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      The ocean seemed to have a temper. It wasn’t calm and serene as it had been just the day before. Rather, the waves were rolling in against the rocks so furiously the whitecaps seemed to bubble as they broke and attempted to reform with the next in succession. It would not be a good day for her husband to return, not with the sea so angry. It would be better if he waited until tomorrow when perhaps the ire had died down a bit, and the water would welcome him back to solid ground, at last, with the gentleness he so deserved after such a long and tumultuous journey.

      She could only assume it had been tumultuous or else he would have returned by now. He was long past due, having reached the apex of the appointed amount of time many months past. But she knew he would be there any day now, any moment. And that is why she sat sentinel by the window, rarely leaving her post, watching and praying for him to return.

      The view was a bit obstructed, and it seemed that many of the clippers that came in looked similar now that time had passed. There were occasions when she was certain she spied the Mary Ann nearing port, but after waiting hours for her husband to disembark and make his way home, she would be forced to accept that the ship she had been watching must not have been his. So, she continued to watch for hours, craning her head when necessary to get a better view, sometimes late into the night when it was much more difficult to see and exhaustion blurred her eyes. Eventually, she would give up and find her way across the room to her bed, steadfast in her belief that tomorrow would be the day her husband would arrive home.

      It would be horribly boring, maddening even, if it weren’t for her baby to keep her company. Even now, as she watched the waves toss about and spray the seagulls with salty brine, she glanced down at her sweet angel’s face where he lay sleeping in the bassinet beside her. She reached down to stroke his cheek softly, afraid she might wake him. His blond curls poked out of his snow-white bonnet, and he cooed a bit in his sleep. He was such a happy baby, such a peaceful little soul, and she couldn’t wait for her husband to return so that he might hold his son at long last.

      “Madam?” a voice was calling nearby.

      She startled, not aware that anyone else had entered her room, and turned to address the woman. “Oh, please be quiet,” she whispered sharply. “You mustn’t wake the baby.”

      The woman drew up her shoulders and took a deep breath. “Madam, are you done with your dinner plate, or shall I leave this bit for later?” the woman asked through clenched teeth.

      She looked at the plate curiously. Had she eaten dinner already? Was it that late in the day? It seemed like it should still be morning. There wasn’t much left on the plate, only some bread crust and some other unrecognizable scraps. She wasn’t even sure what she may have eaten for dinner, assuming she must have been the one to eat whatever had previously occupied the plate. She looked up into the impatient eyes of the woman who had the mysterious plate thrust at her in a clasped fist and finally managed, “I’m finished, thank you. That should be all.”

      The woman nodded at her sharply, and then offered a small cup to her. “Your medication, madam,” she said, her lips drawn into a straight line.

      She looked at the medicine for a moment. She really didn’t like taking it; it made her feel—odd. “Must I?” she asked with a sigh.

      “Come now, Mrs. Edwards,” the woman insisted, forcing it into her hand. “You know how he gets when you don’t take it. And please don’t cause another uproar. I can’t handle any more of that today.”

      She dropped her eyes, and took the medicine, absently wishing the help would stop calling her that name. She didn’t bother to voice her annoyance again, not after that reminder. Sometimes it was better to just remain silent and endure. Once her husband returned, she wouldn’t have so many hardships to bear. She took the medicine, swallowed it down, and took a sip of water.

      “Very good, madam,” the woman nodded. “I shall be back in a few hours to check on you before bedtime. Is there anything else you require?”

      “No, that will be all. Thank you, Scarlet,” she replied.

      The hard look was back about her face again as she turned to go, shaking her head and mumbling, “My name is not Scarlet.”
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      The crickets were putting on a symphony, filling the spring night with their melody which wafted about them on the breeze as the moon hung above, a perfect sphere of light and hope.

      He was holding her hand, like he always did, despite her mother’s stern glances when she happened by to check on them. Mrs. Cawley wouldn’t know that he’d also kissed her—twice—and that, despite her mother’s warning that kissing boys was detestable--Genevieve had quite liked it.

      “I’m afraid I’ll have to be heading home soon,” Spencer said just above a whisper as the moonlight danced in his pale blue eyes. “But I will see you tomorrow.”

      Genevieve let out a sigh and absently tucked loose strands of auburn hair behind her ear. “You shall see me tomorrow, but not the day after.”

      “I hope to, in the morning, before I depart,” Spencer assured her, clasping her hand even tighter. “And, Ginny, I won’t be gone that long this time, I promise you.”

      “I know, I know,” she shrugged. “You’ve already explained to me a thousand times, Spence. Just a quick trip down and back….”

      “To deliver one last shipment of flour….”

      “And then home for good,” she finished, managing a weak smile. “But how can you know for sure?”

      “Ginny!” He said her name so sweetly that even with the admonition she was sure was about to come, she couldn’t help but lose herself a bit in the melody of his voice. “I’ve told you. I will always return to you. You know that.”

      She glanced down at the ground beneath them as it played by with the motion of the swing, looked at his hand clasped so confidently around hers, and back to those pools of blue. “I know, Spence,” she said for the thousandth time that day. “I just can’t help but worry.”

      “Don’t,” he assured her. “Ginny, nothing on this earth could possibly keep me from returning to you. Not a thousand-foot-tall wave, not a sea monster the size of Backbone Mountain, not a pirate the likes of Black Beard. I will be back here with you, by the time that moon wanes two more times, holding your hand and causing you conniptions; you can be sure of that.”

      Ginny couldn’t help but giggle at his conviction as she glanced up at the very moon he was still pointing to. “Two more waning moons?” she asked, her brown eyes deep in thought.

      “Just two more,” Spencer promised. “And then I’ll be back to make you my wife. We’ll move into that house on Hanover, the one my father already purchased in my name. And we’ll start our life together in Otterbein.”

      She had shifted her gaze from the glowing orb in the sky to the two twinkling spheres looking at her so intently. How had she gotten so lucky to have such a man as her own? Such a hardworking, successful, yet kind and generous, soul—who truly loved her with every fiber of his being. She licked her lips, hesitated, and then said, “All right, Spencer. But… I don’t want to wait.”

      He cocked his head to the side a bit. “What’s that, Ginny?”

      “I don’t want to wait to be your wife,” she explained. “Why must we? Why can’t we marry now, and then, I shall await you in our new home, in Otterbein, with a view of the pier. I’ll know the moment the Mary Ann comes back ashore.”

      Spencer glanced down at the ground for a moment, his handsome face puckered up in thought. “Well, Ginny, you know I’d marry you this very moment if I could, but I don’t think your parents would allow it. Or mine either, for that matter. And the house isn’t ready—it’s sparsely furnished, and it needs a good cleaning. There’s no one there to wait on you….”

      “All right,” Ginny agreed, shrugging her shoulders. “Maybe I don’t have to move into the house just yet. I can stay here with my parents. But that doesn’t mean that I don’t want to marry you before you go. Why not, Spencer? Why not pledge ourselves to each other before you depart so that when you return we don’t have to wait?”

      “But your mother is planning quite the event….”

      “I don’t care about any of that,” Ginny assured him. “I just want to be with you.”

      Again, Spencer considered her words. He looked up at the moon, stealing glances as it passed by between the branches of the tree that sheltered them. After a long moment, he said, “We’d have to keep it a secret.”

      Ginny knew that what he was not saying was the most significant part of his message. Without a word, she reached up, drew her lips together, and pretended to turn a key, tossing it out into the moonlit yard.

      The sound of Spencer’s laughter filled the space beneath the tree, and Ginny couldn’t help but break her short-lived vow of silence to join with him. “All right, Miss Genevieve Cawley, you’ve convinced me,” he finally managed to say, “but you better leave those lips unlocked from time to time so that I may kiss you.”

      “They’re unlocked right now,” she reminded him, and with a brief glance back towards the house to see if the chaperones were acting vigilant, he leaned in and took her breath away. Ginny found herself lost in his embrace, the feel of his soft lips pressed to hers clouding her thoughts beyond reason; if her mother would have come to check on her, she would never have noticed. Spencer was always the more attentive, whereas Ginny tended to float away. Here she was now melting into the moonbeams, forgetting herself entirely, Spencer filling her universe and causing her to lose track of anything and everything else.

      After a moment, or several hours, she wasn’t sure, he pulled away and said quietly, “I have to go, but I shall see you tomorrow. And I will make you my wife.”

      “And then, we shall always be together, no matter what happens,” Ginny nodded.

      “Nothing could ever take me away from you, Genevieve Cawley,” Spencer reminded her. And Ginny believed him with her whole heart and all that she was.
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      The baby was beginning to fuss just a bit. He was still his sweet little self, but today had been a hard day for both of them. It was one of those dreary days that made Maryland resemble Maine, and she could barely even stand to look out the window. The wind was whipping about, stirring up the surf, agitating the few seagulls that dared to traverse such blustery skies, and so the baby seemed to have caught some of the disagreement in the air. She was holding him, rocking him, shushing him, and didn’t hear the woman behind her until she’d called that name—Mrs. Edwards—a few times.

      “What is it?” she asked, turning to look at the scowling face behind her at last.

      “I spoke your name four times,” she chirped. “Are you finished eating?”

      Normally, she would have attempted to keep things civil at all costs, but how someone in service could be so rude at a time like this, when the baby was crying so, made her a bit cross. “I beg your pardon,” she began, “but can’t you see the baby isn’t well? I don’t know why you insist on calling me that anyway. It isn’t even my name.”

      The woman huffed and puckered her lips. “It is your name, madam,” she replied, sternly. “As you know, we are not allowed to call you anything other than Mrs. Edwards or madam. Otherwise,” she lowered her voice, “he gets very angry.”

      The eyes staring back at her were deep ink wells, and she didn’t dare to argue. “Well, I shan’t answer directly when you call me by a title that isn’t my own,” she said dismissively. “And, yes, I’m finished. How could I possibly eat another bite with the baby fussing so?”

      “I wouldn’t know about that,” she shot back, picking up the plate and replacing it with the medicine. “That is for you. I suggest you take it.”

      She looked at the medication for a moment, not trusting it. The baby let out another wail, grabbing her attention. “Oh, will you try holding him for just a moment?” she asked, offering her child to the other woman. “Maybe you can quiet him.”

      “I will do no such thing!” the woman said, turning. “I will take your plate and empty the pot, and by then, you better have taken your medication.”

      “You don’t have to be so difficult, Scarlet!” she yelled over her shoulder as the woman walked quickly towards the door.

      She stopped in her tracks, and turning back to face the woman in the chair by the window, she enunciated, “My. Name. Is. Not. Scarlet!”

      A look of confusion crossed her pretty, worn, face. “Whatever do you mean?” she asked, a lilt in her voice. “Of course, it is.”

      “No, it isn’t. My name is Joanna. The other girl, the one with the dark brown hair—her name is Hazel. No one here is named Scarlet,” she explained, a bit of the sharpness gone from her words.

      She settled down into the chair, turning back towards the window. “But… where is Scarlet then?” she asked, confused. Scarlet had been here earlier today. She was sure of it.

      “I don’t know Mrs.—madam,” she said, catching herself, a rare moment of mild kindness showing through. “But please try to remember. My name is Joanna.”

      “Right. Joanna. Of course,” she mumbled. The baby was still now, and she lay him back down in his cradle next to her. She heard the door close behind her and eyed the medicine. Was it helping her, or was it making it worse? Perhaps, rather than taking it, she should hide it—or throw it out the window. But no, she could do neither of those things. She had gotten in trouble once before when she hadn’t taken her medicine. The alternative was far, far worse. With a shudder and a sigh, she picked up the cup, swallowed it down, and took a sip of water.

      She didn’t hear the door open, but she did hear a voice beside her. “Oh, good. You took your medicine. Will there be anything else?”

      “No, thank you, Scarlet. I’m fine,” she replied.

      Joanna let out a deep sigh, and shaking her head, she exited the room, shutting the door behind her.

      With the click of the latch, the baby began to cry again. The young mother reached down, took him in her arms, and began to rock.
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      His hands were on her. Finally. At last. After all of these years of planning and discussing, of asking permission, more planning, now after sneaking away, it had happened. She was his wife; nothing could ever change that. Not now.

      Spencer was right. The house on Hanover was mostly empty, save some cobwebs and dust that needed cleaning up, and a few spare pieces of furniture, such as the bed they lay intertwined in now. The first owner had been lost at sea just a few months ago. His widow had taken her three small children and moved far away to be close to family. Ginny’s heart hurt for the poor souls, but her loss had been Spencer’s gain when his father, the owner of the largest shipping company in all of Baltimore, had purchased the house as a wedding gift. He expected them to move in once Spencer returned from this one last trip, not to privately occupy it for a few hours today—on their true, secret, wedding day.

      Ginny couldn’t quite see the pier from where she lay wrapped in Spencer’s arms, but she knew the ocean was out there and that, tomorrow, it would take him away from her. But only for a little while. Still, the thought of watching him sail away caused her heart to ache, and she couldn’t help but let out a loud sigh despite the overwhelming joy of being with her husband, at last, surrounding them.

      “Ginny? What’s the matter?” he asked, lifting his head off of her chest to catch her eyes. “I didn’t hurt you, did I?”

      “No, of course not,” she assured him, running her hand through his wavy blond hair. “I was just thinking about tomorrow.”

      He propped himself up on one elbow. “I told you not to worry about that, not right now. Not when we only have a short amount of time to be together.” He brushed auburn curls away from her porcelain cheek.

      “You’re right, of course,” she smiled. “I just can’t bear to think of you leaving.”

      “Then don’t,” he replied. He leaned in and kissed her, and for a moment, thoughts of his trip completely left her mind. As he pulled away, the world came crashing in again, and a tear slipped from the corner of her eye. “Ginny, it won’t be that long. I promise.”

      “I know. And I want to believe you,” she nodded. “I just don’t know. Something seems… different this time.”

      “Nothing is different,” Spencer insisted. “Just like all the times before. I’ll be gone for a few weeks, and then, before you know it, I’ll be back. And I shall never leave you again. I promise.”

      “You make a lot of promises,” she giggled, the sincerity of his expression pulling at her heart strings.

      “The only promise I ever care to keep is the one where I swear to return to you,” he explained, running his hand through her hair. “Now, do you think you can keep our secret the whole time I am gone, or will you break and tell your parents what we’ve done?”

      “Me? Never!” Ginny swore, sitting up a bit in her invigorated state. “You will tell all of your sailors though, won’t you?”

      “Possibly,” he laughed. “After all, they won’t see anyone this side of St. Thomas until I do.”

      “You’d better not!” she threatened, poking him in the arm. “A promise is a promise. If I swear to keep our secret, you must also keep it.”

      “I will,” he swore, grabbing her hand so she couldn’t poke him again.

      “And you have the certificate for safe keeping?” she asked.

      “Yes, and the reverend promised not to file until I return, so there will be no announcements.”

      “Or prying eyes.”

      “Or nasty interlopers.”

      “Or nosey good-for-nothings.”

      “Good. Then kiss me again, my wife, and let’s spend these last few hours of borrowed time focused on the joy of our new life together, not the sadness of my departure.”

      She could find no way to argue with that, and so she surrendered to his kiss, certain that tomorrow would come oh too soon, but at least she would awake in the morning as Mrs. Spencer Hayes.
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      “Madam! Madam! Wake up!” The jostling about wasn’t quite enough to wake her from vivid dreams of her husband, but the slap in the face did the trick. She sat bolt upright in bed, rubbing her cheek, and peering into the wide eyes of the servant girl sitting next to her on the mattress.

      Absently rubbing her cheek, she glanced around the room. “What is it?” she asked, a bit of panic in her voice. “Was the baby crying?” The room was silent now, so it was difficult to understand what could have caused the woman to barge in and jar her from sleep so abruptly.

      “No, madam. You were,” she replied. “You were screaming so loudly, I was afraid you’d wake everyone. Are you quite all right now?”

      This knowledge was a bit shocking. She couldn’t even remember what she had been dreaming about, except for the face of her husband, which was always in her mind’s eye, and she sank back into the pillows in reflection, the heat in her cheek beginning to alleviate. After a moment she said quietly, “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to wake…anyone. I was just dreaming, I suppose.”

      “I should say you must have been,” she agreed, pulling herself up off of the bed and straightening her clothing. “You must try to control your outbursts, Mrs. Edwards. It isn’t good for anyone to listen to you scream.”

      Smoothing her blankets and running her hands down her white gown, she said, “You’re right, of course. I’ll try to have better control. It’s a wonder I didn’t wake the baby.” She glanced in the direction of the bassinet, which still sat over by the window, but there appeared to be no movement, and so she returned her attention to the disgruntled face floating above her.

      “See that you do,” she replied, sternly. “Or else, if you can’t control yourself, I’m certain he will send me in with something to control you. Or worse yet, he may come in himself. And that is never pleasant, is it, Mrs. Edwards?” Her hands were clasped in front of her, and her attitude was enough to show the seriousness of the situation.

      She cleared her throat, not exactly sure how to accept the servant girl addressing her in such a harsh voice. However, attempting to admonish her might lead to more involvement of the fellow down the hallway—the man she wished to avoid at all costs—and so, rather than engaging in an argument in the middle of the night, she nodded sharply and said, “That will be all, Scarlet.”

      The woman’s shoulders shot up to her ears; her lips drew together; her eyelids dropped. “Madam, as I explained to you earlier, my name is Joanna.”

      A confused expression crossed her pretty face. Perhaps it was the dim starlight filtering through the window. The moon—lying orb that it was—had hidden itself away a few nights ago, so it was of little help. She squinted, studying the woman’s face. “Joanna?” she repeated, quietly. “Wherever is Scarlet then? Is she sleeping? When did we hire you, Joanna?”

      There was an exasperated sigh of disgust as Joanna attempted to gather her wits about her. “Mrs. Edwards, there is no Scarlet here. The only ones who ever tend to you are myself and Hazel. And it is very troubling to have you continue to call each of us the wrong name time and again. Will you please try to remember that my name is Joanna, madam?”

      Admonished again, she shrank back against the wall behind her. Only thoughts of what had happened last time he had come to correct her for being out of sorts kept her from putting the servant girl in her place. “I’m sorry,” she finally replied. “Perhaps there is something about you that reminds me of Scarlet, and when I look at you, I see her face.”

      “Perhaps,” Joanna said, shrugging. “I only wish you would try a little harder, that’s all, Mrs. Edwards.”

      “But you see,” she began, sitting up a bit, “you always call me that—Mrs. Edwards--and that’s not my name either.”

      Now she was agitated again. “The hour is so late—it’s practically early, madam, and I am not going to stand here and have this discussion with you again. Now, you will answer to Mrs. Edwards as instructed, and you will call me Joanna, and you will call Hazel by her given name, which is Hazel, not Scarlet, or else I shall have no choice but to let him know that you are being disagreeable again. Is that what you want?”

      Joanna’s face was so close to hers now their noses were practically touching. Fear of the pain he would certainly visit upon her should he need to be called in the middle of the night trumped her conviction to assert her authority. Eyes wide, she finally managed a, “No, thank you,” and Joanna returned to her full height, clearly satisfied that there would be no more noise out of Mrs. Edwards that evening.

      With one last “humph” Joanna turned and walked to the door, disappearing out into the hallway. She watched her go before taking a deep breath, and in the starlight, she slipped from her bed and crept over to where her son lay sleeping. She glanced down at his serene face and smiled. If it wasn’t for him, she could never endure living in such a hopeless place. It was only his angelic face that kept her planted in reality.

      She looked up at the sky, making sure the moon had not dared to leave his hiding place. He was nowhere to be seen, and she was glad of it. “Inconstant moon,” she muttered, turning a phrase from a story she knew oh so well, a story she felt she had lived almost to completion. Someday, her husband would return, and on that day, perhaps, she would be able to forgive the deceitful orb in the sky, but until then, nights such as these where the moon kept himself hidden away were easier to endure. She couldn’t tell waxing from waning if there was no moon at all.
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      Spray from the pounding waves dampened the hem of her pink dress as it billowed in the breeze. The call of the seagulls sounded like beckoning sirens as the sun began to peak over the horizon, sending streaks of orange and red across the sky. He was holding both of her hands now, standing as far out on the pier as she hazarded to go without hastening a warning cry from her obstinate mother who lingered back along the shoreline with her father and brother, Jacob. His parents were absent, as they usually were when he disembarked, and she silently wished her parents were as busy—or perhaps as disinterested—as his. The sound of her name called her gaze back to his, the smile on his face calming her nerves for a moment at least.

      “Ginny, it’ll be a month and a half, two at most. I’ll be back directly,” he assured her.

      “I know,” she shrugged, glancing at their intertwined fingers and then back at those blue eyes. “I’ll just miss you, that’s all.”

      “I’ll miss you, too,” he admitted. “But when next I step on dry land in Baltimore, it will be to shout to the world that you are my wife, and we shall live together right over there—do you see it? Do you see the top of our house? Together for the rest of our lives. I promise.”

      She glanced over towards where he was gesturing. She could see the top story of their home from here. Thoughts of what had transpired in that house only yesterday brought scarlet to her cheeks, and she looked down at the wooden planks beneath her feet. Off in the distance, she could hear the banging and clanging as the crew of the Mary Ann prepared to pull him away from her. “I know you shall return, Spence,” she managed. “And I shall wait for you.”

      “Of course you shall,” he laughed, letting go of her small hand for a moment so that he could lift her chin to meet his gaze. “And then I shall make you blush every night.”

      Ginny’s eyes widened. “Spencer!” she admonished. “What if someone should hear?”

      Glimpsing over each shoulder, he shrugged and returned his attention to her. “Who? A fish? A seagull perhaps?”

      “Spence…”

      “Maybe a sea maiden?”

      “No,” she giggled. “There are no mermaids here.”

      “Well, then, no one should know,” he leaned in and whispered into her ear, “how I ravaged you—twice—yesterday, in broad daylight, and left you moaning my name.”

      The heat was rising in her cheeks again as his breath played against her ear, and just as her mother called her name, Ginny pushed him away. “Spencer! You mustn’t speak of such things!”

      He was laughing uncontrollably now, one hand thrust against his abdomen, the other still entangled with hers. “Oh, Ginny, I’m sorry. I shouldn’t tease you so. I know how red you turn when you are embarrassed.”

      She was trying not to indulge him with a smile, but she found him both captivating and adorable, and so she finally began to giggle again, despite the fact that her mother was clearly about to have a conniption at the forwardness of their behavior in a public location. As his laughter began to die down, and a look of longing fell upon her again, Ginny felt tears in her eyes. “Despite the fact that my parents would kill both of us if they had any idea where we really were yesterday, I’m glad that we went through with it. Now, no matter what happens, I will always be your wife.”

      The fondness of his smile was compelling, and she felt herself blushing again as he said, “Ginny, nothing is going to happen. Please believe me when I say I will always return to you.”

      “I believe you,” she said, nodding, still staring into his eyes.

      “Good.” He paused for a moment, glancing at the Mary Ann. The last of the cargo was being taken aboard now, and it wouldn’t be long until he’d have to tell her goodbye one final time. “I only wish I could have given you your ring.”

      Ginny glanced down at her hand and shrugged. “It doesn’t matter. You’ll give it to me when you return, and I will never take it off.”

      He heard the ship’s captain calling for him now, and still staring into her eyes, he said, “I will see you again. Soon. I promise.”

      “I believe you,” she repeated, smiling through her tears.

      Despite the heavy gaze of her mother’s eyes, he leaned down and kissed her, and then, with a lingering glance and a wayward smile, he faded off down the pier, engulfed by the whirlwind of the final demarcation point. Echoes of her name from the shoreline fell on deaf ears as she stared into the distance. Even when Jacob began to pull on her sleeve, her eyes never left the clipper’s mast. Finally, her father’s firm hands on her shoulders spun her around breaking the spell. “Genevieve, we must go,” he said, looking into her eyes.

      Ginny blinked in recognition. She attempted to pull away for one more glance at the Mary Ann, but her father held her firmly, and with cumbersome steps, she accompanied him back to solid ground.
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      “Madam, is everything all right? Madam? Madam?”

      She turned her head away from the window, and startled, let out a cry. “Oh, my! Scarlet! I had no idea you had entered. What time is it?”

      The woman cleared her throat. “I beg your pardon, madam,” she said. “It’s nearly nine in the morning, and you’ve eaten nothing of your breakfast. Aren’t you hungry?”

      Curiously, she glanced at the bowl on the table next to her and tipped it up so she could see. It appeared to be cold, lumpy porridge. “When did you bring in breakfast?” she asked, sitting it back on the table.

      “Hours ago,” came the reply. “Now, would you like to try it or shall I take it away?”

      It was coagulated and disgusting. Besides, she wasn’t hungry. The baby was fussing, and despite the beautiful clear sky and the pristine sea, it had not been a good morning. Not a single ship had come in. “No, you may take it. Thank you, Scarlet.”

      There was a sigh as she picked up the dishes, and with a bit of hesitation, she finally said, “Madam, my name is Hazel. I know it’s difficult for you to remember, but I shall try to remind you.”

      Her eyes shifted from the diminutive waves to the face hovering near hers now. She looked closely. This woman had kind hazel-colored eyes. She was twenty, maybe twenty-five, with brown hair pulled up in a bun beneath her cap. While she did look familiar, she certainly wasn’t Scarlet. Scarlet’s hair was red; she was confident of that. “I’m so sorry,” she said, leaning back in her chair. “I thought for certain Scarlet would be here. She always takes such good care of me and of the baby. I beg your forgiveness, Hazel.”

      Hazel smiled and placed her hand on the woman’s thin arm. “It’s all right, madam. I know you’re trying. Is there anything else I can bring you?”

      She glanced around the room. The baby was sleeping. She had a full glass of water sitting on the table nearby. “No, I think we are fine for now. Thank you.”

      “Yes, madam,” Hazel said with a nod.

      “It’s only…” she began but caught herself, and as her eyes returned to the window, she became fixated on the end of the pier where one lonely seagull fluttered, alone.

      “Madam?” Hazel asked after a moment, her hand returning to a withered shoulder.

      “Oh, I’m sorry,” she apologized again. “I was going to say… it’s only that the weather is so nice today. And the sea is so calm. Wouldn’t it be a lovely day for my husband to return?”

      Hazel cleared her throat, hesitating. “I wouldn’t know about that, madam,” she said when deep brown eyes insisted on an answer.

      “Why, whatever do you mean?” she asked. “Look—look out the window, Hazel,” she insisted gesturing. “Doesn’t the sea look like a sheet of glass this morning?”

      Taking a cautious step towards the window, Hazel looked out. After a moment of contemplation, she said, “Madam, I’m afraid I can’t see the ocean from here.”

      She was on her feet now, standing next to Hazel. “Whatever do you mean? I know it’s not a clear view of course. But you can see the ocean, most certainly. That’s why we chose this home, why my husband insisted we live here. So that I could see the pier. So that, when he returned, I would see his ship. Look, right there. Certainly you see the pier and that one, lonely seagull circling endlessly. You see it, don’t you Hazel?”

      Silence filled the room for a long moment as Hazel pondered the question. “Madam, perhaps you need some rest…” she began.

      “Hazel, it’s right there,” she insisted, grabbing the servant girl by the arm and jabbing her finger into the glass.

      Pulling her arm away, Hazel began to rub it. “Please, sit down, madam,” she insisted. “I think it’s best if you got some rest.”

      Her eyes narrowed. “Hazel, what is it? Why can’t you just tell me you see the pier? Why is that so much to ask? It’s right there!” She jabbed her finger into the window again, harder this time, and Hazel clasped her hand for fear she would hurt herself.

      “Madam, I don’t want to tell you what I see for fear you will become agitated,” she explained in a hushed voice.

      “Don’t be ridiculous,” she replied, pulling her hand away. “Hazel—what do you see?”

      Brown eyes impaling her, Hazel stammered, “I see… a courtyard. Some trees. That’s all.”

      Her eyes doubled in disbelief. Stepping behind her, she took Hazel by the shoulders and turned her so that her attention was forced through the glass. “Out there? That’s what you see? That’s all you see?”

      Completely uncomfortable and in a bit of pain, Hazel managed, “Yes, madam. And a few… buildings in the distance. That’s all. I don’t see the ocean. And I don’t see the pier. I see a few birds, but none of them are seagulls. I’m sorry… Mrs. Edwards.”

      But she wasn’t with Hazel anymore. She had released her, and stepping towards the window, she pressed her face to the glass, looking intently for the scene as it was described to her. Before her eyes, the landscape shifted, and there, where the ocean waves had danced upon the rocks, where the seagull had circled the dock, where the ships had been coming in and leaving out for days and weeks and months, there was nothing but green. A grassy courtyard, some trees and shrubs, a birdbath with two occupants. In the distance, she saw only rooftops and a cloudy sky.

      Her hands flew over her mouth, and she squeezed her eyes shut in horror. “What? How is this happening?” she muttered.

      “Sit down, madam,” Hazel insisted, taking her gently by the shoulders.

      She pulled away. “Where am I?” she asked, turning to face the stranger. “How did I get here?”

      “Madam, if you work yourself up into a tizzy, I’ll be forced to go get help, and I know you don’t want that, so please, take some deep breaths and calm yourself.”

      She glanced around the unfamiliar room. Nothing looked as it should. Even the bed was not the one she expected to see. “It’s the medicine isn’t it?” she asked. “It’s making me see things. It’s making me forget.”

      “Please, madam, sit down,” Hazel insisted. She tried taking her by the shoulders again, and this time, she complied, melting into the chair. “That’s better. Breath deeply. Here,” she said letting go long enough to take the glass off of the table. “Take a drink.”

      She eyed the glass suspiciously, as if it might make her become even more confused. Eventually, she took it, sipping the lukewarm liquid slowly. She closed her eyes, taking deep breaths as Hazel sat the glass back down. After a moment, a soft cooing noise grabbed her attention, and she opened her eyes to see the baby was awake and smiling at her. “Oh, my son,” she whispered. “My precious baby is awake.” She smiled and bent down to retrieve him from his bassinet. “Would you like to hold him?” she asked, returning her attention to Hazel.

      A puzzled expression on her face, Hazel replied, “No, madam. Is… is there anything else I can get you?”

      “No, I think we are fine, thank you.” She was focused on the window again now. “It is a beautiful day, isn’t it?”

      “Yes, madam,” Hazel said, gathering up the breakfast dishes one more time in an attempt to make a hasty exit.

      “It would be so lovely if my husband could arrive on a day when the sea is so pristine, don’t you think, Scarlet?”

      “It is a lovely day,” Hazel replied, a tear creeping into the corner of her eye as she stepped towards the door. Another glance over her shoulder, and she could see that Mrs. Edwards had returned to her rocking, her eyes focused on the make-believe scene out the window.
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      The moon had disappeared completely the night before. This was the second time it had faded into blackness since Spencer had left. The sun hadn’t entirely climbed above the horizon before she found herself standing at the end of the pier, hands folded, eyes on the eastern skyline. Waiting.

      Now, the sun was almost directly above her, and while her legs were weary and her throat was dry, she continued to keep her eyes on the horizon, the brim of her hat the only barrier between her and a brilliant summer sun.

      The commotion at the end of the dock where the ships loaded and unloaded their wares did not distract her, nor did the hustle and bustle of others behind her doing their business or the occasional curious passerby who asked her about her day. She continued in her statuesque fashion, eyes fixated in the distance, waiting. She would continue to do so until the Mary Ann broke her line of sight.

      “Ginny!”

      She twirled around to see her brother, Jacob, standing next to her, pulling angrily on the capped sleeve of her blue linen dress. “Jake?” she asked. “How long have you been here?”

      “A long time!” he shouted back. At eighteen, he was only a year younger than her, but he often played the part of an older brother. “Didn’t you hear me shouting your name?”

      Her forehead creased. “Not until just now.”

      “You need to come home,” he explained, releasing her arm. “Mother is furious. You know you can’t come down here all by yourself. It isn’t proper. Something could happen to you.”

      “I have to wait for Spencer,” she replied, returning her gaze back to the sea. “He should be home today.”

      Jacob sighed and kicked at the splintering timbers beneath his feet. “Ginny, you know that he just gave you an estimate. There’s no way to know for sure how long this trip might take. There’s all kinds of factors that could make it days, weeks longer than normal.”

      “No, you don’t understand,” she said sternly, turning to face him. “He said he would be back before the moon waned two times. That was last night. He said before. That means he must come back today.”

      His hands were shoved deep into his trouser pockets, and he rocked back on his heels. “Ginny,” he said calmly, “I’m sure Spencer will return any day now. But you can’t stand out here in the heat until he comes home, especially not considering how ill you’ve been the last few weeks.”

      Ginny absently rubbed her stomach. “I’m fine,” she muttered. She had been feeling better this morning, not nearly as queasy. She hadn’t even vomited today. The sun baring down on her made her a little dizzy, but she was sure she was on the mend. “I intend to stay right here until Spencer’s ship arrives, Jacob.”

      “Genevieve,” Jacob replied, tugging on her arm again. “I don’t think you understand. Mother and Father both sent me to collect you. They forbid you from standing down here all day. You must return home at once. Now, please don’t cause an uproar in front of all of these people. You know how they hate when you cause a scene.”

      Once again, Ginny’s forehead puckered. “What are you talking about?” she asked. “You know I don’t cause scenes.”

      Jacob glanced uncomfortably at the ground. “Well, then, come along home then. And I’m sure if the Mary Ann pulls into dock today, you shall be the first to know.”

      She didn’t want to go. She’d sworn she’d stand there until Spencer returned. If only he’d allowed her to move into the house on Hanover. Then, she’d be able to look out the window and watch for the Mary Ann. With another deep breath, and one more longing stare out into the interwoven apex of ocean and sky, she turned, and taking her brother’s arm, allowed him to lead her back towards Whetstone Point.

      Jacob was only slightly mistaken; furious didn’t quite do Mrs. Cawley’s disposition justice. While she did refrain from striking her daughter as she reprimanded her for sneaking out of the house and traveling alone to the pier, which may as well have been a place of ill repute when it came to the levels of danger a young woman could encounter unaccompanied, and standing out in the hot sun for hours when she had already taken ill, she had banished Genevieve to her room, which faced west and towards the back of the yard. Thus, she would have no way of knowing if anyone was coming or going, and despite the fact that one could not see the ocean from Whetstone Point, Ginny lamented the fact that she wasn’t even facing the right direction now. Looking out the window seemed pointless, and yet she was drawn to the outside, knowing that Spencer was out there somewhere, surely on his way home to her at last.

      The heat was stifling, even with the window above her locked door open to create a faint cross breeze, giving Ginny yet another reason to sit in front of the open window in the hopes of catching a draft. Her thoughts wandered to the summer before, and the ones before that, when she had spent so many days in the garden with Spencer, or walking along the beach. Evenings amongst fields of fireflies and moonbeams where shooting stars held promises of happiness and laughter to come. They had been chaperoned all that time of course, either by a parent or a servant, but when she thought back to those days, of sand beneath her feet and breezes through her hair, she only remembered him, her Spencer, her adoring beau.

      She wasn’t sure how long she’d been sitting there; perhaps she had dozed off. Looking around, she realized the sun had gone down and the stars were beginning to twinkle on the horizon. She heard voices coming through the wall, heard her name, and ran to press her ear against floral wallpaper to catch a glimpse of her parents’ conversation.

      “She was standing down there for hours…” her mother was saying. “It isn’t right. What will people think?”

      Her father’s voice was a quieter baritone, and she had to strain to catch much of anything at all. “People already talking…. Church two weeks ago…. Should know better than to act that way.”

      “I’m growing fearful, Joseph,” her mother began. “What if….” She couldn’t make the rest out, but her father clarified.

      “Shouldn’t worry about that, Clara. She’s not my mother….”

      “But if what we are hearing of the Mary Ann is true….”

      “I shall go and speak to Alex again in the morning,” Her father’s voice had grown louder now, perhaps in an attempt to calm her mother. “It is possible he has heard something from the captain of a returning vessel.”

      “But you heard what he said last week! The Continental returned from the West Indies without ever seeing the Mary Ann!”

      “… passed each other….”

      “…not possible….”

      “…can’t give up hope… yet.”

      Ginny wasn’t sure if the voices were growing fainter or if her spinning head was keeping her from comprehending all that was being said. She closed her eyes and pressed the side of her face even more firmly to the wall in an attempt to keep from passing out. Whatever they were saying, it did not sound promising for Spencer. Perhaps his ship had been delayed. Perhaps he had had to take another route. Perhaps… no, there was no other perhaps. Those must be the only two options, and that must be why he was so late in returning.

      “… call the doctor in the morning... hasn’t been feeling well… nervous stomach….” came her mother’s voice.

      “Yes, I’m sure that’s all it is,” her father replied strongly. “She is likely feeling very anxious, and that is enough to make one ill. It is best to keep her here until we know for sure….”

      Know what for sure?

      “Come along, then,” her mother said with a loud sigh. “I believe Julia has supper ready. I will ask her to take something to Genevieve in her room. She needs her rest.”

      As the door next to hers opened loudly, Ginny hurried to her bed and tossed herself onto the duvet, just in case her mother should come to check on her. Clearly, her parents were as worried as she was about Spencer—but that didn’t seem to be all that was concerning them, and she had no idea what her father meant when he said she wasn’t his mother. It seemed the doctor would be paying her a visit tomorrow, and while she had always hated doctors, perhaps he could give her something to calm her stomach. Not her nerves, though. She would never take anything to calm her nerves for fear it might cloud her mind. She needed to be completely astute and focused so that when Spencer returned she could be the wife he had always deserved.
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        * * *

      

      Dr. Martin Wilson always smelled of cigars and formaldehyde. The latter was a smell Ginny associated with all doctors, but since he was the only one she had seen in the past several years, the moment he entered her room, a flood of memories came back to her, and she absently rubbed the scar on the back of her head where he’d patched her up after she’d tumbled down the stairs when she was eleven.

      “Genevieve,” he greeted her, setting his black bag on one side of her legs and lowering himself down next to her on the other. He had to be in his sixties by now, as one could tell by his graying hair and beard, but he smiled, and despite the fact that her nervous stomach was rivaling a high-wire act at the moment, at least he approached her with kindness. “What seems to be ailing you, young lady?”

      Ginny cleared her throat, and before she could formulate a response, he took out his stethoscope and began to listen to various parts of her anatomy. This made her uncomfortable, and the words got tangled up on the tip of her tongue, refusing to budge further.

      Thankfully, her mother was standing at the foot of the bed, wringing her hands, and said, “She’s been quite sick to her stomach the past few weeks. And I believe she’s been having a few… nervous spells. She hardly eats a thing….”

      “I see,” the doctor acknowledged, putting the stethoscope down and picking up another utensil Ginny wasn’t so familiar with. He began to look into her ears, eyes, nose, and mouth. “And why am I just now hearing of this?” he asked in a singsong lilt.

      “Well…” Clara Cawley began, “we thought maybe…. Perhaps if the Mary Ann returned, she would be back to her usual self.”

      The doctor sat the instrument down and turned to look at the mother at the foot of the bed. Ginny could read nothing into their exchanged glances, only finding it odd. A long moment later, he returned his attention to the patient. “Does it hurt when I push here?” he asked, examining her stomach.

      It did, and Ginny let him know. His brow wrinkled a bit, and he checked several other places. Some of them hurt, depending upon how deeply he pressed, and some of them did not. At the conclusion of his physical examination, he asked, “What sort of nervous spells?”

      Ginny couldn’t answer, as she truly had no idea what her mother was talking about.

      Clara hesitated as well. But when the doctor turned to address her, she managed, “There was an incident at church, a few weeks ago. It was nothing really, but… it wasn’t like Ginny.”

      “What are you talking about, Mother?” Ginny asked, her forehead creased. “What incident?”

      Her mother’s look was admonishing, but she replied, “You know, Ginny. When Mrs. Alambaugh mentioned it had been several weeks since the Mary Ann disembarked. She said she thought it should have returned by now.” Turning her attention from her daughter to the doctor, she said only, “My daughter did not represent the fine manners and upbringing we have modeled for her that day, Dr. Wilson, and it caused a bit of a … discussion… amongst some of our fellow worshippers.”

      Ginny was confused. She had absolutely no idea what her mother was speaking of. “Mrs. Alambaugh?” she asked. “When did I speak with Mrs. Alambaugh?”

      “Perhaps in her nervous state, she has forgotten the conversation,” Dr. Wilson offered.

      “Is that possible?” Clara asked, taking a step forward.

      “Yes, it’s quite possible,” the doctor replied. “And the stomach troubles could also be a symptom of anxiety, for certain. You are betrothed to Spencer Hayes, aren’t you, Miss Genevieve?”

      She was having difficulty following the conversation now. It was troubling to believe she had caused a scene with an elderly woman at church and had no recollection of it whatsoever, especially considering her mother said it happened only a short time ago. She did catch the question about Spencer, however, and she nodded her head in response.

      “I’m sure you’re quite anxious for his return?” the doctor clarified.

      “Yes, of course,” Ginny managed, though she was still distracted by thoughts of what may have transpired at church.

      “I recommend we try some laudanum,” he said, turning back to her mother. “That should take care of both the nervousness and the stomach pain.”

      “Very well then. Thank you, doctor,” Clara replied, but her eyes were on her daughter and the puzzled expression that had caused her eyes to glaze over just a bit.

      “Miss Genevieve, you take care. Lots of rest, lots of water, and stay out of the heat. I am sure that Mr. Hayes will make this his first stop as soon as he returns, so there’s no need for you to wait for him at the pier again. Do you hear me, young lady?” he asked as he pulled himself up off of the bed, gathered his tools, and placed them back in his bag.

      Her head was nodding, but Ginny’s thoughts were elsewhere. She only heard bits and pieces of the conversation Dr. Wilson and her mother were having as they crossed over to her bedroom door.

      “Is she going to be all right?” Clara was asking.

      “I believe so,” Dr. Wilson assured her. “So long as she takes her medicine. And if the news from sea is good. Otherwise, well, one can only hope for the best.”

      “We are praying for Spencer’s safe return,” Clara replied, glancing back at her daughter whose eyes were now closed.

      “Tell me, Mrs. Cawley,” the doctor began in a hushed tone, “Miss Genevieve was always well supervised while she was with Mr. Hayes, wasn’t she?”

      “Yes, of course!” Clara exclaimed. “As I said earlier, we have raised our daughter with the utmost care, teaching her proper manners and holding her to the highest possible standards when it comes to her virtues.”

      The doctor nodded. “Please don’t be offended, madam. I was only making sure. Since Miss Genevieve does sometimes have a habit of… wandering… I just wanted to alleviate any possibility that, perhaps, she had done so before. When Mr. Hayes was still in town.”

      “Of course not,” Clara assured him. “And even so, Mr. Spencer Hayes is a gentleman. Why, his father owns the largest shipping company in all of Baltimore. He would never….”

      “No, of course he wouldn’t,” Dr. Wilson agreed, stepping out into the hallway. “Handsome young man on his way out to sea, beautiful young lady who has already promised him her heart. You’re right, Mrs. Cawley. Nothing of the sort has ever happened.”

      “Dr. Wilson, are you suggesting…” Clara began, closing the door behind her.

      Ginny could hardly hear the rest of the conversation through the thick oak door, but she did hear Dr. Wilson say, “… not suggesting anything…. Vomiting… tender abdomen… Keep an eye….”

      And then their footsteps were on the stairs and she could hear no more. Whatever it was Dr. Wilson may or may not have been suggesting to her mother was beyond Ginny’s comprehension. As was the idea that she could have had some sort of disagreement with an older woman at church. At the moment, Ginny decided she was too exhausted to think on either of those suggestions any more, and so she turned her attention to the window, which though it looked out only on her back garden, still lay beneath the same sky where, somewhere out there, Spencer could also look up into endless blue the same color as his eyes.
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        * * *

      

      “Dr. Wilson said the laudanum should help,” her mother was saying on the other side of the bedroom wall. “She took some earlier today—though I had to force her. She’s slept most of the afternoon, but there’s been no vomiting.”

      Ginny sat up, astonished to see it was dark already. She’d remembered her mother forcing her to swallow the bitter medicine earlier in the day, but that had been around dinner time, and she couldn’t remember a thing since then. Her father was answering. She could hear his voice but couldn’t make out a single word. Quietly, she crept from bed and made her way across the room to press her ear against the wall, catching only the end of his sentence.

      “… feel better soon.”

      “I hope so, too,” came her mother’s voice. “But I suppose that depends on what you heard from Mr. Hayes today.”

      Ginny was straining now, trying her best to hear what her father’s response would be. She needed to know what Spencer’s father had told him more than she’d ever needed to know anything before in her entire life.

      “… not promising…. another ship a few days ago… won’t know for at least three more weeks unless… happens by some sort of wreckage…”

      Her mother’s voice was a harsh whisper, but she was able to make it out. “Is that what they think?”

      “’Fraid so…” was the response.

      Ginny felt nauseated again, and putting her arm against her stomach, she willed back the bile rising in her throat. How could they even suggest such a thing? How could Spencer’s parents think for one moment that the Mary Ann had wrecked? And—if that had been the case—were they sending out every ship in their fleet to try and find Spencer? He had to be somewhere. There was no way that he…. With that final thought, she dove for the large bowl her mother had set on the nightstand next to her bed earlier that morning and emptied the contents of her stomach. There was little available, and after the initial ejection, she began to dry heave.

      Her parents, hearing the commotion, hurried into her room. “Genevieve!” her mother called, rushing to her side. “Are you all right?” She had her hand on her daughter’s back and pulled a few strands of auburn hair away from her face.

      Ginny couldn’t answer just yet, but once she was certain she had finished, for the moment, she sat down on the edge of her bed. Her mother handed her a cloth to wipe her mouth and then a glass of water, which she used to rinse her mouth, spitting the contents into the bowl with the other refuse.

      Her father, who had quite a weak stomach himself, hung back by the door, but called, “I’m so sorry, darling. I had hoped the medicine would make you feel better.”

      Shaking her head, Ginny managed to say, “It doesn’t. It makes me feel… foggy. And tired. I don’t like it.”

      “Well, you must keep taking it,” her mother insisted. “It’s the only way to calm your stomach.”

      “But it doesn’t calm my stomach,” Ginny insisted, gesturing at the bowl.

      One of the two servant girls the family employed, Julia, entered the room and came to collect the bowl. “I will bring another, just in case, miss,” she said quietly as she gave Ginny a sympathetic smile.

      Ginny nodded her thanks and then returned her attention to her parents. Her mother was already preparing another dose of her prescription. “Genevieve, the doctor insisted this is for the best. Now, don’t be disagreeable, child.” She offered the spoon, and Ginny looked from her mother to her father, who stood with his arms crossed in the doorway, before she finally consented and swallowed the liquid.

      “That’s a good girl,” Joseph Cawley said with a nod.

      Ginny felt as if she were a small child again and wanted to protest being treated as such, but she didn’t feel now was an appropriate time. “What did you hear from Mr. Hayes?” she asked, slinking back into the bed.

      Joseph glanced at his wife who gave him a sharp look before he said, “Nothing, honestly. Just that they were continuing to await word from the Mary Ann. He has sent another shipment, and the captain will run the same course, looking for…”

      Her mother made a clicking noise with her tongue, causing him to pause.

      “For the Mary Ann.”

      Ginny glanced at her mother and then back to her father. “Do they think she was lost?” she asked quietly.

      “Do they think she was lost or she is lost?” he clarified.

      Ginny supposed he may be stalling. “Do they suppose the ship has wrecked, Father?”

      “No, of course not,” her mother replied, setting the laudanum back on the night stand.

      “Then where is she?” Ginny asked, daring her to continue with her untruth.

      “They think something is just taking a bit longer than normal.”

      “Like what? The Atlantic isn’t getting any larger, is it?” she implored.

      “Genevieve, there’s no need to be snide,” her mother said sternly. “They are not sure what has happened, but they are confident the Mary Ann—and Spencer—will be located soon.”

      “Is that true, Father?”

      Joseph Cawley’s face said everything to his daughter, and even though he was having difficulty formulating a response, he really didn’t need to say anything after a few moments of forlorn silence. Just as Ginny was about to open her mouth to ask again, he finally managed, “No, Genevieve,” and despite a huff from his wife, who clearly wanted to continue with stories to protect what could only be considered a fragile mind, he stepped forward and said, “They do not know for sure, darling, but there’s reason to believe the Mary Ann may have run aground near the Antilles.”

      The world stopped spinning for a few moments as Ginny processed what her father was saying. When it lurched forward again, so did her stomach, and it was all she could do to keep from retching once more. But she managed to control herself, momentarily. “What are they doing to find them?”

      Again, he held her gaze for a long while before replying, “They will search the area.”

      “And they will find survivors. And Spencer will be among them,” she said, speaking to herself aloud as her eyes dropped from her father to a spot on the blanket covering her legs.

      “God willing,” her father nodded.

      “When will they return?” she asked, her eyes darting up to his face again.

      Joseph pondered the question for a moment before saying, “Mr. Hayes has sent his fastest ship with no cargo. It left ten days ago. It should be back by the end of next week. If it meets another vessel on the return, we could know something more quickly.”

      “But you said three weeks earlier,” Clara said, now staring at him almost as harshly as their daughter.

      “Three weeks for certain. I didn’t want to tell you about the other ship because…” he paused for a moment, gathering his thoughts, “because I didn’t want you to know how urgent the situation is or that we may know sooner. But, honestly, Genevieve, Mr. and Mrs. Hayes have reason to believe there is not much to hope for.”

      Ginny shot out of bed then, causing her mother to initially jump back, but then to reach forward to steady her. “Reason to believe? Reason to believe… what? Why is there reason to believe there’s not much to hope for?”

      Joseph’s eyes dropped to the ground. Both of them were staring at him so intently. Eventually, he managed, “There were storms in the area. It’s possible…. Of course, anything is possible. But then, there were some reports of wreckage—possible wreckage—drifting ashore in some of the occupied islands. There are just so many reefs and so many uncharted islands. If it was dark, and the waves had pushed them off course….”

      “No!” Ginny yelled. “No, Father. That’s not possible. And I won’t believe it. Don’t you stand there and tell me that you think Spencer is dead—because he isn’t. He promised! He promised he’d return!” She was flailing her arms now, struggling against her mother who was trying haplessly to contain her, and it took the strength of her father to subdue her and push her back into the bed.

      “Genevieve! Calm down!” he insisted. “This is precisely why I didn’t want to tell you. Now, hush, or else I will not give you any more information!”

      She wasn’t with him, though, not now. She was sobbing, her entire body shaking, and even with the weight of her father’s hands pressing down on her, she still continued to convulse, all the while screaming for her husband at the top of her lungs.

      “When will this medicine begin to have an effect?” Joseph asked as he fought to restrain her.

      “I don’t know,” Clara admitted, crying behind him.

      The noise brought both of the house servants and Jacob, who ran to the other side of the bed, grabbing hold of his sister’s arms as his father held her shoulders. “Ginny!” he said gently. “Ginny! Calm down. It’s all right! It’s all right!”

      She looked up and saw his face and almost instantly began to calm down. “Jacob!” she said between sobs. “Do you know… what they said… about Spencer?”

      “It’s all right, Ginny,” he said, shushing her. “I just heard. Spencer will be back soon. Calm down.”

      “What’s that?” Ginny asked, her eyes wide. “You did?”

      “Yes, when I was downtown this afternoon. You’ll see. He’ll be back soon. Now, calm down. You wouldn’t want him to find you in such a state, now would you?”

      “He’s coming back?”

      “Yes.”

      “Soon?”

      “Yes, of course.”

      She took a deep breath, and suddenly, she felt extremely tired. Leaning back against the pillows, she felt the release of her father’s hands and then the gentle touch of her brother as he stroked her cheek. Thoughts of Spencer filled her mind as she began to drift off to sleep.

      Joseph wrapped his arms around his wife who was attempting to control her tears. Once he was sure Genevieve could no longer hear them, he said quietly, “I should never have told her the truth.”

      “What are we going to do?” Clara asked, her voice muffled by her husband’s shoulder.

      Jacob stood and crossed to the end of the bed. “We have to protect her, at least until we know for sure.”

      “And what then?” Clara asked, looking up at her son.

      “I’m not certain,” Jacob admitted. “But we will have to find a solution. Because I think we all know by now that Spencer Hayes is not coming back.”

    



OEBPS/images/break-section-fell-screen.png





OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





OEBPS/images/potential-rogue-wolf-logo.jpg





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/beneath-the-inconstant-moon.jpg
SOMETIMES
LOVE CAN

1D JOHNSON.





OEBPS/images/heading-fell-flower-abc-screen.png






