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			Chapter 1


			BOSTON, April 1820


			Thunder shook William awake from a deep sleep. He opened one eye, then both, blinking. For a moment, he could not get his bearings. He inhaled. No scent of the sea. The room did not sway. He was not in a hammock. Then, the memories of arriving at Joshua and Margaret Wynn’s home on Beacon Hill roused his mind. He sat up against two down-filled pillows and examined the room—a low fire, wardrobe, desk and chair, washstand with pitcher and basin. The room was luxurious and gigantic compared to the captain’s quarters aboard the Liberty.


			He would have to thank Margaret for the accommodations. She cared for him with a tenderness that touched him. Like a sister would.


			The heartache he arose to every morning stabbed his chest. It had been four months since he received the news of his sister, Kathryne’s, death in childbirth. The baby, a girl, had been lost as well. The sorrow descended, pooling in his heart.


			He thought he understood loss. His parents had died years ago. He had even mourned when his fiancée had broken off their engagement and married someone else. But that sadness was blunted by the sharpness of losing Kathryne.


			He sat up and ran his hands through his hair and down his face. Foolish. He had been so foolish. In the time after his broken engagement, he had avoided London society by retreating to the sea and hiding on his ship. As a result, over the past several years, his visits to Kathryne and her husband were rare.


			William stood, willing his mind to focus on other things. The night before, he had been too exhausted to talk, though both Wynn and Margaret had waited up for him. Today, he needed to discuss Barcelona with Wynn. Strange. He had never planned for a future before. It had felt pointless during the war—and after his disappointment. No, he did not wish to dwell on that. A good talk with Wynn, who was as close as a brother besides being his business partner, would help settle his mind.


			At the washstand he splashed his face with fresh water. Picking up a towel, he crossed to the window to gauge the time of day. Looking at the leaden sky and then down through the tree leaves onto Chestnut Street, he saw a coach driving through the pelting rain. Two carts. A man on horseback. It was later than he thought, later than the stormy skies of Boston manifested.


			How long had he been asleep? Quite a while in such a comfortable bed. And perhaps the stiff drink he swallowed before being ferried to shore in a weather-beaten rowboat during a storm contributed to his deep sleep. He would have crossed in the Liberty’s longer and more stable jolly boat, but it had been damaged the day before in the storm. He shuddered at the memory of the dark, swirling water and unpredictable waves crashing into the sides of the small vessel—his hands gripping the rough wood, knuckles white with the strain of keeping his balance and his composure. Small boats always reminded him of his near drowning.


			Another splash of wash basin water drove that memory away.


			He looked in the dressing table mirror and smoothed his dark, wavy hair back into place, nonplussed by the few gray hairs at each temple. He shrugged. At age thirty, he had earned them. With the action he saw during the war, he was surprised there were not more. Rubbing his hand on his chin confirmed that he needed a shave, but that could wait. He was only going to the docks with Wynn and not into fine company. The lines around his eyes and lips were slight but showed his daily acquaintance with sun and sea. The sadness in his eyes, though? His gruff “Captain Foremaster” exterior could mask his loneliness from others but not from himself.


			He turned to find his clean pants in the duffel bag. Lifting them, he saw Katherine’s last letter, tucked safely between the clothes. Holding it, he sat on the edge of the bed. Her handwriting was tiny and precise. Opening it, he retrieved the pearl earrings, edged with tiny mother-of-pearl flowers set with diamonds, he had bought for her. A gift she would never receive. Losing Kathryne, his last remaining family member, crushed him. He felt unmoored in the world. 


			That was why he had come to Boston in person. He and Wynn could have written and settled the details of opening an office in Barcelona by correspondence. They had discussed it two years ago on his previous visit to Boston. But he needed to see Wynn, Margaret, and their sons, Miguel and Charles. Once he moved to Barcelona, it might be years before he could return.


			He carefully replaced the letter and smoothed the envelope with his hand. He slipped the pearl earrings inside, wondering if there would ever be a woman he could give them to. Someone also precious to him.


			Once dressed, he descended the stairs one floor to the drawing room, or “pah-lah” as the strange-sounding butler, Mr. Parkes, had pronounced the parlor yesterday. The room was empty. “Wynn?” he called out in the hallway. There was work to be done—visiting the custom house, unloading the Liberty, checking on the progress of the Minerva, and discussing his retirement as captain. William exhaled loudly.


			Parkes appeared from below. “Sir, Mrs. Wynn is in the breakfast room.”


			William continued down the remaining flight of stairs and followed Parkes, who opened the breakfast room door for him.


			William’s full stride came to an awkward halt as Margaret and two other ladies rose to curtsey. Fifteen baskets of bread, cheese, and butter filled the table before them. He bowed. It was definitely later than he thought. He touched his unshaven cheek, then pulled his hand away.


			Margaret crossed to him and took his arm, pulling him farther into the room and closer to the ladies. “William, you remember my neighbors, Mrs. Byles and Mrs. Pelham.”


			“Ladies.” He had met them both two years earlier on his last visit to Boston. He swallowed hard.


			Mrs. Byles, a widow of thirty, smiled broadly. Her ringlets flowed in delicate swirls from her muslin and lace turban as she cocked her head in the practiced way of handsome women. “Captain F., how delightful to meet you again.”


			The nickname caused the hairs on his neck to rise. Mrs. Byles did indeed remember him.


			The other lady, also a widow, curtseyed but avoided his eyes and looked down at the table. Mrs. Patience Bellwood Pelham’s dark hair reminded him of the sea at midnight. It was pulled back under her plain white cap, but its glossy waves were on the verge of mutiny. He wished he could see her hair without the customary widow’s cap. Perhaps if she wore a turban or if her cap were made of lace, it would soften the severity of its presence.


			She looked up and caught him staring.


			He smiled and nodded.


			She glanced back down.


			Confound it. The hint of sadness still lingered about her blue eyes. She was too young to be a widow, to have suffered that pain. Or was it the pain he might have caused? Had caused two years ago. Their last encounter pricked his conscience.


			He kissed Margaret on the cheek. “I apologize for my intrusion.”


			“It is no intrusion, Captain F.,” Mrs. Byles said before Margaret could reply. “You bring life and vitality to our little hen group. Just like your last visit. You see, we do remember you.” She tittered a small laugh and sat back down. “We have an extra chair here and can make room for you.” She politely patted the padded dining chair near her own.


			Mrs. Pelham, eyes focused on the overflowing table, did not look up as she wrapped a small wheel of cheese in a cloth.


			William was unaccustomed to being caught in embarrassing situations. Fortunately, from his boyhood he had always been able to employ his charm, which he used in his present circumstance as a shield.


			“I do apologize for my gruff appearance, but I did not expect to be in the company of such lovely ladies.”


			“Oh, Captain F.” Mrs. Byles blinked—or batted? He was not sure—her lashes. “That is very gallant, except to Mrs. Wynn.”


			He leaned in conspiratorially. “But she is an exception among women. She does not only possess great fortitude but is very much like a beloved sister. And Mr. Wynn, my brother.”


			“Oh, of course. But I am glad you do not regard all women in a sisterly fashion.” Mrs. Byles patted the chair again. “Mrs. Wynn is uncommonly strong and determined. We all admire that.”


			“Let me call for tea.” Margaret crossed to pull the bell.


			“Is it that late?” William stepped to her. His brow creased.


			“Yes, I am quite pleased you were able to sleep so soundly. You have worn yourself out, William.” Margaret’s gaze held a sisterly tenderness that William had not seen from a woman in a long time.


			“I surprised myself! I was extremely comfortable. I thank you for that. But Wynn should have called for me when he left for the shipping office.”


			“He said just that, but I told him to let you sleep.” She smiled. Parkes entered and Margaret asked for tea.


			William shifted his weight. “When can I see Miguel and my godson, baby Charles?”


			“Oh, Captain F., Miguel is at my home playing with my sons. It is so delightful that we live close by, is it not, Mrs. Wynn?” Mrs. Byles’s ringlets nodded their agreement to her question.


			“Yes,” Margaret said to the lady. Turning, she added to William, “Charles is taking his only nap of the day, so we cannot wake him. It was all I could do to keep Miguel out of your room this morning. When you and Joshua return, both boys will be ready for you.”


			“But will I be ready for him?” William chuckled.


			Mrs. Byles shrugged her shoulders. “Oh, you are so informal with the captain.” She leaned over the table, inadvertently crushing an unsuspecting loaf. “But Mrs. Wynn is known for her eccentricities.” She smiled at him.


			William was unsure how the bread loaf in front of her would survive the crush. He looked at Margaret, his own small smile growing.


			Margaret turned to him. “To a true Bostonian, I am an…oddity. Here, you must embrace the values of hard work, thriftiness, and education.” She glanced at him sideways. “I am not sure which I am lacking, but too often, I act in a manner to please my own conscience and not society’s.”


			“Oh, and one must have Puritan forefathers,” Mrs. Byles added, her ringlets quivering with approbation.


			Mrs. Pelham spoke without looking up. “And follow a set of moral and spiritual ideals, which Mrs. Wynn exemplifies daily.”


			Joshua nodded approvingly at Mrs. Pelham, grateful that Margaret had such a friend.


			“You see, Joshua? Not even wealth can buy your entrance into such an elite society. I have quite given up.” Margaret smiled.


			William nearly laughed. To hear that Margaret—accomplished in music and languages, a descendent of the Colbornes, and once a member of the London ten-thousand—was not elite enough for Boston society was inconceivable.


			“Oh, I assure you that Mr. and Mrs. Wynn are sought after by society here. Though some may take exception to their…Anglicanism.” Mrs. Byles smiled but whispered the last statement as if someone else in Boston might hear her from the confines of Margaret’s parlor.


			“That sounds particularly at odds with your republic’s ideals of egalitarianism,” William teased.


			“Oh, that sounds very French, but we were here before them, I am sure.” Mrs. Byles smiled condescendingly.


			Mrs. Pelham tried hard to suppress a smile, which William appreciated.


			“William, what would Bostonians think of Almack’s?” Margaret asked. Her eyes held a mischievous twinkle.


			This time William laughed. “No doubt the excesses of the London ton would not be met with approval from those still holding Puritan ideals.”


			“So informal.” Mrs. Byles tsked lightly.


			“I assure you, Mrs. Byles,” Margaret said, taking her place at the table and picking up a cloth, “Captain Foremaster is quite like a brother to my husband. I have been a guest on his ship twice. He let me sail a second time, even after having to save my life during the first voyage.”


			William sat next to Mrs. Byles but only after Margaret was seated. He had almost overcome his embarrassment of being unshaven and having barged into the room. At least Mrs. Byles appeared to participate in his banter. Mrs. Pelham, to his dismay, remained quiet and disengaged. He worried most about what she thought of him. Especially after their disastrous parting two years ago.


			“Indeed!” Mrs. Byles exclaimed. “You must expound on Margaret’s rescue.” She placed her hand lightly on his sleeve.


			William slipped his arm down to adjust his chair and separate his coat from Mrs. Byles’s hand. “I see you are providing relief to the poor. If that is eccentric, I do hope you will continue it.”


			“How modestly you change the subject, Captain F. Men of the world, like yourself, are so interesting but also so quiet. Truly, how can we induce you to tell the story?” Mrs. Byles tilted her ringlets and smiled at him.


			He had not intended to be drawn into a lengthy conversation. Usually, a flattering remark or two allowed his hasty withdrawal. But for the first time that morning, Mrs. Pelham looked at him, her hands now motionless. He was caught by her sky-blue gaze.


			“Well, I…I was not very kind to Mrs. Wynn the first time she stepped aboard my ship.” He pulled at a ribbon on the table.


			Mrs. Pelham dropped her gaze and picked up another basket. “Sailors,” she said under her breath.


			“What was that, Mrs. Pelham?” Mrs. Byles looked at her companion out of the corner of her eye.


			“Nothing, nothing.” Mrs. Pelham did not look up from her work.


			William wondered if Mrs. Pelham was upset by something he had said this time or for his past mistakes. For a moment, she had been interested. “Mrs. Wynn, Miss Beaton at the time, climbed the ratlines of my ship a good seven feet to escape from her—” He looked at Margaret before continuing. How much of this story would she want her neighbors to know? Her wry smile and nod assured him he could continue. “A most ineligible suitor, who wished to disembark before we set sail for Lisbon. He was trying to force her to depart as well. I would not allow it.”


			William stopped. He expected the practiced gasp from Mrs. Byles but was struck by Mrs. Pelham’s parted lips and intense gaze at Margaret.


			Margaret nodded. “Captain Foremaster silenced the crew with one command, walked across the deck, prevented me from falling off the ship and into the Thames, then ordered my suitor off the ship. When he would not leave, Captain Foremaster had him removed using a canvas sling and bridle.”


			“You swung him over the side?” Mrs. Pelham’s eyes widened.


			“I thought you would be familiar with the sailing terminology.” He smiled at her.


			“Yes, very,” she said evenly.


			“Of course, I would never allow a man to disrespect a lady in my presence.” He replaced the ribbon.


			Mrs. Pelham, eyes shining, opened her lips to speak, but before she could, Mrs. Byles said, “You are such a gentleman. Our Boston men could use a touch of the chivalry you men of the ton possess.” Her ringlets stilled.


			“I am grateful Margaret forgave me, because I had the pleasure of welcoming her again on my ship after her wedding. We had a very pleasant journey from Lisbon to London and finally Boston.” He turned to Margaret. “That reminds me, I have a letter from Betty for you.”


			“Oh, yes,” Mrs. Byles said to Margaret, “your housekeeper who moved back to London.” She gave a girlish giggle. “Captain, I confess, we did not know what to make of such a housekeeper. She was quite protective of Mrs. Wynn. Why, she acted like an older sister rather than a servant.” Mrs. Byles tsked again. “She never knew her place.” She nodded and gave William a conspiratorial nod.


			An angry flush rose in his cheeks, but he pushed it down. He had experience with snobbish ladies. Trying to please. Pretending to compliment. Accomplishing neither.


			Before he could say something he might regret, tea was brought in and they moved to the sofas. When Margaret handed William his cup, she said, “I would dearly love to read Betty’s letter.”


			“I have another for Danny’s mother, Mrs. Devine, which I hope to deliver on my way to our shipping office.” Finishing his biscuit, while Mrs. Byles continued to talk about Betty, he placed his cup down and stood. “I shall retrieve the letter. Ladies, excuse me.”


			When he reentered the parlor, he saw Mrs. Pelham tying on her bonnet. “Are you leaving?”


			“Oh, she must.” Mrs. Byles answered for her. “Miguel has been playing with my boys, Agnew and Josiah, you remember them. They have grown much over the past two years, and it is time for their afternoon lessons. Mrs. Pelham is an excellent governess.”


			“I hope to see Miguel soon. I have been practicing my Portuguese,” he said to Margaret.


			“You speak Portuguese?” Mrs. Pelham asked, a confused smile on her face. She was nearly out the door.


			William turned. “Yes, do you?”


			“A little.” A blush spread up her face. It enriched the color of her hair and eyes. She was as lovely as he remembered.


			“Captain F., come sit back down and tell me which ports you have visited recently.” Mrs. Byles turned her ringlets toward the empty chair.


			“I do apologize, ladies, but I need to deliver this other letter and find Wynn before he decides to demote me, or I lose my position entirely. I bid you good day.”


			“Captain F.,” Mrs. Byles whined, “I have invited Mr. and Mrs. Wynn for dinner tomorrow. I do hope you will come.” Her ringlets bobbed in anticipation.


			His eyes widened. He looked at Margaret.


			Her knowing smile convinced him he should accept.


			“It will be my pleasure.” He bowed. It was just the kind of gathering he had avoided for years now, and it irked him. With a last nod to Mrs. Byles, he turned to offer his arm, but Mrs. Pelham had already disappeared.


			[image: scene break]


			Patience knew she had been dismissed by Mrs. Byles so she could have Captain Foremaster’s attention all to herself. However, Mrs. Byles could not know how grateful Patience was to have an excuse to leave. Even in a downpour.


			That was until Captain Foremaster joined her on the sidewalk. “Mrs. Pelham, you have no umbrella.” He opened his and held it over her.


			An anxious flutter rose in Patience’s stomach. She had not escaped Captain Foremaster’s company, but instead found herself in a private encounter with him. “Oh, thank you, Captain Foremaster. Mrs. Byles has ours and will need it to return home. We live just a few houses away, so I do not mind going without.”


			“Then it will be my pleasure to hold this for you.” His eyes raised slightly as his smile grew.


			“Thank you.” Her cheeks blushed. She remembered a similar walk in the rain, two years prior. Her blush deepened. If only she could control that response. His coat brushed her sleeve. She had not stood this close to a man since Abraham’s death. She shivered. A reaction brought more from his nearness than the cold.


			“You are catching a chill. We can walk faster.” Captain Foremaster’s brow furrowed.


			“No, I assure you, I am well.” Patience looked away from his face, but she could still feel how his body blocked much of the wind. Her pelisse brushed against his pants as they walked so both could remain under the umbrella. His nearness warmed her. Being close to him brought a flicker of emotions she thought long extinguished. “Thank you for your kindness.”


			He chuckled. “Perhaps I am not as godless as you believed last time we met.”


			Patience felt the blood drain from her cheeks. “Captain Foremaster, I thought…you had had quite a bit to drink.”


			He laughed. “Indeed.”


			That was not what she meant to say. For the past two years, each time she remembered her condemnation of his conduct, given to his face, she had cringed. She had hoped for a chance to apologize. But now, he spoke of it as a light-hearted anecdote. Something he could brush off. Like her growing attachment when he had left. Sailors!


			A carriage clattered past them.


			“Well, come to think of it, I had something to drink last night as well, before getting in the poorest excuse of a rowboat I have ever seen.”


			She looked at Captain Foremaster as he joked. He seemed so much like her Abraham—handsome, dashing, charming. But Abraham’s public behavior had been so different from the way he treated her at home. Was Captain Foremaster the same? She pulled her lips into a straight line, grateful they had arrived at Mrs. Byles’s door. “Thank you, again.” She took the first step up.


			“Wait.” His hand touched her arm gently, before dropping it to his side.


			When she turned on the step, now closer to his height, she looked straight into his face and blushed. Their eyes, their lips were mere inches apart. His face was framed by the black silk of the umbrella, and she could see a crease between his brows. The patter of rain striking at their feet filled the silence around them.


			His amiable charm was gone, replaced by a look of contrite concern. “I have wanted to apologize for two years, you see. It will be awkward to find time alone again. Please?” He angled the umbrella to offer her more protection from the rain.


			The peaceful drumming of the rain muffled the world around them, creating a sense of privacy. She tried to look at his cravat, but he tilted his head. The movement brought her eyes up to look into his eyes, which she found both unsettling and oddly comforting. A man wishes to apologize…to me?


			He smiled slightly. “You were correct in your observations at the ball two years ago. I had been drinking, gambling—and I had lost. When I am uncomfortable, I often joke. You were sitting at the back of the room, and I mistook the look on your face…that is, I thought you looked forlorn…I mean to say…also uncomfortably alone. I made a poor joke…”


			Patience could not make up her mind. Was this apology the most tender or most insulting she had ever had? It was likely the former, but how could she judge? She had never had a man apologize to her before. Abraham certainly never had.


			She realized he was waiting for her to say something. “I confess that in the past few years, I did feel sorry for so bluntly pronouncing such a judgment on you.”


			He laughed and shook his head. “You apologize for the manner of your message, but you still think I may well be damned to hell?”


			“I did not…do not know you well enough to—”


			“Worse and worse. I can still prove your judgment to be correct.” His laugh softened. He tilted his head, looking deeply into her eyes.


			Patience bit her lip. She was at a loss. Her words kept being turned on her, but not in bitterness. In fun. Was he teasing? She had never been teased before. It was both unnerving and delightful. “I—”


			“Mrs. Pelham, I just wish that instead of joking, I had asked you to dance.” He took her gloved hand with his free one, brought it up to his lips, and kissed the back of it. He led her up the remaining steps and knocked on the door, continuing to protect her from the rain.


			Mrs. Byles’s butler, Mr. Wilkins, opened it.


			A bit distracted, she stepped forward, looking at Captain Foremaster over her shoulder.


			He gave her a nod, and a smile.


			In mere moments she was inside the house, but it would take several minutes for her blush to disappear.
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