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			Chapter 1

			Salem, Massachusetts 1692

			The sharp wind biting the back of his neck, Garrett D’Arcy hunched his shoulders as the skiff grated onto the pebbled beach. Thick leather boots protected his legs from the cold ocean waves as he stepped from the boat and splashed ashore. Too long in confinement, he savored the crunch of the graveled shore under foot and the call of the seagulls as he marched up the slight incline to get a better view of the nearby borough. It was a gray day and a gray town, but a surprisingly bustling town for so early in the morning. The sun was not yet over the horizon.

			“I would not have expected so much to-do before the sun breaks,” D’Arcy said, glancing over his shoulder at his first mate.

			Sefton Ridgely nodded. “Aye, Salem is a busy port, but no doubt ‘tis the hanging what has brought more folk out.”

			“Hanging!” D’Arcy whipped about, near colliding with his first mate. An unbidden shiver coursed down his spine, but his jaw tightened when Ridgely asked, “Are you sure you are well enough tae be about, Captain? ‘Tis a mite nippy for mid-October.”

			“I am well enough,” D’Arcy growled, “but curse this damn plague and curse those damn islands.” He had first contracted the ague three years earlier in the West Indies. It had nearly killed him then, and he still suffered from periodic chills that left him shaking in his bunk, often at most inopportune times. The trade of goods in this flourishing seaport had been conducted by Sefton Ridgely. Not that he failed to have complete faith in his first mate’s ability to bargain profitably – he just hated being helpless. Helpless and vulnerable whenever the chills attacked. Even more he hated being dependent on his crew – loyal though his hand-picked men might be.

			He brushed aside Ridgely’s concern and demanded, “What is this about a hanging?”

			“They mean tae hang a witch taeday.”

			 “A witch!” D’Arcy knew his voice sounded choked as his throat tightened.

			Ridgely raised an eyebrow, “Aye, Captain, a comely one, too, so I have been told.”

			D’Arcy’s skin prickled as he met his first mate’s level gaze. “In truth?”

			“Aye,” Ridgely acknowledged with a grunt, and he gripped D’Arcy’s shoulder in a patent attempt to propel him toward the town. “Come, let us be getting you out of this wind. I will take you tae meet Breakwaite, and he can tell you the whole of it. He holds no countenance wi’ it, I warn you. Seems, o’er the past few months, they have hanged several others, including a minister. I have been told that throughout the colony, over a hundred souls are in prisons awaiting their trials.”

			D’Arcy jerked free and again faced his first mate. “Lord, Seff, what manner of people are these Puritans?” He knew little of the Puritans’ faith, only that they shunned the feast day celebrations and opulent trappings of the Church of England.

			“Fearful ones, I would say. Ones we want not tae have much truck wi’. I am more than ready to be rid of this town. Breakwaite’s a decent sort, but most of the others be much too God fearing for my taste. They have half a dozen rum distilleries, and alehouses abound, but none of the women, be they plain nor pretty, would dare be seen so much as talking wi’ any of the crew. I tell you, the men are sorely tried. So let us step lively and we will soon be putting these Puritans behind us.”

			After skirting the teeming activity around the warehouses and wharves where fishing vessels were putting out to sea and trading ships awaited their turn to dock, D’Arcy allowed his first mate to pilot him through the town proper. He chose to ignore Ridgely’s nudge to his ribs as the young women of Salem turned to stare. Aware of the passions he stirred in the breasts of women, he readily used them to gratify his own desires. The women of Salem might pay no heed to his men, but they were as susceptible to his charms as any other females. Tall and broad shouldered, D’Arcy knew he cut an impressive figure. Having lost little weight with this recent fever, his muscular legs needed no false padding. He believed himself fortunate to be as well-favored in face as in form. His strong chin, narrow high-bridged nose, and high cheek-bones gave testament to his Norman ancestry, but he thanked his Celtic heritage for his most striking features, his mane of burnished red hair and his sea green eyes. Most women found the combination mesmerizing.

			Wide-eyed chits, willing to risk their mother’s ire, flitted about in obvious attempts to attract his attention. That is, were they able to overcome their bemused numbness and close their gaping mouths. He noted even the town matrons could scarce resist casting sly glances in his direction. But today, as he brushed past their simpering faces, he did little more than touch his fingers to the brim of his hat. His earlier buoyancy deflated by Ridgely’s revelation, he simply wanted to finish his business in this unsettling township and set sail with the outgoing tide.

			\ \ \ \

			Tempest Winslowe pulled her worn cloak more snuggly around her, tugging it tight about her throat as the harsh chill crept through the cracks between the slats of the dismal prison. She was grateful her trial date had been speedy. She feared she could not have borne many more days in these pinched dirty quarters. The cold dirt floor, strewn with filthy straw, crawled with all manner of insect life, and closing her eyes, she willed her skin not to itch. Her legs were cramped and her back ached as the heavy iron fetters and manacles on her ankles and wrists were shackled together and prevented her from either lying down or standing up straight.

			The jail, made of rough-hewn slats crudely slapped together, was secure enough to keep the prisoners in, but not the weather elements out. When it rained, the prisoners had no choice but to sit in the mud and muck. Two leaky wooden buckets also occupied the prison. One was supposed to hold drinking water, the other was to be used for personal necessities. Neither was filled nor emptied with any regularity, and on still days, a sour-sweet stench hung in the air.

			Tempest’s days were filled with the moans, bickering, and sorrowful prayers of the other prisoners. But to her, nothing was worse than the rats. They came at night. Their scuffling noises and the occasional gleam of small beady eyes caught by a glint of moonlight announced their presence. Scrunched into a corner, her knees drawn up to her chest, Tempest shivered each time one of the hideous creatures scampered across her feet or brushed against her hips. Other prisoners squealed or cursed when accosted. Tempest supposed the rats were after food scraps, though there were few or none of those. A bread crust at morning, another at evening, was all the town provided. If not for Serenity Norcross, Tempest was certain she must have starved to death.

			Dear Serenity. Every morning with the sun, Serenity appeared. She brought fresh water that Tempest might bathe her hands and face and nourishing morsels to tempt her waning appetite. To oblige her friend, Tempest managed to consume each tidbit and even to drink a little ale. Serenity often brought treats for the other prisoners, and Tempest credited her friend’s generosity with the kindly treatment she received from the other inmates.

			The once soft woolen blanket now caked with mud and straw, which she tucked about her legs and feet, also came from Serenity. The nights were cold, and she cherished the meager warmth the blanket provided. Even with the blanket, she often awakened from her fitful and fleeting sleep with numb hands and feet. At least she had warmed up on clear days when the afternoon sunrays pierced through slits between the boards of the prison walls. Nonetheless, for the past few days she had been feverish, and her throat was so sore she hated to swallow. Her throat would soon be getting a lot sorer, she thought, as she peeked through the cracks at the shimmery dawn.

			Tempest knew she should feel frightened or angry or both, but the past fortnight’s injustices had melded with her mounting despair to consume her passions till all she could dredge up out of the pit of her stomach was a sense of nausea. She could see the crowd gathering. Almost time for the show. How many of the God-fearing populace of Salem, who had known her all her life, would be there to watch her hang? Shaftbury would certainly be there. Right up front, no doubt.

			Against her will, her thoughts drifted back to nigh a year earlier when Elder Hiram Shaftbury had appeared on her doorstep. She had been amazed that the lean, sallow-faced man should come courting her. He was near old enough to be her father. Add to that, his wife had scarce been in her grave a month. Tempest’s stepmother thought she should feel honored. “After all, Tempest, he is a church elder and an important man in our community. And he is well off by most standards.”

			“That he may be Mother Eden, but I have no need of his wealth or his prestige.” Tempest’s eyes met her stepmother’s stone-gray eyes. “I have the rent from my dowry house that Father left me, and I am content here. I want naught to do with the man.”

			Despite all she had done to dissuade Shaftbury – from refusing to accept the little gifts he brought her, to hiding out in the barn when he came calling – he continued to pay her court. She had believed herself fortunate her stepmother had not encouraged his suit as no doubt her father would have. But Eden had never encouraged any of her suitors. Why should she? Tempest knew that having her about to help care for the younger children and to clean and cook saved her stepmother the cost of a servant. And Eden was ever the frugal one.

			But Shaftbury was a shrewd charlatan. One day Tempest had come in from milking the cows to find Eden and Shaftbury deep in conversation. She turned to leave after depositing the milk buckets by the door, but Eden called to her. “Tempest, do you not see you have a visitor?”

			“I have other chores to finish,” she replied and almost had the door closed behind her when her stepmother’s raised voice stopped her.

			 “Tempest, come back this instant. You are being rude.”

			How well she remembered that spring day. Blue forget-me-nots dotted the fields and white blossoms on the apple and cherry trees scented the air. From that day forward, her stepmother had made her life a misery. She could not sit down to a meal without having Elder Shaftbury’s virtues extolled or her own inadequacies deplored. Her stepmother would awaken her in the middle of the night to lecture her about her duties as a good Puritan to marry and reproduce for the glory of God. The next day, while Eden napped, she had her chores to tend.

			And nothing she did was done correctly. Her butter was too salty, her bread too hard, her wash not clean enough. The socks she darned, the tears she patched, the hems she mended were shoddy and Eden insisted she redo them. Worst of all was sitting through Shaftbury’s visits. She hated his self-righteous discourses, his ogling stares, and she cringed any time he touched her.

			For near a month, she had been at a loss to why her stepmother had become Shaftbury’s champion. Then she overheard Eden tell a friend that once Tempest married Shaftbury, he would allow Eden to collect the income from Tempest’s dowry house. Tempest knew her stepmother had been angry that Tempest’s father had bequeathed Tempest the house he had built in Salem when he, Tempest’s mother, and Tempest, but a wee babe, had first settled there. Even though Tempest gave half the rent to Eden for her bed and keep, Eden had not been satisfied. She wanted it all.

			Jolted back to the present by a sharp shout of laughter, Tempest stiffened as dull thuds sounded against the planks near her head. Another thud and a shower of dirt sprinkled through the cracks. Peering out, she could see several young boys throwing dirt clods at the jail as they taunted, “Die, witch, die!” She knew all of the boys. One she had helped nurse through a fever only last spring. Another she had helped find a wayward calf. Now they were ready to believe she was a witch who would do them harm. In their little hearts they hated her.

			She closed her eyes and covered her ears with her hands to block out their hurtful gibes. She must not brood upon her fast-approaching fate. She must not let the chilling images cowering in the recesses of her mind surface. With a shudder, she channeled her thoughts back to her family.

			The images of her young half brothers, Abel and Jacob, and her half sister, five-year-old Ruthie, brought tears to her eyes. They would miss her. She had been their bulwark against their mother. Eden Shipton Winslowe, a severe and exacting woman, had little use for endearments or hugs. She had raised her two sons by her first marriage with a rigid discipline. Tempest doubted Noah and Ira Shipton had ever known a gentle caress or soothing word until she entered their lives. Their father had died six months before Tempest’s mother. Though the Widow Shipton had been entertaining several suitors, she wasted no time letting Tempest’s father know, even before Tempest’s mother was in the ground, that he would be her choice for a new mate.

			“In the harsh environment of this new world, surviving without a helpmate is a severe handicap. No man or woman is expected to mourn a lost spouse for long,” Tempest’s father explained the night before he married Eden. “Women are in great demand in this burgeoning colony of ours, especially strong and fertile women. Eden Shipton has proven to be both.”

			Large-boned and square-jawed, Eden could not be considered a beauty, but her commanding presence lent her a certain attractiveness. Still, Tempest suspected the fact that Eden Shipton had inherited from her husband a productive farm, which included a substantial house and barn and two indentured laborers, might also have influenced her father. The widow Shipton had been considered a prize, and Tempest’s father had shown no reluctance in hastily forming an alliance.

			Even in his middle years, Uriah Winslowe, tall and of moderate girth and with a full head of wavy brown hair, had been an attractive man. In later years, Tempest learned from Serenity, her mother’s, as well as her own dearest friend, that no one had been surprised by Eden’s partiality. “Your father could have had his pick of the single women in Salem,” Serenity declared. “Women younger than Eden Shipton. Prize or no, the Widow Shipton wanted to quickly snare her prey.”

			Tempest allowed that Uriah and Eden had been well suited. Both being robust, miserly, and self-disciplined, they lived together in relative harmony until Uriah’s sudden death five years past. During their six-year marriage, Eden had given Uriah two healthy sons and another daughter. Something Tempest’s mother had been unable to do, though she had died trying. Every child after Tempest had been stillborn at birth or had not reached term. Uriah had blamed Tempest for this. She had been a difficult birth and had put too much strain on her mother. 

			“Sheer twaddle,” Serenity, her dark eyes gleaming, asserted upon learning of Uriah’s recriminations. “Your mother suffered far more from the difficult sea crossing than from your birthing. Should anyone be blamed for your mother’s debility, ‘twould be your father for taking her on the voyage when she was large with child.”

			Tempest still mourned her mother though she had been dead near twelve years. At times she could almost hear her tinkling laugh or feel her light touch upon her shoulder. Never a strong woman, the petit Deborah Maddock had not the stamina of her Celtic ancestors who prevailed against Roman, Saxon, and Norman invaders and clung to their homeland in the fens of Cambridgeshire. She had been proud of her heritage and had thrilled Tempest with tales of old.

			Dark haired, and with wide-set delft-blue eyes and a generous mouth, Tempest favored her mother in appearance, but she had her father’s height, vigor, and tenacity. With the hanging gibbet mere heartbeats away, she wished she had had more of her mother’s docility and less of her father’s obstinacy.

			Chapter 2

			D’Arcy found Benjamin Breakwaite’s house substantial, if unassuming. Its clapboard sides and shingled roof were grayed with weathering, as were the various out-buildings, but the grounds were neat and well kept. Donning his coat, Breakwaite met them at the door. Though of finely woven wool, the coat was unadorned and of a somber hue, as were his breeches and stockings, but his waistcoat of emerald green, embroidered with perpendicular stripes of gold worsted braid, rivaled D’Arcy’s own richly embellished scarlet damask waistcoat and quilted velvet full-skirted frock coat. A jovial man with a round face and firm handshake, Breakwaite boomed a welcome, drawing first D’Arcy and then Ridgely into his home. “Good to see you again Mister Ridgely. I trust your good captain here finds all in order.”

			“I do find all in order and have but come by to pay my respects and to apologize for being unable to meet with you sooner,” D’Arcy said, sweeping off his hat once his hand was released.

			“Ah, Captain, you have no need to apologize. At times we are all laid low, though I trust you do not blame your illness on a spell cast by some witch. We have had a plenitude of such accusations here in Salem over this past year.” No smile accompanied Breakwaite’s banter.

			D’Arcy squared his jaw. “No spell, naught but the misfortune to have visited the West Indies. I know not how any Englishman with good sense can live in that sweltering, stinking climate. Nary a soul can long escape the fevers that seem to breed there. But here now, what is this about witches and spells? Do you truly hang a witch today?”

			Breakwaite’s heavy brows drew together. “Tempest Winslowe is no witch. I have known the girl since she were a babe. Willful she may be, but as caring as she is willful. This hanging is a grievous wrong, a mockery of justice. Witches! The very idea is monstrous. A bunch of young girls with too much time on their hands have made fools of their elders and are responsible for the deaths of twenty innocent people. They claim they are bewitched. They see witches hanging from the rafters, tempting them. Mind you, no one else can see these spectacles.” An angry red stained Breakwaite’s face and his eyes swept from D’Arcy to Ridgely and back to D’Arcy. “Did their elders take a switch to their bottoms when all this started, we would have had the truth. Instead we have neighbors telling tales on one another because of some past spite, or to save his own skin because he has been accused of witchcraft. Witchcraft! Can you believe it! And now this! A man’s cow dies, most like of old age. And a beautiful young girl is to be hanged.”

			D’Arcy had not meant to rile Breakwaite. He glanced at Ridgely who answered with a near imperceptible shrug. Breakwaite, noticing the exchange between his guests, drew a big hand across his face. He shook his head. “Forgive me. This past year has been trying. In ninety-one we lost our charter and became a royal colony with an appointed governor. Then all these witch trials started. Forgive my yammering. Have you broken your fast? Would that you might partake of some sustenance with me. I have some fine ale and happen to have a round of Dutch cheese off your own ship to go with some fresh baked bread. Join me, please,” he urged.

			D’Arcy felt he could hardly refuse. According to Ridgely, Breakwaite was a good man, and though he bargained shrewdly, he had been honest in his dealings. And D’Arcy was hungry. He had had little more than fish or chicken broth to eat since he had first become ill.

			“You honor us,” he said, pleased to see the big round face again wreathed in a smile.

			“Good, good.” Breakwaite rubbed the palms of his hands together. “I will get my wife to slice up the bread and cheese while I pour the ale. Please, be seated. Take the chairs. I will pull up a stool. Do get thee comfortable.”

			Breakwaite vanished into a back room, and D’Arcy pulled up one of the chairs Breakwaite had indicated at the trestle table. Ridgely sat at the opposite end. Breakwaite’s booming voice could still be heard, though less distinctly, as he set those in his kitchen to preparing their meal.

			The glowing remains of a fire in the massive central hearth, combined with low ceilings and small shuttered windows, made the front room stifling after the briskness of the outdoors. D’Arcy loosened the linen stock at his neck. Still wrestling with the baneful mood he had fallen into upon hearing about the hanging, he looked around the room, “Our host seems prosperous.”

			“Indeed,” Ridgely answered, untying his fleece-lined jerkin. “The door behind you leads tae his office where we transacted our business. Breakwaite’s a busy merchant wi’ a finger in many pies. A number of townsmen were in and out on various errands whilst I dealt wi’ him.”

			“Good solid furniture, too,” D’Arcy observed, hoping he did not sound as melancholy as he felt. He gestured to a tall hutch displaying pewter platters and mugs and to a low boy topped by a large Bible bound in delicately tooled leather. “More color and artistry than I might have expected.”

			Ridgely stroked his honey-brown beard and nodded. “Aye”, he agreed, his vivid blue eyes alight in an appraisal of the room’s furnishings. “Mind the red panels trimmed in green wi’ gold scrolls about the borders on the hutch, the low boy, and the settle next the hearth. These Puritans know quality. They are not apt tae buy a chair what will break apart after tae or three years of service.”

			Breakwaite’s wife, a round, pink-cheeked woman, bustled into the room with a wooden trencher heaped high with chunks of cheese and dark rye bread. Her garments were somber but of rich fabric. Her lace edged cambric overskirt, looped to reveal a brown woolen petticoat, was protected by a white linen apron. Her hair was hidden under a neat lappet cap. Though she greeted them cordially, her eyes looked red-rimmed as though she had been crying. 

			A homely young woman, the pox having marked her, entered behind Mistress Breakwaite. She might have been a daughter, but D’Arcy guessed her a servant, her clothing being plainer. And Breakwaite, carrying three brimming mugs of ale, made no attempt to introduce her.

			The girl placed two smaller trenchers, one with smoked cod, the other with thick slices of sausages, on the table. D’Arcy could feel the girl’s eyes upon him. She continued staring until Mistress Breakwaite admonished her and sent her scurrying back to the kitchen. He and Ridgely had risen when Mistress Breakwaite entered the room, but she urged them to resume their seats. Her husband introduced her, and she bade them welcome and encouraged them to eat hardy. She then retreated to the kitchen, but not, D’Arcy noted, without a glance over her shoulder at him.

			After setting the mugs of ale on the laden table, the hefty Breakwaite pulled a sturdy stool up to the table and joined his guests. He bowed his head and began offering a lengthy blessing for the food set out before them. D’Arcy looked at Ridgely. Their eyes met then Ridgely bowed his head. D’Arcy followed suit. Breakwaite concluded with a plea to God to accept the soul of Tempest Winslowe, whom he knew to be no witch but a good God-fearing Christian. 

			“Now my friends,” Breakwaite entreated them as he pulled out his knife to stab a sausage and put it on a chunk of bread along with some cheese, “help yourselves, and enjoy. Enjoy!”

			His immediate hunger assuaged, D’Arcy sipped his ale and peered over the mug’s rim at his host. He had no wish to nettle Breakwaite. And he knew his first mate would chide him for delving into an affair that did not concern him, but he could not restrain his curiosity about the accused witch Breakwaite so readily defended. He set down the mug. “Would I be impertinent to ask why they mean to hang this girl, Master Breakwaite? Why do they think her a witch?”

			Breakwaite chewed his food and washed it down with a swig of ale. He eyed D’Arcy before he spoke. “I have to struggle to keep my choler in check on this. As I mentioned, Tempest is a caring girl. Sat with my wife when she had the fever last spring. Ne’er left my wife’s side afore she could sit up in bed and feed herself. A good girl Tempest is. And pretty, far prettier than most.”

			Breakwaite paused, and D’Arcy, his jaw muscles tightening, watched Breakwaite’s liver-spotted hands absently stroke his mug. “Her father, when he died, left to her the home he built when first he moved to Salem. It brings a tidy rent and ‘twas to be her dowry. No need to say she had plenty of young men offering her marriage, but she seemed to fancy none of them.”

			Breakwaite lifted his mug but set it down as a thoughtful expression crossed his face. “Tempest’s mother was ever a gentle soul, but ill-starred. She died when Tempest was but a young chit, no more than ten, I would hazard. Tempest’s father was hearty enough, but never a mild man. I do believe ‘twas his spleen what done him in.”

			“Better way tae go than some.” Ridgely spoke from his end of the table, but D’Arcy waved him to silence as he pushed away thoughts of his own parents long since departed. He had no wish to flush out buried memories. 

			Their host drew himself up and puffed a sigh out through his nose. “Well, along comes Shaftbury. His wife not a month in her grave, and he sets out to court Tempest. She refused him as she had all the others. This embarrassed Shaftbury. He is an elder in our congregation and a man of no small amount of influence. Despite a twenty year age difference, he considered himself a desirable match for Tempest.” Breakwaite made a face as if he smelled something unpleasant. He leaned forward and whispered, “Myself, I see him as a lecherous old man looking to a pretty young girl when by rights, ‘twas to her stepmother he should have plied his court.”

			D’Arcy admired the girl’s fortitude. At the same time a rank bitterness swept over him. For an instant his mind flew to England, to a meadow draped in clover, and to a pair of silver blue eyes brimming with desire. Then Ridgley’s voice drew him back.

			“So what has the old man’s lechery to do with this… this girl being hanged as a witch?”

			Ridgely was not one to mince words D’Arcy thought, glancing down the table at him before returning his attention to Breakwaite. His host, brow furrowed, rocked back and forth on his stool before responding. “’Twas early September. Late afternoon. The weather was almost balmy, the briskness of autumn yet to be felt in the air. Tempest, on her way home from taking a crock of broth to an ailing neighbor, stopped by a field to admire the sunset. Shaftbury happened along and spotted Tempest leaning on a gate railing. He admonished her for loitering, told her, was she his wife, he would soon have her doing God’s work instead of dawdling about.”

			Breakwaite shifted on his stool and narrowed his eyes. His voice grew steely. “This, you understand, is what came out in the trial.” D’Arcy felt their host meant to assure his listeners of his accuracy as he regarded first him and then Ridgely. At their nods, he continued, “Tempest responded that, indeed, she would never be his wife and would sooner marry the devil. Enraged, Shaftbury stormed off. The next day a cow, which had been grazing in the field where Tempest paused, died. Shaftbury learned of this and went to the magistrates who hold these witch trials. He told them he believed Tempest to be a witch. She had caused the cow to die. He said he feared for his own life and repeated what Tempest said about preferring to marry the devil.”

			“On that they mean to hang the girl!” D’Arcy protested. His agitation was rising while the food in his stomach seemed to be settling in a lump. 

			Breakwaite shook his head. “Not on that alone. Tempest’s stepmother testified that she, too, believed Tempest a witch. Said she had feared her for years. Said she believed Tempest responsible for her mother’s death to prevent her having other children. And for her father’s death, once she had been willed the dowry house. Widow Winslowe swore the night before Tempest’s father died, she awakened to find Tempest in their room, staring at her father. When Tempest saw her stepmother was awake, she left, but the next morning her father had the apoplexy and died.”

			“And the judges believed her?” D’Arcy’s voice rose. He knew he was daft to be disturbed over this girl’s hanging. Some girl he had never met. Yet the fact remained, he was. His hand went involuntarily to his throat. He could feel the rope burning his neck, his breath being cut off. The desperate struggle, the pain returned. His heart pounded. His eyes latched onto Ridgely. His first mate’s calm gaze helped slow his racing heart, and he dragged in a raspy breath.

			Breakwaite seemed not to notice his consternation. “Fools that they are, yes, they believed her. But ‘tis certain, I am, the widow was after Tempest’s dowry house. I said as much at the trial, but nary a soul would listen. Not judge nor juryman would believe the widow would perjure herself and thereby condemn her immortal soul to everlasting torment in hell.”

			Breakwaite twisted his mouth to one side. “Tempest denied the accusations, except the statement about preferring to marry the devil. That hurt her. Then others came forward. Girls who are not as pretty, boys rejected in their suit. Envy or wounded pride drove them. Suddenly they remembered some incident of evil they were certain happened after Tempest visited their homes, a beloved pet dying, a poor fish harvest, even bread that failed to rise. The usual spectral evidence from the squirming, screeching girls who started these trials was scarce needed.”

			D’Arcy lifted his mug to his lips, but he did not feel like drinking. His throat tightened. He set his mug back on the table and let out a breath he had not noticed he had been holding. “And besides you, did no one stand up in her defense?”

			“Her friend, Goody Norcross, and Goody Simon, a neighbor who has oft been helped by Tempest. No doubt others would have liked to but were too afraid. Afraid they would be the next to be accused of witchcraft. As indeed happened with some who have criticized these trials.”

			“So the judges deemed Mistress Winslowe tae be a witch,” Ridgely said.

			“They did,” Breakwaite said, anger staining his cheeks. “They determined she was a witch, and she is to be hanged this very morning.” 

			D’Arcy numbly thrust a thick slice of sausage into his mouth then wondered if he would be able to swallow it. He wished he had never asked Breakwaite about Tempest Winslowe. Wished he had listened to Ridgely and had stayed aboard his ship.

			“Well, ‘tis glad I am I ate my fill afore you concluded your tale,” Ridgely said. “My appetite might have suffered otherwise.”

			“I think mine has,” D’Arcy said, managing to down the sausage. He doubted Ridgely would have found his appetite spoiled. Nothing seemed to disrupt the man’s equilibrium.

			Breakwaite shook his head, “Ah, good Captain, an empty belly serves no man well when the day’s chores still need tending. Better to face the day’s trials on a full belly. Our fasting will not halt the hanging.”

			Irritated by his discomposure, D’Arcy scraped back his chair and stood. “We thank you, Master Breakwaite, for this generous repast, but we must be getting back to the ship. The tide will have turned and, with luck, the wind will still be up. You have been most gracious.”

			“You are indeed welcome, Captain D’Arcy. I hope we may do business again someday.”

			“Cannot say for certain. ‘Tis seldom we get up this way, but should we, you will be the man we contact,” D’Arcy assured Breakwaite and extended him his hand.

			Breakwaite answered with a hardy handshake to both D’Arcy and Ridgely. He wished them God’s speed and a safe journey home before escorting them to his door.

			As D’Arcy and Ridgely made their way back to their skiff, D’Arcy noticed the populace moving toward a hill outside the town’s perimeter. The air seemed fraught with electricity, as though a storm brewed, but looking up, he saw the dark gray clouds of the early morning were no longer in evidence. The high clouds hastening along in the stiff breeze were white and wispy.

			“Must be near time for the hanging,” Ridgely said.

			D’Arcy nodded but voiced no answer. He had been listening to snippets of conversation whirling about as they merged with the crowd. No words of sympathy, just spiteful twittering. Memories flooded back, a throng pressing forward eager to see and smell the fear of the victim. Eager to hear a last desperate plea for mercy. Eager to watch the death dance at the end of the rope. He shivered.

			Chapter 3

			Sefton Ridgely narrowed his eyes as his captain shivered. Was it the chill in the air or the memories? He should never have let D’Arcy up from his sick bed. Should have kept him out of this disturbing Puritan town. But his captain was stubborn. He had appeared on deck, dressed in his finery, and Ridgely had known ‘twould do little good to argue with him. Now, with the townspeople milling about them, he knew what his captain was going to say.

			“Think you the men would be troubled did we never return to this Puritan seaport, Sefton?”

			“In my opinion, they would be pleased were we ne’er tae return tae this Salem port.”

			“I do believe ‘tis a poor day for a hanging, Sefton.”

			“I am in agreement wi’ you, sir.” He had known from the moment he mentioned the hanging, that D’Arcy, could he prevent it, would never allow another woman to be hanged as a witch. “Would you have me round up the men? I do think I see most of them back at the launch.”

			D’Arcy nodded. “Tell them to bring their arms, Sefton. And best be quick about it.”

			“Aye, Captain. We will join you on the hill afore the last of the town’s stragglers make their appearance. Oh, and sir, ‘tis thinking I am, the men will enjoy this. Wee bit of a payback, you might say, for the less than generous treatment they have received here.” 

			Ridgely lengthened his stride and headed toward the skiff, but he chuckled to himself as he spotted the gaggle of girls trailing behind D’Arcy. The man did have the ability to beguile the women. But for too many years he had let his bitterness choke off any lasting alliance. Not that a seaman needed any permanent attachments, but now that D’Arcy had plans to build himself a little kingdom in the New York colony, he would need to take a wife. And a marriage without sugar and spice would soon turn sour.

			The sea had been their home for near ten years, ever since D’Arcy’s father and then his eldest brother had died. Back and forth across the Atlantic, round about the West Indies, up and down the American coast, wherever trade flourished, they sailed. Their profits were substantial, and their customers and investors were satisfied. D’Arcy was a good captain. He should be, he had been trained by the best. Ridgely prided himself on the skills he had taught his pupil.

			From their first meeting, Ridgely had known D’Arcy would surpass his teacher. He had been but twelve, but the sea was in his eyes. His father, the Earl of Tyneford, wanted his youngest son to have an honorable mode of supporting himself. As a younger son, he would receive no properties and but minimal inheritance from his father. He could have entered the King’s service, but having been raised on the coast, the boy had a bond with the sea. Ridgely was the man his father chose to train his son.

			After seventeen years, he and D’Arcy were as close as any brothers. They had weathered heartaches and hardships, and each owed the other his life. Never in his years of training, or after he became master of his own ship, had D’Arcy hinted that his noble ancestry should entitle him to special privileges. He expected the respect and obedience due a ship’s captain but asked for nothing more. Nor did he flaunt his birth to obtain the favors of the wenches they encountered on either side of the Atlantic. But then, he seldom needed do more than cast one of his come hither glances at the woman of his choice to draw her to his side. Most important, the men trusted their captain and would follow where he led, obeying without question. They would do so today.

			As Ridgely neared the men, he hollered, “Multon, grab your popper and go find Smithy and Roe, then join me on that hill where the crowd is gathering. Dobney, you stay wi’ the boat. The rest of you, make sure you are armed, then follow me.”

			\ \ \ \

			Dragged down from the cart that had transported her ignominiously through town, Tempest straightened her shoulders and raised her chin. She would not show her fear though her knees threatened to buckle under her. Avoiding all eye contact, she stared beyond the gathering crowd to the dark trees looming in the distance. She could endure the hate. But she could not bear to read pity in anyone’s eyes. Any sympathy and she feared she would break down in tears, and she must not let them see her cry. Especially not Shaftbury, especially not her stepmother.

			As she labored up the hill, the wind caught at her cloak and whipped her hair into her eyes. Twice she stumbled, but the sheriff and his lackey tightened their grips on her arms and jerked her forward. The judges who had condemned her waited near the hanging gibbet. 

			Judge Hathorne stepped forward and proclaimed, “Tempest Winslowe, thou hast been found guilty of witchery. Save thy soul. Repent. Name thy cohorts.”

			Anger replaced her fear and Tempest narrowed her eyes to probe the judge’s malignant guise. “Who would you have me name? Have you not tortured and hanged enough innocent people?” Her voice emanated as a husky whisper, and the wind snatched at her words wafting them into the air. She swallowed hard to clear her raspy throat but could manage little more than a croak. “I am no witch. Had I the powers of a witch, why would I stand here waiting to be hanged? Why would I not fly away?”

			“Hear how the devil guides her tongue,” someone in the crowd sang out. 

			“Careful she doth not cast her eye upon you,” another voice warned. Others started to mumble, and some stepped farther back. Judge Hathorne held up his hand for silence.

			“I can do no more,” he said, his eyes boring into hers. “Think not God will have mercy on thy soul. Sheriff, set the noose.”

			Tempest cringed as rough hands tugged her cape from her shoulders. The piercing wind penetrated the worn fabric of her bodice to stab her ribs. The same rough hands yanked up her hair and a second pair of hands slipped the noose over her head and secured it tight about her throat. The hemp rope scratched her skin, and the knot pressed painfully against her right ear. Someone gripped her elbows and hoisted her onto a small barrel that would all too soon be kicked out from under her. Her hands were drawn behind her back and tightly bound.

			From the higher vantage, Tempest could see over the heads of the crowd. The wind blew her hair away from her face, and she had a clear view of the ocean, a silvery blue under a pale blue sky. A merchant ship lay at anchor off shore, and a skiff rested peacefully on the beach.

			“You cannot do this! ‘Tis wrong, ‘tis evil!” Tempest recognized Serenity’s voice, but she could not look at her. She could not bear to see the agony in her friend’s face.

			“Goody Norcross, quiet thyself,” someone commanded. “Go tend thy husband.”

			“No! No!” Serenity pleaded. “She is no witch! As God is my witness, she is no witch!”

			“Someone remove that woman.” Tempest recognized Judge Hathorne’s growl before Serenity’s anguished pleas rose in a sharp wail over the growing clamor of the crowd. “Let me go! Oh, let go of me! Tempest!” Against her will, Tempest shifted her gaze. She glimpsed her friend, arms outstretched to her, struggling to break free from the men dragging her away. Afraid for Serenity, she wanted to reach out to her, to comfort her. Leaning toward her, she teetered on her perch. Naught but the rope around her neck kept her from pitching forward. Terror grabbed at her heart. She choked and bit her lip in her struggle to regain her balance. Nearby onlookers crowed at her visible panic, and though her heart hammered against her rib cage, their laughter helped her fight down her fear. Let them jeer. She thrust up her chin and again directed her gaze out over their heads. 

			A convulsive snort burst from her lips as she spotted a number of sailors scampering up the hill. Eager to watch the hanging were they? It would be an unexpected thrill in their humdrum lives. No doubt she would dance a pretty jig for them. And that evening, when they sat down to their soup or mush, they would laugh and tell their mates who had been stuck aboard ship all about her desperate contortions. Numb from the cold, she felt detached from her own body as she listened to the Lord’s prayer being recited by the crowd. When the prayer ended, so would her life.

			Tempest silently mouthed a few lines of the prayer before she faltered. She could find no forgiveness in her heart for those who trespassed against her. But then, God had not delivered her from their evil. All her prayers had been in vain. A chorus of amens sounded and Tempest drew one last desperate breath as she heard a boot strike the barrel beneath her. 

			Chapter 4

			Impervious to scowls and rebukes, D’Arcy muscled his way to the front of the crowd, and to an accompaniment of amens, he stepped forward and swept Tempest into his arms as the barrel tumbled out from under her feet and rolled on its side. Her closed eyes flew open as he cradled her to his chest. He laughed at the mingling of shock and surprise in her dark eyes. “You will not meet your maker this day, my pretty witch,” he said, turning with her to face the judges.

			A tall grim-faced man demanded, “What is the meaning of this! I am Judge Hathorne. Release that woman, now! She is a condemned witch.” He beckoned to the man who had kicked the barrel out from under Tempest. “Sheriff, arrest this man!” 

			D’Arcy made no effort to conceal his contempt, his gaze crawling over Hathorne’s face. “There will be no arrest, and there will be no hanging. I am relieving you of your witch.” A multitude of threatening shouts and bellows pelted his back, but he paid them no heed. He knew Ridgely, brandishing a pistol in each hand, stood between him and the crowd. 

			“Look about you.” D’Arcy shot a glance to his left then his right. Judge Hathorne’s eyes followed his. “My men are armed and well trained in combat. I hope you mean not to test them.”

			Grimacing, Judge Hawthorne’s face flushed a dirty brick red. D’Arcy watched him warily as again the judge’s gaze darted about the perimeters of the crowd where D’Arcy’s men stood with weapons cocked. These Puritans were no cowards. They had fought Indians and forged their homes out of the wilderness, but today their women and children were present. D’Arcy was gambling they would make no move to put their families in jeopardy.

			Nodding to the sheriff, D’Arcy snapped, “Get this noose off her neck and free her hands.”

			His face a sullen sneer, the man looked to Judge Hathorne. The judge hesitated then flapped his hand. “Do as he bids, Sheriff.”

			Tempest shuddered and a whimper escaped her lips as the coarse rope was loosened and pulled roughly over her head. D’Arcy tightened his grip around her shoulders and legs and hoisted her up a bit for the sheriff to cut the rope about her wrists. His eyes on the judge, he said, “We will be taking our leave of you now.” 

			Judge Hathorne jabbed a bony finger at him. “You will rue this day, Captain. She is evil. The devil lives in her heart. Beware!”

			D’Arcy looked down at the woman in his arms. Her eyes were wide in stunned disbelief. He smiled at her. “I think I can trust she will cast no spells on me or my ship.”

			Spinning on his heel to face the crowd, he nodded to Ridgely who shoved one pistol into a man’s gut while waving the other in an aside motion. Amidst grumbling, the crowd separated. D’Arcy headed through the path his first mate cleared for him but found his passage blocked by a lean man with a sallow complexion and a tight, thin mouth. A muscle on the dour man’s face twitched uncontrollably, and he spat out, “You cannot do this. She is a witch. She must hang!”

			The venomous outburst rasped in D’Arcy ears, and Tempest recoiled against his chest. The man had to be Shaftbury. A surge of hot anger flooded D’Arcy’s body. He narrowed his eyes to near slits but managed to keep his voice calm. “Step out of my way you whey-faced pissant before I set her down and disembowel you.”

			The man blanched and swallowed hard, his prominent Adam’s apple bobbing up and down. His gaze darted about in an apparent attempt to find aid, but no one joined him. His shoulders slumped, and he took a backward step. Brushing past Shaftbury to march down the hill to the skiff, D’Arcy regretted he had not the time to follow through with his threat. 

			He had no need to look behind him to know his men were maneuvering in a rear guard action, and Dobney had readied the oars and pushed the launch into the sea. Splashing into the water, D’Arcy shifted Tempest in his arms, and maintaining his balance, stepped into the boat. He sat on the center bench and cradled Tempest on his lap. She was remarkably light for such a tall lass. His anger stirred again. They must have starved the girl. He would soon put some meat back on her bones. He liked his women well rounded. His women?

			He had bedded his share of women, but when he determined he would rescue Tempest Winslowe, he had had no designs on her. Yet from the moment he snatched her from the hanging gibbet and looked into the dark depths of her eyes, he had felt a stirring that had nothing to do with sympathy. 

			He sniffed and his nostrils flared. Her stench was near unbearable. He wondered what manner of vermin was transferring themselves from her head and clothing to his. Yet he was loath to set her from him. He liked having her soft body pressed against him.

			Their weapons aimed at the crowd that followed them to the shoreline, his men climbed into the skiff, and four of them took to the oars. Ridgely and Dobney gave a final shove to the loaded boat and began swinging their legs over the sides when a dark-haired woman broke from the crowd and ran to the water’s edge. The waves lapped at the edge of her skirt, but she seemed not to notice. Hands clasped over her heart, she leaned toward them. “Bless you. God bless you. Thank you for saving her. She is no witch. By all that is holy, I swear to you she is no witch.”

			Tempest raised her head as the woman spoke, and Ridgely, knee deep in the water, took a step toward the woman and held out his hand. “Come wi’ us, Mistress. We have room. Chance you not that you may meet the same fate as your young friend.”

			The woman blinked her large dark eyes as though fighting back tears. She was a comely woman with a narrow nose, clear complexion, and a half smile revealing a full set of straight, white teeth. D’Arcy judged her to be in her early thirties. He could well understand Ridgely’s desire to carry her away with them.

			She hesitated, glanced back at the crowd, but then squared her shoulders and shook her head. “No. I cannot leave my husband. He needs me. Please take care of my dear Tempest.”

			“She will come tae no harm in our care, Mistress. When we return tae New York, we will send you word of her,” Ridgely promised, swinging into the boat as it pulled away from shore.

			D’Arcy heard Tempest whisper, “God love you, dear Serenity,” and she waved an arm in farewell.

			“God speed,” the woman cried, returning Tempest’s wave. Standing ankle deep in the water, she continued waving as the crew bent to their oars, and the boat shot across the water toward the ship.

			\ \ \ \

			Tempest closed her eyes and nestled her cheek against her savior’s soft coat. With his arms wrapped around her, the warmth of his body stole the chill from her bones, and she stopped shivering. As the sailors dipped their oars into the water, she reveled in the soft spray of the sea on her face. She inhaled deeply, soaking in the sweet, salty smell of the ocean. So short a time ago, she had thought she would never again experience these small joys. She knew she should thank this stranger cushioning her on his lap. She wanted to ask him why he had rescued her, but she felt too drained. She had used the last of her strength to put on a brave face before the crowd. 

			The captain’s voice was firm and commanding, but his touch was gentle, and she felt no fear. Perhaps he was an instrument of the Lord. Perhaps God had heard her prayers after all, and just when she had lost faith, the Lord had delivered her from the evil that had almost claimed her life. She had much she wanted to say and much she wanted to ask, but for now, she was content to place her fate in the hands of this ship captain. 

			The waves sloshing against the sides of the boat as it skimmed across the water and the calls of the seagulls, mingled with the grunts of the sailors as they hauled on their oars, lulled her into a dreamy languor. A loud thunk jarred her. She opened her eyes to find the skiff had bumped against the side of the ship.

			Stirring, she sat up when the captain shifted her and cried, “Toss down a sling.”

			Sailors not engaged in securing the boat scrambled up a large net that had been thrown over the ship’s railing. Looking up, Tempest saw other sailors peering down at her. Mayhap they had watched the proceedings on the shore through a spyglass. They would certainly be curious about the woman sitting on their captain’s lap. She must look a harridan with her wild windblown hair and mud-caked clothing.

			She flinched when a large canvas sling with rope attached to either end dropped in front of her. The kindly man who had tried to persuade Serenity to come with them secured the sling. “’Tis for you, Mistress. You sit on it and hold tight tae these ropes. The men will pull you up.”

			Hesitating, she eyed the sling with trepidation, but the captain said, “C’mon lass. ‘Tis safe. We haul up our cargo with ne’er a spill. Even livestock. For that matter, I could bind you in like we do the pigs and goats, would you feel safer.”

			Tempest swiveled to look at the captain. He had donned a capacious grin. She had no doubt he would strap her to the sling should she choose not to sit upon it. With an effort she tried to rise. “I will sit,” she croaked, and tried to clear her throat. She was not certain he heard her.

			But he had, for he said, “Hold the sling steady, Seff, while I chuck her up.” With hands on her hips, he boosted her to her feet as he rose. He turned her around to face him, and for an instant, when he hoisted her onto the sling, her face was inches from his. Their eyes locked. She caught her breath as an unexpected tingle coursed down her spine. When he released her, she felt so light-headed, she feared she might faint. Confused by her strange reactions to the captain’s nearness, she tore her gaze away. Those sea-green eyes of his were much too disturbing. 

			“Heave ho!” the captain hollered, and Tempest gripped the ropes as her lift started to swing, and she was hefted upward. To calm her hammering heart as she swung out over the water, she watched the kindly man scamper up the netting and slip over the railing. By the deference the crew accorded him, she guessed him to be the first mate. Her lift reached the railing, and he nabbed the rope and pulled her over the side. She looked back down at the captain. He was grinning up at her, and for the first time, she wondered what was awaiting her aboard this ship.

			Chapter 5

			The first mate lifted Tempest out of the sling and deposited her gently on the deck. She looked about at the men encircling her. They seemed both wary and curious. She heard mumbling and thought she heard herself referred to as a witch, but she could not be certain. She was grateful to have the first mate’s hand holding fast to her elbow. Wobbly on her feet, the pitching of the ship made her even less steady. She did not want to shame herself or the captain by losing her footing, or by fainting.

			Though she did not feel intimidated by the press of men about her, she was still relieved when the captain swung over the railing, and the men backed up. A sharp command and they dispersed to attend to duties they must have been neglecting when they had come to appraise the woman in their midst. “Do we set sail, Captain D’Arcy?” a voice behind her asked.

			“We set sail, Mister Holden,” the captain answered, and Tempest’s pulse quickened. She could feel her savior’s  presence beside her. And she had learned his name. D’Arcy. Without voicing it, she rolled the name over on her tongue.

			Amidst the shouts of the crew readying the ship for sailing, she heard the captain say, “Mistress Winslowe, would you accompany me, I will show you to your quarters.”

			She turned to find the captain standing with his arm outstretched, ready to escort her to her accommodations. She wondered vaguely how he came to know her name, but then she was so amazed to be alive and on this ship sailing away from the only home she had ever known, that his knowledge of her name seemed a mere curiosity. She took the proffered arm, and with D’Arcy on one side and the first mate on the other, she kept to her feet as they led her port side across the main deck to a low door under a higher deck. 

			D’Arcy ducked and passed through the doorway first. Turning, he offered her his hand. She grasped it and cautiously descended three steps that curved to the center of the ship. The steps ended in a minute corridor that opened into a narrow, windowless room dominated by a mast thrusting upward through the ceiling. A couple of blinks and her eyes adjusted to the dimness of the cabin. A lit oil lamp swung over a long table and cast flickering shadows into the corners of the chamber. D’Arcy led her past the table and pushed open a door at the far end of the room. “Watch the hatch,” he said and pointed to a low barrier at the base of the portal. 

			With the first mate’s hand on her elbow, Tempest stepped into the cabin. D’Arcy pulled a heavy chair out from a paper-strewn table and commanded, “Sit here, and you are not to move.”

			Still dazed, she did not question his command but sank gratefully onto the chair. She had no intention of moving. In fact, she doubted her legs could carry her another step. Shivering, she wrapped her arms about her shoulders. The chills had returned. Her throat ached, her head throbbed, and she wondered when she would be shown to her chamber. She wanted desperately to stretch out on a bed, any bed, especially if it had a pile of warm blankets. 

			Despite her addled senses, she roused herself enough to look about at what she assumed was the captain’s cabin. A bank of windows enclosing the stern balcony and the bowed quarter galleries on either side of the cabin let in ample light to see the furnishings. A neatly made frame bed, large enough for two, was attached at its head to the wall near the door. She leaned toward the bed. If she could just crawl up onto it. She closed her eyes, but they popped open when D’Arcy hollered, “Toby! Come here and be quick about it.”

			A slim boy about Tempest’s height slunk into the cabin. He stood close by the open door. His pale blue eyes darted about the cabin until they rested on her. The first mate slapped the boy on the back. “Toby, welcome our guest. Witch or not, she is not likely tae cast a spell on those who saved her from the noose.” Toby failed to move, just stood gaping. The first mate chuckled, and as he headed out the door, he gave the boy a push toward her. The boy blanched and the bronze freckles on his face stood out in stark contrast to his sudden pallor. He dug in his toes, almost tipping over in his effort to stay near the door and as far away as possible from Tempest.

			Tempest thought she saw the hint of a smile tug at one corner of D’Arcy’s mouth, but it was quickly replaced by a stern look. “Toby, make your bow to Mistress Winslowe – then you are to tell Cook I want four buckets full of boiling water. Boiling, do you hear?”

			“Aye, Cap’n.” The boy bobbed his head but never took his eyes off Tempest. Was she not so cold and tired, she would try to reassure him, but for the present she could do naught but return his gaze. 

			“Next, find Mister Holden and tell him to have two men haul up four buckets of sea water.” While issuing the command, D’Arcy stooped and opened the lid of an ornate leather chest at the foot of the bed.

			“Aye, Cap’n. And, sir, what be’n they are to do with the water?” Toby finally turned to look at his captain.

			“Why, they are to bring it here, boy. Our witch is going to take a bath.”

			The boy’s eyes looked like saucers, and Tempest imagined hers must, also. A bath! He expected her to take a bath! Why, ‘twas sinful! And dangerous! Bathing had been denounced from the Sunday pulpit with dire warnings that exposure to water would open the pores and weaken the constitution. No, she could not. She was already ill. What might a bath do to her?

			She looked down at her hands and clothing. She was vile. She must smell even worse. Was she not so feverish, she was certain, in her shame, she would be flushed a beet red. She had always prided herself on her cleanliness. She kept her hands and nails and face clean, and after brushing her teeth, she used mint to freshen her breath. At bedtime, to clean her hair, she applied scented powders then combed them out in the morning. She had always a clean apron handy, and she changed her shift every week, more often in the heat of summer when she would also wash her feet and legs in the laundry tub. And she rubbed her skin with rose petals or sweet clover every morning. But she had never taken a bath.

			Toby scurried out the door and Tempest directed her attention to D’Arcy. He pulled a couple of items from the chest and placed them on the bed. Towels and a shirt, she thought. He next opened the door of a stand near the head of the bed. She saw a chamber pot on a lower shelf, and what she took to be shaving articles on the upper one. D’Arcy took a small wooden bowl off the higher shelf and set it next to a hammered copper washbowl atop the stand. A matching pitcher sat in the bowl, and a small mirror hung over the stand. A white towel hung on a peg. Tempest squinted in an effort to see what the bowl contained. Soap! A bowl of rose scented soap. She could smell the sweet fragrance. Her spirits lifted. Mayhap he but meant for her to use the washbowl. But no, he would not have ordered all that water for a washbowl. And he would not be dragging that huge wash tub out from under that table in the corner of the room.

			The back of her neck prickled as D’Arcy maneuvered the tub into the center of the cabin. It was larger than any wash tub she had ever seen, and it was lined with linen. His hands resting on the rim of the tub, D’Arcy straightened and his eyes met hers. Despite her qualms, Tempest’s stomach fluttered. The man was twice again as handsome as he had any need to be. He was stirring sensations in her that she had never before experienced. She knew not whether she liked them or not, but at least she had stopped shivering as a fiery heat crept over her body from her head to her toes.

			She realized he was speaking to her. Blinking her eyes, she attempted to clear her muddled thoughts and pay heed to what he was saying. “This is a tub for bathing. Have you ever taken a bath in such a tub?” She shook her head. “Have you ever seen a tub meant just for bathing?” Again she shook her head. She wished she had the voice to tell him she had been taught bathing was both immoral and unhealthy, but with her swollen throat, she could only gulp and stare.

			“Shortly, a couple of my men will bring in four buckets of sea water to dump in this tub.” D’Arcy inhaled and his velvet waistcoat grew taut across his chest. Tempest caught her breath. Ye gads, he was a strapping figure of a man. She could not take her eyes off him even as she chastised herself for her brazen conduct. “Were we in port,” he continued, “I would see you had a bath with naught but fresh water, but that cannot be managed while at sea. Cook, however, will send down four buckets of boiling fresh water. Three will be dumped in the tub. The remaining bucket of water will cool as you bathe. When you have scrubbed yourself clean, and I mean scrubbed, Mistress Winslowe, stand and pour the remaining bucket of water over you to rinse away the soap and brine.” D’Arcy paused and inclined his head. Tempest realized he was waiting for her to acknowledge she understood his instructions. She swallowed hard and nodded.

			“I am glad you understand. You are to stay in that chair until the bath is prepared. I want not your filth and vermin all over my cabin. You are a fright. I have smelled hogs with less stench.” 

			Tempest sucked in her breath. Hot anger flooded her, replacing all other emotions. She tried to speak but ended up coughing and hacking. She wanted to tell D’Arcy he would look and smell no better had he been forced to live in the conditions she had endured for the past month and a half. She wanted to fling something at his arrogant head, but nothing substantial was within her reach though the copper pitcher looked a perfect projectile.

			D’Arcy stooped over a small cabinet wedged into the corner of the room. He drew out a small dark bottle and crossed to the table. Picking up a pewter mug, he poured an amber liquid into it. “Drink this. ‘Twill quiet that cough and maybe help get your voice back.”

			Drawing her brows together, she glared up at him but accepted the cup. She debated throwing it at him, but with another cough racking her body, she decided it would be foolish to waste the cup’s contents. Lowering her eyes, she raised the cup to her lips. Taking a tentative sip, she swirled the liquid over her tongue. It tasted harsh compared to the soft ale she was used to drinking, but she swallowed it. Liquid fire blazed down her throat and landed in a fiery explosion in her empty stomach. Gasping, she almost dropped the cup as she grabbed for her throat.

			“Easy! Let’s not spill it!” D’Arcy steadied her hold on the cup, covering her hand with his. She batted her eyelids and shuddered and her lower lip turned down. A numbing tingle swept out from her stomach to her arms and legs.

			Trying to catch her breath, she looked up at him and mouthed, “What is that?”

			“Brandy. French brandy. You will find none finer in these parts. Come now. Finish it off. It will brace you up. Put a little life back in you.”

			He pressed the cup to her lips, but she turned her head. The man must be daft. She was not about to take another sip of that wretched brew. She pushed at his hand as two sailors, each lugging two large pails of water, entered the cabin.

			“Got yourn water, Cap’n. Where ye want hit?” the smaller of the two men asked. Both men locked their eyes on her as had Toby, but they seemed more curious than frightened. 

			“In the tub. Where do you think?” D’Arcy turned to direct the two men, cautioning them against spilling. Tempest watched as each bucket was dumped into the tub. A bath. God forgive her, she was going to take a bath. She looked at the mug she still clutched. With a trembling hand she brought the cup to her lips. She licked a drop off the rim of the mug. Not too bad. No worse than the cod-liver oil she took every winter to ward off consumption. Before she could change her mind, she tilted her head back and drained the cup.

			She came off the chair in a spasm of pain, her stomach revolting. Eyes blurred, she grabbed the back of the chair as the room began to swim. The brandy was burning a whole in her stomach. Too late, she remembered she had eaten nothing since the previous morning, and then very little. Her throat had been so sore and her heart so despondent, even the blackberry buckle Serenity had baked for her had not tempted her appetite.

			Noting D’Arcy regarding her in apparent amusement, she sat back down on the chair. She was surprised to find she still had the mug clenched in her hand. It was empty, and she set it on the small table next to her as the two sailors left and two more came in. In a daze, she watched as more water was dumped into the tub. Steam rose from it, and D’Arcy swirled his hand around in the water. A dull glow was creeping over her, and she was unaware the other two sailors had left until D’Arcy spoke to her. She leaned forward and tried to focus her eyes on him.

			“I will leave you now. By the time you undress, the water should be a comfortable temperature. Have no fear for your privacy. No one will disturb you. None of my crew would set foot in my quarters without my permission. Ne’er the less, I will lock the door. Take your time. Have a good soak. The hot water will do wonders for aching muscles. When you are done, there are towels on the bed and one of my shirts, which should serve you as a clean shift. When I return, I will knock and will not enter until you
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