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A BEAUTIFUL MELODY of orchestra music drifted in through Cathryn Blankenship’s open bedroom window. Exasperated, she pulled back the curtains.

She ignored the house ablaze with lights, the murmurs of voices, and stared into the darkened night sky. Most nights, she never gave much thought to the wonderment of the sky nor the beauty of the radiant stars twinkling from far beyond her reach. Tonight was no different, except she bemoaned the fact there was no moonlight. However am I going to see where I am going?

She sighed. Of all things, her father, Governor John Rolf Blankenship, had sent her to her room. Her room! Amid the biggest dance of the year celebrating the Hampton Square Race, she had been admonished in the most humiliating fashion. She would never forgive her father. Never!

None of this would have happened if her father hadn’t decided to send her across the ocean to her mother’s family in London...for a Season. What a silly notion! She had no intention of leaving Elm Bluff. Though, she figured being sent over to England had more to do with the rumblings within the Colonies of the call for liberty and freedom. Well, she didn’t care a twit for politics.

Cathryn glanced out her window. She was going out. Looking down, she wouldn’t have worried about the climb at all if she wasn’t wearing a ball gown, but she didn’t have time to change. Tacy would soon come to check on her.

Without another thought, she hiked up the hem of her green taffeta and hooked it to the ribbon around her waist. Crunching over, she slid through the window. Immediately, she winced. First, at the sound of her tight sleeves ripping, then when her petticoat became entangled in a nail head protruding from inside the windowsill.

She stretched her arm up, trying vainly to work the ruffle free of the nail. Her arms ached while her slippers skidded along the side of the house in an attempt to find solid footing. 

“Now, now,” the familiar voice of her maid said from the window. “What I’m to do with ya’, Miss Cathryn?”

“Tacy, please free my dress,” Cathryn whispered frantically. “Quickly. I’m going to fall.”

Cathryn watched Tacy lean over the windowsill. Her maid’s strawberry blonde hair fell over her face while she reached out and took the caught material in her hand.

“There you go again, Miss Cathryn. Why it took me two hours to do your hair and fix you up just right! Here ya are hanging out your window. Next time tell me. Wasting my time when I got better things to do!”

“Tacy,” Cathryn retorted. “I don’t have time for this. Come now!”

“Governor Blankenship ain’t gonna like it. Not one bit. Here he is sending me up here checking on you. Thinkin’ ya desolate up here by yourself. Tho’ I would have wagered ya already be long gone. That temper of yours, Miss Cathryn!” Tacy freed the caught material over the nail. “Now, my Lady, ya need to get yourself back up here before the Governor gets wind of whatcha up to.”

“I’ll send him a message when I get to where I’m going. Tell him I’ll come back when the ship has sailed,” Cathryn said.

Ignoring her maid, she balanced herself on the window mount below. The next moment she leaped down on the soft grass, rolling quite unladylike before finding her feet. Cathryn took off. From behind her, she heard Tacy muttering under her breath. “There will be other ships.”

The silly goose will go and tell Father! I don’t have much time. By golly, William had better be where I told him to be!

To say this day had been a disappointment would have been an understatement. In no way had the day played out as she had envisioned. Cathryn undid the hem from her belted ribbon and let it fall back into place as she walked away from the house.

Chatter and laughter echoed throughout Elm Bluff. It should have been quite a celebration with Sumner’s horse winning the race once again, but she couldn’t imagine her brother not winning whatever he set out to do.

In truth, Sumner was her half-brother, but that didn’t matter to her. Her family wasn’t the conventional household within Charles Town, but she loved them deeply. That was the reason for her dilemma this night. With her father’s insistence on sending her over to England to her mother’s family, she would be separated from the only people she loved and who loved her.

“It will be good for you to meet your mother’s family. It was your mother’s wish,” her father had said, although Cathryn knew he had no real desire for her to go.

“Why can’t you come with me?” she asked.

“There is too much to attend to here. I can’t leave at this time, but I promise as soon as I get all settled, I will come over to bring you home.”

Governor Blankenship had long served as Governor of Antigua in the West Indies before settling in Charles Town. At an early age, he had joined his Majesty’s army, a second son to the Earl of Hestershire, but Cathryn had never set foot in her father’s England. She had been born in Antigua a year after her father married her mother, Elizabeth Cavanaugh. It had been an arranged marriage, although her mother had died when Cathryn had been six, less than a year after coming to Elm Bluff.

“You are willingly sending me over to England,” Cathryn said in a futile attempt to reason with her father. “You talk of a Season but, Father, William said when he was there, a Season was just a way for girls to be paraded about for the highest bidder. I will not be auctioned off!”

Her father gave a somber look at his only daughter. “It’s not that way. William was upset because he wasn’t invited to socialize. Granted, I will contend it’s a different way than we do here, but it is part of your life that you need to experience, my dear.”

“Father, I won’t go!”

“You have no choice, my dear,” her father said, pinching her cheek as he did when she had been a small child. “If you had any inclination toward any of the beaus in Charles Town I wouldn’t force you to go. But you have turned away anyone who has shown any interest in you. Do I have to remind you that I refused Maynard Fleming at your request last week? I only want your happiness.”

“Sumner says they were only after Elm Bluff,” she exclaimed. “I want to marry for love, Father!”

“I doubt you would do anything less, but you will do as I have requested. I have already made the necessary arrangements. You are to travel with the Montgomerys. They are taking their two boys to school in London. They have kindly offered to escort you to your grandparents,” Governor Blankenship informed her.

“I have no time to pack. You have only given me until the end of the week. How am I supposed to make ready in that short of a time?” Her voice filled with anxiety.

“There was a purpose behind it. I can assure you, Cathryn. It gives you no time to plot your escape. Tacy will travel with you.”

Her escape! She wished only she had more time to plan!

She scurried across the lawn into the garden. She knew the worn path well. Her steps slowed the closer she came to her destination. Within her sight, a light flicked, and then it was gone. She blinked. There was a light in the garden house.

Oh! Mother of All! Did I not tell William the old barn? She walked softly up to the closed entrance, but her movement stalled upon the sound of a throaty feminine moan. Then another cry emerged in the stillness. This time it was a husky, deep chuckle.

Cathryn wiped back the dusty coating over the glass pane. It was not William. Even in the dim light, she recognized her brother’s bareback glistening in sweat. His arms wrapped around a woman caught in a fervent embrace, pinned against the wall. Cathryn’s mouth fell open when her brother’s lips traveled down the woman’s throat.

Randa Landor! Cathryn recognized her instantly. Randa tilted her head back, inviting Sumner to press his open mouth against her pale skin.

Cathryn gaped. She had never seen such a sight and was certain it was not for her eyes to behold, but she was mesmerized. To Cathryn’s shock, Randa’s gown slipped well past her shoulders, but Cathryn’s sight was hampered as Sumner moved out of her view. Oh, my! What is Sumner doing?

Cathryn released her hold and turned her head away in disgust. For a moment, she stood with her back against the garden house, but the mewling gasps and moans sent her down the path again. What game was Sumner playing?

Randa Landor’s father was a highly successful businessman in Charles Town. Granted, Sumner always had a bevy of ladies vying for his attention, but Randa? She was considered the most beautiful girl in the county with her thick russet hair and deep brown eyes, but her father would never accept a bastard for a son-in-law, not even the bastard son of a British aristocrat.

She ran, turning down the lane to the old barn near the Ashley River. The lights from the house were entirely concealed from sight by the woods. Her eyes took a moment to adjust before she saw two horses waiting outside the barn.

“William,” she uttered in a low voice. “William, where are you? We don’t have much time!”

“Then, keep your voice down.”

“Oh, William, you don’t know what I have been through tonight. Why did you disappear as you did? Father was furious.”

“May I remind you, Cathryn, you gave me no notice and flung your request at me only hours ago,” he said, glancing over his shoulder nervously. “And it was not I who pushed Old Miss Longridge into the reflecting pool.”

“It was an accident, William. I was only trying to escape that wretched Lieutenant’s reach and fell into her!”

She wanted to add if he had helped her at all, she wouldn’t have found herself in such a predicament. The plan seemed so simple. Meet William on the veranda and quietly exit the party. If only she had known her father had placed a guard on her!

The moment she stepped off the veranda, that infuriating Lieutenant Pennington halted her progress. If only William had stepped forward when the Lieutenant detained her, she wouldn’t have reacted so.

For a moment, she paused, studying William. Attractive with a lean body of no more than twenty-two years, he had only recently returned from his studies in England, but, at the moment, he was irritating her to no end.

Perhaps, he had been right that she had given him no warning, but she had only come up with her plan while lying in bed this morning. Her determination to stay had called to mind William.

Had her father not said if she had expressed an interest in a beau, the matter would be different? She knew the Peyton family would have to be acceptable in his sight. They owned a beautiful plantation up from Elm Bluff along the river’s edge. William was the eldest son of six boys.

Although from her father’s reaction, she doubted if he wanted her married at all here in Charles Town. Clearly, he wanted her gone. She wished she knew the reason.

As for love, she knew little about the subject. She had never experienced the throes of love in the way she had read about, but William, she liked. He had an intelligence about him. Upon his return, he had hinted to Cathryn many times that he would like to court her. Now he stood like a buffoon, unsure whether to help her or not.

“Well, if you’re not willing, at least help me out to Tome Plain. I can hide out there until well after the ship departs.”

“I could well take offense. Let me remind you, Cathryn, you proposed to me.”

“William, I asked only that you ask for my hand. So, in theory, I haven’t done so. It wouldn’t be proper.”

He laughed. “You do have a way of twisting words to your advantage, Cathryn. But why the hurry? I mean, your father quite insisted that I not give you aid in any hare-brained scheme.”

“Then, why are you here?”

“Because,” he said simply, “it may give me what I desire most.”

“I’m to take it that I’m what you desire most?”

“Would I be here otherwise? You do realize once we ride away, there will be no going back.”

“Do you not trust me, William? Have I not explained to you why I must stay? I cannot for the life of me understand why Father wants to send me away from him, especially when disaster looms on the horizon.” She threw her hands up in the most dramatic fashion.

“Most romantic concept in an elopement, my dear Cathryn, to worry about staying with one’s family, not leaving them.” He chuckled, extending his hand to help her mount.

Cathryn ignored his comment and his hand. She swung her legs across her horse, giving no thought to modesty, nor had she thought of the consequences of her actions, only of staying at Elm Bluff.

Suddenly, her head jerked to the sound of rustling in the woods. Out of the darkness, a figure emerged. And here she thought her day couldn’t get any worse. It was him again, that insolent officer!

When she had first seen him earlier in the evening, she thought him tall and handsome in his red dress coat, but that was before he revealed his assignment: to see her safely on board the Victoria. Through the faint light, he met her with a smile, a slow, arrogant smile...that was accentuated by the whiteness of his wig.

He had a square jaw, about which her father always said showed strong character. His eyes caught hers, bold, dark eyes that Cathryn couldn’t read, but they showed no sign of weakness.

“I can see that neither of you listened to Governor Blankenship’s request,” he said as a fact. No question lay in his tone.

“I believe you said your name was Pennington ...Lieutenant Pennington, if I’m not mistaken. This isn’t your concern...you don’t know Miss Blankenship well enough to understand...” William stumbled over his words.

“I know her father well enough, Mr. Peyton. My advice to you would be to leave immediately or face the consequences of your actions. A gentleman would never encourage such behavior.”

Cathryn stared in disbelief as William hesitated, glancing apprehensively at Cathryn and back at the Lieutenant.

“It is your call, Mr. Peyton. My patience has worn thin this night. I thought I had made myself perfectly clear earlier, but if you want me to fulfill my threat, I assure you I will have no issue.”

Lieutenant Pennington stepped only once toward William before he mounted up and tethered back his horse.

“You can tell your father, Cathryn, I will make my presence known first thing in the morning to clear up this misunderstanding.”

Before Cathryn could utter a retort, he galloped down the road.

“William! William Peyton!” she cried. Her eyes flamed at his desertion. “Coward!”

The sound of the horse’s hooves clattering fast away slowly waned in the distance. She sat frozen upon her mount, refusing to look down at the impertinent man. How dare he, not once but twice, interfere with her plans!

Frustration surged. Cathryn yanked her reins to take off down the lane herself, but the Lieutenant’s hands were quicker. He gripped tight to her reins and, in one swift motion with his other hand, pulled Cathryn down off her horse straight into his arms.

“Let go of me, you horrid beast!” she uttered, trying to catch her breath. She twisted in his hold. “I will scream.”

“I have no control of such an action,” he said. “If you want to cause another spectacle, it isn’t in my power to stop you.”

She struggled against him. She hit back his hand, but his grip didn’t ease; she didn’t stop. Finally, he whipped her around, pulling her to his face, so close she could feel his breath against her skin.

For a brief moment, her thoughts fell back to the scene she had stumbled upon only minutes before. She wondered what it was like to be in an ardent embrace. She had never been in such close proximity to a man. His face, his lips so near.

His thoughts, though, seemed far away from hers. His chest heaved as if trying to restrain his annoyance with the situation.

“Your plan, I am afraid, Miss Blankenship, has been foiled. Can you not behave for one moment? Your father asked if I could watch over your safety upon your voyage since I was returning to England upon the Victoria. Nothing more.

“Tonight was requested because he feared you would try something reckless, which it seems was warranted. In truth, Miss Blankenship, I have found your maneuvers rival some battle-worn generals I have served under.”

“Then I would have to assume you have served under some extremely deficient generals, Lieutenant, for I haven’t been very successful. Please, let me go!”

“Only when I have delivered you back to your father.”

“Sir, I can assure you I’m perfectly capable of finding my way around my home, from which I am so unmercifully being taken.”

“I would be negligent in my duties if I didn’t.”

“I will happily relinquish you of such.” She swung her head back in an attempt to regain any dignity in her circumstance.

“Miss Blankenship,” he replied coolly, “I have committed to the Governor I will take care of you during your journey to England. This I will do whether you want my assistance or not. I will see you safely to your grandparents, and after that, you can do as your heart desires. Believe me when I say I have no desire to watch over a spoilt little debutante.”

Without warning, her hand swung back. The aggravation from the day welled in her action. She slapped him, hard. He caught her arm, pulling her to him. She met his stare with the same intensity, refusing to be intimidated. His free hand went to her face, touching it in a manner that greatly disturbed her.

The moment passed.

He laughed. “I quite deserved that, my lady.”

Her eyes locked upon his, challenging him. He had laid clear his intention. He grabbed her hand and almost dragged her up the path. She said nothing more to him but raced by him as they came upon the back entrance. She ran up the steps and into the house. She didn’t stop until she reached her room.

* * * *
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CATHRYN SAT DUTIFULLY in her father’s study. He had sent for her before sunrise and ranted at her for over an hour. She had never seen him so upset. She doubted he had even slept.

“To think a daughter of mine was throwing herself at a gentleman!” he roared. He ran his hand through his silver-white hair. He hadn’t donned his wig this morning. That in itself worried Cathryn to no end. Her father never presented himself without proper attire, especially with guests in the house, and there were several of them left from the previous night’s activities.

At fifty-seven, her father had married late in life. He had doted on her without question, and she idolized him. But at the moment, she found herself under the scrutiny of his shrewd, piercing blue eyes.

Cathryn had been told she had the look of her father, except for the color of her eyes. Her eyes were hazel, giving way to green depending upon the color she wore or her temperament.

She turned her head slightly and caught her reflection in the window glaze. She frowned. Her thick unruly hair had fallen out of the bun that she had quickly pulled back when she rose. Dark brown waves framed her oval face calling attention to her large expressive eyes while her long eyelashes flickered back her frustration.

Her father told her when she smiled, the whole of her face illuminated. She wasn’t smiling at the moment.

But it was Cathryn’s temper that worried her father. He had cautioned her more than once about it. Sumner called her Jalyn at those times. Sumner said she reminded him of the jays when they bickered with the other birds, strident, acrimonious, not relenting until they had their way. In all, she was much like her father, having inherited his stubbornness, which was evident in her determination not to leave.

“Father, I do believe you are making too much of it. There would have been no scene at all if that insolent officer hadn’t interfered as he did. William...”

“Cathryn, Lieutenant Pennington is a fine officer and a gentleman. In that, I have to question William. Why would he ever allow you to contemplate such an action! His family is one of the oldest and most respected families in the county.”

“It was not his fault, Father. I asked him to for I cannot bear to be parted from you and my home,” she cried. “I tried to tell you, but you don’t listen. I don’t want to go.”

“Are you mad, Cathryn? Or are you telling me you are in love with William? Are you prepared to marry?”

“I like William, Father,” she retorted. Her temper began to ease. “I like him better than any other.”

“I...” he began. “I gave William full warning to stay out of your path last night after the first incident. Why do I feel you are using the poor fellow? Is that what you truly want for yourself, Cathryn?”

“Honestly, Father, I know only that I can’t leave here. I can’t leave you, Sumner, or Juriah. How can you ask me to?”

“It is not my desire for you to settle, Cathryn. I want you to be happy. My concern is you. I saw quickly through your ploy last night, and even though I well warned William that if he wants your hand, he can do so properly when you return from England. Especially...especially not to try to run out and elope in the middle of the Hampton Square Race dance!

“I have never! Knocking Miss Longridge into the reflection pool! On top of that, climbing out your window! You could have been killed! What was in your mind?” His voice rose.

“Only staying here, Father.” She leaped from her chair and hugged him. “I can’t bear to leave you, Father.”

He held her tight in his arms, only reluctantly breaking from her. “Cathryn, do this for me. I ask only a year.”

* * * *
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THE DEW CLUNG TO LEAVES and grass in the early morning hours. Cathryn’s slippers were soaked as she walked down the worn path. She had eased out the back door through the kitchen.

The house was abuzz with all the company that had stayed over. Juriah, helping with the cooking, caught her eye as Cathryn placed her hand on the back door. She nodded slightly. Cathryn realized Juriah knew where she was heading.

Juriah had given comfort to her when she returned from her dreadful night’s adventure. In the middle of the night, Juriah silently eased into her room. She had said nothing but understood what Cathryn was feeling.

Taking Cathryn into her arms, she rocked her until she cried herself to sleep. Juriah had long stood in for the mother she had lost many years previous and was the heart of this strange household.

Juriah had been part of Cathryn’s life since her mother had died. Less than a year after her mother and younger brother, John Steven, came to the South Carolina plantation, they died of the fever.

After a time, her father had brought Juriah to Elm Bluff. Sumner was already living with them. Cathryn had never questioned the make-up of her family. It wasn’t until Tacy had arrived as an indentured servant that Cathryn learned her home wasn’t made up as most households.

“I have heard it is why your father settled in Charles Town and didn’t return to England,” Tacy gossiped to Cathryn. “He doesn’t want to leave Miss Juriah.”

Comprehension of Tacy’s words settled on her young, naïve ears. Juriah Meador was the most handsome woman Cathryn had ever known. Juriah, a half-breed of Cherokee descent fitting into neither world, was a gentle, kind soul rumored by the Cherokees to have a healing hand.

Cathryn gave no credence to the fact that her father had taken Juriah as his lover before he married her mother. Wasn’t Sumner thirteen when she first met him? A good eight years older than she.

“That is not unusual, Miss Cathryn. The British readily set up their mistresses. They have found it acceptable to marry for position and take their pleasure from other means. But to have one in their own home! The Governor couldn’t do so in England.”

“Mistresses...lovers? If it is as you say, why wouldn’t Father marry Juriah? Why would he do so? Isn’t it a sin?” Cathryn asked in her innocence.

Tacy laughed and said in her soft Irish brogue, “Oh, the rich, Miss Cathryn, have a different set of rules of which I’m certain they have negotiated with God Almighty himself.”

Cathryn pushed back all her thoughts as she walked up a gentle slope and through the rose garden. A huge oak sat alone, shading the area outside a wrought iron fence. She walked without a thought and opened the ornate gate. The flowers she had cut only yesterday had wilted in the vase. The water had run out of the tilted container! She hadn’t secured it well enough, having been in too much of a hurry. She reprimanded herself; she should have known better. Tears welled up. Stupid flowers!

She bent down and picked up the drooping flowers and threw them over the fence into the woods, which edged the small cemetery. She would need to pick fresh ones.

“Cathryn,” a familiar voice said from behind her.

Glancing up, she caught sight of her brother. Tall, six feet two inches, long of bone and hard of muscle with a sunburned face and deep chestnut hair, Sumner was a mirror of her father, except he was a good half a foot taller and with darker coloring. His shirt was rumpled and hung over his pants. His hair, unkempt, waved in the breeze.

“You don’t look as if you slept last night,” Cathryn stated plainly upon the sight in front of her.

“I don’t think many slept last night, Jalyn,” he said, giving Cathryn full warning he was in no mood for bantering. “I wanted to talk with you so no one could hear our words.”

Cathryn studied her brother for a moment. His expression solemn, looking past her to the graves.

“You come out here often, I know. Mother has told me. You must find comfort here.”

Cathryn nodded ever so slightly. The wind picked up, carrying with it the fragrance of all-around freshness of the new day, giving way to calm and peace.

He took in a deep breath. He rubbed his forehead. “We need to talk.”

“I’m listening, Sumner. I have always listened to you,” she answered. She brushed over the dirt upon her skirt.

“The Governor...” Sumner paused. He looked over at her and shook his head. “What was in your head last night with your behavior?”

“My behavior?” Cathryn countered. “If I were you, I wouldn’t worry about mine. Sumner! Randa?”

Sumner stared at his sister with his red-streaked eyes. “So it was you I heard outside the Garden house. Cathryn, so help me!”

“Oh, pooh! Do not start with me, Sumner,” she retorted with a smile. “You are fortunate it was me and not her father! And you ask me what I was thinking!”

His eyebrow cocked to the side. “I believe I can’t argue that point. Except, my dearest sister, this discussion has nothing to do with me. It is you that is the Governor’s concern. You have to realize that the Governor has his reasons for wanting to send you across the ocean. You need to trust him, and it is only for a year.”

“Would you want to go? I know no other life but here. I love my home, and I don’t want to be paraded about, Sumner. I won’t fit in. William said...”

“Look, Jalyn. It would be different for you. I know the talk against the crown. I have listened, and if it wasn’t for the Governor, I might say I couldn’t disagree with some of their points of view. But Jalyn, you are a part of their society by your blood. I can imagine you would be well sought after being the Governor’s daughter.”

“Would they accept you?” Cathryn countered.

“Don’t look at me in that manner. They don’t accept me fully here, either, Jalyn. I have been well looked after. Don’t I oversee all the plantations? Am I not included in all events? I owe all to the Governor. I have no issues. It is you that I have come to talk about, not me. The Governor has several reasons for his desire for you to visit England at this time. There is turmoil within the Colonies. Have you ever thought he wants you safe?”

“I would feel safer here than in a place where I know no one. Do you not think my family will not try to marry me off?”

“I don’t know your family, but I do know you, Cathryn. I have faith you will be able to handle what is before you. You’re looking at it all wrong. It is your life, your destiny. A path you need to follow. We all have a path to choose. Why are you so afraid to follow yours? You are no coward.”

She stared upon her mother’s grave. She wiped her eyes, forcing back tears. “I know no one across the ocean, Sumner. What if they don’t like me? You tell me I’m no coward, but I am. I’m so scared about leaving all of you behind...Father, you, Juriah...my home. I’m afraid everything will change upon my return. I know how quickly all can change!” Her voice trailed off into the wind.

Sumner expelled a sigh. He took her by her shoulders, forcing her to look straight into his eyes. “I understand. I do, but what you are asking for is a fantasy. The only thing that stays constant is the fact that the sun will rise in the morning. Everything else will change. It is life. You now have a choice. To live your life or hide from it. Live your life, Jalyn, and have faith, it will lead you to happiness.”
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Chapter Two
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THE SUN ROSE ACROSS the eastern skyline, giving way to a new day. The tide was going out, and her father had given warning that was when the ship would sail. Cathryn stood alongside Tacy on the deck of the Victoria. Her heart ripped apart as she gripped tight to the railing.

She pleased her father greatly with her resignation to accept his decision, having done what her brother had suggested. Over and over, her father reminded her it was only a year, but saying goodbye had been the hardest of things.

“I have made clear my intentions to your grandparents in the letters you are to give them. I have stated plainly I have given you a year. You will find them good, kindly people. George Cavanaugh is a highly respected man. Remember, it was your mother’s wish. I want you to enjoy yourself.” He cleared his throat. His eyes betrayed his own reluctance of her departure. He squeezed her hand tightly. “Time will go by quickly. You will see.”

Nodding, she couldn’t find words. Then without reservation, she threw herself into her father’s arms and clung to him tightly. She wanted to plead for him to let her stay. There was no need for her to leave, but after one look into his eyes, she knew there would be no changing his mind. She had no choice but to depart. Her father felt this the best course of action. Sumner’s words echoed that she needed to trust her father.

“Remember you are my beloved daughter,” the governor whispered for her ears only, breaking from the embrace.

“And you, my beloved father,” she echoed.

Cathryn watched him depart the ship. Tears welled in her eyes. She hadn’t left port, and already she felt desolate!

Tacy leaned into her ear. “Miss Cathryn, everyone else has gone below. Do you think we need to also?”

Deep in thought, she hadn’t noticed that most had disappeared from the deck. She shook her head.

“You can go below if you wish, Tacy. I want to stay above.”

She turned back to the railing and watched the land fade into the distance. Above, gulls glided in the cool breeze with waves crashing against the ship. A smile emerged as she saw a small group of dolphins riding the crest caused by the ship’s bow. She savored the sight.

She felt a touch to her arm. Glancing back, she saw Tacy standing by her side, grimacing. “Are you well, Tacy?”

“I don’t think so...” Tacy answered, then paused. Her face changed colors to a multitude of shades of green. The next moment Tacy clung to the side of the ship. “Oh, Miss...I had hoped it wouldn’t be like last time,” Tacy uttered, her hand clutching her stomach. “We aren’t even out of the harbor.”

“It may not seem so, but it may be best if she stayed on deck,” a voice said from behind Cathryn.

She didn’t turn for she knew who it was. She had caught sight of Lieutenant Pennington while boarding. When Father had acknowledged him, she ignored him. She wanted to do so now, but it was impossible.

“It will pass after a few days, I’m certain.” Cathryn breathed in deeply before turning around. “I can look after my maid. Thank you.”

“I have no doubt, Miss Blankenship. Just offering my services if you require them.” His eyes betrayed his amusement. “Do you want me to call for someone to help you?”

“Why would I do that? Do you think I’m not capable or perhaps a helpless female?”

“You helpless? No,” he answered. He tilted his head with a mocking smile. “I will see you tonight at dinner then.”

Cathryn drew in a breath to hold her temper. He annoys me beyond reason. She wrapped her arms around Tacy, who had turned back to the railing. She wouldn’t leave her maid. Tacy had been a part of her family since she had come to Charles Town.

Tracy had come over from England as an indentured servant. In search of a better life, Tacy said. Sumner had a differing opinion. “Paying off a debt of some sort is what I suspect or worse.”

Cathryn had paid Sumner no mind. She didn’t care about the past of her maid. Governor Blankenship had released Tacy of her indentured service long ago, and Tacy had decided to stay in his service as Cathryn’s personal maid.

Tacy was Irish with a round face and an upturned nose. Her blue eyes slanted when she smiled. At times, Cathryn found her to be belligerent with an acquired look of pride close to haughtiness for a servant. Tacy never held back her opinion. She could get away with it with the responsive warmth in her smile and a touch of humor in her tone.

At the moment, Tacy was in no mood for humor. Cathryn helped Tacy walk around until she collected herself. When they descended below, Cathryn caught a glimpse of Lieutenant Pennington again. She frowned. She didn’t know why he bothered her so. Father had assigned him to watch over her welfare, but Lieutenant Pennington had only to speak to put her in the worst mood.

Cathryn had traveled by sea before with her family and knew that most travels by sea were arduous, uncomfortable, and uncertain. It was fortunate that her father was in a prominent position. He was able to obtain her a private cabin with two boxlike bunks and a sitting area below the portal. In the corner, there was a single washstand with a lavatory and chamber pot.

She helped Tacy to her bunk. After a while, Tacy’s discomfort eased, and she fell asleep. Cathryn sat down on the hard-back chair.

Her father had promised the trip would be quick, a little more than a month. Then why, she wondered, did it already feel like an eternity!

* * * *
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CATHRYN DIDN’T LOOK at Lieutenant Pennington when she entered the stateroom alongside the Montgomerys, but he stood and pulled out a chair in-between him and Captain Sanborn. She had no option but to comply.

“I hope your maid is feeling better this evening, Miss Blankenship,” Captain Joel Sanborn said, greeting her with a broad smile. Captain Sanborn had been the embodiment of a gentleman in his efforts to make Cathryn feel exceedingly welcome on board his ship.

She returned his smile, and grudgingly took her seat. In the other chair, she had Lieutenant Pennington, who seemed set in making her voyage utterly miserable. Across from her were her chaperones for the trip, who had boarded the day before. She found them to be quite a pleasant couple.

Olivia Montgomery was a middle-aged woman who stood a head higher than her dowdy little husband, Samuel Montgomery. The other seats remained vacant, for the guests felt unwell.

“Poor Louis, he hasn’t felt well since we came on board. I told Livy, our nanny, to make sure he was well cared for,” Olivia acknowledged. “I hope the voyage goes better soon. Peter seemed peaked, also. I will be drained by the time we land in England.”

“Rest assured, Mrs. Montgomery, it will pass. It takes a few days to get the ocean under you. As you can see, we have quite a few missing at the table,” Captain Sanborn said. “Miss Blankenship, you seem to have quickly gotten your sea legs.”

“Fortunate, indeed, Captain,” Cathryn answered. She picked around on her plate. Mrs. Montgomery had informed her that formal meals onboard the ship were rare. Mrs. Montgomery seemed exacerbated; Cathryn relieved.

“I hope you brought along books or sewing,” Captain Sanborn said. “Time will pass faster if your mind is occupied.”

“Thank you. I have brought books to read and my sketching pad,” she answered politely.

“Oh, I have heard you are quite good at the drawing, Cathryn,” Olivia Montgomery interjected into the conversation. “I saw a portrait you sketched for Melanie Johnson of her little girl, Sophie. It was adorable, I must say. I don’t suppose you might be able to do the same for my boys while on board. I wouldn’t want to impose upon you.”

“It shouldn’t be an issue, Mrs. Montgomery. You have so graciously agreed to oversee my journey. It would be the least I could do,” Cathryn said and smiled at the lady who seemed greatly pleased.

“I’m impressed, Miss Blankenship,” Lieutenant Pennington said, eyeing Cathryn. Something in his look challenged her. “If the opportunity arises, I would love to see your works.”

“I’m sure you will have plenty more to do than look over some simple drawings, Lieutenant,” she retorted without looking at him. Her attention turned back toward the Montgomerys. “Do you know who else is on board with us? I saw a young girl with a companion...”

Mrs. Montgomery leaned over across the table. Her eyes cocked to the side. “I’m afraid we probably won’t be seeing too much of the young lady. Her aunt is traveling with her but in her condition...I had suspected because I had heard rumors in Charles Town...”

“Olivia!” Mr. Montgomery immediately shushed her. “She is but a child herself.”

Confused at the outburst, Cathryn wanted to question further, but the look upon Mr. Montgomery’s face told her not to press the point. She would be patient. Mrs. Montgomery seemed the sort that needed to expel gossip. Captain Sanborn turned the conversation.

After supper, the Montgomerys excused themselves to retire for the night, thanking the Captain profoundly for his kindness. Cathryn followed suit with Lieutenant Pennington, accompanying them to the companionway.

“It is early yet. Would you ladies care for a turn around the deck?”

Cathryn would have liked nothing better than to refuse, but she had a great need for fresh air and was pleased Mrs. Montgomery accepted. Lieutenant Pennington offered her his arm and walked her up the steps onto the deck.

The night was brilliant. She could hear the ship cutting through the water and feel the spray floating back against her face. The light breeze seemed to sing through the sails. All seemed so peaceful.

Cathryn refused to glance up at Lieutenant Pennington, ignoring his attempts at idle conversation. She heard Mrs. Montgomery rambling on to her husband. Mr. Montgomery fussed about with the logic of traveling in such confined quarters.

Lieutenant Pennington gave pause at the railing. Cathryn released his arm and gazed up at the night’s sky. Her hands gripped the varnished wood, and she pulled herself into the wind, inhaling so deeply, she seemed to take in the whole of the ocean.

“It is a magnificent view,” Lieutenant Pennington said. She turned to face him. The glow from the binnacle lamps flickered over his face. His eyes fixed on hers. She could feel blood rush to her cheeks, but she said nothing. “If I profoundly apologize, would you find it within yourself to talk to me once more? It will be such a long journey to remain silent, for I know it will gnaw within you.”

“It would mean more if I felt you are sincere with your apology, sir,” she said simply. “I hope you can understand my position being in such a mortifying situation. Can you not understand that I might not want to be reminded of it?”

“I have forgotten it already. But, pray, can you not blame me for my actions?”

“I’m confused, Lieutenant, upon your meaning.”

“If you will permit me to be honest, Miss Blankenship,” he said with a smile upon his lips. “Here I’m asked to look over your wellbeing upon your journey. It isn’t often to have such an agreeable mission and to find that mission is plotting her escape.”

“How dare you!” she exclaimed, glancing over at Mrs. Montgomery. She had no desire for her chaperone to hear. “You don’t know me!”

“Ah, Miss Blankenship, but I do,” he said without hesitation. “Most young ladies in your situation would be ecstatic with the prospect of a London Season. Your grandparents offered you an opportunity that your mother wished for her only daughter.”

“I have no desire for a London Season, sir,” she said indignantly. “I am only going to please my father and only for a year. That I promised him, then I will return home.”

“To your beau, you tried to coax the other night?” he asked.

She gave him pause. Why did she let him needle her? “It’s none of your concern, sir.”

“No, I suppose not, but I believe you may find you will enjoy England. You should, Miss Blankenship. Most would be envious of the position you find yourself. You will be well sought after in London,” he responded.

Turning back to the ocean, Cathryn thought for a long moment before she spoke. “You talk as if you know of what you speak. William said that only a select few are invited to these events.”

“I have been known to attend.”

She eyed him suspiciously, drawing her shawl about her tighter. Once more, she didn’t want to banter with him. Cathryn could feel the ship moving quickly over the water away from her home.

“Are you always so sure of others’ feelings, Lieutenant?”

“No, I usually try not to assess what others are feeling, Miss Blankenship. What they are thinking perhaps, but I feel a certain responsibility toward you. I admire and respect your father, Miss Blankenship,” he said sincerely. “I can imagine you must feel lost at the moment. I want only to relieve your fears and anxiety over the situation that you find so distasteful.”

They stood in silence until he broke it. “If this William loves you, he will wait.”

“Love? Wait? Why would he? We have nothing...” Confusion rang in her tone. Glancing up at him, a broad smile emerged. Mother of all! He had baited her. Her eyes glared as her temper burst forth. “Oh, is this what you want, sir? To constantly antagonize me?”

“No, again, I apologize.”

Cathryn doubted his words. She heard no sincerity in his voice. Instead, he seemed quite pleased with the information.

Ignoring her silence, he continued, “I haven’t been fair to you. I know about you, but you know nothing about me.”

She wanted to respond that she had no interest, but curiosity got the better of her. “I assume you live in England.” He nodded. “I come from a small estate outside of Plymouth. When I was five, my uncle took my mother, sister, and I in after my father was killed in service to the Crown.

Shortly after, my sister lost her sight during a sickness.” “I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be.” He shook his head. “We all have our own burdens to bear. My uncle may be only a simple squire, but he has been kind to us. My mother has no worries. He bought me my commission when I was eighteen.”

Cathryn watched him as he talked about his family. Warmth surfaced in his voice; his face softened.

“I went to school at Winchester with a relative of yours. Lord Lyttleton. I believe he would be your cousin.”

“You will find I have a confession. I’m not well versed with my father’s family. I have heard the name, I believe, but you would know better than I,” Cathryn heard herself explain. She didn’t add that her father never talked of his family, good or bad, nor had he expressed an insistence for her to meet with them.

“Ah, family matters. I suppose it is hard to keep up with such across the ocean, but I can well imagine they have kept up with you.”

“And why would you say that? To be honest, I’m tired of everyone saying that I will be sought after. Why? William said they treated him as a commoner. The lowest of the low. His family is the most respected in the county. If they treated William such, who am I?”

He laughed a loud hearty laugh that resounded over the deck, calling attention to their conversation. Mrs. Montgomery looked over her shoulder. A sudden hush fell around Cathryn.

Her annoyance once again rose with humiliation. The wind blew her hair, freeing strands that encircled her face. She brushed them out of her eyes. She started to walk by the Lieutenant.

He reached out and halted her progression. “You’re serious?” he asked, then quickly begged her forgiveness. “I meant no harm. Stay at least until you aren’t mad anymore.”

His hand rested upon hers in the most disturbing manner. Everything about him disturbed her, but at the moment, she was tired and so dreadfully homesick. “I don’t believe we could wait that long.”

She withdrew her hand from his and walked back to her cabin without even a word toward the Montgomerys.
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Chapter Three
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BY MID-DAY, TACY BEGAN to show signs of improving...that was until the rains descended. The winds howled, and waves crashed against the bow. Not long after, the Captain sent word that everyone should remain in their cabins. The ship rocked back and forth.

For the first time, the rolling and pitching of the ship affected Cathryn. She felt queasy, and her eyes hurt from the lack of light, given that lanterns weren’t supposed to lit. Never had she been so miserable.

Cathryn cried herself to sleep and was still dressed in the gown she wore yesterday. She had been gone no more than a day, and she was despondent beyond belief. She missed her home! How could this be better than marrying William?

Her suspicions on why Father sent her still lay with the threat of violence within the Colonies. She hadn’t paid attention to the talk of the turmoil until last evening when the men’s conversation gave way to a deep discussion on the matter. Mr. Montgomery explained the frustration of the people being taxed without representation, having to house the soldiers, and how there were those who were calling for independence in Virginia and Boston. She was shocked to discover that violence had already broken out in Boston.

Lieutenant Pennington held to the Crown’s view, which was the first time Cathryn found herself in agreement with the Lieutenant. With her father’s position high within the British government ranks, her stance could be no other than standing behind the Crown.

“How long do you think this cursed storm will last?” Tacy lifted her head.

Cathryn ignored her question, but she doubted Tacy expected an answer. “The Captain sent his cabin boy down with some broth and bread. He said it would help.”

Tacy shifted uncomfortably. “I am better. I think.” Then she fell back down on her cot. “Oh, I don’t know!”

“The whole ship will be sick with this storm,” Cathryn wiped Tacy’s brow. The poor thing looked so white and pale against the sheets. Taking a piece of the bread, Cathryn broke it into a smaller portion. “Eat a bite. You need to try to keep something down.”

Cathryn fanned herself while Tacy sat up and ate. The cabin was warm and stale. Thankfully this isn’t July, she thought. She could well imagine it would be as an oven. She leaned against the wall and stretched her aching back.

“Tacy, you are supposed to know British society. Do you not? I mean, Father said you served with an aristocratic family.”

Tacy nodded slowly. “Yes, Miss Cathryn. The Albemarles. A fine family.”

Cathryn hesitated. There was a line that servants and mistresses weren’t supposed to cross, but the Tacy she knew was bluntly honest and would tell her the information she sought. Her father always told her that the servants knew more about their lives than they did themselves.

“Why then, does everyone tell me that I will be accepted into this so readily? For the life of me, I can’t imagine why. Won’t they look down on me as a simpleton from the Colonies? I suppose my father having been a governor for the Crown...”

“Give me but a moment.” Tacy winced as if she once more felt a wave of nausea. She squeezed Cathryn’s hand and waited for the feeling to subside.

“Miss, that’s an easy question. It’s nothin’ that anyone kept from you. It’s just they are in the high society in Charles Town, and when they go across the ocean, they’re not. You are. Your grandfather was an earl, and your mother has her line connected with the King himself.”

“So it’s my birth...that’s all.” Cathryn wiped Tacy’s bow again.

Tacy took in a deep breath. “Not all. As with most things in life, you have what men cling to the most—money. You’re an heiress, Miss Cathryn. You must realize that. You being Governor Blankenship’s only daughter.”

“I’m sure my father has taken care of me, Tacy, but I wouldn’t go so far as being considered such...”

Tacy shook her head and swung her feet off her bed. “I’m going to get up if it’s the last thing I do,” she said, determined. She glanced over at Cathryn. “You’re a sweet thing most times, as long as you don’t lose that temper of yours, but so naïve. The way I understand it, it’s considerable. Something to do with your mother’s inheritance to you and some family trust on your father’s side. I don’t know why your father didn’t tell you all of this before, especially with so many fortune hunters out there.”

“Because I’m not marrying anyone in England,” Cathryn stated. “I promised Father a year. Then I’m going home.”

“Yes, ma’am, if you say so,” Tacy said. “I don’t think your father cared as long as you left.”

“You think that he believes a war is coming?”

“Something is in the air, Miss Cathryn. That I know.” Tacy tried to stand. Her hands pressed tightly upon the wall with the ship swaying. “This I do know, also, Miss Cathryn. As much as I appreciate you looking after me and all, this would never do in England.”

“So, you want me to leave you?” Cathryn smiled. The news hadn’t been bad. Her worries about being shunned when she stepped onto her parents’ home country began to fade.

“Of course, quarters are close on a ship,” Tacy said as she leaned back and gripped Cathryn’s arm. “But when we get to England, I’ll help you with what’s proper. I promise you.”

“I believe I will need you to assist me, Tacy,” Cathryn acknowledged. “I react upon my feelings at times. I don’t want to embarrass myself.”

Tacy chuckled but grabbed her stomach as if it hurt to laugh. “Mind you, Miss. There’s only so much I can do.”

* * * *
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IN TIME, TACY RECOVERED sufficiently, but the Montgomerys weren’t as fortunate. Word came the whole family had succumbed to rough waters. Oh, the weather has to break soon!

Suddenly, a knock disturbed the quiet. Cathryn opened the door to discover Captain Sanborn’s cabin boy. “I’m sorry to bother you, Miss Blankenship. The Captain was wondering if your maid was feeling better.”

Cathryn glanced back over her shoulder. Tacy nodded.

“Yes, I believe she is. Does he need her?”

“If you don’t mind, there is a matter he wishes to speak of with her.”

“But, of course,” Cathryn replied. “We will follow you.” From the look of the boy, she realized that Captain Sanborn wanted only Tacy, but she couldn’t stand another minute in the cabin.

Immediately after Cathryn exited the cabin, sounds assaulted her. Moans and groans resounded around her. She jumped when she heard a scream.

Confused, Cathryn caught Tacy’s eye before entering the Captain’s quarters. Captain Sanborn sat behind his desk, drenched. Without question, he had only removed himself from the deck. He glanced up when the boy knocked upon his open door.

“Miss Blankenship, I’m glad to see the weather hasn’t bothered you and that your maid has regained her health. I reluctantly have a favor to ask and apologize beforehand for this matter. To be honest, I’m at a loss as to the right course of action.”

“I have found that the truth is always a good approach,” Cathryn said, confused as to why he would require her maid.

Captain Sanborn stared at her intently for a moment. “Of course, you are correct. I want you to understand that my options are limited.” He looked toward Tacy. “Have you, ma’am, helped in a delivery of a child before?”

Tacy’s eyes widened. Cathryn could have laughed out loud, but the look upon the Captain’s face was serious. Cathryn knew well that Tacy fainted at the sight of blood.

“Tacy is a wonderful maid, but...a nurse, let us just say, sickness bothers her.”

“It is an urgent matter. I wouldn’t ask otherwise. Could you at least attempt to help?” Captain Sanborn looked at Tacy. “One of my passengers, a young girl that came aboard with her aunt, is in labor. It is not her time. Too early is my understanding, but she stubbornly refuses help from my medical officer. She seems to have a fear of men. Can you not see what you can do?”

Looking at Cathryn, Tacy’s face turned pale once more. “I’m no good at those things, but now the Misses here...she has a way about her.”

“Miss Blankenship?” Captain Sanborn questioned Tacy as if it was an impossibility. “I can see if there is another woman in the passenger’s quarters that could help.”

Cathryn’s mind raced. She had been with Juriah when she helped with a difficult birth of one of her father’s slaves, but Cathryn had never done so herself.

Though, there had been the horses. Cathryn wasn’t supposed to be there, but she loved the moment when a new life emerged. Sumner found, along with her father, she was going to be there when her horses foaled whether they wanted her there or not. But to help deliver a baby alone?

“We’ll go together to see what help we can offer. I’m not certain what we can do, Captain, but we will do what we can,” Cathryn said reluctantly.

Following the Captain toward the cabin of the young women in need, Cathryn eyed her maid harshly. She leaned into Tacy. “She has a way about her?”

“Well, what did you want me to say, Miss? It’s what Miss Juriah has always said about you.”

“Not about delivering babies, Tacy!”

“Well, ma’am, it was either you or me, and it certainly ain’t gonna be me,” Tacy shot back. The Captain glanced back over his shoulder, unsure about his decision to let the two women help. Tacy smiled at him. “We’ll be just fine, Captain, sir.”

Cathryn heard another scream. It was the girl! Immediately, Tacy gripped hold of Cathryn’s hand tightly. Cathryn jerked it back and squared her shoulders to prepare herself.

But nothing had prepared her for the sight on entrance into the small cabin. A tiny girl lay on the bed, sweating profusely and staring blankly toward the wall. Her large brown eyes held a frightened look. Moaning, she began to twist from one side to the other.

Cathryn shoved Tacy forward for her maid stood frozen. Toward the corner, an older plump woman sat clenching her copious bosom as if to still her fluttering heart. Cathryn recognized her. Fanny Peterson.

Charles Town wasn’t such a large community. Most everyone knew each other within their social circle. Cathryn wondered, though, who lay in the bed.

“Mrs. Peterson?” Cathryn asked, surprised, but didn’t have time to continue with her train of thought.

The girl screamed and clutched her stomach. She seemed oblivious to everything except the medical officer who stood helplessly by the edge of the bed.

The screaming pierced the thick air and quickly played upon Cathryn’s nerves. She turned to the officer. “Pray, sir, unless you feel you are helping at this moment, leave!”

Unsure whether to do as she commanded, he hesitated, but his Captain stood behind her and nodded. Cathryn turned to Captain Sanborn and said, “I’m afraid you will have to leave also, at least until I can calm the situation.”

Tacy smiled at the Captain with a nod that seemed to say told you so. Cathryn paid her maid no mind. Instead, she began giving instructions. “See to it that we have all we need. Hot water and towels and whatever else that medical officer thinks will be useful.”

Tacy nodded and exited quickly. Cathryn sat on the edge of the bed. “What is her name?”

“Mary, Mary Montross. Oh, Miss Blankenship. I didn’t know he would impose upon you. She’s so afraid of that officer. I couldn’t calm her. Oh, this is bad. So bad. The poor little thing,” Mrs. Peterson rambled. She stood over Cathryn, crowding her. “Mary, it will be okay. My dear, tell her.”

“Mrs. Peterson, why don’t you step outside with the others?” Cathryn said brusquely. She had lost her patience. Having been thrown into the situation, she had to think, and she couldn’t deal with all the commotion around her. She waited until Mrs. Peterson shut the door behind her. Then she took the small thing’s hand and rubbed it gently.

“Mary, they are all gone,” she said in a soothing voice. “I’m going to help you through this. You need to believe that. Do you understand?”

The dark-eyed girl nodded. She didn’t seem to be able to speak as tears ran freely down her cheeks. Cathryn wiped them back as she studied her.

The girl could be no more than thirteen, fourteen at the most. She was small in stature with a sweet, timid face. The tiny thing looked as though she would get lost upon the bed she lay with her dark hair dripping wet and sweat pouring down her face.

“Help me,” Mary whispered. “I’m going to die.”

“No, no. I won’t let you,” Cathryn said stubbornly. Her mind raced to when she had helped Juriah. Bits and pieces came back to her. Give comfort, maintain calm, and time...it always seemed to take such a long time.

The young girl clutched Cathryn’s hand. Cathryn let her. Tacy rushed back into the room and sat a bowl of water on the table beside the table. Cathryn took a wet cloth and wiped the girl’s brow as she had done with Tacy. She couldn’t do more at the moment than wait.

The girl cried out. Her cries cut through Cathryn like a knife, but Cathryn encouraged her. She talked to the girl to get her mind off of her pain. She talked of Elm Bluff, of her horses...her father.

The young girl said nothing, but she calmed the more Cathryn spoke. While Cathryn spoke, her attention remained focused on the young thing, so delicate and frail and becoming weaker by the minute. Cathryn had no idea how much time had passed.

The darkened room was bogged down in heat and pain. Sweat poured off of every inch of her being, but Cathryn didn’t leave Mary’s side.

As she sat with her, the girl began calling out for her mother. Cathryn calmed her once more.

Time passed slowly. Then the girl screamed a blistering blood-curtailing scream. Cathryn’s eyes immediately caught sight of the linens changing color. Red spread on the linens. The girl was bleeding.

Cathryn stood up. She whispered to Tacy, “Go get the medical officer, now.”

“But Miss Cathryn, the girl?”

“She won’t know. By all within me, Tacy, go get him. Now!”

Cathryn turned her attention back to the young girl. “Mary, I want you to listen to me. I want you to look only at me and listen. Do you understand? This is important. Trust me. Please.”

Cathryn glanced up when the officer entered. He understood and worked quietly, not saying a word. Cathryn sat in such a way as to hide the officer from her view, but the girl was beyond caring. From behind Cathryn, the officer told her what to say to Mary. The girl screamed, cried, moaned, and then silence.

Faint sounds that reminded Cathryn of the noise of a young kitten emerged in the silence. The baby had been born. Without warning, the officer handed Cathryn the bundle. “Keep him warm.”

Blood was everywhere as the young mother fell back on the pillow. At first, Cathryn thought the girl had died, but seeing her chest heave, Cathryn realized Mary had only fainted. Immediately, Fanny Peterson bustled back into the cabin. Cathryn could feel Tacy’s arms direct her out of the room, and she withdrew with the infant to the common way.

“Here, Miss Cathryn, sit,” Tacy directed, finding a quiet spot.

Gone was the rough movement of the ship, but Cathryn didn’t seem to notice. She felt as if she was in a fog, watching all around her, even herself. The babe, so small and tiny, lay in her arms. Cathryn rocked him and began singing sweetly. Gently caressed the infant’s face, she touched his little fingers.

Tacy glanced over at Cathryn. “Is something wrong, Miss Cathryn? You don’t look right. Why don’t you let me look at the wee one?”

Cathryn stubbornly refused to release him as tears began to flow. The infant had only taken a few breaths. He had no life within him.

* * * *
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CATHRYN HAD NO IDEA how long she held the little one or why she didn’t want to let go of him. How unfair life was! In the background, she heard rumblings. Tacy bent down and told her that the girl would survive. Tacy again tried to take the infant, but still, Cathryn held tight to the lifeless baby. From the corner of her eyes, she could see Mrs. Montgomery and Mrs. Peterson, but no one moved toward her. They both must have thought her strange. She didn’t care.
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