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DEDICATION

To all medics and health workers in the world as well as the police,
fire, rescue, ambulance, civil authorities, frontline workers and public facing
workers who have worked at the frontline and facing the public during the coronavirus
COVID-19 pandemic of 2020-21.

Thank you.

This book is dedicated to you.
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I hope you like Walking Away from Midnight. This is book one in a planned series of nine books, The Midnight Series, suspense filled historical fiction books, following the life and wartime adventures of Jessie Fordham. 



Please got to my website for more information on The Midnight Series by clicking hereor on the image below.
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In the meantime, why not try The Brittle Saga Trilogy. 



In the icy depths of the North Atlantic the Titanic's maiden voyage comes to a tragic end. Amid the chaos and despair of the rescue attempts two star-crossed lovers find themselves drawn together by fate. 
But as their love blossoms a dark and dangerous vendetta is born setting the stage for a deadly game of vengeance that will haunt them long after the ship has sunk.
This gripping tale of love loss and retribution will keep you on the edge of your seat until the very last page.




Click here or on the image below to see more on this 5-Star eBook trilogy.
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REVIEWS



"The Brittle Sea trilogy are the best books I’ve read in a long time.... Keep writing Mr Kane !!!"




"exciting, fast-paced historical adventure, filled with intrigue and romance."




"historical thriller couched in a love story that reads like detective fiction"




"The Brittle Sea is a riveting historical thriller. I'm currently reading The Brittle Land & it's even better!"




For more information on The Brittle Saga please Click Here.
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If you want to contact me and ask a question relating to any of my books, you can do so through email, my website or social media. 

Website: http://fictionbooks.online

Email: tom-kane@mail.com

X (formerly Twitter)
https://twitter.com/TigerBites

Facebook
https://www.facebook.com/TheBrittleSea
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Chapter one

A Death on the Street - March 15, 1931





The sidewalk on 42nd wasn’t especially crowded for an early spring Sunday in New York. The well-dressed old man walked freely between passing pedestrians, jauntily swinging his cane, the cane he told everyone he needed for the war wound he had never received. He whistled a soft tune to himself, something from a bygone part of his life, a period he hated to look back on but wouldn’t leave his memories. His life was good, and he eschewed old memories. He was more than happy at what he had achieved over the years since he had become a widower, freed from his servitude. 

She made my life intolerable! 

He was suddenly surprised at how much vehemence the thought of her brought to his now ordered life. Anger, he told himself, was not for him. That was all in the past.

It was then, at the very instant the old man was beginning to forgive her for making him angry, that a young woman stepped out in front of him. She was wearing a nondescript dirty and threadbare blue farmer’s bib-overall, a dirty old cap and her left arm was in a sling. He noticed, looking her up and down, familiar scuffed red shoes… those familiar scuffed red shoes. He was surprised and stopped walking, amazed at the sudden familiarity of her small, sweet face. He opened his mouth to speak, maybe even daring to be impolite and ask if she was related to… but he never had the chance to speak. The girl pulled a small pistol from the sling with her free arm and levelled it at him. Too late, he realised who she was.

“Maggie.” The words formed on her lips and she smiled, clumsily cocking, and firing the pistol, twice… three times.

The old man groaned, stumbled forward but stopped his fall with his cane, gripping it tightly with both hands. He suddenly thought of her once more, leaned forward on his cane and looked up at his assailant. “You have her eyes,” he said to her, coughing blood that spattered the young woman’s dirty clothing. He smiled at her, lost his grip on his cane, and fell forward, hitting the sidewalk heavily.

The young woman screamed, and tears welled in her frightened eyes. Before she knew it, she was pulling back on the trigger to cock the gun again, levelling it this time to her right-temple. The gun belched loudly once more.

A knot of female pedestrians, caught in the tableau of hate and death unfolding before them, screamed their hysteria as one. They watched in horror as the girl staggered left, then right and then keeled forward, dropping to the floor, but managing with a gasp to stop her face hitting the hard concrete. Her arms took the full force of the fall, but soon failed and she crumpled forward, a small sob leaving her mouth.

New York rain suddenly splattered the sidewalk, hissing across the concrete and spreading onto the pools of blood forming around both victim and assailant, the blood mixing in death where in life the family blood had become tainted and poisoned, fuelled with jealousy, hate and revenge.

The old man’s eyes met the young woman’s as they lay a few feet apart. There was no hate now. No fear. A family was reunited as death took the once living into its bosom. In a final act of contrition, New York’s rain washed the blood away and the sins of a family flowed into the gutter where they belonged.








  
  

Chapter two

Magda’s Journey – April 1912





She was born Magda and her name became synonymous with early 20th Century American history. But in ways that nobody understood, Magda will be lost, and Maggie will replace her. But, for now, in this brief fraction of time that is being played out before us, we will call her by her given name, Magda. 

In the here and now of her young life, Magda, with almost a girlish inquisitiveness, stole a sneak view of the mighty ship, though in reality all she could see was the side of the immense black hull through the gap between a row of buildings. She stood, looking through the window of the White Star Line’s ticket office, dockside in Southampton. The view between the rows of buildings was small, as was the view of the ship’s funnels, showing just above the same buildings.

“I’m not sure I can do this, Miss, not without proper authority.”

The girl in Magda soon dissolved and her face turned a grim shade of distaste as a small sneer crept up onto her lip. She turned and gave the ticket clerk full vent of her fury.

“I don’t care about what you think,” she shouted, the words echoing about the large but empty office.

The ticket clerk was taken aback and literally stood back at the force of the beautiful young woman’s angry outburst.

Magda didn’t wait for an answer and opened her daytime bag, retrieved her purse, opened it, and pulled out a large five-pound note. Magda slapped the money on the desk between her and the clerk. “This will pay for the changes I want,” she said in a much lower and sweeter tone.

Her anger turned to sweetness so quickly the clerk was confused, but he quickly laid his trembling hand on the large white fiver and slipped the money across the desk and into his pocket. It took a few minutes to issue new tickets, but in the end Miss Magda Asparov became Mrs Magda Turner. In just two days’ time she would be boarding the magnificent new ship on her maiden voyage across the Atlantic to New York, and this name change signified a new start to Magda. No more would she be a common peasant girl in Ukraine. Now she was a woman of substance, a woman with a place in society and a first-class cabin on the most magnificent Ocean-going liner of the day.

As Magda left the office, she breathed in the crisp sea air, ignoring the smell of oil and other unknown smells. She would soon be boarding, and the day felt superb… indeed the day felt the same as the name of the ship, Titanic.


      [image: ]The great day had arrived, and Magda was agog at the sheer mass of people, horses, and carts massing on the quayside. Even automobiles, unheard of where she came from in the Ukraine, a form of transport that didn’t need a horse or ox to pull it. It was something she had only heard tell of and never seen up close, a miracle of the modern world she now found herself immersed in. It was overwhelming.

Many people were forming orderly queues, awaiting their turn to embark. They were in the same situation as Magda, wide eyed and awed by the sight of the mighty ship. At the other end of the scale, and literally at the other end of the great ship, were the rich, the famous and some from Britain’s landed gentry, who were boarding with their families. Their staff and other servants embarked with the riffraff further down the quayside.

When Magda boarded, she followed a steward down the corridors to her cabin, all the time admiring the elegance of the surroundings. Placing Magda’s luggage in the room, the steward stood back, close to the open door, and coughed, once, very discreetly. “Will there be anything else, Miss?”

Magda turned and looked the steward in the eyes. “No. You may go.”

The steward looked surprised but said nothing and closed the heavy door behind him as he left.

Magda had no intention of tipping anyone, not because her funds were low, which they were, but because she saw no reason to help anyone along the way if they were doing a job they were paid for.  It would be several hours before the great ship was due to set sail, so Magda took the chance to go up onto the promenade deck for a stroll. On the way up she was passed by multiple stewards carrying large cases and more trunks of clothing than Magda had ever seen. The stewards all smiled at her, not quite out of politeness, more out of lust, being young men with mostly hot Irish blood flowing through their veins.

“Can I help you, miss?”

The man’s voice was rich and had a lovely lilt to it. Magda turned to see a handsome young officer, looking concerned. “No, I’m fine, she said. Thank you.”

“I can tell by your accent you’re from the south,” he said with a beaming smile.

“South?” Magda’s brow furrowed.

“Cork, at a guess.”

Suddenly Magda realised he thought she was Irish. “No,” she said with a small laugh, “I’m from a small village in Ukraine.”

“But your accent…”

“It was my father’s wish that I should not sound like a peasant when I was taught English. This really is the first opportunity I have had to test my language skills out. I must say, I am disappointed. I thought my accent was neutral.” 

The officer’s smile broadened. “I think it’s a lovely accent, Miss. Now how can I be of service?”

“Can you point me towards the promenade deck, I wish to look over this lovely liner of yours.”

“Of course,” he said, turning. “Just follow me, Miss.”

Magda did as the officer bid and trailed in his footsteps, all the while marvelling at the magnificence of the Titanic. Once the officer had led her to the promenade deck he bowed slightly, raised his hat, and bid her a safe journey. As it turned out, Magda enjoyed her walk and in the coming days would spend as much time as possible on this deck, until in the early hours of one morning, fate took a hand in Magda’s life.








  
  

Chapter three

April 14-15, 1912





Magda was content as the mighty ship ploughed forcefully through the sea and she walked gracefully along the ship’s promenade deck. It was dark and cold, but the gay music from the ballroom washed over her and Magda reflected on her soon to be new life. She smiled at a passing ship’s officer, knowing full well he, and many others, secretly desired to get to know her better. But she considered most men to be beneath her and treated them to a smile, but a smile hiding her cold contempt. Not for her the drudgery of a scullery maid in a big American household, or the wife of a lowly ship’s officer. Magda would control her life, not her parents and certainly not her husband. In her new life, she would be the mistress, the power behind the throne to such a mansion that she had never suspected she would see inside. Magda had one goal in America, to gain money and power. 

At only twenty-years of age she would become the wife of a man twice her age, a man she had never met. She had of course seen him; at least, she had seen a photograph. Not at all the same thing, she readily admitted, but it was better than nothing. Yes, he was overweight and yes; he was no doubt hungry for knowledge of her body. Magda would ignore those small facts. The bigger fact was that he was rich. Rich, powerful and more than capable of being manipulated and moulded into something Magda could manage, someone she could control. In preparation she had diligently learned English, perfecting her accent so that not a trace of her own language could be detected. She was ready for this challenge, ready for anything the world could throw at her.

A steward passed by Magda and smiled at her. He was carrying blankets for a small group of passengers chatting near the stern promenade. He had seen Magda many times and often day-dreamed of talking to her, maybe even taking her out for a drink in his local pub in Southampton. But Magda never smiled back at him, staring through him as if he didn’t exist. The shudder of the great liner brought him out of his reverie, and he looked round.

Magda too was shaken from her own thoughts and she also looked around. Suddenly realising she had walked almost the entire length of the ship and was now close to the stern, the bow to her rear. Magda turned and gasped, the cold night air blowing into her face causing her breath to form swiftly flowing clouds of water vapor. Against the backdrop of the ebony and bejewelled night sky, Magda saw something she had never seen in her life and instinctively backed away from it.

The ship shuddered once more and then lurched with shocking violence. Ice came crashing down onto the deck at the prow of the ship. Magda watched, fascinated, as the enormous iceberg crept inexorably along the side of the ship, dropping huge amounts of ice onto the luxury liner’s heaving and twisting deck as it passed by. With one last lurch, the ship veered away from the ice and Magda turned to her right to move away from the steadily falling ice.

Magda moved too slowly, her dress catching on a deck chair. The left side of Magda’s head was struck by a large piece of heavy ice, a piece of the brittle sea, the force of the blow cutting into her flesh and knocking Magda sideways to the ship’s rail and at the same time the ship lurched. As she fell, on that starry, cold, cold night in the Atlantic, blood poured from her wound and Magda Asparov fell into oblivion.


      [image: ]The darkness slowly gave way to a twilight world, a world that sparkled with light in a deep blue hue. She floated within a cocoon of soft grey, snuggling down into the softness, trying to fend off a deeply penetrating cold. Night came once more and once more the inky blackness took hold of her and enveloped her.


      [image: ]“You can’t have that, Pieter!”

Magda stamped her feet in anger and frustration as her brother threw another stick into the apple tree branches. The last remaining bright red fruit was ready to drop and would fall to the one that caught it, and Magda’s brother was better at playing catch than she was.

“Pieter!”

Her brother didn’t take his eye off the prize. “Father says you should call me Peter, for the sake of the American.”

“Hah!” Maggie snorted her derision but turned back towards the house and looked nervously at the large and expensive horse and carriage that had brought their American visitor from the city. He was here to meet the family, to ask a few questions and then he would depart, so her Father had said. But Magda wasn’t stupid, she was clever in her own way. She may have been in her late teens, but she still had the head of a wily woman. She had seen the way the American had looked at her, like a child in a sweet factory, but with pure lust in that lascivious gaze. Magda instinctively knew about men, and what men wanted. She wouldn’t give away her body to any man except for a price. Love never came into her mind when she thought about men and their desires. Magda was cool, calculating, and full of her own needs. The price for her compliance in a relationship was high, and it was too high for anyone she had so far encountered… except maybe this American. They had never met, or spoken, but even from a distance she could see the look in his eyes.

She knew her father had money problems. His business, canning fruits, and vegetables had been bought by a large company, but the price they paid had not been what her father had wanted. She knew he’d been cheated; that he was too weak and docile to act, which made her job that much easier, because she took what she wanted, always.

“Got it!”

Peter’s cry jolted Magda back into reality and she stamped her feet once more when she saw him bite into the juicy and sweet apple. “That was mine,” she screamed.

The boy looked back at her, his blond fringe flying in his face as the wind picked up. “Finders keepers,” he said, taking another bite.

Before he could say or do another thing, Magda had picked up a fallen branch and hit the apple out of her brother’s hand, then proceeded to beat him across the back and arms. Wherever she could land the blows she did, all the while admonishing him for stealing what she knew was rightfully her apple. Magda’s anger knew no bounds when she felt cheated.


      [image: ]The cold was beginning to bite into her. Fingers and toes were burning, becoming numb, despite the thick ship’s blankets she was wrapped in. Her dream was broken, and the memories of her past life slipped away to lay dormant in the recesses of her mind. Briefly Magda became aware of her surroundings. She saw ice as well as splintered wood from the life-raft she had fallen into when she fell overboard. The small craft had broken her fall, then it had broken free from its divots. Falling down onto a breakaway berg from the behemoth of ice that had dealt the death blow to the ship, Magda, unconscious from the blow to her head, had been unaware even as it crashed into the ice that saved her from drowning.

While hundreds around her drowned and the great ship broke in two and sank, Magda’s icy saviour twisted and turned in the great convulsions of water that saw the passing of the Titanic. Magda, in her stupor, her body reacting to the cold, huddled down into the wrecked life raft and found a saviour in the multiple blankets a hurrying steward had thrown on top of her just as the divots had broken. The steward had watched in horror as the raft fell away but was then himself hit by a mass of ice as the berg had crashed into the ship. He was the first fatality on that starry night, but his actions had saved Magda.








  
  

Chapter four

A Disaster Unfolds





The ship ploughed its way through the dark and still waters of the northern Atlantic, heedless of any danger to itself. Her captain had called for full power and her crew had obliged obediently. In the time before the dawn, all those on board who were awake knew something was amiss. A Cunard Line ship usually made her way calmly and sedately through these waters, especially this time of year where loose icebergs were a danger. But this ship was on a mission, a rescue mission, to save as many souls from certain death as was possible. 

Some passengers had been woken by the noise from the ship's engines and the crew hastening to make ready to take survivors on-board. Some were confused by the determination of the crew and some realised something was amiss. A few, a very few, knew this could only mean a ship was sinking and needed assistance. As the dawn approached people on deck could see icebergs in the distance, some so large that were they to hit one it would doom the ship. But their captain knew his job. Despite only being in command for three months, the captain had ensured his crew were well trained and diligent, as was he himself.

On deck, crew and passengers alike felt the ship slowing and those on look-out were calling out that they had seen something in the dark water. It was a calm sea and so the lookouts had no trouble spotting the first lifeboat. The ship slowed once more and manoeuvred itself toward the lifeboat. Passengers and crew were dismayed at the sight of a lifeboat with so few people in it. It didn’t seem to make any sense. But as time went by, it was apparent that this would be the norm as more lifeboats were spotted and few were full.

The ship continued the search of the area where the Titanic had sunk. By now, all on board were awake and most were only now realising they were witnessing a disaster of epic proportions. A ship considered unsinkable, lost and a loss of life so large that all were stunned into silence. They watched as survivors, so pitifully few, were brought aboard the Carpathia.

The captain, Arthur Rostron, gave the order to head for New York, the nearest port. He also ordered his Marconi man to send out urgent messages to any ships nearby to come at once and search for survivors, though he doubted anymore survivors would be found now. Captain Rostron knew those who didn’t make it into a lifeboat and had jumped into the sea, even wearing lifejackets, were most likely dead due to the extreme cold. His crew had managed to find four dead victims, and he ordered a burial at sea.

Rostron’s Marconi man reported several ships were on their way. Some had changed course, and some were coming from the nearest ports. By the time these ships arrived, Rostron felt certain there would be little hope of finding anyone alive.








  
  

Chapter five

Rescue Mission





A disaster at sea is every sailor’s nightmare, but when the disaster happened to someone else and you have failed to give assistance, that would have repercussions. 

“A message, you say. A distress call, no less, that has taken,” the Captain paused and looked at the top of the notepaper, “almost two hours to reach us?” Captain Richard Blackmore slammed the paper onto his desk and looked up at his Marconi operator. “This is the second time in as many days, Mr Archer. And this is now an emergency and I have no doubt people have lost their lives due to your stupidity. A ship is in distress, maybe even sunk by now, and we are but miles away. Anyone plunged into these freezing waters will last minutes, man. Minutes! Then they will most assuredly die. Minutes, Mr Archer! You said you were fully trained on the new telegraph equipment.”

“I am sir, fully trained, but…”

“But what?”

“The engineer said I must conserve battery power and turn the system off for several hours every night.”

“Out and out nonsense, even I know that, and I don’t even work for Marconi. Mr Archer, you, as an employee of Marconi, must understand you only answer to me on my ship. You are not part of the crew, but an employee of Marconi. Our esteemed engineer is a bully who preys on naïve young men. Since when is our brandy-soaked chief in charge of this vessel?” Blackmore’s fist had by now crumpled the message and was sore from the pounding his desk was taking.

Lord save us from stupidity.

Blackmore shoved the crumpled paper at Archer. “Take this and give it to the Conning Officer. Now get out of my sight,” Blackmore shouted at the young man, who seemed close to tears.

As his cabin door shut quietly, Blackmore grabbed the voice-tube that connected him to his bridge and blew in it.

“Bridge,” a tinny voice shrilled back at Blackmore.

“Mr James,” Blackmore said into the mouthpiece, “get a heading from the telegraph operator who is on his way up to you and change our course. We have a rescue mission on our hands, so full steam please. But, be aware we are perhaps heading into an icefield, not to mention debris from a sunken ship, so all available lookouts to their posts.”

“Aye, Sir, do we know the ship?”

There was a brief pause, James waited patiently.

“It’s the Titanic.” Blackmore heard a brief intake of breath. He knew his first officer well enough to know he would take that news well; despite the fact he also knew James’ nephew was a part of the Titanic’s crew.

“And Mr James.”

“Aye, Captain?” James’ Scottish brogue always had a calming effect on Blackmore.

“Lives are at stake, so full speed as soon as possible and if the engineer gives you trouble, throw him in the brig. In fact,” Blackmore paused for thought.

“Sir?”

“Throw him in the brig anyway and get Mr Lawrence to take over engineering.”

“Sir!” James’ incredulity was evident.

“Our esteemed colleague’s drunken stupidity may have killed people tonight. I’ll make sure he never works on a ship again. Blackmore out.” Blackmore sat back and ran his fingers through his dark hair and short beard. He felt the need for sleep but knew full well that he and his crew were not going to be sleeping any time soon. Blackmore picked up his binoculars and cap, placing the cap precisely on his head, followed by a quick glance in the mirror to ensure he was correctly attired. He was experienced enough to know his men looked up to him for leadership, and a shoddily dressed ship’s captain made for a shoddy ship’s crew. Blackmore’s cabin was immediately below the bridge, on the ship’s boat-deck and as he climbed the short way up to the bridge, he looked out at the bright starlight embedded in the inky blackness of the night sky. Blackmore entered the bridge, nodding to his first officer, Mr James. Blackmore stood on the bridge of The Lady Jane and waited for his ship to approach the designated co-ordinates before scanning for any signs of a ship in distress.

“Are you sure of the heading?”

“Aye, sir, and all hands are at their stations,” Archer confirmed.

“Very well.”

The steady throb of the engines and the calming effect of the sea washing round the prow had mellowed Blackmore somewhat.

“Mr James, did you take care of our drunken chief?”

“Aye, Sir. We took a little haranguing from him, but he’s safely locked up.” 

Mr James explained the engineer had paid no attention to the first officer explaining the Captain’s orders, other than to shout at him, drool and dribble running down his chin. 

Blackmore’s chief engineer was drunk again. He blamed himself for not insisting on a replacement. Blackmore doubted anything would be done because the chief was nephew to The Lady Jane’s owner, Gordon Bellagon, and Bellagon was subservient to his sister, the chief’s mother.

“What a tangled web we weave,” Blackmore muttered.

“When we practise to deceive,” the telegraph operator muttered in a low, absent-minded way.

“You like poetry, Mr Archer?”

“Not really, sir. I just remember the line for some reason.”

“Yes, me too. But it is true. A lot of lives could be lost tonight, and it’s all down to a tangled web of stupidity, as opposed to deceit, brought on by others. Take my advice, young man. Stand your ground when you know you are in the right.”

A voice, strong and clear, called out into the cold night. “Debris!” 

The first officer standing just outside the bridge shouted the obvious question. “Where away?” and looked up into the main mast area. After a second or two looking to the port side, Mr James shouted, “Ten degrees port captain and it's quite a distance…”

“I see it, thank you. Helm new heading.” Blackmore’s bridge crew had been with him a long time and they knew the ropes. Without needing any help from him, The Lady Jane changed her heading and Mr James barked orders to the crew. The steamer’s prow spray was now visible as dawn approached and the little steamer changed direction. Fate had taken a hand in human affairs and was also shaping Blackmore’s future.


      [image: ]The scene of debris, bodies, capsized-boats, flotsam, and a mass of small icebergs scattered across a wide expanse of freezing Ocean sent a chill down Blackmore’s spine. It wasn’t the chill of the cold; it was the chill of desperation those people experienced in their last moment before a cold death took them. It was an unworldly scene, almost like a surreal painting. Everywhere he looked was as still and silent as a grave. Blackmore nodded to himself, realising that was exactly what he was looking at. The Titanic was now at the bottom of the Ocean and with it were the lost souls who perished with her. Another vessel, the Carpathia, had been on the scene but had already departed for New York with the survivors. Blackmore had been tasked with searching for more survivors if that were possible in this frozen and lifeless scene before him.

The telegraph operator had brought Blackmore more bad news, news that made Blackmore seriously doubt the usefulness of the new telegraph technology. 

“Let me understand what you are saying, Mr Archer. The message we received was a day older than it said. And you are saying somebody else sent this message, not the Carpathia?”

Archer stood his ground but was instinctively feeling like a schoolboy up before the headmaster. “It was very confusing with a lot of extraneous chatter, sir. It was hard to understand what was going on. It could have been Carpathia, even the California who insisted they had warned Titanic about the icebergs, sir.”

“So, this disaster was never going to be anything other than a disaster. We could not have got here any sooner because what warning we received was garbled and unhelpful, at the very least?”

“Aye, Captain.”

Blackmore dismissed the young telegraph-man and shook his head. They had been combing the area with long boats for hours and could find no trace of life. It was a hopeless task and miracles didn’t usually happen in real-life. The bridge had several people searching through binoculars, but the feeling of hopelessness was beginning to affect them all.

A pointless task. All long dead.

But as he thought that gloomy, miserable thought, he could see a sailor signalling from a longboat quite a distance out.

“What are they signalling?” Blackmore asked. Mr James followed Blackmore’s stare and put his powerful binoculars to his eyes.

“I don’t believe it, Sir, they have found a survivor.”

“Get them back here as soon as possible and alert the ship’s medical officer. Pray to God we’re in time.”

Time seemed to move slowly as the ship’s longboat was rowed back to The Lady Jane.


      [image: ]Blackmore was in his cabin with a handful of his officers. All watched helplessly as medical officer Bell examined the young woman. A beautiful fragile young woman.

“She’s close to death. It’s a miracle she survived,” Bell whispered as he examined  her.

Outside the cabin half a dozen others were jostling for position to gawp through the windows.

Maybe miracles do sometimes happen.

“Will she live?” Blackmore asked in a whisper, as if his loud voice would crack the woman’s fragile beauty.

“I don’t know. She has hypothermia. I need to get her core heat back up to normal. Someone fetch warm blankets, towels, anything that will insulate her. I need to remove her wet clothing so all of you, out. And clear those men outside away. I need peace and quiet.. Now, dammit!”

Bell stood upright and stretched, looking around. “You too, Captain,” he said to the older man, cocking his eyebrow.

“But this is my cabin, I’m Captain.”

Bell laughed, cheerlessly. “You are Captain, but this room,” he waved an arm around, “is now a medical bay and I am in charge. I am a medical officer and my authority here is absolute. Please leave… now.”

Blackmore opened the door and walked out into the cold, bumping into the ship’s steward Mr Lee. Lee was carrying a pile of blankets and towels.

The small Chinese man looked up at his captain. “Solly.” Lee pushed the Captain aside and entered the cabin. The door to Blackmore’s cabin, his ex-cabin, slammed shut with an absolute finality.


      [image: ]“She was in a broken life-raft, partially frozen into a small berg?” Captain Blackmore knew he sounded incredulous. “She was alone, but wrapped in multiple blankets and virtually frozen into a splinter from the cold?” Blackmore’s voice carried the incredulity it deserved. It was as farfetched a story as he had ever heard.

The Bosun, George Nance, shuffled his feet, nervously. A man who in the face of danger would stand steadfast, but under his Captain’s hard stare he felt like a lost schoolboy.

“I cannot fathom it, Captain. I obviously don’t know the ins and outs of the matter, only what I and my crew seen and as to what we told Mr James, Sir.” 

The Bosun’s thick Cornish accent gave away his heritage and Blackmore knew he was looking at a highly trained ex British Royal Navy man. This Bosun wouldn’t know how to lie.

“Very well, we will see what the young lady remembers. Thank you for your time.”

“Sir,” the bosun said, saluting in the proper manner and turned to leave, but stopped. “She did say something,” he said, turning around to face Blackmore.

“She did? What?”

“I dunno what she said as it were foreign, Sir.”

“Foreign? She spoke French, German? What?”

“I would have said Russian, if memory serves.”

“Russian? You know Russian?”

The older man blushed and shook his head. “My Grand-pappy was Russian, a sailor during the Anglo-Russian war. Back in 1807 he and his ship, the Speshnoy, was captured in Portsmouth where they were docked and eventually, he joined the Royal Navy and retired in Cornwall.” 

“So, you know some Russian?”

The older man shook his head. “Not really, I just remember how my Grand-pappy sounded. The young lady said something that sounded Russian. Something like batko, but I’m not sure. We were a bit busy trying to get her across to our boat. It was a long time ago, sir, and my memory of Russian is not good.”

“Very well, bosun.” Blackmore was about to dismiss the man when a thought occurred to him. “Was she placed in the life-boat; do you think?” 

“Funny you should mention that, Captain. She was lying at an odd angle, almost as if she had fallen in. But the blankets were on top of her. It were, well, a bit odd, sir.”

“Very well, Bosun. Thank you for the information.”

As the man left, Blackmore shook his head and wondered what tales other crew members had to tell. 

But it wasn’t long before the Bosun’s story was forgotten.








  
  

Chapter six

The Loss





Matthew G. Turner III was not a man to show any emotions, except for one, anger. And when a man as powerful as he gets angry, people had better get out of his way. At least, that’s the way Turner saw himself. It was petulance alternating between anger that was his emotional forte. Turner was a driven man and the engine that drove him was a childish and petulant anger when things didn’t go his way. His anger was at his perceived failure in the eyes of his family for always being third-rate… “Third in name, third in business,” they would say, behind his back. Unlike the dynastic builders of his immediate forefathers, this Turner had a chip on his shoulder and an obvious inability to be a captain of industry. 

His paternal grandfather and his father had both excelled in business. The fruits of their labours was the GT&ST railway. Even the name of the business, General Turner & Senator Turner, told a story. Matthew’s granddaddy had been a General in Sam Houston’s army during the Texas Revolution. He made a name for himself in his 80th year by founding the GT&HG railway between Texas and California. Nobody in Turner’s dynasty could remember who HG was, though there was rumour of underhand dealings. Henry Turner was a wily old Scotsman who always seemed to get his own way.

His son, the said Senator Turner, was no less wily. Alexander Turner managed to win a seat in the US Senate, albeit for a brief period. It was oft said that Turner was happiest when in the company of very young women, which set tongues wagging and dark rumours flourished. Only months after gaining his seat, a Washington newspaper wrote that ‘Senator Turner made a speedy exit from the Senate, chased by Senator McLawrie.’ It was not reported that McLawrie had a seventeen-year-old daughter and that Alexander Turner’s exit was made all the speedier by McLawrie blasting away at Turner with a scattergun.

While all this had taken place Turner I and II had still managed to build an empire. Turner III had achieved exactly the opposite and managed to fritter away a fortune. Yet he still lived as a man of means, which meant the debts were mounting up. But he was a Turner, and as such he was wily. With a business plan that had one simple rule, rob Peter to pay Paul, Turner took up acquiring small businesses and stripping their assets to turn a quick profit. Acquiring is a somewhat loose term and many a poor businessman reported to the authorities that they had been swindled. Evidence had never been forthcoming in any of the complaints filed, mainly due to threats against life, limb, and family. Turner ruined many of the finest names in Texas, by fair means or foul, simply to get his hands on the assets to turn a quick buck.

So successful was he at this, he soon rose to prominence in society, not as a paragon of virtue but as a man to be avoided at all costs. So much so, when the time came for Turner to make a marriage his family would be proud of, he had to look overseas for love as no family in the south, let alone Texas, would contemplate any type of proposal for their daughters.

Turner and his agents scoured Europe, mainly in the east, where families were only too eager to sell-off unwanted daughters. The price was low, and these girls were beauties. Turner had settled on one girl, a raven-haired beauty called Magda. But only then did he find that beauty was a side issue. Magda’s family had fallen on hard times and the once prosperous, even noble family, needed money and Magda’s aging parents had one other asset, apart from their beautiful daughter. They owned land in America. And this prized possession was, unknown to the family, their greatest asset, because this land was in the District of Alaska. Though to most it was a worthless piece of land, it was close to the Yukon territory in Canada, close to the booming Gold-rush towns. There was even talk of oil being there. This was their outstanding asset, and they would not sell it. But they were prepared to sell their daughter and Turner was prepared to pay good money for Magda’s hand and control of any assets found under that land. And if Magda was not compliant when they were married, then she would have an unfortunate accident. Magda Asparov’s family were not the only ones who had fallen on hard times, and Turner’s needs were greater than the Asparovs. 

The price was met, money was transferred by a Swiss bank which had been fraught with problems. So much so, Turner felt the need to use his fixer to smooth over certain negotiations. There was no point being powerful if you were unable to grease the wheels or even derail certain runaway trains. Turner congratulated himself on a job well done and made his way back to the US without even speaking to the girl in person. He had travelled to meet the family, briefly, and had seen the girl from a distance. The parents had shown him a crumpled photograph, and he was taken with her beauty and of course her age was also a deciding factor. The Turner family penchant for young girls had found its way down the ages to him. 

Now, months later, she was on her way to him and would be arriving in New York within days. Matthew Turner III could not wait and was getting more and more excited as the weeks became days. But Turner had not been idle in the weeks he had waited. He had the land in Alaska surveyed, assessed and even a small drilling had taken place. His suspicions had been correct, the land was worth millions of dollars and the Asparovs had no idea. Magda’s parents simply wanted the land to go to their daughter and young son, Peter. They had a notion that farming was the way forward and Turner had even encouraged that belief through his agent, who was paid handsomely to keep the truth of the land’s real worth from the Asparovs. Turner loved the intrigue of it all.

And then it was time to go to New York and collect his prize. Because that was what Magda was, to Turner, a prize, a possession, something not to love and cherish, but to have, to own, to dominate and to do with as he so desired. Like some feudal warlord in old England, Turner felt the need to control all that he possessed, even more so because his new asset held the key to his future wealth. He would of course nurture and look after Magda, but what he would not do is pander to her every whim. He, Matthew Turner III, would control this new family dynasty, not Magda Asparov. 

The streets of New York and society had heard little else than the awful stories filtering through from official channels. No one was certain of fact or fiction as such many believed the more lurid details rather than the mundane fact that so many had lost their lives. News of the tragedy at sea, of the sinking of the great liner that carried Magda to him, did not reach Turner until he arrived at New York. It was only as he arrived at the dock at the appointed time for the arrival of the great liner that he discovered the days old news that the ship was lost, with many of the passengers and crew dead and gone.

Turner was less concerned about his intended’s wellbeing than working out how he would recover his costs and still gain control of the Alaskan oil field, if indeed Magda had perished. Practical as ever, Turner took rooms in one of New York’s finest hotels and awaited developments, whiling the time away gambling, drinking, and entertaining a certain type of lady.


      [image: ]Others, only days earlier, had been less stoical and altogether more strident in their mourning. British grief seemed to be aloof, their feelings well hidden, while people from a Mediterranean background were much more inclined to wear their heart on their sleeve. That’s not to say those of eastern European descent and therefore less hot-blooded, like the British, were calm and above histrionics. When news of the disaster hit Ukraine, one family who lived a bleak existence in Kiev were moved beyond grief. The Asparov family were distraught at the loss of their beloved daughter.

And yet, they did not officially know that Magda had perished. There was confusion all round and information from the White Star agents was at first contradictory. Their grief may have turned to hope had they known that when Magda arrived in Southampton, England, ready to start the final part of her journey on the magnificent Titanic, the first thing she did was to visit the offices of the White Star line and have the ship’s manifest changed to reflect her new status. Thus, Magda Asparov became Mrs Magdalene Turner despite the fact no marriage had taken place. Magda had therefore, by her own hand, sealed her fate forever. There would be no going back now.








  
  

Chapter seven

Maggie





Nature takes its own counsel and its own course. Nature’s overriding loyalty is to nature and nature decided to cure Magda of all but one of her ills. 

Magda awoke with a start, sat up, looked around the small cabin that had been Captain Blackmore’s and spoke for the first time in many days. “Where am I?”

Apart from a croaky voice, Magda’s English was excellent due to good tuition from a family friend, though her accent didn’t sound eastern European, rather there was an almost musical lilt to her voice.

A stirring at her side caught her eye and Magda observed a handsome man in a chair, mid to late thirties, dark hair, a short beard and, as he opened sleepy eyes, she saw the deepest blue eyes. The man suddenly sat upright, and Magda smiled at his sudden realisation that she was awake.

“I’m sorry, I woke you up.” she said quietly, “I didn’t realise there was anyone else in the room.”

“Oh, that’s fine,” the man said. “I’m glad you’re awake after all this time. How do you feel?”

“Sleepy, groggy, a little sick,” she murmured, touching the left side of her head, and realising her head was swathed in bandages. “What happened? Where am I?” She said the words with a touch of pathos that made the captain’s heart skip a beat. It was at that moment he knew the truth of his feelings. He and the doctor had taken turns watching over their patient, and he had studied the young woman’s face long and hard. He was so taken with the delicate beauty of this woman that he felt something long buried stirring in his chest. Now his stomach was in knots and he was tongue tied.

Magda searched the Captain’s eyes, looking for an answer to her question, but all she saw was an innate yearning, a desire she did not yet understand.

“I…” Blackmore said, stumbling over his words. You stupid fool, pull yourself together. Grow up, man. But another voice told him he didn’t want to grow up, he wanted desperately to hold her hand, tell her everything is fine and smile at her.

“I don’t remember,” Magda suddenly said, panic in her voice.

Instinctively, Blackmore took her hands in his and looked at her sad, soulful eyes.

“You don’t remember the ship? The iceberg?”

Magda began to cry, tears rolling ever downwards across her cheeks. “I do not know who I am!” She wailed. “Who am I? What is my name!"


      [image: ]“I have no idea,” the medical officer said with a shrug. “I’m a quack doctor who knows a lot about wounds of the body but nothing about the human mind. I assume the blow to the head she received has caused amnesia. Does that answer your question, Captain?”

It didn’t answer Blackmore’s question, but there was little more to be said and after a curt thank you, Blackmore made his way up to the bridge. The Lady Jane was now back on course to New York, but as he entered the bridge the First Officer acknowledged the Captain with pleading eyes, as did the other crew members on the bridge. Everyone on board, it seemed, wanted to know how the patient was. But there were no answers.

“Mr James, I’m going down to my… our guest’s cabin, for a short while. I’ll be with you to discuss ship’s business as soon as possible.”

Blackmore left the bridge and slowly made his way down to his old cabin. He knocked lightly on the cabin door and waited for the polite request to enter before opening the door.
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