. Of course, Waterside is newer and more modern than Ranscome Manor, although Ranscome is bigger. The gardens here alone are breathtaking. My father built it for my mam, ye know. He built the gardens on a formal plan which you can see well from the house looking towards the water. There are more gardens on the other side which ye see travelin’ here from Cork. I remember my mother loved those gardens that open right down to the sea, which is why they named the house Waterside. My Da is the First Earl of Waterside.”
			

			
				Marc was right. Waterside was so beautiful it took my breath away. With my heart in my throat, I hurried to sponge off before I grabbed my clothing. I ran the brush through my hair before I deftly re-braided my waist-length tresses. I tossed the long braid over my shoulder before I rushed out of the captain’s quarters and across the deck of the Enterprise, where I stared, mesmerized, by the view of the exquisite manor house Micah Fitz Simmons built for his bride, Meara McCarron Fitz Simmons, over fifty years before.
			

			
				I realized I was still trembling, and my hands were again wet with nervous sweat. I felt calmer as I rubbed my hands back and forth across the fabric of my skirt. The repetitious movement of the fabric rubbing across my skin always seemed to calm my nerves.
			

			
				And then I saw the people approaching the dock. My heart lurched. The elderly, silver-haired gentleman leaned on the arm of the slender, dark-haired woman I had thought I would never see again. It had been a lifetime since I last saw her, but I would have known her anywhere. She raised a hand to shield her eyes and jumped up and down. I never dreamed I would live to see Tamsin Selk jump up and down in apparent excitement. Even though the Enterprise was still on the water, I heard Tamsin’s excited voice. “Papa, they’ve brought my baby home! Oh, sweet Jesus, they brought my Fancy home!”
			

			
				My heart lurched with unexpected emotion at sight and sound of my mother, excited I was coming to Waterside. I pressed my hand to my mouth as if that might help keep me from crying, but the tears were already stinging at my eyes.
			

			
				I couldn’t hear what the older man said. She kissed his cheek with great tenderness and then ran to the dock where she continued dancing up and down as Kirk brought the elegant ship to moor.
			

			
				I never saw my mother act this way before. Lord knew I never saw her jumping with excitement when I was a child. Energy radiated from Tam. She was enthusiastic and seemed happy to be alive. It had been nearly twenty years since I last saw her, but I could not remember ever seeing her look so happy. Life in Ireland appeared to agree with her.
			

			
				“I can’t do this.” I was suddenly terrified. I blinked those damned tears back, and I clung to Kirk’s waist in terror.
			

			
				He tousled my hair. I’ve noticed he does that a lot, usually when I am stressed, and he is trying to lighten my mood. “Of course, you can. You’re the Duchess of Ranscome. You can do anything you set your mind to do.”
			

			
				Marc turned to smile at me. “Aye, lass, Kirk is right. You can do this. And we are all here to give ye encouragement and support.”
			

			
				Mouth dry with terror and longing, I glanced up at my father. “I’m scared. What if she doesn’t like me, Daddy?”
			

			
				My father bent to kiss the top of my head. “Not as scared as Tam is. Besides, what’s not to like about you, lass? You’re the most likable person I know. It will be fine. You’ll see.”
			

			
				“She looks well.” I cringed at the bitter note in my voice as I again wiped my sweat-soaked hands on my skirt.
			

			
				“Aye, she does. Ireland has been good for her. But I promise ye, lass: she’s more afraid of the meeting to come than you are. She has a ton of guilt about leaving ye all those years ago at Belle Rose.”
			

			
				I said nothing. It didn’t seem appropriate to say, ‘Tamsin should have a ton of guilt over abandoning me’ right then. I stared wistfully at the beautiful woman waiting impatiently at the dock. I realized with a start that I was chewing on a fingernail, and I forced myself to drop my hands. Don’t bite your nails, Fancy. You’re a duchess. Ladies don’t rip at their nails.
			

			
				Creeps jumped to the dock, and Kirk threw the line to him. As Creeps tied off, Kirk coaxed me over to the dockside to help me off the schooner. Marc, Lily, Fitz, and the children rushed ahead of us down to the elderly gentleman standing alone on the dock. I saw Marc throw his arms around my grandfather and gather him into a loving embrace.
			

			
				I took a deep breath and squared my shoulders as I reached for Kirk’s hand. I felt calmer as he took my trembling hand into his own. “Okay. Let’s do this.”
			

			
				We started down the gangplank, but Tamsin wasn’t waiting another minute. Halfway down, she met me, and after just the slightest hesitation, she threw her arms around me. I stood rigid, unsure what to do, and then I slowly felt my tension, no, my years of pent-up anger and hurt melted out of me. Eighteen long years of pain and rage came flooding out of me from the loving grasp of my mother. Unbidden tears welled up in my own eyes again, and then the tears spilled over. I could not prevent my rush of tears any more than I could stop my hands from creeping up to cling to the sobbing woman holding me tight in her arms.
			

			
				“I didn’t think I would ever see you again,” she gasped as she stroked my face. “Oh, my God, Fancy, you’re all grown up. You’re so beautiful.”
			

			
				“I didn’t think I would ever see you again, either.” My voice sounded shaky with emotion as I laid my face into her hands.
			

			
				She looked at me, anguish all across her beautiful face. “Fancy, I’m so sorry.”
			

			
				I put a finger up to her lips. “It’s okay, Mama. It’s okay. I’m here now.”
			

			
				Her eyes bright with tears, she nodded and then hugged me close as I remembered the mantra I repeated over and over during those long, painful years. Tamsin left me when I was four years old to chase after an Irish lord. It turned out her Irish lord was the half-brother of my father. She left me to be abused by a man who thought I was less than him because of the blood I got from her. I had no interest in going anywhere near her, I told myself many times over those long, lonely years of abuse.
			

			
				For the first time, I realized I lied to myself all those years. I wrapped my arms around my mother and clung tight to her as I cried my heart out. I would never tell her about all the hell I endured after she left. She didn’t need to know. Hopefully, no one else had told her. I could tell by her body-racking sobs she carried enough guilt about abandoning me.
			

			
				And somehow, a bit of the pain I carried all those years seemed to disappear right then. The mark might always be there, like a scar, but the old, raw wound was no longer there, weeping bitter, angry droplets down over my aching heart. Each tear I shed seemed to wash healing balm over the old injury that resulted when my mother abandoned me. I had a fleeting thought of the gold epoxy Richard told me they use to mend broken pottery in Japan. Perhaps our tears were a kind of emotional gold epoxy sent by God above to help heal our broken hearts. I was sure I felt some of my shattered pieces mend with each tear shed by both Tamsin and me that day. I hoped Tamsin felt some healing, also.
			

			
				Marc often asks me, “Are your next steps heading where you want to go? If not, step off the path and do something unexpected.”
			

			
				I think I stepped off the path I expected to take right then when I did something I never expected to do. I embraced Tamsin Selk Fitz Simmons and called her Mama. Miraculously, when I seized the moment, God rewarded me with healing I never expected to receive.
			

			
				Kirk and I finally walked off the gangplank arm in arm to my grandfather. A smile broke across his face as his pale blue eyes filled up with tears. He gathered me into his trembling limbs and kissed both my cheeks. “I told ye she’d come home to us someday, Tammy.”
			

			
				She smiled and reached out to squeeze his hand. “Yes, you did, Papa. You never gave up hope.”
			

			
				I felt a pang of concern when I caught sight of the old fellow, stooped with arthritis and age. I knew he had been a tall man, maybe as tall as my Daddy, but now bent from rheumatism, he was a little taller than Lily. Lily is a tall woman, but she is still a good 7 inches shorter than Marc. My grandfather’s skin looked parchment-thin. He had a good bit of snow-white hair, although you could see his pink scalp through the thinned strands on top. Wrinkles lined his noble face, and his hands shook with a palsied tremor. I straightened up, and remembering Kirk’s constant urging I smile more, I pasted a shaky smile on my face. I quickly wiped my sweating palms on my skirt again before I extended my hand to him. “It’s an honor to meet you, my lord.”
			

			
				“Ah, now none of that, girl. I’m your Grandpa. Come and hug me, good and proper!”
			

			
				Suddenly, the smile on my face was real as I laughingly went into the open arms of the ninety-year-old man waiting for me to hug him for the first time.
			

			
				Finally, we broke apart. My grandfather sniffed as if embarrassed by the show of emotion and then frowned as his eyes scanned the crowd on the dock. “Where’s young Richard?”
			

			
				Well, sure enough, I felt like the cat had plum dab got my tongue then. Kirk slipped up by my side, and I looked at him with dismay. I could see the shock flash across his handsome features. What would he say? How would he react?
			

			
				Let’s face it. My Captain has a temper. A bad temper. An Irish temper.
			

			
				I slipped an arm around Kirk’s waist. “Grandpa, Richard went back to Virginia with Sassy and Will. But I would like you to meet…”
			

			
				He frowned and interrupted me. “What? He went back to Virginia? Why on earth would the man do that? He’s sore in love with ye, girl.”
			

			
				I cleared my throat. “Grandpa, I’d like to introduce you to my husband, Kirk O’Malley. Kirk is the Captain…”
			

			
				Tamsin gasped and threw her hands over her mouth. “Oh, Fancy…”
			

			
				“I know who O’Malley is, lass. But why in the name of Saint Bride herself would ye marry the rapscallion who carried ye off to Barbados and then lied to William about you in July?” My Grandfather might be old, but he was still full of Fitz Simmons starch and vinegar.
			

			
				I laid my hand on my growing belly and held my head high. I could feel my gut clench and my cheeks redden. Micah Fitz Simmons was not going to humiliate me on my first day in Ireland. By damn, I came too far to turn tail and run now. “I would have thought the answer to that was obvious, sir.”
			

			
				He paled as he realized what I meant. His head jerked up to my face again as tears of grief filled his eyes. “Oh, lass, you didn’t have to marry the scoundrel.”
			

			
				I didn’t even consider explaining I had to marry him if I wanted my baby born free. I swallowed hard and pulled Kirk closer to me. Make it believable, Fancy. I stood up as tall as I could and reached my arm around Kirk again. “But I had to marry him, sir. I love Kirk. And please, don’t call my husband a scoundrel.”
			

			
				Damn, it was hard to say that, but somehow, I managed. But then, some days, I could almost believe I loved Kirk. And I felt safe with him. Kirk could calm the terrifying storms of fear when they raged through me, unbidden. I knew he had my six, as Sassy would say. He would watch my back.
			

			
				But my grandfather’s words angered me. Would Lily say his words triggered me? My anger flared, and I had to bite my tongue to keep from telling him what I thought of the real scoundrel, the one who spirited my mother to Ireland without me all those years ago, leaving me to the not-so-tender mercies of Tom Selk, a fate no four-year-old child should have to endure. I don’t like to be in confrontational scenes. I feel threatened, unsafe, unwell when I wind up in situations like this one was fast becoming. I could feel my resentment swelling again. I might forgive Tamsin, but I could never be able to forgive Jay Fitz Simmons for convincing her to leave me in the Colony of Virginia when I was four-years-old. I wasn’t sure I could forgive Micah Fitz Simmons for raising Jay to be the man he proved to be, the man who would sell his brother and sister to Barbary pirates, and then convince a woman to run off and leave her only child behind. Heck fire, the man who would rape a woman and leave her for dead when he kidnapped her baby.
			

			
				Wow. That would have been a mouthful if I said it out loud.
			

			
				Marc and Lily shuffled from foot to foot. My half-brother, Fitz, looked like he might either explode or vomit, I wasn’t sure which. I knew how he felt. I was feeling mighty sick to my stomach about then, and God knew the whole situation was enough to puke a mule. Fitz had made a sort of peace with Kirk, also, but I knew he was far from friends with my husband.
			

			
				Fitz’s loyalty remained with Richard. I suspected Marc and Lily’s commitment did.
			

			
				Yet despite all Kirk’s faults, he was good to me more than he was ever bad. He could calm the storms when they raged through my tormented mind.
			

			
				Richard could, too. But he left. Twice. Both times without a word.
			

			
				I’d had worse. Far worse. And at least my new husband wasn’t anywhere near as low a dog as Jay had been years before when he raped and damned near killed Lily, kidnapped Michael and somehow convinced my mother to leave me behind when they fled to Ireland, like rats in the night. Jay Fitz Simmons was nothing more than a shameless bastard in my book. He never would be more than that to me.
			

			
				Oops, my bad. I forgot Jay was a bastard, which was why he sold my daddy, the legitimate heir.
			

			
				Tamsin looked shocked but quickly hid her dismay behind a practiced smile. Hmm, could she teach me to do that? It could be a handy skill for the Duchess of Ranscome. And God knows, I don’t smile enough.
			

			
				“Enough of this talking out here on the water. My heaven, it’s mid-December. It’s cold! I swear it will snow tonight. I can taste it in the air. I’m sure it was never anywhere nearly this cold in Barbados.” Tamsin began to stammer.
			

			
				I rubbed my hands up and down my arms, covered with only my dress sleeves and a light woolen shawl. “No, it was hot there when we left, and I have to admit, I am mighty cold. Perhaps we could all go inside this beautiful house and get warmed up.”
			

			
				Sassy does this thing with her fingers to her eyes that signifies ‘I’ve got my eye on you.’ It surprised me to see my grandfather make that sign at Kirk. As Kirk huffed up, I slid in between them and took each man by the arm. “Oh, now, enough of all that nonsense. You two men need to behave yourselves. Come on. Let’s go in. I want to see this beautiful home.”
			

			
				Kirk held tight to my arm, his head high, bright pink spots on each cheek, and his nostrils flaring with each breath of the frosty air. His meaning was clear, at least to me. She’s mine. Don’t feck with me, old man. I’d seen him angry before, but I had only seen him this angry that day in Bridgetown when the wedding was interrupted. It impressed me he somehow held his temper in check. I slid my hand into his and squeezed it. He broke his gaze from my Grandfather to me. I smiled.
			

			
				Kirk smiled back. “I love your granddaughter, sir.”
			

			
				Grandpa made a noise best described as a snort. “Of course, you do. Your great love for Fancy must be why ye lied to William. What’s that wee Sassy says? Ah, yes. That was one strike.”
			

			
				I bit back the laugh at the reference to the game Sassy often told us about, and Richard was teaching the children. Now was not the time to laugh.
			

			
				As Kirk’s lips thinned with anger again, Marc spoke up. “Kirk and I had many long talks on this journey. He realizes he was wrong to lie to Will. And yes, I told him it’s like that game Sassy says the children played in Mexico when she was a child. I think she called it baseball. I can’t say I understand all about the game, but I remember Sass says ‘three strikes and you’re out.’ Kirk understands the lie was his first strike. Three strikes, and like Sassy says, he’ll be out. Forewarned is forearmed, aye, Kirk? But I have seen him with my daughter enough that I believe he loves Fancy. I think she loves him. Much like Tam loved Jay when they came here. I don’t expect Kirk to get to the third strike.”
			

			
				Grandpa made that snorting sound again. “He’d best not, or there will be hell to pay. Wonderful. So, she’s in love with a sailor when she could have had a doctor. With her title, she could have had a prince. Mark my words, he’ll never stay home with ye for very long, lass. His first mistress is the sea…”
			

			
				“Is that what you think of Will, too? Because he’s been at sea longer than Kirk.” I snapped the words out as my grip tightened on Kirk’s arm.
			

			
				Grandpa looked shocked. “No, but…”
			

			
				And once again, my temper flared. “I mean you no disrespect, sir, but you know nothing about this man or all he has done for me in the past eight months. Please keep your opinions to yourself until you get to know my husband and me. And I will try to hold my tongue about your scoundrel son who brought my mother here long ago without me. How he convinced her to abandon me in Virginia when he brought Michael with them. And I remember the other things he did before they came here. I won’t insult Lily by describing them…”
			

			
				My voice broke with unexpected emotion.
			

			
				“That’s enough, Fancy. Stop it. Don’t throw mud.” Marc’s
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