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To my children, Laura Juliet, 

Samuel Gordon, 

and Jennifer Rose, 

Whogave me the heart, the blood, and the bones of thl      'sbook, Viii                    A c k n o w I e d g m e n t s

MacKnnon Taylor, and his brother Hamish Taylor, for their most helpful suggestions and corrections of Gaelic spelling and usages; and as always, the various members of the CompuServe Literary Forum, including Janet McConnaughey, Matte Brengle, Akua Lezli Hope, John L. Myers, John E. Simpson, Jr., Sheryl Smith, Alit, Norman Shimmel, Walter Ha,,,,,n, Kareu Pershing, Margaret Ball, Paul Solyn, Diane Engel, David Chaifetz, and man\, others, for being interested, providing useful discussion, and laughing in the right places. 

Prologue

When I was small, I never wanted to step I        .n puddles. Not because of anyfear of drowned worms or 7vet stockings; I was by and large a grubby child, with a blissful disregard for filth of any kind. 
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It was because I couldn't bring myself to believe that that perfect smooth expanse was no more than a thin film of water over solid earth. I believed it was an opening into some fathomless space. Sometimes, seeing the tiny ripples caused by my approach, I thought the puddle impossibly deep, a bottomless sea I         .n which the lazy coil of tentacle andgleam of scale lay bidden, with the threat of huge bodies and sharp teeth adrift and silent in the far-down depths. 

And then, looking down into reflection, I would see my own roundface andfrizzled hair against afeatureless blue sweep, and think instead that the puddle was the entrance to another sky. if I stepped in there, I would drop at once, and keep onfalling, on and on, into blue space. 

The only time I would dare to walk through a puddle was at twilight, when the evening stars came out. If I looked in the water and saw one lighted pinprick there, I could splash through unafraid-for if I sbouldfall into the puddle and on into space, I could grab hold of the star as I passed, and be safe. 

Even now, when I see a puddle in my path, my mind half-balts -though myfeet do not-then hurries on, with only the echo of the thought left behind. 

What if, this time, you fall? 

I

The Corbies' Feast

Many a Highland chieftain fought, Many a gallant man did fall. Death itself were dearly bought, 

All for Scotland's King and law. 

-"Will Te No Come Back Again" 

APRIL 16, 1746

e was dead. However, his nose throbbed painfully, which he thought odd in the circumstances. While he placed considerable trust in the understanding and mercy of his Creator, he harbored

that residue of elemental guilt that made all men fear the chance of hell. Still, all he had ever heard of hell made him think it unlikely that the torments reserved for its luckless inhabitants could be restricted to a sore nose. 

On the other hand, this couldn't be heaven, on several counts. For one, he didn't deserve it. For another, it didn't look it. And for a third, he doubted that the rewards of the blessed included a broken nose, anv more than those of the damned. 

While he had always thought of Purgatory as a gray sort of place, the faint reddish light that hid everything around him seemed suitable. His mind was clearing a bit, and his power to reason was coming back, if slowly. Someone, he thought rather crossly, ought to see him and tell him just what the sentence was, until he should have suffered enough to be purified, and at last to enter the Kingdom of God. Whether he was expecting a demon or an angel was uncertain. He had no idea of the staffing requirements of Purgatory; it wasn't a matter the dominie had addressed in his schooldays. 

While waiting, he began to take stock of whatever other torments he Might be required to endure. There were numerous cuts, gashes, and bruises here and there, and he was fairly sure he'd broken the fourth finger of his right hand again-difficult to protect it, the way it stuck out so stiff, with the joint frozen. None of that was too bad, though. What else? 
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4                             Diana Gabaldon

Claire. The name knifed across his hcart,,vith a pain that was more racking, than anything his body had ever been called on to withstand. 

If he had had an actual body anymore, he ,vas sure it would have doubled up in agony. He had known it would be like this, when he sent her back to the stone circle. Spiritual anguish could be taken as a standard condition in Purgatory, and he had expected all along that the pain of separation would be his chief punishiricrit-sufficient, he thought, to atone for ariNthing he'd ever done: murder and betrayal included. 

He did not know whether persons in Purgatory were allowed to pray or not, but tried anyway. Lord, he prayed, that she may be safe. She and the child. He was sure she ,vould have made it to the circle itself; only two months gone with child, she was still light and fleet of foot-and the most stubbornly determined woman he had ever met. But whether she had managed the dangerous transition back to the place from which she had comesliding precariously through whatever mysterious layers lay between then and now, powerless in the grip of the rock-that he could never kno"N             T, and the thought of it was enough to make him forget even the throbbing in his nose. 

He resumed his interrupted inventory of bodily ills, and became inordinately distressed at the discovery that his left leg appeared to be missing. Sensation stopped at the hip, with a sort of pins-and-needles tingling at the joint. Presumably he would get it back in due time, either when he finall% arrived in Heaven, or at the least, at judgment Day. And after all, his brother-in-law Ian managed very well on the wooden peg he wore to replace hi's missing leg. 

Still, his vanity was troubled. Ah, that must be it; a punishment meant to cure him of the sin of vanitv. He mentally set his teeth, determined to accept whatever came to him with fortitude, and such humility as he could manage. Still, he couldn't help reaching an exploratory hand (or whatever he was using for a hand) tentatively downward, to see just where the limb now ended. 

The hand struck something hard, and the fingers tangled in wet, snarled hair. He sat up abruptlv, and with some effort, cracked the layer of dried blood that had sealed his eyelids shut. Memory flooded back, and lic groaned aloud. He had been mistaken. This was hell. But James Fraser was unfortunately not dead, after all. 

The body of a man lay across his own. Its dead weight crushed his left leg, explaining the absence of fccling. The head, heavy as a spent cannonball, pressed facedown into his abdomen, the clamp-matted hair a dark spill on tile wet linen of his shirt. He jerked upward in sudden panic; the head rolled

Voyager                                           5

sideways into his lap and a half-open eye stared sightlessly up behind the sheltering strands of hair. 

It was Jack Randall, his fine red captain's coat so dark with the wet it looked almost black. Jamie made a ftimbling effort to push the body away, but found himself amazingly weak; his hand splayed feebly against Randall's shoulder, and the elbow of his other arm buckled suddenly as he tried to support himself. He found himself lying once more flat on his back, the s1ceting sky pale gray and whirling dizzily overhead. Jack Randall's head moved obscenely up and down on his stomach with each gasping breath. 
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He pressed his hands flat against the boggy ground-the water rose up cold through his fingers and soaked the back of his shirt-and wriggled sideways. Some warmth was trapped between them; as the limp dead weight slid slowly free, the freezing rain struck his newly exposed flesh with a shock like a blow, and he shivered violently with sudden chill. As he squirmed on the ground, struggling with the crumpled, mudstained folds of his plaid, he could hear sounds above the keening of the April wind; far-off shouts and a moaning and wailing, like the calling of ghosts in the wind. And overall, the raucous calling of crows. Dozens of crows, from the sound. 

That was strange, he thought dimly. Birds shouldn't fly in a storm like this. A final heave freed the plaid from under him, and he fumbled it over his body. As he reached to cover his legs, he saw that his kilt and left leg were soaked with blood. The sight didn't distress him; it seemed only vaguely interesting, the dark red smears a contrast to the grayish green of the moor plants around him. The echoes of battle faded from his ears, and he left Culloden Field to the calling of the crows. 

He was wakened much later by the calling of his name. "Fraser! Jamie Fraser! Are ye here?" 

No, he thought groggily. I'm not. Wherever he had been while unconsciOus, it was a better place than this. He lay in a small declivity, half-filled With water. The slecting rain had stopped, but the wind hadn't; it whined over the moor, piercing and chilling. The sky had darkened nearly to black; it Must be near evening, then. 

saw him go down here, I tell ve. Right near a big clump of gorse." The voice was at a distance, fading as it argued with someone. 

There was a rustle near his ear, and he turned his head to see the crow. It stood on the grass a foot away, a blotch of wind-ruffled black feathers, regarding him with a bead-bright eye. Deciding that he posed no threat, it swiveled its neck with casual ease and jabbed its thick sharp bill into Jack Randall's eve. 

Diana Gabaldon
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Jamie jerked up with a cry of revulsion and a flurry of movement that sent the crow flapping off, squawking with alarm. 

"Ay! Over there!" 

There was a squelching through boggy ground, and a face before him, and the welcome feel of a hand on his shoulder. 

"He's alive! Come on, MacDonald! D've lend a hand here; he'll no be -,valkin' on his own." There were four of them, and with a good deal of effort, they got him up, arms draped helpless about the shoulders of Ewan Cameron and lain MacKinnon. 

He wanted to tell them to leave him; his purpose had returned to him with the waking, and he remembered that he had meant to die. But the sweetness of their company was too much to resist. The rest had restored the feeling in his dead leg, and he knew the seriousness of the wound. He would die soon in anv case; thank God that it need not be alone, in the dark. 

"Water?" The edge of the cup pressed against his lip, and he roused himself long enough to drink, careful not to spill it. A hand pressed briefly against his forehead and dropped away without comment. 

He was burning; he could feel the flames behind his eyes when he closed them. His lips were cracked and sore from the heat, but it was better than the chills that came at
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intervals. At least when he was fevered, he could lic still; the shaking of the chills woke the sleeping demons in his leg. 

Murtagh. He had a terrible feeling about his godfather, but no memory to give it shape. MUrtagh was dead; he knew that must be it, but didn't know why or how he knew. A good half of the Highland army was dead, slaughtered on the moor-so much he had gathered from the talk of the men in the farmhouse, but he had no memory of the battle himself. He had fought with armies before, and knew such loss of memory was not uncommon in soldiers; he had seen it, though never before suffered it himself. He knc-,,,, the memories would come back, and hoped he would be dead before they did. He shifted at the thought, and the movement sent a jolt of white-hot pain through his leg that made him groan. 

"All right, Jamie?" Ewan rose on one elbow next to him, worried face Nvan in the da,,vning light. A bloodstained bandage circled his head, and thcrc were rustv stains on his collar, from the scalp wound left by a bullet's graze. 

"Aye, I'll do." He reached Lip a hand and touched ENVan's shoulder in gratitude. Ewan patted it, and lay back down. 

The crows were back. Black as night themselves, they had gone to roost with the darkness, but with the dawn thev were back-birds of war, the corbies had come to fcast on the flesh of the fallen. It could as well be his own eyes the cruel beaks picked out, he thought. He could feel the shape ot his evcballs beneath his lids, round and hot, tasty bits of jcllv rolling restless

to and fro, looking vainly for oblivion, while the rising sun turned his lids a dark and bloody red. 

Four of the men were gathered near the single window of the farmhouse, talking quietly together. 

-Make a run for it?" one said, with a nod outside. "Christ, man, the best of us can barely stagger-and there's six at least canna walk at all." 

,If ye can go, be going," said a man from the floor. He grimaced toward his own leg, wrapped in the remains of a tattered quilt. "Dinna linger on our account." Duncan MacDonald turned from the window with a grim smile, shaking his head. The window's light shone off the rough planes of his face, deepening the lines of fatigue. 

"Nay, we'll bide," he said. "For one thing, the English are thick as lice on the ground; ye can see them swarm from the window. There's no man would get away whole from Drumossie now." 

"Even those that fled the field yesterday will no get far," MacKinnon put in softly. "Did ye no hear the English troops passing in the night at the quick-march? D'ye think it will be hard for them to hunt down our ragtag lot?" 

There was no response to this; all of them knew the answer too well. Many of the Highlanders had been barely able to stand on the field before the battle, weakened as they were by cold, fatigue, and hunger. 

Jamie turned his face to the wall, praying that his men had started early enough. Lallybroch was remote; if they could get far enough from Culloden, it was unlikely they would be caught. And yet Claire had told him that Cumberland's troops would ravage the Highlands, ranging far afield in their thirst for revenge. 

The thought of her this time caused only a wave of terrible longing. God, to have her here, to lay her hands on him, to tend his wounds and cradle his head in her lap. But she was gone-gone away two hundred years from him -and thank the Lord that she was! Tears
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trickled slowly from under his closed lids, and he rolled painfully onto his side, to hide them from the others. 

Lord, that she might be safe, he prayed. She and the child. 

Toward midafternoon, the smell of burning came suddenly on the air, wafting through the glassless window. It was thicker than the smell of blackPowder smoke, pungent, with an underlying odor that was faintlv horrible in Its reminiscent smell of roasting meat. 

"They are burning the dead," said MacDonald. He had scarcely moved from his seat bv the window in all the time thcv had been in the cottage. He

8                           Diana Gabaldon

looked like a dcath's-hcad himself, hair coal-black and matted with dirt, scraped back from a face in which every bone showed. 

Here and there, a small, flat crack sounded on the moor. Gunshots. The coups de grace, administered by those English officers with a sense of cornpassion, before a tartan-clad wretch should be stacked on the pyre with his luckier fc1lows. When Jamie looked up, Duncan MacDonald still sat by the window, but his eyes were closed. Next to him, Ewan Cameron crossed himself. "May we find as much mercy," he whispered. They did. It was just past noon on the second day when booted feet at last approached the farmhouse, and the door swung open on silent leather hinges. 

"Christ." It was a muttered exclamation at the sight within the farmhouse. The draft from the door stirred the fetid air over grimed, bedraggled, bloodstained bodies that lay or sat huddled on the packed-dirt floor. 

There had been no discussion of the possibility of armed resistance; they had no heart and there was no point. The Jacobitcs simply sat, waiting the pleasure of their visitor. He was a major, all fresh and new in an uncreased uniform, with polished boots. After a moment's hesitation to survey the inhabitants, he stepped inside, his lieutenant close behind. 

"I am Lord Melton," he said, glancing around as though seeking the leader of these men, to whom his remarks might most properly be addressed. Duncan MacDonald, after a glance of his own, stood slowly, and inclincd

his head. "Duncan MacDonald, of Glen Richie," he said. "And othcrs"-he waved a hand"late of the forces of His Majesty, King James." 

"So 1 surmised," the Englishman said dryly. He was young, in his early thirties, but he carried himself with a seasoned soldier's confidence. He looked deliberately from man to man, then reached into his coat and produced a folded sheet of paper. 

"I have here an order from His Grace, the Duke of Cumberland," he said. "Authorizing the immediate execution of any man found to have engaged ir, the treasonous rebellion just past." He glanced around the confines of the cottage once more. "Is there any man here who claims innocence of trcason? " 

There was the faintest breath of laughter from the Scots. Innocence, with the smoke of battle still black on their faces, here on the edge of the slaugh_ ter-field? 

"No, my lord," said MacDonald, the faintest of smiles on his lips. "Traitors all. Shall we be hanged, then?" 

Melton's face twitched in a small grimace of distaste, then settled back into Voyager                                         9

inipassivitY. He was a slight man, with small, fine bones, but carried his authority well, nonetheless. 
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-you will be shot," he said. "You have an hour, in which to prepare yourselves." He hesitated, shooting a glance at his lieutenant, as though afraid to sound overgenerous before his subordinate, but continued. "If any of you wish writing materials-to compose a letter, perhaps-the clerk of my company will attend you." He nodded brieflv to MacDonald, turned on his heel, and left. 

it was a grim hour. A few men availed themselves of the offer of pen and ink, and scribbled doggedly, paper held against the slanted wooden chimney for lack of another firm writing surface. Others prayed quietly, or simply sat, waiting. 

MacDonald had begged mercy for Giles McMartin and Frederick Murray, arguing that they were barely seventeen, and should not be held to the same account as their elders. This request was denied, and the boys sat together, white-faced against the wall, holding each other's hands. 

For them, Jamie felt a piercing sorrow-and for the others here, loyal friends and gallant soldiers. For himself, he felt only relief. No more to worry, nothing more to do. He had done all he could for his men, his wife, his unborn child. Now let this bodily miscry be ended, and he would go grateful for the peace of it. 

More for form's sake than because he felt the need of it, he closed his eyes and began the Act of Contrition, in French, as he always said it. Mon Dieu, je regrette . . . And yet he didn't; it was much too late for any sort of regret. 

Would he find Claire at once when he died, he wondered? Or perhaps, as he expected, be condemned to separation for a time? In any case, he would see her again; he clung to the conviction much more firmlv than he cmbraced the tenets of the Church. God had given her to him; He would restore her. 

Forgetting to pray, he instead began to conjure her face behind his eyelids, the curve of check and temple, a broad fair brow that always moved him to kiss it, just there, in that small smooth spot between her eyebrows, just at the top of her nose, between clear amber eyes. He fixed his attention on the shape of her mouth, carefully imagining the full, sweet curve of it, and the taste and the feel and the joy of it. The sounds of praying, the penscratching and the small, choked sobs of Giles McMartin faded from his ears. It was midafternoon when Melton returned, this time vith six soldiers in attendance, as well as the Lieutenant and the clerk. Again, he paused in the doorway, but MacDonald rose before he could speak. 

"I'll go first," he said, and walked steadily across the cottage. As he bent his head to go through the door, though, Lord Melton laid a hand on his sleeve. 

"Will you give your full name, sir? My clerk will inakc note of it." 1 0

Diana Gabaldon
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MacDonald glanced at the clerk, a small bitter smile tugging at the corner of his mouth. 

"A trophy list, is it? Aye, well." He shrugged and drew himself upright. "Duncan William MacLeod MacDonald, of Glen Richie." He bowed politely to Lord Melton. "At your servicesir." He passed through the door, and shortly there came the sound of a single pistol-shot from near at hand. 

The boys were allowed to go together, hands still clutched tightly as they passed through the door. The rest were taken one by one, each asked for his name, that the clerk might

PDF Transform

PDF Transform

Y

Y

Y

er

Y

er

B

2

B

2

B

.0

B

.0

A

A

Click here to buy

Click here to buy

w

w

w

w

w . 

w

A B B YY.com

.A B BYY.com

make a record of it. The clerk sat on a stool by the door, head bent to the papers in his lap, not looking up as the men passed by. 

When it came Ewan's turn, Jamie struggled to prop himself on his elbmvs, and grasped his friend's hand, as hard as he could. 

"I shall see yc soon again," he whispered. 

Ewan's hand shook in his, but the Cameron only smiled. Then he leaned across simply and kissed Jamie's mouth, and rose to go. 

They left the six who could not walk to the last. 

11 James Alexander Malcolm MacKenzie Fraser," he said, speaking slowly to allow the clerk time to get it down right. "Laird of Broch Tuarach." Patiently, he spelled it, then glanced up at Melton. 

411 must ask your courtesy, my lord, to give me help to stand." Melton didn't answer him, but stared down at him, his expression of remote distaste altering to one of mingled astonishment and something like dawning horror. 

"Fraser?" he said. "Of Broch Tuarach?" 

"I am," Jamie said Patiently. Would the man not hurry a bit? Being resigned to being shot was one thing, but listening to your friends being killed in your hearing was another, and not just calculated to settle the nerves. His arms were trembling with the strain of propping him, and his bowels, not sharing the resignation of his higher faculties, were twitching with a gurgling dread. 

"Bloody hell," the Englishman muttered. He bent and peered at Jamie where he lay in the shadow of the wall, then turned and beckoned to his lieutenant. 

"Help me get him into the light," he ordered. They weren't gentle about it, and Jamie grunted as the movement sent a bolt of pain from his leg right up through the top of his head. It made him dizzy for a moment, and lie missed what Melton was saying to him. 

"Are you the Jacobite they call 'Red Jamie'?" he asked again, impatientlY. A streak of fear went through Jamie at that; let them know he was tile notorious Red Jamie, and they wouldn't shoot him. They'd take him ill chains to London to be tried-a prize of war. And after that, it would be the hangman's rope, and lying half strangled on the gallows platform while thO

slit his belly and ripped out his bowels. His bowels gave another long, rumbling gurgle; they didn't think much of the notion either. 

"No," he said, with as much firmness as he could manage. "Just get on wil it, eh?" ignoring this, Melton dropped to his knees, and ripped open the throat of Jamie's shirt. He gripped Jamie's hair and jerked back his head. 

"Damn!" Melton said. Melton's finger prodded him in the throat, just above the collarbone. There was a small triangular scar there, and this appeared to be what was causing his interrogator's concern. 

"James Fraser of Broch Tuarach; red hair and a three-corricred scar on his throat." Melton let go of the hair and sat back on his heels, rubbing his chin in a distracted sort of way. Then he pulled himself together and turned to the lieutenant, gesturing at the five men remaining in the farm cottage. 

"Take the rest," he ordered. His fair brows were knitted together in a deep frown. He stood over Jamie, scowling, while the other Scottish prisoners were removed. 

"I have to think," he muttered. "Damme, I must think!" 

"Do that," said Jamie, "if you're able. I must lie down, myself." They had propped him sitting against the far wall, his leg stretched out in front of him, but sitting upright after
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two days of lying flat was more than he could manage; the room was tilting drunkenly, and small flashing lights kept coming before his eyes. He leaned to one side, and eased himself down, hugging the dirt floor, eyes closed as he waited for the dizziness to pass. Melton was muttering under his breath, but Jamie couldn't make out the words; didn't care greatly in any case. Sitting up in the sunlight, he had seen his leg clearly for the first time, and he was fairly sure that he wouldn't live long enough to be hanged. The deep angry red of  inflammation spread from midthigh upward, much brighter than the remain ing smears of dried blood. The wound itself was purulent; with the stench of the other men lessening, he could smell the faint sweet-foul odor of the discharge. Still, a quick bullet through the head seemed much preferable to the pain and delirium of death by infection. Did You hear the bang? he wondered, and drifted off, the co ' 

ol pounded dirt smooth and comforting as a mother's breast under his hot cheek. lie wasn't really asleep, only drifting in a feverish doze, but Melton's voice in his ear jerked him to alertness. 

"Grey," the voice was saving, "John William Grev! Do you know that name? 

"No," he said, mazywith sleep and fever. "Look, man, either shoot me or go away, aye? I'm ill.,, 

"Near Carrvarrick." Melton's voice was prodding, impatient. "A boy, a fair-haired boy, about sixteen. You met him in the wood." 

Jamie squinted up at his tormentor. The fever distorted his vision, but 12
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there seemed something vaguely familiar about the fine-boned face aboi him, with those large, almost girlish eyes.                                               brother's "Oh," he said, catching a single face from the flood of images that swir1Q erratically through his brain. 

"The wee laddie that tried to kill me. Aye, 

mind him." He closed his eyes again. In the odd way of fever, one sensati seemed to blend into another. He had broken John William Grey's arm; t memory of the boy's fine bone beneath his hand became the bone of Clairc forearm as he tore her from the grip of the stones. The cool misty breez stroked his face with Claire's fingers. 

"Wake up, damn you!" His head snapped on his neck as Melton shoo: him impatiently. 

"Listcn to ine!" 

Jamie opened his eyes wearily. "Aye?" 

"John William Grey is my brother," Melton said. "He told me of hi

T                     I

meeting with N on. You spared his life, and he made you a promise-is t112 true?" With great effort, he cast his mind back. He had met the boy two da\, before the first battle of the rebellion; the Scottish victory at Prestonpan              .s The six months between then and now seemed a vast chasm; so much hac happened in between. 

"Aye, I recall. He promised to kill me. I dinna mind if you do it for hini, though." His eyelids were drooping again. Did he have to be awake in ordei to be shot? 

"He said he owed you a debt of honor, and he does." Melton stood up, dusting the knees of his breeches, and turned to his lieutenant, who had been watching the questioning with considerable bewilderment. 
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"It's the deuce of a situation, Wallace. This . . . this Jacobite sent is famous. You've heard of Red Jamie? The one on the broadsheets?" The Lieutenant nodded, looking curiously down at the bedraggled form in the dirt at his feet. Melton smiled bitterly. 

"No, lie doesn't look so dangerous now, does he? But he's still Red Jaiiiie Fraser, and His Grace would be more than pleased to hear of such an illustrious prisoner. They haven't yet found Charles Stuart, but a few wcll-k_no\NT Jacobites would please the crowds at Tower Hill nearly as much." 

"Shall I send a message to His Grace?" The Lieutenant reached for Iiis message box. 

"No!" Melton wheeled to glare down at his prisoner. "That's the difficultv! Besides being prime gallows bait, this filthv wretch is also the man wh" captured my youngest brother near Preston, and rather than shooting the brat, which is what he deserved, spared his life and returned him to his companions. Thus," lie said through his teeth, "incurring a bloody grot debt of honor upon my family!" 

"Dear me," said the Lieutenant. "So you can't give him to His GracC, after all." 46NO, blast it! I can't even shoot the bastard, without dishonoring           my sworn word!" The prisoner opened one eve. "I willna tell anyone if you don't," he suggested, and promptly closed it again. 

41Shut up!" Losing his temper entirely, Melton kicked the prisoner, who said nothing more. 

grunted at the impact, but

,Perhaps we could shoot him under an assumed name," the Lieutenant suggested helpfully. 

Lord Melton ga've his aide a look of withering scorn, then looked out the Window to judge the time.                                         ther executed ,It will be dark in three hours. I'll oversee the burial of the o

prisoners. Find a small wagon, and have it filled with hay. Find a driver-pick sorneone discreet, Wallace, that means bribable, Wallace-and have them here as soon as it's dark." red

,yes, sit. Er, sir? What about the prisoner?" The Lieutenant gestu diffidently toward the body on the floor. 

"What about him?  " Melton said brusquely. "He's too weak to crawl, let alone walk. He isn't going anywhere-at least n

here."                                                ot until the wagon gets "Wagon?" The prisoner was showing signs of life. In fact, under the red to raise himself onto one arm, Bloodstimulus of agitation, he had manag

shot blue eyes gleamcd wide with alarm, under the spikes of triatted red hair. "Where are ye sending me?" Turning from the door, Melton cast him a glance of intense dislike. that's where I'm "You're the laird of Broch Tuarach, aren't you? Well, sending you." 

"I dinna want to go home! I want to be shot"' 

The Englishmen exchanged a look.                                     ded. "Raving," the Lieutenant said significantly, and Melton nod

"I doubt he'll live through the jourricy-but his death won't be on rnv head, at least." n leaving Jamie Fraser quite The door shut firmly behind the Englishme alone-and still alive. 
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The Hunt Begins

INVERNESS

MAY 21 1968

f course he's dead!" Claire's voice was sharp with agitation; it rang loudly in the half-empty study, echoing among the rifled

0          bookshelves. She stood against the cork-lined wall like a prisoner awaiting a firing squad, staring from her daughter to Roger Wakefield and back again. I don't think so." Roger felt terribly tired. He rubbed a hand over his face, then picked up the folder from the desk; the one containing all the research he'd done since Claire and her daughter had first come to him, three weeks before, and asked his help. He opened the folder and thumbed slowly through the contents. The Jacobites of Culloden. The Rising of the '45. The gallant Scots who had rallied to the banner of Bonnie Prince Charlie, and cut through Scotland like a blazing sword-only to come to ruin and defeat against the Duke of Cumberland on the gray moor at Culloden. 

"Here," he said, plucking out several sheets clipped together. The archaic writing looked odd, rendered in the black crispness of a photocopy. "This is the muster roll of the Master of Lovat's regiment." 

He thrust the thin sheaf of papers at Claire, but it was her daughter, Brianna, who took the sheets from him and began to turn the pages, a slight frown between her reddish brows. 

"Read the top sheet," Roger said. "Where it says 'Officers.' 

"All right. 'Officers,' " she read aloud, " 'Simon, Master of Lovat' 

"The Young Fox," Roger interrupted. "Lovat's son. And five more names, right?" Brianna cocked one brow at him, but went on reading. 

" 'William Chisholm Fraser, Lieutenant; George D'Amerd Fraser Shaw, Captain; Duncan Joseph Fraser, Lieutenant; Bayard Murray Fraser, Major," she paused, swallowing, before reading the last name, " '. . . James Alcxallder Malcolm MacKenzie Fraser. Captain.' " She lowered the papers, looking a little pale. "My father." 

Claire moved quicklv to her daughter's side, squeezing the girl's arm. She Was pale, too. 

-Yes," she said to Roger. "I know he went to Culloden. When he left me . there at the stone circle . . . he meant to go back to Culloden Field, to rescue his men who were with Charles Stuart. And we know he did"-she nodded at the folder on the desk, its manila surface blank and innocent in the lamplight-"you found their names. But . . . but . . . Jamie . . ." Speaking the name aloud seemed to rattle her, and she clamped her lips tight. Now it was Brianna's turn to support her mother. 

"He meant to go back, you said." Her eyes, dark blue and encouraging, were intent on her mother's face. "He meant to take his men away from the field, and then go back to the battle." 

Claire nodded, recovering herself slightly. 

"He knew he hadn't much chance of getting away; if the English caught him . . . he said he'd rather die in battle. That's what he meant to do." She turned to Roger, her gaze an unsettling amber. Her eyes always reminded him of hawk's eyes, as though she could see a good deal farther than most people. "I can't believe he didn't die there-so many men did, and he meant to, 1

Almost half the Highland army had died at Culloden, cut down in a blast of cannonfire and searing muske'try. But not Jamie Fraser. 
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"No," Roger said doggedly. "That bit I read you from Linklater's book-" He reached to pick it up, a white volume, entitled The Prince in the Heather. 

"Following the battle," he read, "eiqhteen wounded Jacobite officers took refuge in the farmhouse near the moor. Here they lay in pain, their wounds untended, for two days. At the end of that time, they were taken out and shot. One man, a Fraser of the Master of Lovat's regiment, escaped the slaughter. The rest are buried at the edge of the domestic park. 

"See?" he said, laying the book down and looking earnestly at the two women over its page's. "An officer, of the Master of Lovat's regiment." He grabbed up the sheets of the muster roll. 

"And here they arc! just six of them. Now, we know the man in the farmhouse can't have been Young Simon; he's a well-known historical figure, and we kPow very well what happened to him. He retreated from the fieldunwounded, mind you-with a group of his men, and fought his way north, eventually making it back to Beaufort Castle, near here." He waved vaguely at the ftill-length window, through which the nighttime lights of Inverness twinkled faintly. 

"Nor was the man who escaped Leanach farmhouse any of the other four Officers-william, George, Duncan, or Bavard " Roger said. "Why?" He s,at,:hcd another paper out of the folder and brandished it, almost triumT

1 6
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phantly. "Because they all did die at Culloden! All four of them were killed on the field-I found their names listed on a plaque in the church at Bcauly." Claire let out a long breath, then eased herself down into the old leather swivel chair behind the desk. 

"Jesus H. Christ," she said. She closed her eyes and leaned forward, elbows on the desk, and her head against her hands, the thick, curly brown hair spilling forward to hide her face. Brianna laid a hand on Claire's back, face troubled as she bent over her mother. She was a tall girl, with large, fine bones, and her long red hair glowed in the warm light of the desk lamp. "If he didn't die . . ." she began tentatively. Claire's head snapped up. "But he is dead!" she said. Her face was strained, and small lines were visible around her eyes. "For God's sake, it's nvo hundred vears; whether he died at Culloden or not, he's dead no,,v!" 

Brianna stepped back from her mother's vehemence, and lowered her head, so the red hair-her father's red hair-swung down beside her check. "I guess so," she whispered. Roger could see she was fighting back tears. 

And no wonder, he thought. To find out in short order that first, the man you had loved and called "Father" all your life really wasn't your father, secondly, that your real father was a Highland Scot who had lived two hundred years ago, and thirdly, to realize that he had likely perished in some horrid fashion, unthinkably far from the wife and child he had sacrificed himself to save . . . enough to rattle one, Roger thought. 
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He crossed to Brianna and touched her arm. She gave him a brief, distractcd glance, and tried to smile. He put his arms around her, even in his pity for her distress thinking how marvelous she felt, all warm and soft and springy at once. 

Claire still sat at the desk, motionless. The yellow hawk's eyes had gone a softer color now, remote with memory. They rested sightlessly on the cast wall of the study, still covered from floor to ceiling with the notes and memorabilia left by the Reverend Wakefield, Roger's late adoptive father. 

Looking at the wall himself, Roger saw the annual meeting notice sent bN' the Society of the White Rose-those enthusiastic, eccentric souls who still championed the cause of Scottish independence, meeting in nostalgic tributc to Charles Stuart, and the Highland heroes who had followed him. 

Roger cleared his throat slightly. 

"Er . . . if Jamie Fraser didn't die at Cullodcn            he said. 

"Then he likely died soon afterward." Claire's eyes met Roger's, straight on, the cool look back in the yellow-brown depths. "You have no idea howit was," she said. "There was a famine in the Highlands-nonc of the men had caten for days before the battle. He was wounded-we know that. Even if hc escaped, there, would have been . . . no one to care for him." Her voice caught slightly at that; she was a doctor now, had been a licaler even the", Wenty years before, when she had stepped through a circle of standing atones, and met destiny with James Alexander Malcolm MacKenzie Fraser. 

Roger was conscious of them both; the tall, shaking girl he held in his Xins, and the woman at the desk, so still, so poised. She had traveled

0ough the stones, through time; been suspected as a spy, arrested as a ditch, snatched by an unimaginable quirk of circumstance from the arms of er first husband, Frank Randall. And three years later, her second husband, james Fraser, had sent her back through the stones, pregnant, in a desperate ffort to save her and the unborn child from the onrushing disaster that Jould soon engulf him. 

Surely, he thought to himself, she's been through enough? But Roger was historian. He had a scholar's insatiable, amoral curiosity, too powerful to constrained by simple compassion. More than that, he was oddly con6ous of the third figure in the family tragedy in which he found himself a1volved-Jamic Fraser. 

"If he didn't die at Culloden," he began again, more firmly, "then perhaps I can find out what did happen to him. Do you want me to try?" He waited, breathless, feeling Brianna's warm breath through his shirt. 

Jamie Fraser had had a life, and a death. Roger felt obscurely that it was his duty to find out all the truth; that Jamie Fraser's women deserved to know they could of him. For Brianna, such knowledge was all she would ever have of the father she had never known. And for Claire-behind the quesdon he had asked was the thought that had plainly not yet struck her, stanned with shock as she was: she had crossed the barrier of time twice kfore. She could, just possibly, do it again. And if Jamie Fraser had not died at Culloden . . . He saw awareness flicker in the clouded amber of her eyes, as the thought Qine to her. She was normally pale; now her face blanched white as the ivory handle of the letter opener before her on the desk. Her fingers closed around it, clenching so the knuckles stood out in knobs of bone. 

She didn't speak for a long time. Her gaze fixed on Brianna and lingered $ere for a moment, then returned to Roger's face. 
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"Yes," she said, in a whisper so soft he could barely hear her. "Yes. Find Out for me. Please. Find out." 
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Frank and Full Disclosure

INVERNESS

MAY 95 1968

he foot traffic was heavy on the bridge over the River Ness, with folk streaming home to their teas. Roger moved in front of me, his wide shoulders protecting me from the buffets of the crowd around US. 

I could feel mv heart beating heavily against the stiff cover of the book I was clutching to'mv chest. it did that whenever I paused to think what Nve were truly doing. I wasn't sure which of the two possible alternatives was worse; to find that Jamie had died at Culloden, or to find that he hadn't. 

The boards of the bridge echoed hollowly underfoot, as we trudged back toward the manse. My arms ached from the weight of the books I carried, and I shifted the load from one side to the other. 

"Watch your bloody wheel, man!" Roger shouted, nudging me adroitly to the side, as a workingman on a bicvcle plowed head-downward through the bridge traffic, nearly running me against the railing. 

wave of the "SorrN    came back the apologetic shout, and the rider gave a hand over his shoulder, as the bike wove its way between two groups ot schoolchildren, coming home for their teas. I glanced back across the bridge, in case Brianna should be visible behind us, but there was no sign of her. 

Roger and I had spent the afternoon at the Society for the Preservation of Antiquities. Brianna had gone down to the Highland Clans office, there to collect photocopies of a list of documents Roger had compiled. 

"It's verv kind of you to take all this trouble, Roger," I said, raising MN' c'heard above the echoing bridge and the river's rush. 

voice to b

"It's all right," he said, a little awkwardly, pausing for me to catch him up. "I'm curious," he added, smiling a little. '  'You kno,,v historians-can't lcavc a puzzle alone." He shook his head, trying to brush the windblown dark hair out of his eves without using his hands. dn't I did know historians. I'd lived with    one for twenty years. Frank ha

)A,aiitcd to leave this particular puzzle alone, either. But neither had he bee" 

,,villing to solve it. Frank had been dead for two years, though, and now it Nvas 1-ny turnminc and Brianna's. 

"Have you heard yet from Dr. Linklater?" I asked, as we came down the arch of the bridge. Late in the afternoon as it was, the sun was still high, so far north as we were. Caught among the leaves of the lime trees on the iverbank, it glowcd pink on the granite cenotaph that stood below the 'bridge. 

Roger shook his head, squinting against the wind. "No, but it's been only a week since I wrote. If 1 don't hear by the Monday, I'll trv telephoning. Don't worry"-he smiled sideways at me-"I was very circumspect. I just told him that for purposes of a study I was making, I needed a list-if one existed-of the Jacobite officers who were in Leanach farmhouse after
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Culloden, and if any information exists as to the survivor of that execution, could he refer me to the original sources?" 

"Do you know Linklatcr," I asked, easing my left arm by tilting the books sideways against my hip. 

"No, but I wrote my request on the Balliol College letterhead, and made tactful reference to Mr. Cheesewright, my old tutor, who does know Linklater." Roger winked reassuringly, and I laughed. 

His eyes were a brilliant, lucent green, bright against his olive skin. Curiosity might be his stated reason for helping us to find out Jamie's history, but I I

was well aware that his interest went a good bit deeper-in the direction of Brianna. I also knew that the interest was returned. What I didn't know was whether Roger realized that as well. 

Back in the late Reverend Wakefield's study, I dropped my armload of I books on the table in relief, and collapsed into the xving chair by tile hearth, while Roger went to fetch a glass of lemonade from the manse's kitchen         I My breathing slowed as I sipped the tart sweetness, but mv pulse sta. cd erratic, as I looked over the imposing stack of books we had brought back. Was Jamie in there somewhere? And if he was . . . mN        'hands grew wet on the cold glass, and I choked the thought off. Don't look too far ahead, I cautioned myself. Much better to wait, and see what we might find. 

Roger was scanning the shelves in the study, in search of other poss1bilities. The Reverend Wakefield, Roger's late adoptive father, had been both a good amateur historian, and a terrible pack rat; letters, journals, pamphlets and broadsheets, antique and contemporary volumes-all wcrc crammed

1heek by jowl together on the shelves. 

Roger hesitated, then his hand fell on a stack of books sitting on the riearbv table. They were Frank's books-an impressive achievement, so far as I Could tell by reading the encomiums printed on the dust jackets. 

"Have you ever read this?" he asked, picking up the volume entitled The Jacobites. 

"No," 1 said. I took a restorative gulp of lemonade, and coughed. "No," 20

Diana Gabaldon

1 said again. "I couldn't." After my return, I had resolutely refused to look at any material dealing with Scotland's past, even though the eighteenth centu  ,rv had been one of Frank's areas of specialty. Knowing Jamie dead, and faced with the necessity of living without him, I avoided anything that might bring him to mind. A useless avoidance-thcre was no way of keeping him out of my mind, with Brianna's existence a daily reminder of him-but still, 1

could not read books about the Bonnie Prince-that terrible, futile young man-or his follo,vcrs. 

"I sec. I just thought you might know whether there might be something useful in here." Roger paused, the flush deepening over his cheekbones. "Did-cr, did your husband-Frank, I mean," he added hastily. "Did you tell him . . . urn . . . about              His voice trailed off, choked with embarrassment. 

"Well, of course I did!" I said, a little sharply. "What did you think-I'd just stroll back into his office after being gone for three years and say, 'Oh, hullo there, darling, and what would you like for supper tonight?' 
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"No, of course not," Roger muttered. He turned away, eyes fixed on the bookshelves. The back of his neck was deep red with embarrassment. 

"I'm sorry," I said, taking a deep breath. "It's a fair question to ask. It's only that it  I's-a bit raw, yet." A good deal more than a bit. I was both surprised and appalled to find just how raw the wound still was. I set the glass down on the table at my elbow. If we were going on with this, I was going to need something stronger than lemonade. 

"Yes," I said. "I told him. All about the stones-about Jamie. EverNthing." Roger didn't reply for a moment. Then he turned, halfivay, so that only the strong, sharp lines of his profile were visible. He didn't look at me, but down at the stack of Frank's books, at the back-covcr photo of Frank, lca111,\ dark and handsome, smiling for posterity. 

"Did he believe you?" Roger asked quietly. 

My lips felt sticky from the lemonade, and I licked them before answcriii, "No," I said. "Not at first. He thought I was mad; even had me vetted [). a psychiatrist." I laughed, shortly, but the memory made me clench my fiso with remembered furv. 

"Later, then?" Roger turned to face me. The flush had faded from hi skin, leaving only an echo of curiosity in his eyes. "What did he think?" I" I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. I don't know." 

The tiny hospital in Inverness smelled unfamiliar, like carbolic disinfectant and starch. I couldn't think, and tried not to feel. The return was much more terrifyin,q than my venture into the past had been, for there, I bad been

Voyager                                         2

shrouded by a protective layer of doubt and disbelief about where        I was and what-was happening, and bad lived in constant hope of escape. Now I knew only too well where I was, and I knew that there was no escape, Jamie was dead. 

The doctors and nurses tried to speak ki      'ndly to me, to feed me and bring me things to drink, but there was no room in mefor anything but grief and terror. I bad told them my name when they asked, but wouldnt speak further. 

I lay in the clean white bed, fingers clamped tight together over my vulnerable belly, and kept my eyes shut. I visualized over and over the last things I bad seen before I stepped through the stoncs-tbc rainy moor and Jamie-sface-knowing that if I looked too long at my new surroundings, these sights would fade, replaced by mundane things like the nurses and the vase offlowers by my bed. I pressed one thumb secretly against the base of the other, takin                       t

g an obscure comfort 'n the tiny wound there, a small cut in the shape of a J. Jamie had made it, at my demand-the last ofhis touch on my flesh. 

I must have stayed that wayfor some time; I slept sometimes) dreaming of the last few days of the Jacobite R ising-1 saw again the dead ma n in the wood, asleep beneath a coverlet of bright bluefungus, and Dougal MacKenzie dying on the floor of an attic in Culloden House; the ragged men of the Highland army, asleep in the muddy ditches; their last sleep before the slaughter. 

I would wake screaming or moaning, to the scent of disinfectant and the sound ofsoothing words, incomprehensible against the echoes of Gaelic sbOuting in my dreams, andfall asleep again, my hurt clutched tight in the palm of my band. 

And then I opened my eyes and Frank was there. He stood in the door, smoothing back bis dark hair with one band, looking uncertain-and no wonder, poor man. 
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I lay back on the pillows, just watching him, not speaking. He had the look of hi's ancestors, Jack and Alex Randall; fine, clear, aristocratic features and a well-sba ed head, under a sPill of straight dark hair, His p

face bad some indefinable differencefrom theirs, though, bgond the small differences offeaturc. There was no mark offear or ruthlessness on him; neither the spirituality ofAlex nor the icy arrogance ofJack. His lean face looked intelligent, k'nd, and slightly tired, unshaven and with smud beneath his eyes. 1 kn1ew without being told that be bad driven all ni    ges get here.                                                            gbt to

"Claire? " He came over to the bed, and spoke tentatively, as thou b not sure that IT really was Claire.                                      g

I wasn't sure either, but I nodded and said, "Hullo, Frank. " My voice was scratchy and rough, unaccustomed to speech. 

2                         Diana Gabaldon

He took one of my hands, and I let him have it. 

"Are you . . . all right?" he said, after a minute. He wasfrowning slightly as he looked at me. 

"I'm pregnant." That seemed the important point, to my disordered mind. I had not thought of what I would say to Frank, if I ever saw him again, but the moment I saw him standing in the door, it seemed to come clear in my mind. I would tell him I was pregnant, he would leave, and I would be alone with my last sight ofjamie'sface, and the burning touch of him on my hand. 

Hisface tightened a bit, butbe didn't letgo of my other band. "1knon'. They told me. " He took a deep breath and let it out. "Claire-can you tell me what happened to you?" Ifelt quite blank for a moment, but then shrugged. 

"I suppose so, " I said. I mustered my thoughts wearily; I didn't want to be talking about it, but I had somefeeling of obligation to this man. Not guilt, not yet; but obligation nonetheless. I had been married to him. 

"Well," I said "Ifell in love with someone else, and I married him. I'm sorry, " I added, in response to the look of shock that crossed hisface, "I couldn't help it." He hadn't been expecting that. His mouth opened and closedfor a bit and be gripped my hand, bard enough to make me wince and jerk it out of his grasp. 

"What do you mean?" be said, his voice sharp. " Where have you been, Claire?" He stood up suddenly, looming over the bed. 

"Do you remember that when I last saw you, I wasgoing up to the stone circle on Cra;gb na Dun?" 

"Yes?" He was staring down at me with an expression somewhere between anger and suspicion. 

I'Well'---I licked my lips, which had gone quite dry-"the fact is, I walked through a cleft stone in that circle, and ended up in 1743." "'Don't befaccrious, Claire!" 

"You think I'm being funny?" The thought was so absurd that I actually began to laugh, though Ifelt agood long wayfrom real humor. "Stop that!" I quit laughing. Two nurses appeared at the door as though by magic" they must have been lurking in the ball nearby. Frank leaned over and grabbed my arm. 

"Listen to me," he said through his teeth. "You are going to tell mc where you've been and what you've been doing!" 
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"I am telling you! Letgo!" I sat up in bed and yanked at my arms pulling It out of bisgrasp. 

"I told you; I walked through a stone and ended up two hundred years ago. And I met your bloody ancestor, Jack' Randall, there!" 
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Frank blinked, entirely taken aback. "Who?" 

clBlack Jack Randall, and a blooty, filtky, nasty pervert he was, too!" Frank's mouth bung open, and so did the nurses'. I could bear feet coming down the corridor behind them, and burried voices. 

111had to marryJamie Fraser toget awayfrom Jack Randall, but then -jamie-I couldn't help it, Frank, I loved him and I would have stayed with him if I could, but he sent me back because of Culloden, and the baby, and-" I broke off, as a man in a doctor's uniform pushed past the nurses by the door. 

"Frank, " I said tiredly, "I'm sorry. I didn't mean It to happen, and I tried all I could to come back-really, I did-but I couldn't. And now it's too late." Despite myself, rears began to well up in my eyes and roll down my checks. MostlyforJamie, and myseif, and the chd'd I carried, but afewfo'r Frank as well. I sniffed hard and swallowed, trying to stop, and pushed myself upright in the bed. 

"Look," I said, "I know you won't want to have anything more to do with me, and I don't blame you at all. Just-just go away, will you?,, Hisface bad changed. He didn't look angry anymore, but distressed, 

and slightly puzzled. He sat down by the bed, ignoring the doctor who bad come in and wasgropingfor my pulse. 

"I'm not going anywhere," be said, quite gently. He took my hand again, though I tried to pull it away. "Tbis-jamic. Who was he?" 

I took a deep, ragged breath. The doctor bad hold of my other band, still trying to take my pulse, and Ifelt absurdly panicked, as though I were being held captive between them. Ifought down the feeling, though, and tried to speak steadily. 

(Vames Alexander Malcolm MacKenzie Fraser," I said, spacing the words, formally, the way Jamie bad spoken them to me when be first told me hisfull name-on the day of our wedding. The thought made another tear overflow, and I blotted it against my shoulder, my bands being 'restrained. 

"He was a Highlander. He was k-killed at Culloden. " It was no use, was weeping again, the tears no anodyne to tbegrief that ripped through me, but the only response I bad to unendurable pain. I bent forward slightly, trying to encapsulate it, wrapping myself around the t1   'ny,  I*mPerceptible life in my belly, the only remnant left to me ofJamie Fraser. 

Frank and the doctor exchanged aglance of which I was only halfconscious. Of course, to them, Culloden was part of the distant past. To me, it bad happened only two days before. 

"Perhaps we should let Mrs. Randall restfor a bit," the doctor suggested. "She seems a wee bit upsctjust now." 

Frank looked uncertainlyfrom the doctor to me. "Well, she certainly 24

Diana Gabaldon

does seem upset. But I really want to find out . . . what's this, Claire?" Stroking my hand, be bad encountered the silver ring on myfourthfinger, and now bent to examine it. It was
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the ringJamie hadgiven mefor our marriage; a wide silver band in the Highland interlace pattern, the links engraved with tiny, stylized thistle blooms. 

"No!" I exclaimed, panicked, as Frank tried to twist it off myfinger. jerked my hand away and cradled it, fisted, beneath my bosom, cupped in my left hand, which still wore Frank'sgold wedding band. "No, you can't take it, I won't let you! That's my wedding ring!" 

"Now, see here, Claire-" Frank's words were interrupted by the doctor, who had crossed to Frank's side of the bed, and was now bending down to murmur in his car. I caught a ftw words-"not trouble your wife just now. The shock'---and then Frank was on his feet once more, beingfirmly urged away by the doctor, who gave a nod to one of the nurses in passing. 

I barelyfelt the sting of the hypodermic needle, too engulfed in thefresh wave ofgrief to take notice of anyth'n

t g. I dimly heard Frank's parting words, "All right-but Claire, 1will know!"And then the blessed darkness came down, and I slept without dreaming, for a long, long time. Roger tilted the decanter, bringing the level of the spirit in the glass up to the halfivay point. He handed it to Claire with a half-smile. 

"Fiona's grannie always said whisky is good for what ails ye." 

"I've seen worse remedies." Claire took the glass and gave him back the half-smile in change. 

Roger poured out a drink for himself, then sat down beside her, sipping quietly. 

"I tried to send him away, you know," she said suddenly, lowering her glass. "Frank. I told him I knew he couldn't feel the same for me, no matter what he believed had happened. I said I would give him a divorce; he must go away and forget about me-take up the life he'd begun building without

15

me. 

"He wouldn't do it, though." Roger said. It was growing chilly in the study as the sun went down, and he bent and switched on the ancient electric fire. "Because you were pregnant?" he guessed. 

She shot him a sudden sharp look, then smiled, a little wryly. 

"Yes, that was it. He said no one but a cad would dream of abandoning pregnant woman with virtually no resources. Particularly one whose grip 01' reality seemed a trifle tenuous," she added ironically. "I wasn't quite withoO resources-I had a bit of money from my uncle Lamb-but Frank wasn't cad, either." Her glance shifted to the bookshelves. Her husband's historici work-, stood there. side bv side, spines gleaming in the light of the desklani

Voyager                                       25 "He was a very decent man," she said softly. She took another sip of her drink, closing her eyes as the alcoholic fumes rose up. 

"And then-he knew, or suspected, that he couldn't have children himself Rather a blow, for a man so involved in history and genealogies. All those dynastic considerations, you see." 

"Yes, I can see that," Roger said slowly. "But w-ouldn't he feel-I mean, another man's child?" 

"He might have." The amber eyes were looking at him again, their clearness slightly softened by whisky and reminiscence. "But as it was, since he didn't-couldn't-believe anything I said about Jamie, the baby's father was essentially unknown. If he didn't know who the man was-and convinced himself that I didn't really know either, but had just
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made up these delusions out of traumatic shock-well, then, there was no one ever to say that the child wasn't his. Certainly not me," she added, with just a tinge of bitterness. She took a large swallow of whisky that made her eyes water slightly, and took a moment to wipe them, 

"But to make sure, he took me clean away. To Boston," she went on. "He'd been offered a good position at Harvard, and no one knew us there. That's where Brianna was born." 7-befretful cryingiarred me awake yet again. I hadgone back to bed at 630, aftergetting upfive times during the night with the baby. A blearyeyed took at the clock showed the time now as 7-00. A cheerful singing camefrom the bathroom, Trank s voice raised in "Rule, Britannia, " over the noise of rushing water. I lay in bed, heavy-limbed with exhaustion, wonderin

g whether I bad the strength to endure the crying until Frankgot out of the sbower and could bring Brianna to me. As though the baby knew What I was thinkinq, the crying rose two or three tones and escalated to a sort of periodic shriek, Punctuated by frightening gulps fr air. Iflung back the covers 'Ind was on myftet, propelled by the same sort ofPanic with which I bad greeted air raids durin

g the War. 

I lumbered down the chilly hall and into the nursery, to find Brianna, aged three months, lying on her back, yelling her small red head off. I was so grOggYfrom lack of sleep that it took a momentfor me to realize that I had left her on her stomach. 

. "Darling! You turned over! All by yourself7,, Terrorized by her auda"Ous act, Brianna waved her little pink fists and squalled louder, eyes squeezed shut. I snatched her UP, Patting her back and murmuring to the top of her redfuzzed head. croh, You Precious darling! What a clepcrgirl YOU are!" 

6                         Diana Gabaldon

"What-'s that? What's happened?" Frank emerged from the bathroom, toweling his head, a second towel wrapped about hi's loins. "Is something the matter with Brianna?" He came toward us, looking worried. As the birtbgrew closer, we had both been edgy; Frank irritable and myself terrified, having no idea what might happen between us, with the appearance of Jamie Fraser's child. But when the nurse had taken Briannafrom her bassinet and banded her to Frank, with the words "Here's Daddys littlegirl, " his face hadgrown blank, and then-looking down at the tiny face, perfect as a rosebudgone soft with wonder. Within a week, be bad been hers, body and soul. I turned to him, smiling. 

"She turned over! All by hcrse(!" 

"Really?" His scrubbedface beamed with delight. "Isn't it earlyfor her to do that?" 

"Yes, it is. Dr. Spock says she oughtn't to be able to do it Jbr another month, at least!" 

"Well, what does Dr. Spock know? Come here, little beauty; give DaddY a kissfor being so precocious." He lifted the soft little body, encased in its

snu                                                            I

g pink sleep-suit, and kissed her button of a nose. Br'anna sneezed, and we both laughed. I stopped then, suddenly aware that it was the first time I had lau hed ,g in nearly a year. Still more, that it was the first time I had laughed with Frank. 

He realized it too; bis eyes met mine over the top of Brianna's bead. They were a soft hazel, and at the moment, filled with tenderness. I smiled at him, a little tremulous, and suddenly very much aware that he was all but naked, with water droplets sliding down his lean shoulders and shining on the smooth brown skin of his chest. 
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The smell of burning reached us simultaneously, jarring us from rbis scene of domestic bliss. 

"Tbe coffee!" Thrusting Bree unceremoniously into my arms, Frank boltedfor the kitchen, leaving both towels in a heap at myftet. Smiling at the sight of his bare buttocks, gleaming an incongruous white as he sprinted into the kitchen, Ifollowed him more slowly, holding Bree against my shoulder. 

He was standing at the sink, naked, amid a cloud of malodorous steam rising from the scorched coffeepot. 

"Tea, maybe?" I asked, adroitly anchoring Brianna on my hip witb one arm while I rummaged in the cupboard. "None of the orange pekoe leaf left, _Vm afraid; just Lipton's teabags. 

gh man to the bone, he would rather laP Frank made a face; an En isb wate;, out of the toilet than drink tea made from teabags. The Liptoll         Is bad been left by Mrs. Grossman, the weekly cleanin

g woman, who rbouqht tea made from loose leaves messy and di&usting. Voyager                                        2 "'No, I'llget a cup of coffee on my way to the university. Oh, speakinq of

which, you recall that were having the Dean and his wZfe to dinner tonight? Mrs. Hinchc1iffe is bringing a present for Brianna. 

"Oh, right," I said, without enthusiasm-I had met the Hinchcliffes before, and wasn't all that keen to repeat the experience. Still, the effort bad to be made. With a mental si gh, I shifted the baby to the other side and groped in the drawer for a pencil to make a grocery list. 

Brianna burrowed t     .nto the front of my red chenille dressing gown, making small voraciousgrunting noises. 

"You can't be hungry again,"I said to the top of her head. "lftd you not two hours ago. " My breasts were beginning to leak in response to her rooting, though, and I was already sitting down and loosening the front of my gown. 

"Mrs. Hincbcliffe said that a baby shouldn't befed every time        ''t cries, 11 Frank observed. "Theyget spoilt if they aren't kept to a schedule.,), It wasn't the first time I had heard Mrs. Hinchc1iffe's opinions on child-rearing. c7ben she'll be spoilt, won't she?" I said coldly, not looking at bI 'm. The smallpink mouth clamped downfiercely, and Brianna began to suck with mindless appetite. Iwas aware that Mrs. Hincbcliffe also thought breastfeeding both vulgar and insanitary. 1, who bad seen any number of eighteentb-century babies nursing contcntedy at their mothers' breasts, didn't. 

Frank sighed, but didn It say anythingfurtber. After a moment, be put down the Pot holder and sidled toward the door. 

"'Well," lie said awkwardly. (T11 see you around six then, shall I? Omgkt I to bring home anytbing-save you going out?" 

Igave him a brief smile, and said, "No, I'll manage. 

"Oh, good. " He hesitated a moment, as I settled Bree more comfortably on MY lap, head resting on the crook of my arm, the round of bey bead echoin

g the curve of my breast. I looked up from the baby, andfound him Watching me intently, eyesfixed on the swell of my balf-exposed bosom. MY own eyesflicked downward over his body. I saw the beginnings of bis
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arousal, and bent my bead over the baby, to hide my flushing face. "Goodbye, 11 1

muttered, to be top of her bead. 

He stood still a moment, then leanedforward and kissed me briefly on the cbeek, the warmth of his bare body unsettlingly near. 

"Goodbye, Claire, " he said softly. "I'll see you toni ,gbt. He didn't come into the kitchen again before leaving, so Ibad a chance

tofin'shfeeding Brianna and bring my own feelings into some semblance of normality. I hadWt seen Frank naked since my return; he bad always dressed in bathroom or closet. Neither had be tried to kiss me before this morning's

8                        Diana Gabaldon

cautious peck. The pregnancy had been what the obstetrician called "highrisk," and there had been no question of Frank's sharing my bed, even had I been so disposed-which I wasn't. 

I should have seen this coming, but I hadn't. Absorbed first in sheer misery, and then in the physical torpor of oncoming motherhood, I had pushed away all considerations beyond my bulging belly. After Brianna's birth, I had lived from fteding to feeding, seeking small moments of mindless peace, when I could hold her oblivious body close and find relief from thought and memory in the pure sensual pleasure of touching and holding her. Frank, too, cuddled the baby and played with her, falling asleep in his big chair with her stretched out atop his lankyforin, rosy cheek pressedflat against his chest, as they snored to        I

,getber *n peaceful companionship. He and I did not touch each other, though, nor did we truly talk about anything beyond our basic domestic arrangements-except Brianna. The baby was our shared focus; a point through which we could at once reach each other, and keep each other at arm's length. It looked as though arm"s length was no longer close enough for Frank. 

I could do it--physically, at least. Ihad seen the doctorfor a checkup the week before, and he had-with an avuncular wink and a pat on the bottom-assured me that I could resume "relations-" with my husband at anv time. 

I knew Frank hadn't been celibate since my disappearance. In his late forties, be was still lean and muscular, dark and sleek, a very handsome man. Women clustered about him at cocktail parties like bees round a boncypot, emitting small hums of sexual excitement. There bad been onegirl with brown hair whom I had noticed particularly at the departmental party; she stood in the corner and stared at Frank mournfully over her drink. Later she became tearfully and incoherently drunk, and was escorted home by two female friends, who took turns casting evil looks at Frank and at me, standing by his side, silently bulging in myflowcred maternity dress. 

He'd been discreet, though. He was always home at night, and took pains not to have lipstick on his collar. So, now he meant to come home all the way. I supposed he had some right to expect it; was that not a wifely duty, and I once more his wife? 

There was only one small problem. It wasn't Frank I reached for, deep I.n the night, waking out of sleep. It wasn't hi's smooth, lithe bodv that walked my dreams and roused me, so that I came awake moist and gasping, my heart pounding from the halfremembered touch. But I would never touch that man again. 

"Jamie," I whispered, "Ob, Jamie."My rearssparkled in the mornim
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Voyager                                       2

light, adorning Brianna's soft red fuzz like scattered pearls and diawonds. It wasn't agood day. Brianna had a bad diaper rash, which made her cross and irritable, needing to be picked tip cvervfcw minutes. She nursed and fussed alternately, pausing to spit up at 1  .Utervals, making clammy wet patches on whatever I wore. I changed my blouse three times before eleven o'clock. 

I The heavy nurs'ng bra I wore chafed under the arms, and my nipples felt cold and chapped. Midway through my laborious tidying-up of the house, there was a wbooshin g clank from under the floorboards, and the bot-air registers died with a feeble sigh. 

"'No, next -week wont do, " I said over the telephone to the furnacerepair shop. I looked at the window, where the cold February fog was threatening to seep under the sill and engurus. "It'sforty-two degrees in here, and I have a threc-montb-old baby!" The baby in question was sitting in her baby seat, swaddled in all her blankets, squalling like a scalded cat. Ignoring the quacking of the person on the other end, I held the receiver next to Brianna's wide open mouth for several seconds. 

"See?" I demanded, lifting the phone to my ear again. 

"Awrigbt, lady," said a resigned voice on the other end of the line. "I'll come out this afternoon, sometime between noon and six. 

"Noon and six? Can't you narrow it down a little more than that? I have to get out to the market," I protested. 

"You ain't the only deadfurnace     I*n town, lady," the voice said with finality, and bung up. Iglanced at the clock; eleven-tbirty. I'd never be able toger the marketing done andget back in half an hour. Marketing with a small baby was more like a ninety-minute expedition into Darkest Borneo, requi.ri.ng massi.ve amounts of equipment and tremendous expenditures of energy. 

Gritting my teeth, I called the expensive market that delivered, ordered the necessiticsfor dinner, and picked up the baby, who was by now the shade of an eggplant, and marked4y smelly. 

`Tbat looks ouckv, darling. You'll feel much better if we get it off, won't you?,, I said, trying to talk soothing4,y as I wiped the brownish slime Off Brianna's bright-red bottom. She arched her back, trying to escape the clammy washcloth, and shrieked some more. A layer of Vaseline and the tenth clean diaper of the day; the diaper service truck wasn't due 'til tomorrow, and the house reeked of ammonia. 

"All right, sweetheart, there, there." I hoisted her up on my shoulder, Patting her, but the screeching went on and on. Not that I could blame be"; her poor bottom was nearly raw. Ideally, she should be let to lie about on a towel with nothing on, but with no heat in the house, that wasn't

0                        Diana Gabaldon

ftasible. She and I were both wearing sweaters and heavy winter coats, which made the frequent feedings even more of a nuisance than usual; excavating a breast could take several minutes, while the baby screamed. 

Brianna couldn't sleep for more than ten minutes at a time. Consequently, neither could 1. When we did drift off together atfour o'clock, we were roused within a quarter of an hour by the crashing arrival of the furnace man, who pounded on the door, not bothering to set down the large wrench he was holding. 
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jiggling the baby against my shoulder with one hand, I began cooking the dinner with the other, to the accompaniment of screeches in my car and the sounds of violence from the cellar below. 

"I ain't promising nothin'  ' lady, but you got heat for now. " The furnace man appeared abruptly, wiping a smear ofgrease from his creased forehead. He leaned forward to inspect Brianna, who was lying more or less peacefully across my shoulder, loudly sucking her thumb. 

"How's that thumb taste, sweetie?" he inquired. "They say you shouldn't ougbta let 'em suck their thumbs, you know," be informed me, straightening up. "Gives 'em crooked teeth and they'll need braces." 

"'Is that so?" I said through my own teeth. `How much do I owe you?" Half an hour later, the chicken lay in its pan, stuffed and basted, surrounded by crusbedgarlic, sprigs of rosemary, and curls of lemon peel. A quick squeeze of lemon juice over the buttery skin, and I could stick it in the open andgoget myself and Brianna dressed. The kitchen looked like the result of an incompetent burglary, with cupboards banging open and cooking paraphernalia strewn on every horizontal surface. I banged shut a couple of cupboard doors, and then the kitchen door itself, trusting that that would keep Mrs. Hincbcliffe out, even ifgood manners wouldn't. 

Frank bad brought a new pink dress for Brianna to wear. It was a beautiful thing, but I eyed the layers of lace around the neck dubiously. They looked not only scratchy, but delicate. 

"Well, we'll give it a try," I told her. "Daddy will like you to look pretty. Let's try not to spit up in it, bm?" 

Brianna responded by shutting her eyes, stiffening, andgrunting as she extruded more slime. 

"Oh, well done!" I said, sincerely. It meant changing the crib sheet, but at least it wouldn't make the diaper rash worse. The mess attended to and a fresh diaper in place, I shook out the pink dress, and paused to carefulv wipe the snot and droolf

rom berface before popping tbegarment over her head. She blinked at me andgur gled enticingly, windmilling berfisrs. I obligingly lowered my bead and went "Pfffft!" into her navel, which made ber squirm and gurgle with joy. We did it a few more times, then began the painstaking job ofgetting into the pink dress. 

Brianna didn't like it; she started to complain as I put it over her bead, Voyager                                      3

and as I crammed her chubby little arms into the puffed sleeves, put back bcr bead and let out a piercing cry. 

(Wat is it?" I demanded, startled. I knew all her cries by now and mostly, what she meant by them, but this was a new one, full offright and pain. "What's the matter, darling?" She was screaming furiously now, tears rolling down herface. I turned berfrantically over and patted her back, thinking she might have bad a sudden attack of colic, but she wasn't doubled up. She was struggling violently, though, and as I turned her back over to pick her up, I saw the long red line running up the tender inside of her waving arm. A pin bad been left in the dress, and bad scored herflesb as Iforced the sleeve up her arm. 

"0b, baby! 0b, Im so sorry! Mummy's so sorry!" Tears were running down my own face as I eased the stabbing pin free and removed it. I clutched her to my shoulder, parting and soothing, trying to calm my own feelings ofpanicked guilt. Of course I hadn't meant to burr her, but she wouldn't know that. 
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"Ob, darling," I murmured. "It's all right now. Yes, Mummy loves you, it's all right. " Why hadn't I thought to check for pins? For that matter, what sort of maniac would package a baby's clothes using straight pins? Torn between fury and distress, I eased Brianna into the dress, wiped her chin, and carried her into the bedroom, where I laid her on my twin bed while I hastily changed to a decent skirt and a fresh blouse. 

The doorbell rang as I was pulling on my stockings. There was a bole in one heel, but no time to do anytb' 'ng about it now. I stuck myfeet into the pinching alligator pumps, snatched up Brianna, and went to answer the door. 

It was Frank, too laden with packages to use his key. One-banded, I took most of them from him and parked them on the hall table. "Dinner all ready, dear? I've brought a new tablecloth and napkinsthought ours were a bit shabby. And the wine, of course." He lifted the bottle in his band, smiling, then leaned forward to peer at me, and stopped smiling. He looked disapprovingly from my disheveled hair to my blouse, freshly stained with spit-up milk. 

"'Christ, Claire, " he said. "Couldn't you fix yourself up a bit? I mean, it's not as though you have anything else to do, at home all day-couldn't YOU take a few minutes for a-" 

"No," I said, quite loudly. I pushed Brianna, who was wailing again withfretful exbaust'o.n, 

'nto his arms. 

t    I

"No,   I said again, and took the wine bottle from his unresisting band. 

"NO    I sbrl 'eked, stamping myfoot. I swung the bottle widely, and be dodged, but it was the doorjamb I struck, and purplish splatters of

Diana Gabaldon

Voyager

Bcaujolaisflew across the stoop, leavingglass shardsglittering in the light from the entryway. 

Iflung the shattered bottle into the azaleas and ran coatless down the walk and into the freezing fqq. At the foot of the )Valk, I passed the startled Hinchcliffes, who were arriving half an hour early, presumably in hopes of catching me in some domestic deficiency. I hoped theyd enjoy their dinner. 

I drove aimlessly through the fog, the car's heater blasting on my feet, i1 I be u nt        gan toget low ongas. I wasn'tgoing home; notyet. An all-night cafe? nen I realized that it was Friday night, and getting on for twelpe

0 'clock. I had a place to go, after all. I turned back toward the suburb where we lived, and the Church of St. Finbar. 

At this hour, the chapel was locked to prevent vandalism and burglary. For the late adorers, there was a push-button lock set just below the door handle. Five buttons, numbered one to five. By pushing three of them, in the proper combination, the latch could be sprung to allow lawful entry. 

I moved quietly along the back of the chapel, to the logbook that sat at the feet of St. Finbar, to record my arrival. 

"St. Finbar?" Frank had said incredulously. "There isn't such a saint. There can't possibly be." 

"-There is, " I said, with a trace of smugness. "An Irish bishop, from the twelfth century. " 

"Oh, Irish," said Frank dismissively. "That explains it. But what I can't understand, " he said, careful to be tactful, "is, er, well . . . why?   1)
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"Why what?" 

"Why go in for this Perpetual Adoration business? You've never been the least devout, no more than I have. And you don't go to Mass or anything; Father Beggs asks me every week where you are." 

I shook my head. "I can't really say, Frank. It's just something                    . . . need to do." I looked at him, helpless to explain adequately. "It's                        . . . peaceful there," I said, finally. 

He opened hi's mouth as though to speak further, then turned away, shaking his head. It was peaceful. The car park at the church was deserted, save for the single car of the adorer on duty at this hour, gleaming an anonymous black under the arc lights. Inside, I signed my name to the log and walked forward, coughing tactfully to alert the eleven o'clock adorer to my presence without the rudeness of direct speech. I knelt behind him, a beav'Vsct man in a yellow windcheater. After a moment, he rose, genuflected before the altar, turned and walked to the door, nodding briefly as he passed me. The door hissed shut and I was alone, savefor the Sacrament displayed on the altar, in thegreatgolden sunburst of the monstrance. There were two candles on the altar, bt9' ones. Smooth and white, they burned steadily in the still air, without a flicker. I closed my eyes for a moment, just listening to the silence. 

Everything that had happened during the day whirled through my mind in a di ' 'nted welter of' thoughts and ftel'n

sJol                                             I gs. Coatless, I was shaking with coldfrom the short walk through the parking lot, but slowly I grew warm again, and my clenched bands relaxed in my lap. 

At last, as usually happened here, I ceased to think. Whether it was the stoppage of time in the presence of eternity, or only the overtaking of a bone-deep fatigue, I didn't know. But the guilt over Frank eased, the WrencbinggriefforJamie lessened, and even the constant tuq of motherbood upon my emotions receded to the level of background noise, no louder than the slow beating of my own heart, regular and comforting in the dark peace of the chapel. 

"0 Lord," I whispered, "I commend to your mercy the soul of your servant James. " And mine, I added silently. And mine. 

I sat there without movi        .ng, watching the flickering glow of the candle flames in rbegold surface of the monstrance, until the softfootsteps of the next adorer came down the aisle behind me, ending in the heavy creak of genuflection. They came once each hour, day and night. The Blessed Sacrament was never left alone. 

I stayed for a few minutes more, then slid out of the pew, with my own nod toward the altar. As I walked toward the back of the chapel, I saw a figure in the back row) under the shadow of the statue of St. Anthony. It stirred as I approached, then the man rose to hisfeet and made his way to the aisle to meet me. 

"What are you doing here?" I hissed. 

Frank nodded toward theforin of the new adorer, already kneeling in contemplation, and took my elbow to guide me out. 

I waited until the chapel door had closed behind us before pulling away and whirling to confront him. 

"What is this?" I said angrily. "Why did you come after me?" 
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"I was worried about you." He gestured toward the empty car park, where his large Buick nestled protectively next to my small Ford. "It's dangerous, a lone woman walking about in the very late night in this Part of town. I came to see you home. That's all." He didn't mention the Hinchcliffes, or the dinner parry. My annoyance ebbed a bit. 

"Oh," I said. "What did you do with Brianna?" 

"Asked old Mrs. Munsingfrom next door to keep an ear out in case she cried. But she seemed dead asleep; I didn't think there was much chance. Come along now, it's cold out." Diana Gabaldon
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It was; thefreezing air off the bay was coiling in white tendrils around the posts of the arc lights, and I shivered in my thin blouse. 

"I'll meet you at home, then, " I said. 

The warmth of the nursery reached out to embrace me as I went in to check Brianna. She was still asleep, but restless, turning her russet bead from side to side, the groping little mouth opening and closing like the breathing of a fish. 

"Sbe'sgetting hungry," I whispered to Frank, who had come in behind me and was hovering over my shoulder, peeringfondly at the baby. "I'd betterfeed her before I come to bed; then she'll sleep later in the morning. " 

"I'll get you a hot drink, " and be vanished through the door to the kitchen as I picked up the sleepy, warm bundle. 

She bad only drained one side, but she wasfull. The slack mouth pulled slowly awayfrom the nipple, rimmed with milk,            and thefuzzy beadfell heavily back on my arm. No amount ofgentle shaking or calling would rouse her to nurse on the other side, so at last Igave up and tucked her back in her crib, parting her back softly until a faint, contented belch wafted up from the pillow, succeeded by the heavy breathing of absolute satiation. 

"Down for the night, is she?" Frank drew the baby blanket, decorated with yellow bunnies, up over her. 

"Yes." I sat back in my rocking chair, mentally and physically too exhausted to get up again. Frank came to stand behind me; his band rested lightly on my shoulder. 

"He's dead, then?" be asked gently. 

I told you so, I started to say. Then I stopped, closed my mouth and only nodded, rocking slowly, staring at the dark crib and its tiny occupant. My right breast was still painfully swollen with milk. No matter bow

tired I was, I couldn't sleep until I took care of it. With a sigh of resignation, I reached for the breast pump, an ungainly and ridiculous-looking rubber contraption. Using it was undignified and uncomfortable, but better than waking up in an hour in bursting pain, sopping wet from overflowing milk. 

I waved a hand at Frank, dismissing him. 

"Go ahead. It will only take a few minutes, but I bare to

Instead of leaving or answering, he took the pump from my band and laid it down on the table. As though it moved of its own will, without direction from him, his band rose slowly through the warm, dark air Of the nursery and cupped itselfyently around the swollen curve of my breast. 

His head bowed and his lips fastened softly on my nipple. Igroaned, 
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feeling the balf-painful prickle of the milk rushing through the tiny ducts, I put a band behind hi's head, and pressed him slightly closer. 

,Harder," I whispered. His mouth was soft, gentle in its pressure, nothing like the relentless grasp of a baby's bard, toothless gums, that fasten on likegrim death, demanding and draining, releasing the bounteousfountain at once In response to theirgreed. Frank knelt before me, his mouth a supplicant, Was this bow Godfelt, I wondered, seeing the adorers before Him-was He, too, filled with tenderness and pity? The haze of fatigue made me feel as though everything bapPened in slow motion, as though we were under water. Frank's bands moved slowly as sea fronds, swaying in the current, moving over my flesh with a touch as gentle as the brush of kelp leaves, lifting me with the strength of a wave, and laying me down on the shore of the nursery rug. I closed my eyes, and let the tide carry me away. 

The front door of the old manse opened with a screech of rusty hinges, announcing the return of Brianna Randall. Roger was on his feet and into the hall at once, drawn by the sound of girls' voices. 

"A pound of best butter-that's what you told me to ask for, and I did, but I kept wondering whether there was such a thing as second-best butter, or worst butter-" Brianna was handing over wrapped packages to Fiona, laughing and talking at once. 

"Well, and if ye got it from that auld rascal Wicklow, worst is what it's likely to be, no matter what he says," Fiona interrupted. "Oh, and ye've got the cinnamon, that's grand! I'll make cinnamon scones, then; d'ye want to come and watch me do it?" 

"Yes, but first I want supper. I'm starved!" Brianna stood on tiptoe, niffing hopefully in the direction of the kitchen. "What are we havinghaggis?)5

"Haggis! Gracious, ye silly Sassenach-ve dinna have haggis in the spring! Ye have it in the autumn when the sheep'are killed." 

"Am I a Sassenach?" Brianna seemed delighted at the name. "Of course ye are, gowk. But I like ye fine, anyway." 

Fiona laughed up at Brianna, who towered over the small Scottish girl by nearly a foot. Fiona was nineteen, prettily charming and slightly plump; next to her, Brianna looked like a medieval carving, strong-boned and severe. With her long, straight nose and the long hair glowing red-gold beneath the glass bowl of the ceiling fixture, she might have walked out of an illuminated Inanuscri pt, vivid enough to endure a thousand years unchanged. Roger was suddenly conscious of Claire Randall, standing near his elbow. She Was looking at her daughter, with an expression in which love, pride, and

3131ething else were mingled-memory, perhaps? He realized, with a slight 36
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shock, that Jamie Fraser too must have had not only the striking height and Viking red hair he had bequeathed to his daughter,     but likely the same sheer physical presence. It was quite remarkable, he thought. She didn't do or say anything so out of the ordinary, and yet Brianna undeniably drew people. There was sorne attraction about her, almost magnetic, that drew everyone near into the glow of her orbit. 
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It drew him; Brianna turned and smiled at him, and without consciousness of having moved, he found himself near enough to see the faint freckles high on her cheekbones, and smell the whiff of pipe tobacco that lingered in her hair from her expeditions to the shops. 

"Hullo," he said, smiling. "Any luck with the Clans office, or have you been too busy playing dogsbody for Fiona?" 

"Dogsbody?" Brianna's eyes slanted into        blue triangles of amusement. c'Dogsbody? 

First I'm a Sassenach, and now I'm a dogsbody. What do you Scots call people when you're trying to be nice?" 

"Darrrrlin'," he said, rolling his r's exaggeratedly, and making both girls laugh. 

"You sound like an Aberdeen terrier in a bad mood," Claire observed. "Did you find anything at the Highland Clans library, Bree?" 

"Lots of stuff," Brianna replied, rummaging through the stack of photocopies she had set down on the hall table. "I managed to read most of it while they were making the copiesthis one was the most interesting." She pulled a sheet from the stack and handed it to Roger. 

It was an extract from a book of Highland legends; an entry headed "Leap 0' the Cask." 

"Legends?" said Claire, peering over his shoulder. "Is that what Nve want? " 

'Could be." Roger was perusing the sheet, and spoke absently, his attention divided. "So far as the Scottish Highlands go, most of the history is 01'al, up to the mid-nineteenth century or so. That means there wasn't a great distinction made between stories about real people, stories of historical figures, and the stories about mythical things like water horses and ghosts and the doings of the Auld Folk. Scholars who wrote the stories down often didn't know for sure which they were dealing with, either-sometimcs it was a combination of fact and myth, and sometimes you could tell that it was a real historical occurrence being described. 

"This one, for instance"-he passed the paper to Claire-"sounds like 3 real one. It's describing the story behind the name of a articular rock I                            p formation in the Highlands." 

Claire brushed the hair behind her ear and bent her head to read, squinting in the dim light of the ceiling fixture. Fiona, too accustomed to musp' 

papers and boring bits of history to be interested, disappeared back into her kitchen to see to the dinner. 

cc cLeap 0' the Cask,"' Claire read. "'This unusualformation, located some distance above a burn, is named after the story of a Jacobite laird and his servant. The laird, one of the few fortunates to escape the disaster of Culloden, made his way with difficulty to his home, but was compelled to lie hidden in a cave on his landsfor nearly seven years, while the English hunted the Highlands for tbefugitive supporters of Charles Stuart. The laird's tenants loyally kept his presence a secret, and brougbtfood and supplies to the laird in his hiding place. yhey were careful always to refer to the hidden man only as the "Dunbonnet," in order to avoid any chance ofgiving him away to the English patrols who frequently crossed the district. 

11 one day, a boy bringing a cask of ale up the trail to the laird's cave met a goons. Bravely refusing either to answer the sold *ers' quesgroup of English dra

I

ti.ons, or togive up his burden, the boy was attacked by one of the dragoons, and dropped the cask, which bounded down the steep bill, and into the burn below.' She looked up from
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the paper, raising her eyebrows at her daughter. "Why this one? We know-or we think we know," she corrected, with a

wry nod toward Roger, "that Jamie escaped from Culloden, but so did a lot of other people. What makes you think this laird might have been Jamie?" "Because of the Dunbonnet bit, of course," Brianna answered, as though surprised that she should ask. 

"What?" Roger looked at her, puzzled. "What about the Dunbonnct?" In answer, Brianna picked up a hank of her thick red hair and waggled it under his nose. 

"Dunbonnet!" she said impatiently. "A dull brown bonnet, right? He wore a hat all the time, because he had hair that could be recognized! Didn't YOU Say the English called him

'Red Jamie'? They knew he had red hair-he had to hide it!" 

Roger stared at her, speechless. The hair floated loose on her shoulders, alive with fiery light. 

"YOU could be right," Claire said. Excitement made her eyes bright as she looked at her daughter. "It was like yours-Jamie's hair was just like yours, Blee." She reached up and softly stroked Brianna's hair. The girl's face softened as she looked down at her mother. 

"I know," she said. "I was thinking about that while I was readingtrying to see him, you know?" She stopped and cleared her throat, as though something might be caught in it. "I could see him, out in the heather, hiding

ju, 

and the sun shining off his hair. You said he'd been an outlaw; I just St thought he must have known pretty well . . . how to hide. If People were trying to kill him," she finished softly. 

"Right." Roger spoke briskly, to dispel the shadow in Brianna's eyes. 38
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"That's a marvelous job of guesswork, but maybe we can tell for sure, with little more work. if we can find Leap 0' the Cask on a map-" 

"What kind of dummv do you think I am,"' Brianna said scornfullv. ,i thought of that." The shadow disappeared, replaced by an expression of smugness. "That's why I was so late; I made the clerk drag out every map Of the Highlands they had." She withdrew another photocopied sheet from the stack and poked a finger triumphantly near the upper edge. 11 See? It's so tiny, it doesn't show up on most maps, but this one had it, 'i ght there; there s the village of Broch Mordha, which Mama says is near P

the Lallybroch estate, and therc"-her finger moved a quarter-inch, pointing to a line of microscopic print. "See?" she repeated. "He went back to his estate-Lallybroch-and that's where he hid." 

"Not having a magnidng glass to hand, I'll take your word for it that that says 'Leap 0' the Cask,' " Roger said, straightening up. He grinned at Brianna. "Congratulations, then," he said. "I think you've found him-that far, at least." 

Brianna smiled, her eyes suspiciously bright. "Yeah," she said softly. She touched the two sheets of paper with a gentle finger. "My father." 

Claire squeezed her daughter's hand. "If you have your father's hair, it's nice to see you have your mother's brains," she said, smiling. "Let's go and celebrate your discovery with Fiona's dinner." 

"Good job," Roger said to Brianna, as they followed Claire toward the dining room. His hand rested lightly on her waist. "You should be proud of yourself." 
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"Thanks," she said, with a brief smile, but the pensive expression returned almost at once to the curve of her mouth. 

"What is it,"' Roger asked softly, stopping in the hall. "Is something the matter?" 

"No, not really." She turned to face him, a small line visible between the ruddy brows. "It's only-I was just thinking, trying to imagine-what do you think it was like for him? Living in a cave for seven years? And A,-hat happened to him then?" 

Moved bv an impulse, Roger leaned forward and kissed her lightly between the brows. 

"I don't know, darlin'," he said. "But maybe we'll find out." W 0 ARI T

Lallybroch

4

The Dunbonnet

LALLYBROCH NoVEMBER 1752

e came down to the house once a month to shave, when one of the boys brought him word it was safe. Abvays at night, moving soft-footed as a fox through the dark. It seemed riccessary, someh

how, a small gesture toward the concept of civilization. 

He would slip like a shadow through the kitchen door, to be met with Ian's smile or his sister's kiss, and would feel the transformation begin. The basin of hot water, the freshly stropped razor would be laid ready for him on the table, with whatever there was for shaving soap. Now and then it was real soap, if Cousin Jared had sent some from France; more often just halfrendered tallow, eye-stinging with lye. 

He could feel the change begin with the first scent of the kitchcn-so strong and rich, after the wind-thin smells of loch and moor and wood-but it wasn't until he had finished the ritual of shaving that he fclt himself altogether human once more. They had learned not to expect him to talk until he had shaved; words came hard after a month's solitude. Not that he could think of nothing to s4Y; it was more that the words inside formed a logjam in his throat, battling each other to get out in the short time he had. He needed those few minutes Of careful grooming to pick and choose, what he would say first and to whom. 

There was news to hear and to ask about-of English patrols in the distr'ct, Of politics, of arrests and trials in London and Edinburgh. That he Could wait for. Better to talk to Ian about the estate, to Jenny about the Children. If it seemed safe, the children would be brought down to say hello to their uncle, to give him sleepy hugs and dainp kisses before stumbling back to their beds. 

"Re'll be getting a man soon" had been his first choice of conversation when he came in September, with a nod toward Jenny's eldest child, his namesake. The tcn-ycar-old sat at the table with a certain constraint, ini42
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mensek, conscious of the clignity of his temporary position as man of the tio U se
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"Aye, all I need's another of the creatures to worry over," his sister replied tartly, but she touched her son's shoulder in passing, with a pride that belied her words, 

"Have ve word from Ian, then?" His brother-in-law had been arrestedfor the fourth timethree weeks before) and taken to Inverness under suspicion of being a Jacobite sympathizcr. 

Jenny shook licr head, bringing a covered dish to set before him. Thc thick Nvarm stricil of partridge pie drifted up from the pricked crust, and made his mouth xvatcr so heavily, he had to swallow before he could speak. 

"It's naught to fret for," Icnny said, spooning out the pie onto his plate, Her voice was cairn, but the small vertical line between her brows deepened. "I've sent Fergus to show them the deed of sasine, and Ian's discharge from his regiment. They'll send him home again, so soon as they realize he isna the taird of Laltybroct-t, and there's naught to be gained by deviling him." With a glance at her son, she reached for the ale jug. "Precious chance, thev have of provin' a wee bairn to be a traitor." 

Hey voice was grim, but held a note of satisfaction at the thought of the English court's confusion. The rain-spattered deed of sasine that Proved transfer of the title of Lallybroch from the elder James to the younger had made its appearance in court before, each time foiling the Crown's attempt to scize the estate as the property of a Jacobite traitor. He would feet it begin to slip away when he left-that thin veneer o' humanitv-more of it gone with cacti step xway from the farmhouse. Sometimes he'woutd keep the illusion of warmth and family all the way to the cave where he hid; other times it would disappear almost at once, torn away by a chill wind, rank and acrid with the scent of burning. The English had burned three crofts, beyond the high field. Pulled Hugh Kirby and Geoff Murray from their firesides and shot them by their doorsteps, vith no ques on or word of formal accusation. Young Joe Fraser ti

had escaped, Nvarned by his wife, who had seen the English coming, and had lived three weeks with Jamie in the cave, until the soldiers were well a"a' from the district-and Ian with them. 

In October, it had been the older [ads he spoke to; Fergus, the French b01 he had taken from a Paris brothel, and Rabbic MacNab, the kitchenma          -id, son, Fergus's best friend. 

He had drawn the razor slowly dov,,n one check and round the angle of 111 jaw, then wipcd the lathered blade against the edge of the basin. From t1'', corner of one eye, he caught a faint glimpse of fascinated envy on thc facc O

TurniiiR slightly, he saw that the three boys'-Rabbic, Fe" 

Sus, and Young Jamic-were all watching him inrentIv, mouths slightiv Open. 414ave ye no seen a man shave befor0" he asked, cocking one brow. Rabbic and Fergus glanced at each other, but left it to Young jam        ic, as titular owner of the estate, to answer. 

,Oh, well . . . aye, Uncle," he said, blushing. "But . . . I m-mean"h, stammered slighdN and blushed even harder-`vvith mv Da gone, and even when he's home, we dinna see him shave himself always, and well, you've just such a lot of hair on your face, Uncle,  ,after a xvhole month, and it's only we're so glad to see you again, and . . . ' 

it dawned on Jamie quite suddenly that to the boys he must seem a most romantic figure. Living alone in a cave, emerging at dark to hunt, coming down out of the mist in the night, filthy and wild-haired, beard all in a fierce red sprout-yes, at their age, it likely seemed a glamorous adventure to be ail oudaw and live hidden in the heather, in a dank, crampcd
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cave.    At fifteen and sixteen and ten, they had no notion of guilt or bitter loneliness, of the weight of a responsibility that could not be rclieved by action. 

They might understand fear, of a sort. Fear of capture, fear of death. Not the fear of solitude, of his own nature, fear of madness. Not the constant, chronic fear of what his presence might do to them-if they thought about that risk at all, 

they dismissed it, with the casual assumption of immortality that was the right of boys. 

"Aye, well," he had said, turning casually back to the looking glass as Young Jamie stuttered to a halt. "Man is born    to sorrow and whiskers, One of the plagues of Adam." 

"Of Adam?" Fergus looked openly puzzled, while the others tried to pretend they had the slightest idea what Jarnie was talking about. Fergus, as a Flerichie, was not expected to know everything. 

"Oh, aye.-Jamie pulled his upper lip down over his teeth and scraped delicately beneath his nose. "In the beginning, when God made man, Adam,s chin was as hairless as Eve's. And their bodies both smooth as a newborn child's," he added, seeing Young Jamie's vycs dart toward Rabbic's crotch. Beardless Rabbie still was, but the faint dark down on his upper lip besPOkc new sproutings elsewhere, 

"But when the angel wil the flaming sword drove them out of Eden, no Sooner had they passed the gate of the garden, when the hair began to sprout and itch On Adam's chin, and ever since, man has been curscd with shaving.-FIc 611i,hed his own chin with a final flourish, and bowed theatrically to his aLiclience. 

But what about the other hairP" Rabbic demanded. "Ye dinna shave t"rc" Young Jamie giggled at the    r'thought, going red again. 

,ncl a damn good thing, too," his elder namesake observed, "Ye'd need 44
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the devil of a steady hand. No need of a looking glass, though," he added, t a chorus of giggles. 

"What about the ladics?" Fergus said. His voice broke on the word "Ia. dies," in a bullfrog croak that made the other two laugh harder. -Certainly les Iles have hair there, too, but they do not shave it-usually not, anywav fi

he added, clearly thinking of some of the sights of his early life in the brothel Jamie heard his sister's footsteps coming down the hall. 

"Oh, well, that's no a curse," he told his rapt audience, picking up the basin and tossing the contents neatly through the open window. "God gaN'C that as a consolation to man. If yc've ever the privilege of seeing a woman in her skin, gentlemen," he said, looking over his shoulder toward the door and lowering his voice confidentially, "ye'll observe that the hair there grows in the shape of an arrow-pointing the way, ye ken, so as a poor ignorant man can find his wav safe home." 

He turned grandly away from the guffawing and sniggers behind him, ta be struck suddenly with shame as he saw his sister, coming down the hall with the slow, waddling stride of advanced pregnancy. She was holding the tray with his supper on top of her swelling stomach. How could he ha\,C demeaned her so, for a crude jest and the sake of a moment's camaraderie with the boys? 
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"Be still!" he had snapped at the boys, who stopped giggling abruptly and stared at him in puzzlement. He hastened forward to take the tray frorn jenny and set it on the table. it was a savoury made of goat's meat and bacon, and he saw Fergus prominent Adam's apple bob in the slender throat at the smell of it. He knev thev saved the best of the food for him; it didn't take much looking at the pinched faces across the table. When he came, he brought what meat he could, snared rabbits or grouse, sometimes a nest of plover's eggs-but it was never enough, for a house where hospitality must stretch to cover the needs of not only family and servants, but the families of the murdered Kirb and Murray. At least until spring, the widows and children of his tcnaO must bide here, and he must do his best to feed them. 

"Sit down by me," he said to jenny, taking her arm and gently guidiil her to a scat on'the bench beside him. She looked surprised-it was her habit to wait on him when he came-but sat down gladlN enough. It was late, anc she was tired; he could see the dark smudges beneath her eyes. 

With great firmness, he cut a large slab of the savoury and set the plate before her. 

"But that's all for you!" Jenny protested. "I've eaten." 

"Not enough," he, said. "Ye need more-for the babe," he added, Witl' inspiration. If she would not eat for herself, she would for the child. Sb' hesitated a moment longer, but then smiled at him, picked up her spoOo and began to eat. 

Now it was November, and the chill struck through the thin shirt and wore. He hardlv noticed, intent on his tracking. It was cloudN

breeches he                                                                       I but with a  thin-layered mackerel sky, through which the full moon shed plenty of light. 

Thank God it wasn't raining; impossible to hear through the pattering of raindrops, and the pungent scent of wet plants masked the smell of animals. His nose had grown almost painfully acute through the long months of living outdoors; the smells of the house sometimes nearlv knocked him down when he stepped inside. 

He wasn't quite close enough to smell the musky scent of the stag, but he heard the telltale rustle of its brief start when it scented him. Now it Would be frozen, one of the shadows that rippled across the hillside around him, under the racing clouds. He turned as slowly as he possibly could toward the spot where his ears had told him the stag stood. His bow was in his hand, an arrow readv to the string. He would have one shotmaybe-when the stag bolted. Yes, there! His heart sprang into his throat as he saw the antlers, pricking sharp and black above the surrounding gorse. He steadied himself, took a deep breath, and then the one step forward. 

The crash of a deer's flight was always startlingly loud, to frighten back a stalker. This stalker was prepared, though. He neither startled nor pursued, but stood his ground, sighting along the shaft of the arrow, following with his eye the track of the springing deer, judging the moment, holding fire, and then the bowstring slapped his wrist with stinging force. 

It was a clean shot, just behind the shoulder, and a good thing, too; he doubted he had the strength to run down a full-grown stag. It had fallen in a clear spot behind a clump of gorse, legs stuck out, stiff as sticks, in the oddly helpless way of dying ungulates. The hunter's moon lit its glazing eye, so the soft dark stare was hidden, the mystery of its dying shielded by blank silver. 
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He pulled the dirk from his belt and knelt by the deer, hastily saying the words of the gralloch prayer. Old John Murray, Ian's father, had taught him. His Own father's mouth had nvisted slightly, hearing it, from which he gathered that this prayer was perhaps not addressed to the same God thev spoke to in church on Sunday. But his father had said nothing, and he had mumbled the words himself, scarcely noticing what he said       , in the nervous excitement of feeling old John's hand, steady on his own, for the first time pressing down the knife blade into hairy hide and steaming flesh. 

NOW) with the sureness of practice, he thrust up the sticky Muzzle in one hand) and with the other, slit the deer's throat. 

The

blood spurted hot over knife and hand, pumping two or three times, the 'et ying away to a steady stream as the carcass drained, the great vessels Of the throat cut"through. Had he paused to think, he might not have done

46
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it, but hunger and dizziness and the cold fresh intoxication of the night had taken him far past the point of thinking. He cupped his hands beneath the running stream and brought them steaming to his mouth. 

The moon shone black on his cupped, spilling hands, and it was as though he absorbed the deer's substance, rather than drank it. The taste of the blood was salt and silver, and the heat of it was his own. There was no startlemer,, of hot or cold as he swallowed, only the taste of it, rich in his mouth, and the head-swimming, hot-metal smell, and the sudden clench and rumble of his belly at the nearness of food. 

He closed his eyes and breathed, and the cold damp air came back, between the hot reek of the carcass and his senses. He swallowed once, then wiped the back of his hand across his face, cleaned his hands on the grass, and set about the business at hand. There was the sudden effort of moving the limp, heavy carcass, and then the gralloch, the long stroke of mingled strength and delicacy that slit the hide between the legs, but did not penetrate the sac that held the entrails, He forced his hands into the carcass, a hot wet intimacy, and again there was an effortful tug that brought out the sac, slick and moonshining in his hands. A slash above and another below, and the mass slid free, the transformation of black magic that changed a deer to meat. 

It was a small stag, although it had points to its antlers. With luck, he could carry it alone, rather than leave it to the mercy of foxes and badgers until he could bring help to move it. He ducked a shoulder under one leg. and slowly rose, grunting with effort as he shifted the burden to a solid resting place across his back. 

The moon cast his shadow on a rock, humped and fantastic, as he made his slow, ungainly way down the hill. The deer's antlers bobbed above his shoulder, giving him in shadowed profile the semblance of a horned man. He shivered slightly at the thought, remembering tales of witches' sabbats. where the Horned One came, to drink the sacrifice of goat's or roostcr' blood. 

He felt a little queasy, and more than a little light-headed. More a116 more, he felt the disorientation, the fragmenting of himself between clay aN night. By day, he was a creature of the mind alone, as he escaped his dame immobility by a stubborn, disciplined retreat into the avenues of though! and meditation, seeking refuge in the pages of books. But with the rising U the moon, all sense fled, succumbing at once to sensation, as he
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emerg6 into the fresh air like a beast from its ]air, to run the dark hills beneath th' stars, and hunt, driven by hunger, drunk with blood and moonlight. 

He stared at the ground as he walked, night-sight keen enough to keep 11" footing, despite the heavy burden. The deer was limp and cooling, its stif
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soft hair scratching against the back of his neck, and his own sweat cooling in the breeze, as though he shared his prey's fate. 

It was only as the lights of Lallybroch manor ca

me into view that he felt at last.the mantle of humanity fall upon him, and mind and body joined as one again as he prepared himself to greet his family. 

To Us a Child Is Given

hrcc weeks later, there was still no word of Ian's return. No word of anv kind, in fact. Fergus had not come to the cave in several days,'leaving Jamie in a fret of worry over how things might be at

the house. If nothing else, the deer he had shot would have gone long since, with all the extra mouths to feed, and there would be precious little from the kallyard at this time of year. 

He was sufficiently worried to risk an early visit, checking his snares and coming down from the hills just before sunset. just in case, he was careful to pull on the NNTOOIcn bonnet, knitted of rough dun yarn, that would hide his hair from ariv telltale fingering of late sunbeams. His size alone might prongth voke suspicion, but not certainty, and he had full confidence in the stre of his legs to carry him out of harm's way should he have the ill luck to mee with an English patrol. Hares in the heather were little match for Jamie Fraser, given warning. The house was strangely quiet as he approached. There was none of the usual racket made by children: jenny's five, and the six bairns belonging to the tenants, to say nothing of Fergus and Rabble MacNab, who were a long Nvav from being too old to chase each other round the stables, screeching like fiends.                                                                    inside the The house felt strangely empty round him, as he paused just                  ie tht kitchen door. He was standing in the back hall, the pantry to one si( , scullery to the other, and the main kitchen just beyond. He stood stock-still

erpowenn reaching out with all his senses, listening as he inhaled the overpow nn smells of the house. No, there was someone here; the faint sound of a scrape, followed by a soft, regular clinking came from behind the cloth         padded doof that kept the heat of the kitchen from seeping out into the chilk back pantry, 

door call, It was a rcassuringIN, domestic sound, so he pushed open the               pregnant, t without unclue fear. His sister, Jenny, alone and vastly

tiously, bu

was standing at the table, stirring something in a yellow bowl. "What are you doing in here? Where's Mrs. Coker?" 

His sister dropped the spoon with a startled shriek.                     d her eyes, "Jamie!" Palcfaccd, she pressed a hand to her breast and close         -k blue ac "Christ! Ye scairt the bowels out of me." She opened her eyes, dai

his own, and fixed him xvith a penetrating stare. "Arid what in the narnmne Voyager
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the Holy Mother arc ye doing here now., I wasna expecting yc for a week at least

-Fergus hasna come up the hill lately; I got worried," he said simplN. -Ye're a sweet man, Jamie." The color was coming back into her face. She ,,-riled at her brother and came close to hug him. It was an awkward busincss, vith the impending baby in the way, but pleasant, nonetheless. He rested his cheek for a moment on the sleek darkness of her head, breathing in her complex aroma of candle wax and cinnamon, tallow-soap and wool. -flierc was an unusual element to her scent this evening; he thought she was beginning to smell of milk. 

"Wicre is everyone.. he asked, releasing her reluctantly. 

well, Mrs. Coker's dead," she answered, the faint crease between her broncos deepening. 

"Aye?" he said soffly, and crossed himself. "I'm sorry for it." Mrs. Coker had been first housemaid and then housekeeper for the family, since the marriage of his own parents, forty-odd years before. "Whcn" 

"Yesterday forenoon. 'Twasn't unexpected, poor soul, and it was peaceful. She died in her own bed, like she wanted, and Father McMurtry prayin' over her." Jamie glanced reflexively toward the door that led to the servants' rooms, off the kitchen. 

"Is she still here?" 

His sister shook her head. "No. I told her son they should have the wake here at the house, but the Cokers thought, everything being like it is"-her small nioue encompassed Ian's absence, lurking Redcoats, refugee tenants, the dearth of food, and his own inconvenient presence in the cave-"they

's thought better to have it at Broch Mordha, at her sister's place. So that' 

6cre everyone's gone. I told them 1 didna feel well enough to go," she added, then smiled, raising an impish brow. "But it was reallv that I wanted a fnk hours' peace and quiet, wi' 

the lot of them gone." 

"And here I've come, breakin' in on your peace," Jamie said ruefully. "Ihall I go?" 

"No, clot-heid," his sister said affably. "Sit ve down, and I'll get oil wi' the supper. 

'What's to eat, then?" he asked, sniffing hopefully. 

"Depends on what ve've brought," his sister replied. She moved heavily 40ut the kitchen, taking things from cupboard and hutch, pausing to stir the large kettle hung over the fire, from which a thin steam was rising. 

"If ve've brought meat, we'll have it. If not, it's brosc and hOLIgh." Ne made a face at this; the thought of boiled barlCv and shin-beef, the last rm nants of the salted beef carcass thcv'd bought

two months before, was Quite appcaling. 

"Just as well I had luck, then," he said. He upended his game bag and let t4 three rabbits fall onto the table in a limp tumble of gray fur and crumpled
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cars. "And blackthorn berries," he added, tipping out the contents of 1 dun bonnet, now stained inside with the rich red juice. 

Jenny's eyes brightened at the sight. "Hare pie," she declared. "Thet no currants, but the berries will do even better, and there's enough buti thank God." Catching a tiny blink of movement among the gray fur, slapped her hand down on the table, neatly obliterating the minuscule truder. 

"Take them out and skin 'em, Jamie, or the kitchcn will be hopping, fleas." 
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Returning with the skinned carcasses, he found the piecrust well advanc, and Jennv with smears of flour on her dress. 

"Cut them into collops and break the bones for me, will ye, Jamie?" said, frowning at Mrs. McClintock's Receipts for Cookery and Pastry-Wo laid open on the table beside the pie pan. 

"Surely ye can make hare pie without looking in the wee book?" he sa obligingly taking the big bone-crushing wooden mallet from the top of 1 hutch where it was kept. He grimaced as he took it into his hand, feeling t weight of it. It was very like the one that had broken his right hand seve years before, in an English prison, and he had a sudden vivid memory of t shattered bones in a hare pie, splintered and cracked, leaking salty blood a marrowsweetness into the meat. 

"Aye, I can," his sister answered abstractedly, thumbing through t pages. "It's only that when ye havena got half the things yc need to maki dish, sometimes there's something else you'll come across in here, that can use instead." She frowned at the page before her. 

"Ordinarily, I'd I claret in the sauce, but we've none in the house, save one of Jared's casks the priest hole, and I dinna want to broach that vct-we might need it.' 

He didn't need telling what she might use it for. A cask of claret mip grease the skids for Ian's relcase-or at least pay for news of his welfare. I stole a sidewise glance at the great round of Jenny's belly. It wasn't for a M to say, but to his not inexperienced eyes, she looked damn near her tin Absently, he reached over the kettle and swished the blade of his dirk to a fro in the scalding liquid, then pulled it out and wiped it clean. I 'Whycver did ye do that, Jamie?" He turned to find Jenny staring at hi The black curls were coming undone from their ribbon, and it gave hiff, pang to see the glimmer of a single white hair among the ebony. 

"Oh," he said, too obviously offhand as he picked up one carcass, "CU -she told me ye ought to wash off a blade in boiling water before touched food with it." He felt rather than saw Jenny's eyebrows rise. She had asked him abe Claire only once, when he had come home from Culloden, half-consciq and mostly dead with fever. 

"She is gone," he had said, and turned his face away. "Dinna speak Voyager                                     51

nainc to me again." Loyal as always, jenny had not, and neither had he. He Could not have said what made him say it today; unless perhaps it was the 'ire,11-11S. Fie had them often, in varying forms, and it always unsettled him the day after, as though for a moment Claire had really been near enough to touch, and ilicu had drawn away again. He could swear that sometimes lie -vvokc ,,ith the smell of her on him, musky and rich, pricked with the sharp, fresh sccuts of leaves and green herbs. He had spilled his seed in his sleep more that, once ,N,,hile dreaming, an occurrence that left him faintlv shamed and uncasy in mind. To distract both of them, he nodded at Jerinv's stomach. 

-H ow close is it?" he asked, frowning at her s-,vollen midscction. "Ye look like a puffball mushroom-onc touch, and poof!" He flicked his fingers ,,,ide in illustration. 110h, aye? Well, and I could wish it was as easy as poof." She arched her back, rubbing at the small of it, and making her belly protrude in an alarming fashion. He pressed back against the wall, to give it room. "As for when, anytime, I expect. No telling for sure." She picked up the cup and measured out the flour; precious little left in the bag, he noted with some grimness. 

"Send up to the cave when it starts," he said suddenly. "I'll come down, Redcoats or no." 
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Jenny stopped stirring and stared at him. 

u , 

1yo , Wl1v? 

"Well, Ian's not here," he pointed out, picking up one skinned carcass. With the expertise of long practice, he neatly disjointed a thigh and cut it free from the backbone. Three quick smacks with the boning mallet and the pale flesh lay flattened and ready for the pie. 

"And a great lot of help he'd be if he was," Jenny said. "He took care of his part o' the business nine months ago." She wrinkled her nose at her brother and reached for the plate of butter. 

"Mmphni." He sat down to continue his work, which brought her belly close to his eyelevcl. The contents, awake and active, was shifting to and fro III a restless manner, making her apron twitch and bulge as she stirred. He couldn't resist reaching out to put a light hand against the monstrous curve, to feel the surprising strong thrusts and kicks of the inhabitant, impatient of Its cramped confinement. 

"Scrid Fergus for me when it's time," he said again. 

She looked down at him in exasperation and batted his hand away with the Spooll. "Have I no just been telling yc, I dinna need ye? For God's sake, man, have I not enough to worry me, wi' the house full of people, and scarce enotIgh to 6ced them, Ian in gaol in Inverness, and Redcoats crawling in at the       cvcrv time I look round? Should I have to worrv that ve'll be taketi up, as well, ;1
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"Ye needna be xvorrit for me; I'll take care." He didn't look at her, b, focused his attention on the forejoint he was slicing through. 

"Well, then, have a care and stay put on the hill." She looked down h( long, straight nose, peering at him over the rim of the bowl. "I've had si bairns already, aye? Yc dinna think I can manage bV now," 

"No arguing wl' vou, is there?" he demanded. "No," she said promptly. "So you'll stay." "I'll come." 

Jenny narrowed her eyes and gave him a long, level look. 

11YC1rc maybe the most stubborn gomerel between here and Aberdeet no, A smile spread across her brother's face as he looked up at her. "Mavbe so," he said. He reached across and patted her heaving bellj "And maybe no. But I'm coming. Send Fergus when it's time." 

It was near dawn three days later that Fergus came panting up the slope t the cave, missing the trail in the dark, and making such a crashing throug the gorse bushes that Jamie heard him coming long before he reached th opening. 

"Milord         he began breathlessly as he emerged by the head of th trail, but Jamie was already past the boy, pulling his cloak around his shold ders as he hurried down toward the house. 

"But, milord . . ." Fergus's voice came behind him, panting and fright ened. "Milord, the soldiers . . ." 

"Soldiers?" He stopped suddenly and turned, waiting impatiently for th French lad to make his way down the slope. "What soldiers?" he demanded as Fergus slithered the last few feet. 

PDF Transform

PDF Transform

Y

Y

Y

er

Y

er

B

2

B

2

B

.0

B

.0

A

A

Click here to buy

Click here to buy

w

w

w

w

w . 

w

A B B YY.com

.A B BYY.com

"English dragoons, milord. Milady sent me to tell you-on no account ar you to leave the cave. One of the men saw the soldiers yesterday, campei near Dunmaglas." 11 "Damn. 

"Yes, milord." Fergus sat down on a rock and fanned himself, narrol chest heaving as he caught his breath. 

Jamie hesitated, irresolute. Every instinct fought against going back int, the cave. His blood was heated by the surge of excitement caused by Fergus, appearance, and he rebelled at the thought of meekly crawling back int' hiding, like a grub seeking refuge beneath its rock. 

"Mmphrn," he said. He glanced down at Fergus. The changing light W3 beginning to outline the boy's slender form against the blackness of th gorse, but his face was still a pale smudge, marked with a pair of darke smudges that were his eves. A certain suspicion was stirring in Jamie. Wh had his sister sent Fergus at this odd hour? 

Voyager                                       53

If it had been necessary urgently to warn him about the dragoons, it

,vould have been safer to send the boy up during the night. If the need was r1ot tirgent, why not wait until the next night? The answer to that was obvio,,s-because Jenny thought she might not be able to send him word the 11ext night. 

"HOW is it with my sister?" he asked Fergus. 

,10h,        milord, quite well!" The hearty tone of this assurance confirmcd all Jamie's suspicions. 

"She's having the child, no?" he demanded, "No, milord! Certainly not!" Jamie reached down and clamped a hand on Fergus's shoulder, The bones fclt small and fragile beneath his fingers, reminding him uncomfortably of the rabbits he had broken for Jenny. Nonetheless, he forced his grip to tighten. Fergus squirmed, trying to ease away. 

,,Tell me the truth, man," Jamie said. "No, milord! Truly!" The grip tightened inexorably. "Did she tell you not to tell me?" Jenny's prohibition must have been a literal one, for Fergus answered this cluestion with evident relief

"Yes, milord!" 

"Ah." He relaxed his grip and Fergus sprang to his feet, now talking volubly as he rubbed his scrawny shoulder. 

"She said I must not tell you anything except about the soldiers, milord, for if I did, she would cut off my cods and boil them like turnips and sausage! " Jamie could not repress a smile at this threat. 

"Short of food we may be," he assured his prot6g6, "but not that short." He glanced at the horizon, where a thin line of pink showed pure and vivid behind the black pines' 

silhouette. "Come along, then; it'll be full light in half an hour." There was no hint of silent emptiness about the house this dawn. Amyone with half an eye could see that things were not as usual at Lallybroch; the Ivash kettle sat on its plinth in the yard, with the fire gone out under it, full of cold water and sodden clothes. Moaning cries from the barn-like someone being strangled-indicated that the sole remaining cow urgently required "O"king, An irritable blatting from the goat shed let him know that the temalc inhabitants would like some similar attention as well. 

As he came into the yard, three chickens ran past in a feathery squawk, with Jehu the rat terrier in close pursuit. With a quick dart, he leaped forWard and booted the dog, catching
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it just under the ribs. It flew into the air with a look of intense surprise on its face, then, landing with a yip, picked ",elf up and made off

fie found the children, the older boys, Mary MacNab, and the other housemaid, Sukie, all crammed into the parlor, under the watchful eye ( Mrs. Kirby, a stern and rock-ribbed widow, who was reading to them frol the Bible. 

"'And Adam was not deceived, but the woman being deceived was in t) transgression, ' " read Mrs. Kirby. There was a loud, rolling scream froi upstairs, that seemed to go on and on. Mrs. Kirby paused for a moment, t allow everyone to appreciate it, before resuming the reading. Her eyes, pal gray and wet as raw oysters, flickered toward the ceiling, then rested

"it satisfaction on the row of strained faces before her. 

" 'Notwithstanding, she shall be saved in childbearing, if she continue i faith and charity and holiness with sobriety, ' " she read. Kitty burst into hy! terical sobbing and buried her head in her sister's shoulder. Maggie Elle was growing bright red beneath her freckles, while her elder brother ha gone dead-white at the scream. 

"Mrs. Kirby," said Jamie. "Be still, if ye please." The words were civil enough, but the look in his eyes must have been tb one that Jehu saw just before his boot-assisted flight, for Mrs. Kirby gaspe, and dropped the Bible, which landed on the floor with a papery thump. 

Jamie bent and picked it up, then showed Mrs. Kirby his teeth. The ei pression evidently was not successful as a smile, but had some effect nonethe less. Mrs. Kirby went quite pale, and put a hand to her ample bosom. 

"Perhaps ye'd go to the kitchen and make yourself useftil," he said, with jerk of his head that sent Sukie the kitchenmaid scuttling out like a wind blown leaf. With considerably more dignity, but no hesitation, Mrs. Kirb rose and followed her. 

Heartened by this small victory, Jamie disposed of the parlor's other occu pants in short order, sending the widow Murray and her daughters out ti deal with the wash kettle, the smaller children out to catch chickens unde the supervision of Mary MacNab. The older lads departed, with obviou relief, to tend the stock. 

The room empty at last, he stood for a moment, hesitating as to what ti do next. He felt obscurely that he should stay in the house, on guard though he was acutely aware that he could-as Jenny had said-do nothinj to help, whatever happened. There was an unfamiliar mule hobbled in th dooryard; presumably the midwife was upstairs with Jenny. I

Unable to sit, he prowled restlessly around the parlor, the Bible in W hand, touching things. Jenny's bookshelf, battered and scarred from the lag incursion of Redcoats, three months ago. The big silver epergne. That w3 slightly dented, but had been too heavy to fit in a soldier's knapsack, and M had escaped the pilfering of smaller objects. Not that the English had got so much; the few truly valuable items, along with the tiny store of gold they haj left, were safely tucked away in the priest hole with Jared's wine. Hearing a prolonged moan from above, he glanced down involuntarily a the Bible in his hand. Not really wanting to, still he let the book fall open, shoWing the page at the front where the marriages, births, and deaths of the finji1v xvcrc recorded. 

-Fhc entries began with his parents' marriage. Brian Fraser and Ellen MacKenzie. The names and the date were written in his mother's fine round hand, with underneath, a brief notation in his father's firmer, blacker scrawl. j1ol,rit for love, it said-a pointed
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observation, in view of the next entry, ,,hich showed Willie's birth, which had occurred scarcelv two months past the date of the marriage. 

jainic smiled, as always, at sight of the words, and glanced up at the painting of himself, aged two, standing with Willie and Bran, the huge deerhound. All that was left of Willie, who had died of the smallpox at eleven. The painting had a slash through the canvas-the work of a bayonet, he supposed, taking out its owner's frustration. 

-And if ye hadna died," he said softly to the picture, "then what?" Then what, indeed. Closing the book, his eye caught the last entryCaitlin Maisri Murray, born December 3, 1749, died December 3, 1749. Aye, if. if the Rcdcoats had not come on December 2, would Jenny have borne the child too early? If they had had enough food, so that she, like the rest of them, was no more than skin and bones and the bulge of her belly, would that have helped? 

"No telling, is there?" he said to the painting. Willie's painted hand rested on his shoulder; he had always fclt safe, with Willie standing behind him. Another scream came from upstairs, and a spasm of fear clenched his hands on the book. 

"Pray for us, Brother," he whispered, and crossing himself, laid down the Bible and went out to the barn to help with the stock. 

There ,vas little to do here; Rabbie and Fergus between them were more than able to take care of the few animals that remained, and Young Jamie, at ten, xvas big enough to be a substantial help. Looking about for something to do, Jamie gathered up an armful of scattered hay and took it down the slope to the midwife's mule. When the hay was gone, the cow would have to be slaughtered; unlike the goats, it couldn't get enough forage on the winter hills to sustain it, even with the picked grass and weeds the small children brought in. With luck, the salted carcass would last them through 'til spring. As he came back into the barn, Fergus looked up from his manure fork. "This is a proper midwife, of good repute?" Fergus demanded. He thrust Out a long chin aggressively. 

"Madame should not be entrusted to the care of a Peasant, surely!" 

"How should 1 know?" Jamie said testily. "D'vc think I had anything to do vi, engaging midwives?" Mrs. Martin, the old midwife who had delivered L all previous Murray children, had died-like so many others-during the famine in the year following Cullodcn. Mrs. Innes, the new midwife, was much younger; he hoped she had sufficient experience to know what she was doing. 

Rabbie seemed inclined to join the argument as well. He scowled blacklY at Fergus. "Aye, and what d'yc mean 'peasant'? Ye're a peasant, too, or hav ye not noticed?" te the fac Fergus stared down his nose at Rabbie with some dignity, despite the fac that he was forced to tilt his head backward in order to do so, he bein several inches shorter than his friend. 

Y. 44 nt or not is of no consequence," he said loftily. " "Whether I am a peasa ftily. am not a midwife, am I?" 

nd "No, ye're a fiddle-ma-fyke!" Rabbie gave his friend a rough push, a vily on tN with a sudden whoop of surprise, Fergus fc1l backward, to land heavily on ughing Oil stable floor. In a flash, he was up. He lunged at Rabbie, who sat laughing collar an d the edge of the manger, but Jamie's hand snatched him by the collar an pulled him back. 
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"None of that," said his employer. "I wilina have ye spoilin' what littl ked, hay's left." He set Fergus back on his feet, and to distract him, asked, "An what d'ye ken of midwives anyway?" 

"A great deal, milord." Fergus dusted himself off with elegant gesture ai Madame Elise's were brought to bed while I w

"Many of the ladies at                                                      hile I w there-" yl "I claresay they were," Jamie interjected dryly. "Or is it childbed asn, to t1le

mean?" 

0 "Childbed, certainly. Why, I was born there myself!" The French b puffed his narrow chest importantly. 

rust ye ma "Indeed." Jamie's mouth quirked slightly. "Well, and I trust ye ma careful observations at the time, so as to say how such matters should arranged?" Fergus ignored this piece of sarcasm. 

"Well, of course," he said, matter-of-factly, "the midwife will natur have put a knife beneath the bed, to cut the pain." 

CII'm none so sure she did that," Rabbie muttered. "At least it does sound much like it." Most of the screaming was inaudible from the barn, b not all of it. 

"And an egg should be blessed with holy water and put at the ffoott ooff bed, so that the woman shall bring forth the child easily," Fergus continue oblivious. He frowned. 

"I gave the woman an egg myself, but she did not appear to know what t, do with it. And I had been keeping it especially for the last month) too               '" h o b SUO

added plaintively, "since the hens scarcely lay anymore. I wanted t                    e of having one when it was needed. 

,,,ow, following the birth," he went on, losing his doubts in the cnthusiof his lecture, "the midwife must brew a tea of the placenta, and give             it %voman to drink, so that her milk will flow strongly." 

pabbic made a faint retching sound. "Of the afterbirth, ye mean?" he said disbelicvingly. 

"God!" 

Jamie felt a bit queasy at this exhibition of modern medical knowledge hiruself. 

"Ayc, well," he said to Rabbie, striving for casualness, "they eat frogs, ye kno,,. And snails. I suppose maybe afterbirth isna so strange, considering." PriNutelv, he wondered whether it might not be long before they were all eating frogs and snails, but thought that a speculation better kept to himself. pubbic made mock puking noises. "Christ, who'd be a Frenchie!" 

Fergus, standing close to Rabbie, whirled and shot out a lightning fist. Fergus vas small and slender for his age, but strong for all that, and with a deadh airri for a man's weak points, knowledge acquired as a juvenile pickpocket on the streets of Paris. The blow caught R-abbie squarely in the wind, and he doubled over with a sound like a stepped-on pig's bladder. 

"Speak with respect of your betters, if you please," Fergus said haughtily. Rabbie's face turned several shades of red and his mouth opened and closed like a fish's, as he struggled to get his breath back. His eyes bulged with a look of intense surprise, and he looked so ridiculous that it w      .as a struggle for Jamie not to laugh, despite his worry over Jenny and his

irritation at the boys' squabbling. 
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"Will ye wee doiters no keep your paws off-" he began, when he was interrupted by a cry from Young Jamie, who had until now been silent, fascinated by the conversation. 

"What?" Jamie whirled, hand going automatically to the pistol he             carried N,henever he left the cave, but there was not, as he had half-expected, an English patrol in the stableyard. 

"What the hell is it?" he demanded. Then, following Young Jamie's pointing finger, he saw them. Three small black specks, drifting across the brown crumple of dead vines in the potato field. 

"RaVens," he said softly, and felt the hair rise on the     back of his neck. For those birds of war and slaughter to come to a house during a birth was the lorst sort of ill luck. One of the filthy beasts was actually settling on the roofirce, as he watched. Vith no conscious thought, he took the pistol from his belt and braced the muzzle across his forearm, sighting carefully. It ),vas a long shot, from the d,,,r of the stable to the rooftree, and sighted' u ward, too. Still . . . 

P The pistol jerked in his hand and the raven exploded in a cloud of black feathers. Its two companions shot into the air as though blown there by the "Pl()Sion, and flapped madly away, their hoarse cries fading quickly on the Winter

"Mon Dieu!" Fergus exclaimed. "Cest bien, (a!" 

"Aye, bormy shooting, sir." Rabbie, still red-faced and a little breathless, had recovered himself in time to see the shot. Now he nodded toward the house, pointing with his chin. 

"Look, sir, is that the midwife?" 

It was. Mrs. Innes poked her head out of the second-story window, fair hair flying loose as she leaned out to peer into the yard below. Perhaps she had been drawn by the sound of the shot, fearing some trouble. Jamie stepped into the stablevard and waved at the window to reassure her. 

"It's all right," he shouted. "Only an accident." He didn't mean to mention the ravens, lest the midwife tell Jenny. 

"Come up!" she shouted, ignoring this. "The bairn's born, and your sister wants yc!" Jenny opened one eye, blue and slightly slanted like his own. "So ye came, aye?" 

"I thought someone should be here-if only to pray for ve," he said gruffly. She closed the eye and a small smile curved her lips. She looked, he thought, very like a painting he had seen in France-an old one by some Italian fellow, but a good picture, nonetheless. 

"Ye're a silly fool-and I'm glad of it," she said softly. She opened her eyes and glanced down at the swaddled bundle she held in the crook of her arm. 

"D'yc want to see him?" 

"Oh, a him, is it?" With hands experienced by years of unclehood, he lifted the tiny package and cuddled it against himself, pushing back the flap of blanket that shaded its face. 

Its eyes were closed tight shut, the lashes not visible in the deep crease of the eyelids. The eyelids themselves lay at a sharp angle above the flushed smooth rounds of the cheeks, giving promise that it might-in this one recognizable feature, at Icast-resemble its mother. The head was oddly lumpy, with a lopsided appearance that made Jamie think uncomfortably of a kicked-in melon, but the small fat mouth was relaxed and peaceffil, the moist pink underlip quivering faintly with the snorq attendant on the exhaustion of being born. 
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"Hard work, was it?" he said, speaking to the child, but it was the motherwho answered him. 

"Aye, it was," Jenny said. "There's whisky in the armoire-will ye fetch me a glass?" Her voice was hoarse and she had to clear her throat before! finishing the request. 

"Whisky? Should ye not be having ale wl' eggs beaten up in it?" he asked, repressing with some difficulty a mental vision of Fergus's suggestion of appropriate sustenance for newly delivered mothers. 

-whisky," his sister said definitely. "When ye were lyin' downstairs crip,led and your leg killin' ye, did I give ye ale wi' eggs beaten up in it?" -Yc fed me stuff a damn sight worse than that," her brother said, with a

,,u1, "but ye're right, ye gave me whisky, too." He laid the sleeping child carefully on the coverlet, and turned to get the whisky. 

"Has he a name, yet?" he asked, nodding toward the baby as he poured out a generous cup of the amber liquid. 

-Yll call him Ian, for his Da." Jenny's hand rested gently for a moment on the rounded skull, lightly furred with a gold-brown fuzz. A pulse beat visibly ill the soft spot on top; it seemed hideously fragile to Jamie, but the midwife had assured him the babe was a fine, lusty lad, and he supposed he must take her word for it. Moved by an obscure impulse to protect that nakedly cxposed soft spot, he picked up the baby once more, pulling the blanket up over its head. 

"Marv MacNab told me about you and Mrs. Kirby," Jenny remarked, sippirig. "Pity I didna see it-she said the wretched auld besom nearly swallo,A,ed her tongue when yc spoke to her." 

Jamie smiled in return, gently patting the baby's back as it lay against his shoulder. Dead asleep, the little body lay inert as a boneless ham, a soft comforting weight. 

"Too bad she didn't. How can ye stand the woman, living in the same house wi' ye? I'd strangle her, were I here every day." 

His sister snorted and closed her eyes, tilting her head back to let the whisky slide down her throat. 

"Ali, folk fash yc as much as ye let them; I dinna let her, much. Still," she added, opening her eycs, "I canna say as I'll be sorry to be rid of her. I have it in my mind to palm her off on auld Kettrick, down at Broch Mordha. His wife and his daughter both died last year, and he'll be wanting someone to do for him." 

"Aye, but if I were Samuel Kettrick, I'd take the widow Murray," Jamie observed, "not the widow Kirby." 

"Peggy Murray's already provided for," his sister assured him. "She'll wed Duncan Gibbons in the spring." 

"That's fast work for Duncan," he said, a little surprised. Then a thought occurred to him, and he grinned at her. "Do either o' them know it yet?" "No," she said, grinning back. Then the smile faded into a speculative look. 

"Unless you were thinking of Peggy yourself, that is?" 

"Me?" Jamie was as startled as if she had suddenly suggested he might Wish to jump out of the second-story window. 
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"She's only five and twenty," Jennv pursued. "Young enough for more bairns, and a good mother." 

"How much of that whisky have yc      had?" Her brother bent forward and pretended to examine the level of the decanter, cupping the baby's head in one palm to prevent it wobbling. He   straightened up and gave his sister a look of mild exasperation. 

"I'mlivin like an animal in a cave, and ve wish me to take awife?" He feld, 9

suddenlv hollow inside. To prevent her seeing that the suggestion had upset him, he rose and walked up and down the room, making unnecessary small humming noises to the bundle in his arms. 

"How long is it since yc've lain wi' a woman, Jamie?" his sister asked conversationally behind him. Shocked, he turned on his heel to stare     at hent "What the hell sort of question is that to ask a man?" 

"You've not gone wi' any of the unwed lasses between Lalh,broch and I Broch Mordha," she went on, paying no attention. "Or I'd have heard of it.,! None of the widows, either, I dinna think?" She paused delicately. 

"Ye know damn well I haven't," he said shortly. He could feel his cheeksl flushing with annoyance. 

"Why not?" his sister asked bluntlN. 

"Why not?" He stared at her, his mouth slightly open. "Have ye lost your senses? What d'ye think, I'm the sort of man would slink about from housd ut wi' a girdle in her: to house, bedding any woman who didna drive me o

hand?" "As if they would. No, you're a good man, Jamie          .11 Jenny smiled, h sadly. "Ye wouldna take advantage of any woman. Ye'd marry first, no?" 

"No!" he said violently. The babv t-,vitched and made a slee'py sound, an he transferred it automatically to his other shoulder, patting, as he glared a his sister. "I dinna mean to marry again, so vc just abandon all thought

I

matchmaking, Jenny Murray! I willna have it, d'ye hear?" 

"Oh, I hear," she said, unperturbed. She pushed herself higher on th pillow, so as to look him in the eye "Ye mean to live a monk to the end of your days?" she asked. "Go to yyoo grave NAT no son to bury you or bless your name?" 

Mind vour own business, damn ve! " Heart pounding, he turned his ba on her and strode to the window, where he stood staring sightlessly out o the stableyard. 

"I ken ye mourn Claire." His sister's voice came softly from behind hi "D've think I could forget Ian, if he docsna come back? But it's time ye we on, Jamie. Yc dinna think Claire would mean yc to live alone all your li with no one to comfort ve or bear vour children," He didn't answer for a long time, just stood, feeling the soft heat of th small fuzzv head pressed  against the  side of his neck. He could see himseg I

Voyager
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cii,111N, in the misted glass, a tall dirty ganglc of a man, the round white [ILIndIC

incongruous beneath his own     Igrim face. 

,She was with child," he said softly at last, speaking to the reflection. slic-when I lost her." How else could he put it? There was no way to) tell his sister where Claire was-where he hoped she was.       That he could I
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11()t think of another woman, hoping that Claire still lived, even knowing her trLI\, lost to him for good. 

There was a long silence from the bed. Then Jenny said quietly, "Is that N-h\, ve came today?" 

He sighed and turned sideways toward her, leaning his head against the I glass. His sister was lying back, her dark hair loose on the pillow, eyes COO

Pne soft as she looked at him. 

-Ayc, inavbc," he said. "I couldna help my wife; I suppose I thought I rnight help you. Not that I could," he added, with some bitterness. "I am as less to vou as I was to her." use

Jenny stretched out a hand to him, face filled with distress. "Jamie, mo chridbe," she said, but then stopped, eyes widening in sudden alarm as a splintering crash and the sound of screams came from the house below. 

"Hok Mary!" she said, growing even whiter. "It's the English!" "Christ." It was as much a prayer as an exclamation of surprise. He glanced quicklv from the bed to the window, the possibilities of hiding ,ersus those of escape. 'The sounds of booted feet were already on the stair. 

"The cupboard, Jamie!" fenny whispered urgently, pointing. Without hesitation, he stepped into the armoire, and pulled the door to behind him. The door of the chamber sprang open with a crash a moment later, to be

filled with a red-coatcd figure in a cocked hat, holding a drawn sword before hirn. The Captain of dragoons paused, and darted his eyes all round the chamber, finally settling on the small figure in the bed. 

IkIrs. Murray?" he said. 

Jcnny struggled to pull herself upright. 

"I an-,. And what in flaming hell are ye doing in my house?" she delandcd. Her face was pale and shiny with sweat, and her arms trembled, but she held her chin Lip and glared at the man. "Get out!" 

Disregarding her, the man moved into the room and over to the window; Janlie could see his indistinct form disappear past the edge of the wardrobe, then reappear, back turned as he spoke to fenny. 

"()ne of mV scouts reported hearing a shot from the vicinity of this house, 0t 1()11g Since. Where are your men?" 

"I hav, none." Her trembling arms would not support her longer, and fani, his sister ease herself back, collapsing on the pillows. "You've takoxn   husband already-my eldest son is no more than ten." She did not "entio

ii Rabbie or Fergus; boys of their age were old enough to be treated 62                         Diana Gabaldon

-or mistreatcd-as men, should the Captain take the notion. With luct they would have taken to their heels at the first sight of the English. 

The Captain was a hard-bitten man of middle age, and not overly given t, crcdulit-,,. 

"The keeping of weapons in the Highlands is a serious offense," he saic! and turned to the soldier who had come into the room behind him. "Searcl the house, Jenkins." He had to raise his voice in the giving of the order, for there was a rismi commotion in the stairwell. As Jenkins turned to leave the room, Mrs. lnne, the midwife, burst past the soldier who tried to bar her way. 
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"Leave the poor lady alone!" she cried, facing the Captain with fist clenched at her sides. The midwife's voice shook and her hair was cominj down from its snood, but she stood her ground. "Get out, ye wretches Leave her be!" 

"I am not mistreating your mistress," the Captain said, with some irrita tion, evidently mistaking Mrs. limes for one of the maids. "I am merelv-' "And her not delivered but an hour since! It isna decent even for ye to la,. eyes on her, so much as-" 

"Delivered?" The Captain's voice sharpened, and he glanced from thi midwife to the bed in sudden interest. "You have borne a child, Mrs. Mur ray? Where is the infant?" The infant in question stirred inside its wrappings, disturbed by the tight ened grip of its horror-stricken uncle. 

From the depths of the wardrobe, he could see his sister's face, white t( the lips and set like stone. 

"The child is dead," she said. 

The midwife's mouth dropped open in shock, but luckily the Captain' attention was riveted on Icnnv. 

"Oh,"' he said SIONATIV. "Was it-" 

"Mama!" The crv of anguish came from the doorway as Young Jami broke free of a soldier's grip and hurled himself at his mother. "Mama, th( baby's dead? No, no!" Sobbing, he flung himself on his knees and buried hil head in the bedclothes. i

As though to refute his brother's statement, baby Ian gave evidence of h living state bv kicking his legs with considerable vigor against his uncle's rilm and emitting a series of small snuffling grunts, which fortunately went un! heard in the commotion outside. Jenny was trying to comfort Young Jamie, Mrs. Innes was futilely attempV ing to raise the boy, who kept a death grip on his mother's sleeve, thi Captain was vainly trying to make himself heard above Young Jamie's grief, stricken wails, and over all, the muted sound of boots and shouting vibrated through the house. 

Jamie rather thought the Captain was inquiring as to the location of the Voyager                                       63

j,,f,allt's body. He clutched the body in question closer, joggling it in an a,,culpt to prevent any disposition on its part to cry. His other hand went to the flift of his dirk, but it was a vain gesture; it was doubtful that even cutting his O%vn throat would be of help, if the wardrobe were opened. 

BAW Ian made an irascible noise, suggesting that he disliked being jogWith visions of the house in flames and the inhabitants slaughtered, the

1-,Oisc sounded as loud to Jamie as his elder nephew's anguished howls. 

"'OU did it!" Young Jamie had gotten to his feet, face wet and swollen \\,ith tears and rage, and was advancing on the Captain, curly black head

1()\Ncrcd like a small ram's. "You killed my brother, ve English prick!" 

-Ftic Captain was somewhat taken aback by this sudden attack, and actually took a step back, blinking at the boy. "No, boy, you're quite mistaken. Why, f oilly-" 

-Prick! Cod! A mhic an diabhoil!" Entirely beside himself, Young Jamie N,as stalking the Captain, yelling every obscenity he had ever heard used, in Gaelic or English. 

"Eiih," said baby Ian in the elder Jamie's ear. "Enh, enh!" This sounded very much like the preliminary to a full-fledged screech, and in a panic, Jamie let go of his dirk and thrust his thumb into the soft, moist opening from NNhich the sounds were issuing. The baby's
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toothless gums clamped onto his thumb with a ferocity that nearly made him exclaim aloud. 

"Get out! Get out! Get out or I'll MI yc!" Young Jamie was screaming at the Captain, face contorted with rage. The Redcoat looked helplessly at the bed, as though to ask Jenny to call off this implacable small foe, but she lay as though dead with her eyes closed. 

"I shall wait for my men downstairs," the Captain said, with what dignity he could, and withdrew, shutting the door hastily behind him. Deprived of his cucinN11, Young Jamie fell to the floor and collapsed into helpless weeping. 

ThrOUgh the crack in the door, Jamie saw Mrs. Innes look at Jenny, niotith opening to ask a question. Jenny shot up from the bedclothes like Lazarus, scowling ferociously, finger pressed to her lips to enjoin silence. Baby lan champed viciously at the thumb, growling at its failure to yield any ,Ustcnaiice. 

le"11V swung herself to the side of the bed and sat there, waiting. The sounds of the soldiers below throbbed and eddicd through the house. Jenny Was shaking with weakness, but she reached out a hand toward the artnoire "*here her men lay hidden. 1,11111c drcw a deep breath and braced himself. It would have to be risked; l1iS hatid and wrist were wet with saliva, and the baby's growls of frustration N'cl'c growing louder. 

. Hc ,tumbled from the wardrobe, drenched with sweat, and thrust the 1r1taut at Jenny. Baring her breast with a single wrench, she pressed the small h"d to her nipple, and bent over the tiny bundle, as though to protect it. 

64                        Diana Gabaldon

The beginnings of a squawk disappeared into the muffled sounds of vigorous sucking, and Jamie sat down on the floor quite suddenly, feeling as though someone had run a sword behind his knees. 

Young Jamie had sat up at the sudden opening of the wardrobe, and now sat spraddled against the door, his face blank with bewildered shock as he looked from his mother to his uncle and back again. Mrs. Innes knelt beside him, whispering urgentlv in his car, but no sign of comprehension showed on the small, tear-streaked face. 

By the time shouts and the creaking of harness outside betokened the soldiers' departure, Young Ian lay replete and snoring in his mother's arms. Jamie stood by the window, just out of sight, watching them go. 

The room was silent, save for the liquid noise of Mrs. Innes, drinking whisky. Young Jamie sat close against his mother, check pressed to her shoulder. She had not looked up once since taking the baby, and still sat, head lowered over the child in her lap, her black hair hiding her face. 

Jamie stepped forward and touched her shoulder. The warmth of her seemed shocking, as though cold dread were his natural state and the touch of another person somehow foreign and unnatural. 

"I'll go to the priest hole," he said softly, "and to the cave when it's dark." Jenny nodded, but without looking up at him. There were several white hairs among the black, he saw, glinting silver by the parting down the center of her head. 

"I think . . . I should not come down again," he said at last, "For a time." Jenny said nothing, but nodded once more. 

Being Now fustified by His Blood

PDF Transform

PDF Transform

Y

Y

Y

er

Y

er

B

2

B

2

B

.0

B

.0

A

A

Click here to buy

Click here to buy

w

w

w

w

w . 

w

A B B YY.com

.A B BYY.com

s it was, he did come down to the house once more. For two months, he stayed close hidden in the cave, scarcely daring to come out at night to hunt, for the English soldiers were still in the

district, quartered at Comar. The troops went out by day in small patrols of eight or ten, combing the countryside, looting what little there was to steal, destroying what they could not use. And all with the blessing of the English Crown. 

A path led close by the base of the hill where his cavern was concealed. No more than a rude track, it had begun as a deer path, and still largely served that use, though it was a foolish stag that would venture within smelling distance of the cave. Still, sometimes when the wind was right, he would see a small group of the red deer on the path, or find fresh spoor in the exposed rmid of the track next day. 

It was helpful as well for such people as had business on the mountainside -fe\\, enough as those were. The wind had been blowing downwind from the cave, and he had no expectation of seeing deer. He had been lying on the grOLIiid just within the cave entrance, where enough light filtered through the overhanging screen of gorse and rowan for him to read on fine days. There were not a great many books, but Jared managed still to smuggle a feW \\itli his gifts from France. 

This violent rain forced me to a new work, Piz., to cut a hole tbrottqh my new fortification, like a sink, to let the watergo out, which would else have drowned my cave. After I had been in my ca i,e some time, and found still no more shocks of the earthquake follow, I began to be more composed; and now, to support my spirits, wbich indeed wanted it very much, I went to my little store and took

17 small sup of rum, which however, I did then and always very sj)arl'Tgy, knowing I could have no more when that wasgone. 

It continued raining all that night, and great part of the next day, so that I could not stir abroad; but my mind being more composed, I began to think . . . 
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The shadows across the page moved as the bushes above him stirred, Instincts attuned, he caught the shift of the wind at once-and on it, the sound of voices. He sprang to his feet, hand on the dirk that never left his side. Barely pausing to put the book carefully on its ledge, he grasped the knob of granite that he used as a handhold and pulled himself up into the steep narroW crevice that formed the cave's entrance. The bright flash of red and metal on the path below hit him with a blow of shock and annoyance. Damn. He had little fear that any of the soldiers would leave the path-they were poorly equipped for making their way even through the normal stretches of open, spongy peat and heather, let alone an overgrown, brambly slope like this-but having them so close meant he 1 could not risk leaving the cave before dark, even to get water or relieve himself. He cast a quick glance at his water jug, knowing as he did so that it was nearly empty, 

A shout pulled his attention back to the track below, and he nearly lost his': grip on the rock. The soldiers had bunched themselves around a small figure, humped under the weight of a small cask it bore on its shoulder. Fergus, on, his way up with a cask of freshbrewed ale. Damn, and damn again. He could' have done with that ale-it had been months since he'd had any. 
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The wind had changed again, so he caught only small snatches of words, but the small figure seemed to be arguing with the soldier in front of him,. gesticulating violently with its free hand.                                     I

"Idiot!" said Jamie, under his breath. "Give it to them and begone, ye,' wee clot!" One soldier made a two-handed grab at the cask, and missed as the small dark-haired figure jumped nimbly back. Jamie smacked himself on the forehead with exasperation. Fergus could never resist insolence when confrontedi with authority-especially English authority. 

The small figure now was skipping backward, shouting something at his pursuers. 

"Fool!" Jamie said violently. "Drop it and run!" Instead of either dropping the cask or running, Fergus, apparently sure of his own speed, turned his back on the soldiers and waggled his rump insultingly at them. Sufficiently incensed to risk their footing in the soggy vegetation, several of the Redcoats jumped the path to follow. 

Jamie saw their leader raise an arm and shout in warning. It had evidently dawned on him that Fergus might be a decoy, trying to lead them into ambush. But Fergus too was shouting, and evidently the soldiers knew enough gutter French to interpret what he was saying, for while several of the men halted at their leader's shout, four of the soldiers hurled themselves at the dancing boy. 

There was a scuffle and more shouting as Fergus dodged, twisting like all Voyager
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,.I hem,ccri the soldiers. In all the commotion and above the whining wind, ,arnie could not have heard the rush of the saber being drawn from its sc,lbbard, but ever after fclt as though he had, as though the faint swish and rin, of drawn metal had been the first inkling of disaster. It seemed to ring in t1is cars whenever he remembered the scene-and he remembered it for a ,'CrV long time. 

Perhaps it was something in the attitudes of the soldiers, an irritableness of 11100d that communicated itself to him in the cave. Perhaps only the sense of ,jooiri that had clung to him since Culloden, as though everything in his -icinjtN were tainted; at risk by virtue only of being near him. Whether he had heard the sound of the saber or not, his body had tensed itself to spring before he saw the silver arc of the blade swing through the air. 

it moved almost lazily, slowly enough for his brain to have tracked its arc, deduced its target, and shouted, wordless, no! Surely it moved slowly enough that he could have darted down into the midst of the swarming men, seized the wrist that wielded the sword and twisted the deadly length of metal free, to tumble harmless to the ground. The conscious part of his brain told him this was nonsense, even as it froze his hands around the granite knob, anchoring him against the overwhelming impulse to heave himself out of the earth and run forward. 

You can't, it said to him, a thready whisper under the fury and the horror that filled him. He has done thi's for you; you cannot make it senseless. You can't, it said, cold as death beneath the searing rush of fatility that drowned him. You can do nothing. And he did nothing, nothing but watch, as the blade completed its lazy w7ing, crashed home with a small, almost inconsequential thunk! and the disputed cask tumbled end over
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end over end down the slope of the burn, its final splash lost in the merry gurgle of brown water far below. 

The shouting ceased abruptly in shocked silence. He scarcely heard when it resumed; it sounded so much like the roaring in his cars. His knees gave Wa', and he realized dimly that he was about to faint. His vision darkened into reddish black, shot with stars and streaks of light-but not even the encroaching dark would blot out the final sight of Fergus's hand, that small and deft and clever pickpocket's hand, lying still in the mud of the track, palin turned upward in supplication. 

fie Nvaited for forty-eight long, dragging hours before Rabbie MacNab carne to whistle on the path below the cave. 

"I I ow is he?" he said without preliminary. 

"Mrs. Jenny says he'll be all right," Rabbie answered. His young face was Pale and drawn; plainly he had not yet recovered from the shock of his

friend's accident. "She says he's not fevered, and there's no trace of rot yet it, the"-he swallowed audibly-"in the . . . stump." 

"The soldiers took him down to the house, then?" Not waiting for ail answer, he was already making his way down the hillside. 

"Aye, they were all amoil wi' it-I think"-Rabbie paused to distentangle his shirt from a clinging brier, and had to hurry to catch up with his em., Plover-"I think they were sorry about it. The Captain said so, at least. And! he gave Mrs. Jenny a gold sovereign-for Fergus." 

"Oh, aye?" Jamie said. "Verra generous." And did not speak again, uni they reached the house. 

Fergus was lying in state in the nursery, ensconced in a bed by the win dow. His eyes were closed when Jamie entered the room, long lashes lyin softly against thin cheeks. Seen without its customary animation, his usu array of grimaces and poses, his face looked quite different. The slightl

t. beaked nose above the long, mobile mouth gave him a faintly aristocra ic air and the bones hardening beneath the skin gave some promise that his facet might one day pass from boyish charm to outright handsomeness. 

Jamie moved toward the bed, and the dark lashes lifted at once. "Milord," Fergus said, and a weak smile restored his face at once to itj familiar contours. "You are safe here?" 

"God, laddic, I'm sorry." Jamie sank to his knees by the bed. He coul scarcely bear to look at the slender forearm that lay across the quilt, its fir bandaged wrist ending in nothing, but forced himself to grip Fergus's shoul dcr in greeting, and rub a palm gently over the shock of dark hair. 

"Does it hurt much?" he asked. 

[ja "No, milord," Fergus said. Then a sudden belying rwinge of pain crosse e his features, and he grinned shamefacedly. "Well, not so much. And Ma dame has been most generous with the whisky." 

There was a tumbler full of it on the sidetable, but no more than a thim n b1chil had been drunk. Fergus, weaned on French wine, did not really Ii k the taste of whisky. 

"I'm sorry," Jamie said again. There was nothing else to say. Nothing h h could say, for the tightening in his throat. He looked hastily down, knowing that it would upset Fergus to see him weep. 
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"Ah, milord, do not trouble yourself." There was a note of the old mischief in Fergus's voice. "Me, I have been fortunate." 

Jamie swallowed hard before replying. "Ave, Vou'rc alive-and thank God for it!" Oh  ,beyond that, milord!" He glanced up to see Fergus smiling, thouglf still very pale. "Do you not recall our agreement, milord?" 

"Agreement?" "Yes, when you took me into vour service in Paris. You told me then that should I be arrested and executed, you would have Masses said for my soul for the space of a year." The remaining hand fluttered toward the battered greenish medal that hung about his neck-St. Dismas, patron saint of thieVes-"But if I should lose an ear or a hand while doing your service-" 

,,I -,vould support you for the rest of your life." Jamie was unsure whether to laugh or cry, and contented himself with patting the hand that now lay quiet On the quilt. "Aye, I remember. You may trust me to keep the bar. 11

gain. ,10h, I have always trusted you, milord," Fergus assured him. Clearly he was growing tired; the pale cheeks were even whiter than they had been, and the shock of black hair fell back against the pillow. "So I am fortunate," he inurniured, still smiling. "For in one stroke, I am become a gentleman of leisure, non?" 

Jenny was waiting for him when he left Fergus's room. 

,,Corne down to the priest hole wi' me," he said, taking her by the elbow. "I need to talk wi' 

ye a bit, and I shouldna stay in the open longer." 

She followed him without comment, down to the stone-floored back hall that separated kitchen and pantry. Set into the flags of the floor was a large wooden panel, perforated with drilled holes, apparently mortared into the floorstones. Theoretically, this gave air to the root cellar below, and in factshould any suspicious person choose to investigate, the root cellar, reached by a sunken door outside the house, did have just such a panel set into its ceiling. 

What was not apparent was that the panel also gave light and air to a small priest hole that had been built just behind the root cellar, which could be reached by pulling up the panel, mortared frame and all, to reveal a short ladder leading down into the tiny room. It was no more than five feet square, equipped with nothing in the way of furniture beyond a rude bench, a blanket, and a chamber pot. A large jug of water and a small box of hard biscuit completed the chamber's accoutrements. It had in fact been added to the house only within the last few years, and therefore was not really a priest hole, as no priest had occupied it or was likely to. A hole it definitely was, though. 

Two people could occupy the hole only by sitting side by side on the bench, and Jamie sat down beside his sister as soon as he had replaced the panel overhead and descended the ladder. He sat still for a moment, then took a breath and started. 

"I canna bear it anymore," he said. He spoke so softly that Jenny was forced to bend her head close to hear him, like a priest receiving some Penitcnt's confession. "I can't. I must go." 

Thc, sat so close together that he could feel the rise and fall of her breast 70                         Diana Gabaldon

as she breathed. Then she reached out and took hold of his hand, her small firm fingers tight on his. 
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"Will ye try France again, then?" He had tried to escape to France twice before, thwarted each time by the tight watch the English placed on all ports. No disguise was sufficient for a man of his remarkable height and coloring. 

He shook his head. "No. I shall let myself be captured." 

"Jamie!" In her agitation, Jenny allowed her voice to rise momentarily then lowered it again in response to the warning squeeze of his hand. "Jamie, ye canna do that! " she said, lower. "Christ, man, ye'll be hangit! He kept his head bent as though in thought, but shook it, not hesitating. "I think not." He glanced at his sister, then quickly away. "Claire-sh had the Sight." As good an explanation as any, he thought, if not quite th real truth. "She saw what would happen at Culloden-she knew. And she told me what would come after." 

"Ah," said Jenny softIv. "I wondered. So that was why she bade me plan t potatoes-and build this place." 

"Ave." He gave his sister's hand a small squeeze, then let go and turned slightly on the narrow seat to face her. "She told me that the Crown would go on hunting Jacobite traitors for some time-and they have," he adde

d wryly. "But that after the first few years, they would no longer execute th e

men that were captured-only imprison them        . 

"Only!" his sister echoed. ': If ve mun go, Jamie, take to the heather then but to give yourself up to an English prison, whether they'll hang ye or no-" 

"Wait." His hand on her arm stopped her. "I havena told it all to ye yet.. dinna mean just to walk up to the English and surrender. There's a goo price on my head, no? Be a shame to let that go to waste, d'ye not think?"' He tried to force a smile in his voice; she heard it and glanced sharply up

aq him. 

a "Holy Mother," she whispered. "So ye mean to have someone betr ye? 11

"Seemingly, ave." He had decided upon the plan, alone in the cave, but i had not seemed quite real until now. "I thought perhaps Joe Fraser woul be best for it." Jenny rubbed her fist hard against her lips. She was quick; he knew she had, grasped the plan at once-and all its implications. 

"But Jamie," she whispered. "Even if they dinna hang ye outright-and, that's the hell of a risk to take-jamic, ve could be killed when they take ye!"I His shoulders slumped suddenly, under the weight of misery and exhaustion. 

"God, Jennv," he said, "d'yc think I care?" There was a long silence before she answered. voyager                                       11

I don't," she said. "And I canna say as I blame yc, either." She PaLlsed a inornent, to steady her voice. "But I still care." Her fingers gently tOLIChed the back of his head, stroking his hair. "So ye'll mind yourself, NNon't \'C, clot-heid?" The vc1nilation panel overhead darkened momentarily, and there was the t.ppilig sound of light footsteps. One of the kitchenmaids, on her way to the pantry, perhaps. Then the dim light came back, and he could see Jenny's face oncc inore. 

-Avc," he whispered at last. "I'll mind." 

it took more than two months to complete the arrangements. When at last word came, it was full spring. 
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He sat on his favorite rock, near the cave's entrance, watching the evening stars come out. Even in the worst of the year after Culloden, he had always been able to find a moment of peace at this time of the day. As the daylight faded, it was as though objects became faintly lit from within, so they stood outlincd against sky or ground, perfect and sharp in every detail. He could see the shape of a moth, invisible in the light, now limned in the dusk with a triangle of deeper shadow that made it stand out from the trunk it hid upon. In a moment, it would take wing. 

He looked out across the valley, trying to stretch his eyes as far as the black pines that edged the distant cliffiside. Then up, among the stars. Orion there, striding stately over the horizon. And the Pleiades, barely visible in the darkening sky. It might be his last sight of the sky for some time, and he meant to enjoy it. He thought of prison, of bars and locks and solid walls, and remembered Fort William. Wentworth Prison. The Bastille. Walls of stone, four feet thick, that blocked all air and light. Filth, stench, hunger, entornbincrit . . . He shrugged such thoughts away. He had chosen his way, and was satisficd Nvith it. Still, he searched the sky, looking for Taurus. Not the prettiest of constellations, but his own. Born under the sign of the bull, stubborn and strong. Strong enough, he hoped, to do what he intended. 

Among the growing night sounds, there was a sharp, high whistle. It Might have been the homing song of a curlew on the loch, but he recognizcd the signal. Someone was coming up the path-a friend. 

It was Mary MacNab, who had become kitchenmaid at Lallybroch, after thl death of her husband. Usually it was her son Rabbic, or Fergus, who bmqght him food and news, but she had come a few times before. 

She had brought a basket, unusually well-supplied, with a cold roast partridgc, fresh bread, several young green onions, a bunch of early cherries, and a flask of ale. Jamie examined the bounty, then looked up with a wry Smile. 

72                          Iiiana (avaiaon

"My farewell feast, eh?" 

She nodded, silent. She was a small woman, dark hair heavily streaked with gray, and her face lined by the difficulties of life. Still, her eves were soft an brown, and her lips still full and gently curved. 

He realized that he was staring at her mouth, and hastily turned again t the basket. 

"Lord, I'll be so ftill I'll not be able to move. Even a cake, now! Howev e did ye ladies manage that?" 

She shrugged-she wasn't a great chatterer, Mary MacNab-andd takin the basket from him, proceeded to lay the meal on the wooden tableto balanced on stones. She laid places for both of them. This was nothing out the ordinary; she had supped with him before, to give him the gossip of th district while they ate. Still, if this was his last meal before leaving Lallybrochil he was surprised that neither his sister nor the boys had come to share it', Perhaps the farmhouse had visitors that would make it difficult for them td, leave undetected. 

He gestured politely for her to sit first, before taking his own place, cross. legged on the hard dirt floor. 

"Ye've spoken wi' Joe Fraser? Where is it to be, then?" he asked, taking a bite of cold partridge. 
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She told him the details of the plan; a horse would be brought before dawn, and he would ride out of the narrow valley by way of the pass. Theq turn, cross the rocky foothills and come down, back into the valley by Feesy hant's Burn, as though he were coming home. The English would meet hiw somewhere between Struy and Eskadale, most likely at Midmains; it was              $ good place for an ambush, for the glen rose steeply there on both sides, bufwith a wooded patch by the stream where several men could conceal theinselves. 

After the meal, she packed the basket tidily, leaving out enough food for$ small breakfast before his dawn leaving. He expected her to go then, but s14 did not. She rummaged in the crevice where he kept his bedding, spread  neatly upon the floor, turned back the blankets and knelt beside the palled hands folded on her lap. 

He leaned back against the wall of the cave, arms folded. He looked dowl, at the crown of her bowed head in exasperation. 

"Oh, like that, is it?" he demanded. "And whose idea was this? Yours, Of my sister's?" 

"Does it matter?" She was composed, her hands perfectly still on her 1aP, her dark hair smooth in its snood. 

He shook his head and bent down to pull her to her feet. 

"No, it doesna matter, because it's no going to happen. I appreciate yOa meaning, but-" Voyager                                       73

His speech was interrupted by her kiss. Her lips were as soft as they looked. He grasped her firmly by both wrists and pushed her away from him. ,--o!-he said. "It isna necessary, and I dirma want to do it." He was LIncornfortably aware that his body did not agree at all with his assessments Of necessity' and still more uncomfortable at the knowledge that his breeches, too small and worn thin, made the magnitude of the disagreement obviot's to anyone who cared to look. The slight smile curving those full, sNk,c(:t lips suggested that she was looking. 

He turned her toward the entrance and gave her a light push, to which she responded by stepping aside and reaching behind her for the fastenings to her skirt. 

"Don't do that!" he exclaimed. 

"HoNN, d'ye mean to stop me?" she asked, stepping out of the garment and folding it tidily over the single stool. Her slender fingers went to the laces of her bodice. 

-If yc,von't leave, then I'll have to," he replied with decision. He whirled on his hcel and headed for the cave entrance, when he heard her voice behind hirn. 

"My lord!" she said. 

He stopped, but did not turn around. "It isna suitable to call me that," he said. 

"LaIlvbroch is vours," she said. "And will be so long as ye live. If ye're its laird, I'll call ye so." 

"It isna mine. The estate belongs to Young Jamie." 

"It isna Young Jamie that's doing what you are," she answered with decision. "And it isna your sister that's asked me to do what I'm doin'. Turn rOUnd. " He turned, reluctantly. She stood barefoot in her shift, her hair loose over her shoulders. She was thin, as they all were these days, but her breasts were larger than he had thought, and the nipples shoA,cd prominently through the thin fabric. The shift was as worn as her other garments, frayed at the hem and shoulders, almost transparent in spots. He closed his eyes. 

He felt a light touch on his arm, and willed himself to stand still. 
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"I kcn ,veel enough what ye're thinkin'," she said. "For I saw your lady, and I know how it was between the two of yc. I never had that," she added, in a softer voice, "not wi' either of the two men I wed. But I know the look of a true love, and it's not in my mind to make ye feel ye've betrayed it." 

The touch, feather-light, moved to his check, and a work-worn thumb t,aced the groove that ran from nose to mouth. 

""'hat I want," she said quietly "is to give ye something different. Something less, mayhap, but something' ye can use; something to keep ye whole. Y11ir sister and' the bairns canna give ye that-but I can." He heard her draw hr,ath, and the touch on his face lifted away. 74                        Diana Gabaldon

"Ye've given me my home, my life, and my son. Will ye no let me gi'e I this small thing in return?" 

He felt tears sting his eyelids. The weightless touch moved across his fac wiping the moisture from his eyes, smoothing the roughness of his hair. F. lifted his arms, slowly, and reached out. She stepped inside his embrace, neatly and simply as she had laid the table and the bed. 

"I . . . havena done this in a long time," he said, suddenly shy. "Neither have I," she said, with a tiny smile. "But we'll remember ho

'tis.' 


PART TbRCc

When I Am Thy Captive

7

A Faith in Documents

INVERNESS

MAY 25) 1968

he envelope from Linklatcr arrived in the morning post. 

"Look how fat it is!" Brianna exclaimed. "He's sent something!" The tip of her nose was pink with excitement. T

"Looks like it," said Roger. He was outwardly calm, but I could see the pulse beating in the hollow of his throat. He picked up the thick manila envelope and held it for a moment, weighing it. Then he ripped the flap recklessly with his thumb, and yanked out a sheaf of photocopied pages. 

The cover letter, on heavy university stationery, fluttered out. I snatched it from the floor and read it aloud, my voice shaking a little. 

"'Dear Dr. Wakefield,"' I read. "'Thi's i's In repay to your inquiry regarding the execution ofjacobire officers by the Duke of Cumberland's troops following the Battle of Culloden. The main source of the quote In my book to whicbyou refer, was theprivatcy'Ournal of one Lord Melton, in command of an infantry regiment under Cumberland at the time of Culloden. I bare enclosed Photocopies of the relevant pages of the journal; as you will see, the story of the survivor, one James Fraser, i's an odd and touching one. Fraser i         .s not an important historical character, and not in line with the thrust of my own work, but I have often thought of investigating further, in hopes of determining his eventualfate. Should you find that be did survive the journey to bis own estate, I sbould be happy if you
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would inform me. I have always rather hoped that he did, tboltO hi's situatz.on as described by Melton makes the possibility seem Unlikely. Sincerely yours, Eric Linklater. The paper rattled in my hand, and I set it down, very carefully, on the desk. 

"Unlikely, h,h?" Brianna said, standing on tiptoe to see over Roger's sho-,Ij&r. ,''Ha! He did make it back, we know he did!" 

""'c think he did," Roger corrected, but it was only scholarly caution; his gri, ,,,Is as broad as Brianna's. 

t    be havin' tea or cocoa to vour clevcnscs? " Fiona's curly dark head P,,k,d through the study doorway,      .interrupting the excitement. "There's

78                          Diana Gabaldon

fresh ginger-nut biscuits, just baked." The scent of warm ginger came intQ the study with her, wafting enticingly from her apron. 

"Tea, please," said Roger, just as Brianna said, "Oh, cocoa sounds great!" Fiona, -wearing a smug expression, pushed in the tea cart, sporting both te;k cozy and pot of cocoa, as well as a plate of fresh gingcr-nut biscuits. 

I accepted a cup of tea myself, and sat down in the wing chair with the pages of Melton's journal. The flowing eighteenth-century handwriting wax surprisingly clear, in spite of the archaic spelling, and within minutes, I was in the confines of Lcanach farmhouse, imagining the sound of buzzing flies, the stir of close-packed bodies, and the harsh smell of blood soaking into the packcd-dirt floor. 

CC . . . in satisfaction of my brother's debt of honor, I could not do otherwise than to spare Fraser's life. I therefore omitted his name from the list of traitors executed at thefarmhouse, and have made arrangementfor his transport to bis own estate. I cannotfeel myself either altogether merciful toward Fraser in the taking of this action, nor yet altogether culpable with respect to my service to-ward the Duke, as Fraser's situation, with agreat wound in his legfestering and pustulent, makes it unlikely that he will survive the journey to his home. Still, honor prevents my acting otherwise, and I will confess that my spirit wa lightened to see the man removed, still living, from thefield, as I turned my own attentions to the melancholy task of disposing of the bodies of his comrades. So much killing as I have seen these last two days oppresses me," the entry ended simply. I laid the pages down on my knec, swallowing heavily. "A great wound . . . festering and pustulent . . ." I knew, as Roger and Brianns could not, just how serious such a wound would have been, with no antibiotics, nothing in the way of proper medical treatment; not even the crudc herbal poultices available to a Highland charmer at the time. How long would it have taken, jolting from Culloden to Broch Tuarach in a wagon? Two days? 

Three? How could he have lived, in such a state, and neglected for so long? 

"He did, though." Brianna's voice broke in upon my thoughts, answering what seemed to be a similar thought expressed by Roger. She spoke witb simple assurance, as though she had seen all the events described in Melton        ,5 journal, and were sure of their outcome. 

"He did get back. He was the Dunbonnet, I know it." 

"The Dunbonnet?" Fiona, tut-tutting over my cold cup of undrunk tes, looked over her shoulder in surprise. "Heard of the Dunbonnet, have ye?" "Have you?" Roger looked at the young housekeeper in astonishment. She nodded, casually dumping my tea into the aspidistra that stood by the hearth and refilling mv cup with fresh steaming brew. 

"Oh, aye. My grannie tellt me that tale, often and often." 
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-Tell us!" Brianna leaned forward, intent, her cocoa cupped between her ,1,iims. "Please, Fiona! What's the story?" 

fiona seemed mildly surprised to find herself suddenly the center of so ,,,,Icll attention, but shrugged good-naturedly. 

-Och, it's just the story of one o' the followers o' the Bonnie Prince. -hcn there was the great defeat at Culloden, and sae many were killed, a few ,capccl. Why, one man fled the field and swam the river to get away, but the ReLicoats were after him, nonetheless. He came to a kirk along his way, and a ,,rVicc going on inside, and he dashing in, prayed mercy from the minister. 

1,11c minister and the people took pity on him, and he put on the minister's robe, so when the Redcoats burst in moments later, there he was, standing at ,Ihe [)Ulpit, preachin' the sermon, and the water from his beard and clothes pLiddlccl up about his feet. The Redcoats thought they were mistaken, and ,ent on down the road, and so he escaped-and everyone in the kirk said Invas the best sermon they ever heard!" Fiona laughed heartily, while Brianna frowned, and Roger looked puzzled. 

"That was the Dunbonnet?" he said. "But I thought-" 

"Och, no!" she assured him. "That was no the Dunbormet-only the Duiibonnet was another o' the men who got away from Cullodcn. He came back to his own estate, but because the Sasscnachs were hunting men all across the Highlands, he lay hidden there in a cave for seven years." 

Hearing this, Brianna slumped back in her chair with a sigh of relief. "And his tenants called him the Dunbormet so as not to speak his name and betray him," she murmured. 

"Yc ken the story," Fiona asked, astonished. "Aye, that's right." 

"And did your grannie say what happened to him after that?" Roger prompted. 

"Oh, ayc!" Fiona's eyes were round as butterscotch drops. "That's the best part o' the story. See, there was a great famine after Culloden; folk were starvin' in the glens, turned out of their houses in winter, the men shot and the cots set afire. The Dunbonnet's tenants managed better than most, but c"en so, there came a dav when the food ran out, and their bellies garbeled from clawn 'til dark-no'game in the forest, nay grain in the field, and the 11'eans dyin' in their mothers' arms for lack o' milk to fced them." 

. A cold chill swept over me at her words. I saw the faces of the Lallybroch Inhabitants-the people I had known and loved-pinched with cold and Ita,%,, 

, tion. Not only horror filled me; there was guilt, too. I had been safe, WIrril, and well-fed, instead of sharing their fate-because I had done as J'n-nie wanted, and left them. I looked at Brianna, smooth red head bent in absorption, and the tight feeling in my chest eased a bit. She too had been safe for these past years, warm, well-fed, and loved-because I had done as arÌic wanted. 

1, So he made a bold plan, the Dunbonnet did," Fiona was continuing. 80
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Her round face was alight with the drama of her tale. "He arranged that o of his tenants should go to the English, and offer to betray him. There w good price on his head, for he'd
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been a great warrior for the Prince.. tenant would take the gold o' the rcward-to use for the folk on the est o' course-and tell the English where the Dunbormet might be taken." Mv hand clenched so convulsivelv at this that the delicate handle of teacup snapped clean off. 

"Taken?" I croaked, my voice hoarse with shock. "Did they hang him Fiona blinked at me in surprise. "Why, no," she said. "They wanted my grannie said, and took him to trial for treason, but in the end, they s him up in a prison instcad-but the gold went to his tenants, and so lived through the famine," she ended cheerfully, obviously regarding this the happy ending. 

"Jesus Christ," Roger breathed. He set his cup down carefully, and staring into space, transfixed. "Prison." 

"You sound like that's good," Brianna protested. The corners o mouth were tight with distress, and her eyes slightly shiny. 

"It is," Roger said, not noticing her distress. "There weren't that               in prisons where the English imprisoned Jacobite traitors, and they all official records. Don't you see?" he demanded, looking from Fiona's be derment to Brianna's scowl, then settling on me in hope of finding un standing. "If he went to prison, I can find him." He turned then, to look at the towering shelves of books that lined three walls of the study, hol the late Reverend Wakefield's collection of Jacobite arcana. 

"He's in there," Roger said softly. "On a prison roll. In a document-r evidence! Don't you see?" he demanded again, turning back to me. "Go' to prison made him a part of written history again! And somewhere in the we'll find him!" 

"And what happened to him then," Brianna breathed. "When he released." Roger's lips pressed tight together, to cut off the alternative that sprang his mind, as it had to mine-"or died." 

"Yes, that's right," he said, taking Brianna's hand. His eyes mmett MM deep green and unfathomable. "When he was released." 

A week later, Roger's faith in documents remained unshaken. The s e could not be said for the eighteenth-century table in the late Revere Wakefield's study, whose spindly legs wobbled and creaked alarmingly ir unaccustomed burden. neath the' 

in This table normally was asked to accommodate no more than a sin ss:ds in lamp, and a collection of the Reverend's smaller artifacts; it was pre               ill service now only because every other horizontal surface in the study alrea ovcrflowed with papers, journals, books, and bulging manila cn\,elopcs from iariu, societies, universities, and research libraries across England, arit1q,  , Scotlaiid, and Ireland. 

-If \OLI sct one more page on that thing, it's going to collapse," Claire Observed, as Roger carelessly reached out, meaning to drop the folder he was carrvilig 01, the little inlaid table. 

"Ah" oh, right." He switched direction in midair, looked vainlv for another place to put the folder, and finally settled for placing it on the floor at his feet"1'\-C just about finished ,vith Wcntworth," Claire said. She indicated a precariOLIS stack on the floor with her toc. "Have xvc got in the records for Berwick yet"' 

,Yes, just this morning. Where did I put them, though?" Roger starcd \,aguc]N, about the room, which strongly resembled the sacking of the library at Alexandria, just before the first torch was lit. He rubbed his forehead, trving to concentrate. After a week of spending
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tcn-hour days thumbing the hand,,vritten registers of British prisons, and the letters, journals, and diaries of their governors, searching for any official trace of Jamic Fraser, Roger was beginning to fccl as though his eyes had been sandpapered. 

"It was blue," he said at last. "I distinctly remember it was blue. I got those from McAllister, the History Lecturer at Trinity at Cambridge, and Trinity College uses those big envelopes in pale blue, with the college's coat of arms on the front. Maybe Fiona's seen it. Fiona!" 

He stcpped to the study door and called down the hall toward the kitchen. Despite the lateness of the hour, the light was still on, and the heartening sccnt of cocoa and freshly baked almond cake lingered in the air. Fiona Would 11cN-cr abandon her post while there was the faintest possibilitv that someone in her vicinity might require nourishment. 

"Och, ave"' Fiona's curly brown head poked out of the kitchen. "There'll be cocoa ready directly," she assured him. "I'm on1v waiting for the cake to be Out of the ovcn." Roger smiled at her with deep affection. Fiona had not the slightest use herself for historN

never read anything beyond My Weekh, magazine-but she never questioned his activities, tranquilly clusting the heaps of books and Papers daily, without bothering about their contents. 

"Thanks, Fiona," he said. "I was only wondering, though; have you seen a big blue crivelopc-a fat one, about s

o?" He measured with his hands. "It carfie ill the morning post, but I've misplaced it." 

"Ye left it in the upstairs bath," she said promptly. "There's that great thick book wi' the gold writing and the picture of the Bonnie Prince on the fro

nt IT there, and three letters ye'd just opened, and there's the gas bill, too'Nh1cl, ve dinna want to be forgetting, it's due on the fourteenth o' the Mo

r1th, I've put it all on the top of the geyser, so as to be out of the way." A 82
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tiny, sharp ding! from the oven timer made her withdraw her head abrul with a smothered exclamation. 

Roger turned and went up the stairs two at a time, smiling. Given 0t inclinations, Fiona's memory might have made her a scholar. As it was, was no mean research assistant. So long as a particular document or b( could be described on the basis of its appearance, rather than its title contents, Fiona was bound to know exactly where it was. 

"Och, it's nothing," she had assured Roger airily, when he had tried apologize earlier for the mess he was making of the house. "Ye'd think Reverend was still alive, wi' such a moil of papers strewn everywhere. It's j like old times, no?" 

Coming down more slowly, with the blue envelope in his hands, he w( dcrcd what his late adoptive father might have thought of this present qu, "In it up to the eyebrows, I shouldn't wonder," he murmured to hims

He had a vivid memory of the Reverend, bald head gleaming under the c fashioned bowl lamps that hung from the hall ceiling, as he pottered from study to the kitchen, where old Mrs. Graham, Fiona's grandmother, wol have been manning the stove, supplying the old man's bodily needs dur bouts of late-night scholarship, just as Fiona was now doing for him. 

It made one wonder, he thought, as he went into the study. In the 1 days, when a man's son usually followed his father's profession, was that o a matter of convenience-wanting to
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keep the business in the family-or i there some sort of family predisposition for some kinds of work? Were so. people actually born to be smiths, or merchants, or cooks-born to an in nation and an aptitude, as well as to the opportunity? 

Clearly it didn't apply to everyone; there were always the people who I their homes, went a-wandering, tried things hitherto unknown in their fa ily circles. If that weren't so, probably there would be no inventors, explorers; still, there seemed to be a certain affinity for some careers in so families, even in these restless modern times of widespread education a easy travel. 

What he was really wondering about, he thought to himself, was Briaa He watched Claire, her curly gold-shot head bent over the desk, and foil himself wondering how much Brianna would be like her, and how much I the shadowy Scot-,varrior, farmer, courtier, laird-who had been her ther? 

His thoughts were still running on such lines a quarter-hour later, Wt Claire closed the last folder on her stack and sat back, sighing. 

"Penny for your thoughts?" she asked, reaching for her drink. 

"Not worth that much," Roger replied with a smile, coming out of reverie. "I was only wondering how people come to be what they are. 14 did you come to be a doctor, for instance?" 
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,,How did I come to be a doctor?" Claire inhaled the steam from her cup of cocoa, decided it was too hot to drink, and set it back on the desk, among the litter of books and journals and pcncil-scribblcd sheets of paper. She gave Roger a half-sinile and rubbed her hands together, dispersing the warmth of the cup,,How did you come to be a historian?" 

-,\Jorc or less honestly," he answered, leaning back in the Reverend's chair and waving at the accumulation of papers and trivia A around them. He pattcd a small gilt traveling clock that sat on the desk, an elegant bit of eighteenth-century workmanship, with miniature chimes that struck the hour, the quarter, and the half. 

,11 grew up in the midst of it all; I was ferreting round the Highlands in search of artifacts with my father from the time I could read. I suppose it just seemed natural to keep doing it. But you?" 

She nodded and stretched, easing her shoulders from the long hours of stooping over the desk. Brianna, unable to stay awake, had given up and gone to bed an hour before, but Claire and Roger had gone on with their search through the administrative records of British prisons. 

'Vell, it was something like that for me," she said. "It wasn't so much that I suddenly decided I must become a doctor-it was just that I suddenly realized one dav that I'd been one for a long time-and then I wasn't, and I missed it." 

She spread her hands out on the desk and flexed her fingers, long and supple, the nails buffed into neat, shiny ovals. 

"There used to be an old song from the First World War," she said reflecti,ely. "I used to hear it sometimes when some of Uncle Lamb's old army friends would come round and stay up late and get drunk. It went, 'How You Gonna Keep 'em Down on the Farm, After They've Seen Parec?' " She sang the first line, then broke off with a wry smile. 

"I'd seen Parce," she said softly. She looked up from her hands, alert and present, but with the traces of memory in her eyes, fixed on Roger with the clarity of a second sight. "And a
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lot of other things besides. Caen and Amiens, Preston, and Falkirk, the H6pital des Anges and the so-called surgerl at Leoch. I'd been a doctor, in every way there is-I'd delivered babies, set bones, stitched wounds, treated fevers . . ." She trailed off, and shrugged. 

"There was a terrible lot I didn't know, of course. I knew how rnu'h I could learn-and that's why I went to medical school. But it didn't really make a difference, vou know." She dipped a finger into the whipped crcaril floating on her cocoa, and licked it off. "I have a diploma with an M.D. ')' it-but I was a doctor long before I set foot in medical school." his' 'It can't lossibly have been as easy as you make it sound." Roger blew on ')wn cocoa, studying Claire with open interest. "There weren't many

L. 
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women in medicine then-there aren't that many women doctors now, coint to that-and you had a family, besides." 

"No, I can't say it was easy at all." Claire looked at him quizzically. I waited until Brianna was in school, of course, and we had enough money to afford someone to come in to cook and clean-but               She shrugged and smiled ironically. "I stopped sleeping for several years, there. That helped a bit. And oddly enough, Frank helped, too." Roger tested his own cup and found it almost cool enough to drink. He held it between his hands, enjoying the heat of the thick white porcelaid seeping into his palms. Early June it might be, but the nights were cool enough to make the electric fire still a necessity. I

"Really?" he said curiously. "Only from the things you've said about himi I shouldn't have thought he'd have liked your wanting to go to medical school or be a doctor." 

"He didn't." Her lips pressed tight together; the motion told Roger mor4 than words might, recalling arguments, conversations half-finished and abani, doned, an opposition of stubbornness and devious obstruction rather than       A open disapproval. 41, 

What a remarkably expressive face she had, he thought, watching her. Hi wondered quite suddenly whether his own were as easily readable. Thi thought was so unsettling that he dipped his face into his mug, gulping tho, cocoa, although it was still a bit too hot. He emerged from the cup to find Claire watching him, slightly sardonir"Why?" he asked quickly, to distract her. "What made him change h mind?" 

"Bree," she said, and her face softened as it always did at the mention Of her daughter. 

"Brce was the only thing really important to Frank." 

I had, as Id said, waited until Brianna began school before beginning medical school myself, But even so, there was a largegap between her hours and my own, which we filled haphazardly with a series of more or less competent housekeepers and baby-sitters; some more, most of them less. 

My mind went back to thefrigbtful day when I badgotten a call at the hospital, telling me that Brianna was hurt. I had dashed out of the place, not pausing to change out of the green linen scrub-suit I was wearing, and racedfor home, ignoring all speed limits, to find a police car and an ambulance lighting the night with blood-red pulses, and a knot of interested neighbors clustered on the street outside. 

As we pieced the story together later, what had happened was that the latest temporary sitter, annoyed at my being late yet again, had simply put on her coat at quitting time and
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left, abandoning seven-year-old Brianna with instructions to "waitfor Momm.y. " This she bad obediently
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done, for an hour or so. But as it began to get dark, she had become frqbtcned in the house alone, and determined to go out and find me. ,viaking her way across one of the busy streets near our house, she had been struck by a car turning into the street. She wasn't-tbank God!-hurt badly; the car had been moving slowly, and she bad only been shaken and bruised by the experience. Not nearly as shaken as I was, for that matter. Nor as bruised, when I came into the I -v'ng room to find her lyin

I I                          g on the sofa, and she looked at me, tears g afresh on her stained checks and said, "Mommy! Where were you? ivelliu

1 couldn't find you!" 

it had taken just about all my reserves of professional composure to conifort her, to check her over, re-tend her cuts and scrapes, thank her rescuers-wbo, to myftvered mind, allglared accusingly at me-and put her to bed with her teddy bear clutched securely in her arms. Then I sat down at the kitchen table and cried myself. 

Frank patted me awkwardly, murmuring, but then gave it up, and with more practicality, went to make tea. 

"I've decided, " I said when he set the steaming cup in front of me. I spoke dully, my head feeling thick and clogged. "I'll resign. I'll do it tomorrow. Y' 

"Resin?" Frank's voice was sharp with astonishment. "From the school? Whatfor?" 

"I can't stand it anymore." I never took cream or sugar in my tea. Now I added both, stirring and watching the milky tendrils swirl through the cup. "I can't stand leaving Bree, and not knowing if she's well cared for-and knowing she isnt happy. You know she doesn't really like any of the sitters we've tried. " 

"I know that, yes." He sat opposite me, stirring his own tea. After a long moment, he said, 

"But I don't think you should resign." 

It was the last thing I bad expected; I had thought he would greet my decision with relieved applause. I stared at him in astonishment, then blen, my nose yet again on the wadded tissue from niy pocket. 

"'You don't?" 

"Ab, Claire." He spoke impatiently, but with a tinge of affection nonetheless. "You've known forever who you are. Do you realize at all how unusual it i's to know that?" 

"No." I wiped my nose with the shredding tissue, dabbing carefully to keep it in one piece. Frank leaned back in his chair, shaking his head as he looked at me. "No, I suppose not," be said. He was quietfor a minute, looking down 'It his,fblded bands. They were longfingered, narrow; smooth and hairless as a girl's. Elegant bands, made for casualgestures and the emphasis of speech, 

He stretched them out on the table and looked at them as though he'd never seen them before. 

"I haven't got that, " he said quietly at last. "I'm good, all right. At what I do-the teaching, the writing. Bloody splendid sometimes, in fact. And I like it a good bit, enjoy what I do. But the thing is-" He hesitated, then looked at me straight on, hazel-eyed and earnest. "I could do something else, and be asgood. Care as much, or as little. I haven'tgot that absolute conviction that there's something in life I'm meant to do-and you have." 
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"Is tbargood?" The edges of my nostrils were sore, and my eyes puffed from crying. He laughed shortly. "It's damned inconvenient, Claire. To you and me and Bree, all three. But m God, I do envy you sometimes." 

y He reached outfor my hand, and after a moments hesitation, I let him have it. 

"'To have thatpassionfor anything'-a small twitch tugged the corner of his mouth-"'or anyone. That's quite splendid, Claire, and quite terribly rare." He squeezed my band gently and let it go, turning to reach behind him for one of the books on the shelf beside the table. Ir was one of his references, Woodhill's Patriots, a series ofprofiles of the American Founding Fathers. 

He laid his band on the cover of the book, gently, as though reluctant to disturb the rest of the sleeping lives interred there. 

"Tbese were people like that. The ones who cared so terribly muchenough to risk everything, enough to change and do things. Most people aren't like that, you know. It isn't that they don't care, but that they don't care so greatly. " He took my hand again, this time turning it over. One finger traced the lines that webbed my palm, tickling as it went. 

"Is it there, I wonder?" he said, smiling a little. "Are some people destinedfor agreatfare, or to dogreat things? Or is it only that they're born somehow with thatgreatpassion-and if tbeyfind themselves in the right circumstances, then th'n

I gs happen? It's the sort of thing you wonder, studying history . . . but there's no way of telling, really All we know is what they accomplished. 

"But Claire-" His eyes held a definite note of warning, as he rapped the cover of his book. 

"They paid for it, " be said. 

"I know. " Ifelt very remote now, as though I were watching usfrom a distance; I could see it quite clearly in my mind's eye; Frank, handsome, lean, and a little tired, going beautifully gray at the temples. Me, grubby in my surgical scrubs, my hair coming down, the front of my shirt crumpled and stained with Brianna's tears. 

We sat in silencefor some time, my band still resting in Frank's. I could scc the in'ysterious lines and valleys, clear as a road map-but a road to What unknown destination? 

I had had my palm read once years before, ky an old Scottish lady ,jamed GrahamFiona'sgrandmother, in fact. "The lines in your band chajjc as You change, " she had said. 

"It's no so much what you're born ,pith, as what Ye make of yourself." And what had I made of myself, what vas I making? A mess, that was j,,hat, Neither a good mother, nor agood wife, nor agood doctor. A mess. Olice I bad thought I was whole-had seemed to be able to love a man, to bear a child, to heal the sick-and know that all these things were natural pa7-ts of me, not the difficult, troubled fragments into which my life had iiow disintegrated. But that bad been in the past, the man I had loved ,pas Jamie, and for a time, I had been part of something greater than n1liscIf. 

,'I'll take Bree. 

I was so deep in miserable thought tbatfor a moment, Frank's words didn't register, and I stared at him stupidly. 

What did you say?" 

"I said, " he repeated patiently, "that I'll take Brec. She can comeftom her school to the university, and play at my office until I'm ready to come home. " 
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I rubbed my nose. "I thoughtyou didn't think it appropriarefor staff to bring their children to work. " He bad been quite critical of Mrs. Clancy one of the secretaries, who bad brought hergrandson to workfbr a month when his mother was sick. 

He shrugged, looking uncomfortable. 

"Well, circumstances alter cases. And Brianna's not likely to be run7iiiq up and down the halls shrieking and spilling ink like Bart Clanc        'y. " "I wouldn't bet my 1fc on it, " I said wry,Y. "But you'd do that?" A sknallfecling wasgrowing in the pit of my clenched stomach; a cautious, u n believing feeling of relief. I might not trust Frank to befaithful to me -I knew quite well he wasn'tbut I did trust him unequivocally to care .f0;-Bree. 

,Suddenly the worry was removed. I needn't burry bomefrom the hospital, filled jvitb dread because I was late, bating the thought offinding Brianna crouched in her room sulking because she didn't like the current sittc;-. She loved Frank; I knew she would be ecstatic at the thought of -f to his office everv da 'v

Why?" I asked bluntly. "It isn't that you're dead keen on mY being a doctor; I know that. " 

"No, " be said tboughtfuly. "It isnt that. Bia Ido think there isn't any "'all, to stop youperhaps the best I can do is to help, so that there will be 8 8                         Diana Gabaldon

less damage to Brianna. " His features hardened slightly then, and he turned away. 

"So far as he ever felt he had a destiny-something he was really meant tc do-he felt that Brianna was it," Claire said. She stirred her cocoa medita. tively. 

"Why do Von care, Roger?" she asked him suddenly. "Why are you askin2 me?" He took a moment to answer, slowly sipping his cocoa. It was rich and dark, made with new cream and a sprinkle of brown sugar. Fiona, always a realist, had taken one look at Brianna and given up her attempts to lure Roger into matrimony via his stomach, but Fiona was a cook the same way Claire was a doctor; born to skill, and unable not to use it. 

"Because I'm a historian, I suppose," he answered finally. He watched her over the rim of his cup. "I need to know. What people really did, and why, they did it." 

"And you think I can tell you that?" She glanced sharply at him. "Or that I know? 

He nodded, sipping. "You know, better than most people. Most of historian's sources haven't your"-he paused and gave her a grin-"your unique perspective, shall we say?" There was a sudden lessening of tension. She laughed and picked up he', own cup. "We shall say that," she agreed. 

"The other thing,"    he went on, watching her closely, "is that you'ro honest. I don't think you could lie, even if you wanted to." 

She glanced at him sharply, and gave a short, dry laugh. 

"Everyone can lie, young Roger, given cause enough. Even me. It's onl' that it's harder for those of us who live in glass faces; we have to think up ouri lies ahead of time." She bent her head and shuffled through the papers before her, turning th pages over slowly, one by one. They were lists of names, these sheets, lists of prisoners, copied from the ledger books of British prisons. The task wai complicated by the fact that not all prisons had been well-run. 

Some governors kept no official lists of their inmates, or listed them haphazardly in their journals, in among the notations of daily expenditure and maintenance, making no great distinction between the death of a prisoner and the slaughter of two bullocks, salted for meat. 
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Roger thought Claire had abandoned the conversation, but a moment later she looked up again. 

"You're quite right, though," she said. "I'm honest-from default, more than anything. It isn't easy for me not to say what I'm thinking. I imagilic you see it because you're the same way." 
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"Am l?" Roger felt absurdly pleased, as though someone had given him unexpected present. 

(Jaire nodded, a small smile on her lips as she watched him. 

,oh, yes. It's unmistakable, you know. There aren't many people like that _vho will tell you the truth about themselves and anything else right out. 

1'\-C onlv met three people like that, I think-four now," she said, her smile xvidening to warm him. 

"There was Jamie, of course." Her long fingers rested lightly on the stack of papers, almost caressing in their touch. "Master Raymond, the apothecar\ I kne,,vin Paris. And a friend I met in medical school-Joe Abernathy. Now ,Ou. I think." 

She tilted her cup and swallowed the last of the rich brown liquid. She set it (_Jovn and looked directly at Roger. 

"Frank was right, in a way, though. It isn't necessarily easier if you know Nvhat it is you're meant to do-but at least you don't waste time in questioning or doubting. If you're honestwell, that isn't necessarily easier, either. Though I suppose if you're honest with yourself and know what you are, at least you're less likely to feel that you've wasted your life, doing the wrong thing." 

She set aside the stack of papers and drew up another-a set of folders with the characteristic logo of the British Museum on the covers. 

"Jamie had that," she said softly, as though to herself. "He wasn't a man to turn away from anything he thought his job. Dangerous or not. And I think he -,von't have felt himself wasted-no matter what happened to him." 

She lapsed into silence, then, absorbed in the spidery tracings of some long-dead writer, looking for the entry that might tell her what Jamie Fraser had done and been, and whether his life had been wasted in a prison cell, or ended in a lonely dungeon. The clock on the desk struck midnight, its chimes surprisingly deep and melodious for such a small instrument. The quarter-hour struck, and then the half, punctuating the monotonous rustle of pages. Roger put down the sheaf of flimsy papers he had been thumbing through, and yawned deeply, not troubling to cover his mouth. 

"I'm so tired I'm seeing double," he said. "Shall we go on with it in the morning?" Claire didn't answer for a moment; she was looking into the glowing bars Of the electric fire, a look of unutterable distance on her face. Roger repeated his question, and slowly she came back from wherever she was. 

"No," she said. She reached for another folder, and smiled at Roger, the look of distance lingering in her eyes. "You go on, Roger," she said. "I'llJUst look a little longer," 90
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When I finally found it, I nearly flipped right past it. I had not been reading the names carefully, but only skimming the pages for the letter "John, Joseph, Jacques, James." 

PDF Transform

PDF Transform

Y

Y

Y

er

Y

er

B

2

B

2

B

.0

B

.0

A

A

Click here to buy

Click here to buy

w

w

w

w

w . 

w

A B B YY.com

.A B BYY.com

There were James Edward, James Alan, James Walter, ad infiniturn. Then it was there, the writing small and precise across the page: "Jms. MacKenzie Fraser, of Brock Turac." I put the page down carefully on the table, shut my eyes for a moment to clear them, then looked again. It was still there. 

"Jamie," I said aloud. My heart was beating heavily in my chest. "Jamie," I said again, more quietly. 

It was nearly three o'clock in the morning. Everyone was asleep, but the house, in the manner of old houses, was still awake around me, creaking and sighing, keeping me company. Strangely enough, I had no desire to leap up and wake Brianna or Roger, to tell them the news. I wanted to keep it to myself for a bit, as though I were alone here in the lamp-lit room with Jamie himself. 

My finger traced the line of ink. The person who had written that line had seen Jamieperhaps had written this with Jamie standing in front of him. The date at the top of the page was May 16, 1753. It had been close to this time of year, then. I could imagine how the air had been, chilly and fresh, with the rare spring sun across his shoulders, lighting sparks in his hair. 

How had he worn his hair then-short, or long? He had preferred to wear it long, plaited or tailed behind. I remembered the casual gesture with which he would lift the weight of it off his neck to cool himself in the heat of exercise. 

He would not have worn his kilt-the wearing of all tartans had been outlawed after Culloden. Breeks, then, likely, and a linen shirt. I had made such sarks for him; I could feel the softness of the fabric in memory, the billowing length of the three full yards it took to make one, the long tails and full sleeves that let the Highland men drop their plaids and steep or fight with a sark their only garment. I could imagine his shoulders broad beneath the rough-woven cloth, his skin warm through it, hands touched with the chill of the Scottish spring. 

He had been imprisoned before. How would he have looked, facing an English prison clerk, knowing all too well what waited for him' Grim as hell, I thought, staring down that long, straight nose with his eyes a cold, dark blue-dark and forbidding as the waters of Loch Ness. 

I opened my own eyes, realizing only then that I was sitting on the edge of my chair, the folder of photocopied pages clasped tight to my chest, so caught up in my conjuration that I had not even paid attention to which prison these registers had come from. There were several large prisons that the English had used regularly in the eighteenth century, and a number of minor ones. I turned the folder over, slowly. Would it be Berwick, near the border,' The notorious Tolbooth of
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Edinburgh? Or one of the southern prisons, Leeds Castle or even the Tower ()f J,ondon? 

-,A-rdsmuir," said the notecard neatly stapled to the front of the folder. -,A-rdsmuir?" I said blankly. "Where the hell is that?" 

Honor's Prisoner

ARDSMUIR, SCOTLAND FEBRUARY 151, 1755

rdsmuir is the carbuncle on God's bum," Colonel Harry Quarry said. He raised his glass sardonically to the young man by the window. "I've been here a nvelvemonth, and that's A eleven months and twenty-nine days too long. Give you joy of your new posting, my Lord." 
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Major John William Grey turned from the window over the courtyard, where he had been surveying his new domain. 

"It does appear a trifle incommodious," he agreed dryly, picking up his own glass. "Does it rain all the time?" 

"Of course. It's Scotland-and the backside of bloody Scotland, at that." Quarry took a deep pull at his whisky, coughed, and exhaled noisily as he set down the empty glass. 

"The drink is the only compensation," he said, a trifle hoarsely. "Call on the local boozemerchants in your best uniform, and they'll make you a decent price. It's astounding cheap, without the tariff. I've left you a note of the best stills." He nodded toward the massive oaken desk at the side of the room, planted four-square on its island of carpet like a small fortress confronting the barren room. The illusion of fortifications was enhanced bv the banners of regiment and nation that hung from the stone wall behind it. 

"The guards' roster is here," Quarry said, rising and groping in the top desk drawer. He slapped a battered leather folder on the desktop, and added another on top of that. "Arid the prisoners' roll. You have one hundred and ninety-six at the moment; two hundred is the usual count, give or take a few deaths from sickness or the odd poacher taken up in the countryside." 

"Two hundred," Grey said. "And how many in the guards' barracks?" "Eighty-two, by number. In use, about half that." Quarry reached into the drawer agiin and withdrew a brown glass bottle -,vith a cork. He shook it, heard it slosl , and smiled sardonically. "The commander isn't the only one to find consolation in drink. Half the sots arc usually incapable at roll call, IT
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lca,'c this for you, shall I? You'll need it." He put the bottle back and pulled ()tit the lower drawer. 

"Requisitions and copies here; the paperwork's the worst of the post. Not rcat deal to do, really, if you've a decent clerk. You haven't, at the moI had a corporal who wrote a fairish hand, but he died two weeks ago. 

'frain up another, and you'll have nothing to do save to hunt for grouse and the Frenchman's Gold." He laughed at his own joke; rumors of the gold that 1,ouis of France had supposedly sent to his cousin Charles Stuart were rife H' this end of Scotland. 

,"I'lie prisoners arc not difficult?" Grey asked. "I had understood them to [)e ri-iostfv Jacobite Highlanders." 

"Thev  are. But they're docile enough." Quarry paused, looking out of the NNinclow. A small line of ragged men was issuing from a door in the forbiddiiig stone wall opposite. 

"No heart in them after Culloden," he said matterOf-factly. "Butcher Billy saw to that. And we work them hard enough that tliq'vc no vigor left for troublemaking." Grey nodded. Ardsmuir fortress was undergoing renovation, rather ironicall, using the labor of the Scots incarcerated therein. He rose and came to joiri Quarry at the winclow. 

"There's a work crew going out now, for pcat-cutting." Quarry nodded at the group below. A dozen bearded men, ragged as scarecrows, formed an avkxvard line before a red-coated soldier, who walked up and down, inspecting them. Evidently satisfied, he shouted an order and jerked a hand toward the miter gate, 

The prisoners' crew was accompanied by six armed soldiers, who fell in before and behind, muskets held in marching order, their smart appearance a marked contrast to the ragged
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Highlanders. The prisoners walked slowly, oblivious to the rain that soaked their rags. A mule-drawn wagon creaked behind, a bundle of peat knives gleaming dully in its bcd. Quarry frowned, counting them. "Some must be ill; a work crew is eightcen mcn-thrce prisoners to a guard, because of the knives. Though surprisingly few of them try to run," he added, turning away from the window. "Nowhere to go, I suppose." He left the desk, kicking aside a large woven basket that sat on the hearth, filled with crude chunks of a rough dark-brown substance. 

"Leave the window open, even when it's raining," he advised, "The peat s"'oke will choke you, otherwise." He took a deep breath in illustration and let it out explosively. "God, I'll be glad to get back to London!" 

"Not much in the way of local society, I collcct"' Grey asked dryly. Quarry laughed, his broad red face creasing in amusement at the notion. "Society? My dear fellow! Bar one or two passable blowzabellas down in

flic village, society' will consist solely of conversation with your officers94                         Diana Gabaldon there are four of them, one of whom is capable of speaking without the use of profanityyour orderly, and one prisoner." 

"A prisoner?" Grey looked up from the ledgers he had been perusing, one fair brow lifted in inquiry. 

"Oh, ves. Quarry was prowling the office restlessly, eager to be off. His carriage was waiting; he had stayed only to brief his replacement and make the formal hanclover of command. Now he paused, glancing at Grey. One corner of his mouth   curled up, enjoying a secret joke. 

"You've heard of Red Jamie Fraser, I expect?" 

Grey stiftencd slightly, but kept his face as unmoved as possible. 

"I should imagine most people have," he said coldly. "The man was notorious during the Fising." Quarry had heard the story, damn him! All of it, or only the first part? 

Quarry's mouth twitched slightly, but he merely nodded. 

"Quite. Well, we have him. He's the only senior Jacobite officer here; the Highlander prisoners treat him as their chief. Consequently, if any matters arise involving the prisoners-and they will, I assure you-he acts as their spokesman." Quarry was in his stockinged feet; now he sat and tugged on long cavalry boots, in preparation for the mud outside. 

" Seumas, mac an Aear dhuibh, they call him, or just Mac Dubb. Speak Gaelic, do you? 

Neither do I-Grissom does, though; he says it means 'James, son of the Black One.' Half the guards are afraid of him-those that fought with Cope at Prestonpans. Say he's the Devil himself. Poor devil, now!" Quarry gave a brief snort, forcing his foot into the boot. He stamped once, to settle it, and stood up. 

"The prisoners obey him without question; but give orders without his putting his seal to them, and you might as well be talking to the stories in the courtyard. Ever had much to do with Scots? Oh, of course; you fought at Culloden with your brother's regiment, didn't you?" Quarry struck his brow at his pretended forgetfulness. Damn the man! He had heard it all. 

"You'll have an idea, then. Stubborn does not begin to describe it." He flapped a hand in the air as though to dismiss an entire contingent of recalcitrant Scots. 
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"Which means," Quarry paused, enjoying it, "you'll need Fraser's goodwill-or at least his cooperation. I had him take supper with me once a week, to talk things over, and found it answered verN, well. You might try the same arrangement." 

"I suppose I might." Grey's tone was cool, but his hands were clenched tight at his sides. When icicles grew in hell, he might take Supper with James Fraser! 

"He's an educated man," Quarry continued, eyes bright with malice, fixed on Grey's face. 

"A great deal more interesting to talk to than the officers. Plavs chess. You have a game now and then, do you not?" 
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-,Now and then." The muscles of his abdomen were clenched so tightly tl,,It he had trouble drawing breath. Would this bullet-headed fool not stop talking and leave? 

"Ali, well, I'll leave you to it." As though divining Grey's wish, Quarry settled his wig more firmly, then took his cloak from the book by the door and swirled it rakishly about his shoulders. He turned toward the door, hat in band, then turned back, 

-0h, one thing. If you do dine with Fraser alone-don't turn vour back on him." The offensive jocularity had left Quarry's face; Grey scowled at Iliyn, but could see no evidence that the warning was meant as a joke. 

,11 mean it," Quarry said, suddenly serious. "He's in irons, but it's easy to cliokc a rnan with the chain. And he's a very large fellow, Fraser." 

-I know." To his fury, Grey could feel the blood rising in his checks. To liide it, he swung about, letting the cold air from the half-open xvindow play on his countenance. "Surely," he said, to the rain-slick gray stories below, "if he is the intelligent man you say, he would not be so foolish as to attack me in iny own quarters, in the midst of the prison? What would be the purpose in it. "' 

Quarry didn't answer. After a moment, Grey turned around, to find the other staring at him thoughtfully, all trace of humor gone from the broad, rUddy face. 

"There's intelligence," Quarry said slowly. "And then there are other things. But perhaps you're too young to have seen hate and despair at close range. There's been a deal of it in Scotland, these last ten years." He tilted his head, surveving the new commander of Ardsmuir from his vantage point of fifteen years' seniority. 

Nlajor Grey n7as young, no more than twcrity-six, and with a fair-complexioned face and girlish lashes that made him look still younger than his years. To compound the problem, he was an inch or two shorter than the average, and fine-boncd, as well. He drew himself up straight. 

"I arn aware of such things, Colonel," he said evenly. Quarry was a 'ounger son of good family, like himself, but still his superior in rank; he Must keep his temper. QLiarrv's bright hazel gaze rested on him in speculation. "I daresay." With a sudden motion, he clapped his hat on his head. He touched his check, where the darker line of a scar sliced across the ruddy skin; a memento Of the scandalous ducl that had sent him into exile at Ardsmuir. 

"God kno,,vs what \,on did to be sent here, Grey," he said, shaking his head. "But for your own sake, I hope you deserved it! Luck to you!" And Witli a swirl of blue cloak, he was gone. 
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"Better the Devil ve ken, than the Devil ye don't," Murdo Lindsay said, shaking his head lugubriously. "Handsome Harry was nain sae bad." "No, he wasna, then," agreed Kennv Leslev. "But ye'll ha' been here

when he came, no, He was a deal better than that shite-face Bogle, aye?" "Aye," said Murdo, looking blank. "What's your meaning, Man." 

"So if Handsome was better than Bogle," Lesley explained patiently, "then Handsome was the Devil we didna ken, and Bogle the one that we did -but Handsome was better, in spite of that, so you're wrong, man." 

"I am?" Murdo, hopelessly confused by this bit of reasoning, glowered at Lesley. "No, I'm not!" 

"Ye are, then," Lesley said, losing patience. "Ye'rc always wrong, Murdo! Why d'yc argue, when yc're never in the right of it?" 

141, m no arguin'!" Murdo protested indignantly. "Ye're takin' exception to me, not t'othcr way aboot." 

"Only because you're wrong, man!" Lesley said. "If ve were right, I'd have said not a word." 

"I'm not wrong! At least I dinna think so," Murdo muttered, unable to recall precisely what he had said. He turned, appealing to the large figure seated in the corner. "Mac Dubh, was I wrong?" 

The tall man stretched himself, the chain of his irons chiming faintly as he moved, and laughed. 

"No, Murdo, ye're no wrong. But we canna say if ye're right yet awhile. Not 'til we see what the new Devil's like, aye?" Seeing Lesley's brows draw down in preparation for further dispute, he raised his voice, speaking to the, room at large. "Has anyone seen the new Governor yet? Johnson? MacTavish?" 

"I have," Hayes said, pushing gladly forward to warm his hands at the fire. There was onlv one hearth in the large cell, and room for no more than six men before it at a time. The other forty were left in bitter chill, huddling together in small groups for warmth. Consequently, the agreement was that whoever had a talc to tell or a song', to sing might have a place by the hearth, for as long as he spoke. Mac Dubh had said this was a bardright, that when the bards came to the auld castles, they would be given a warm place and plenty to cat and drink, to the honor of the laird's hospitality. There was never food or drink to spare here, but the warm place was certain. 

Hayes relaxed, eyes closed and a beatific smile on his face as he spread his hands to the warmth. Warned by restive movement to either side, though, he hastily opened his eves and began to speak. 

"I saw him when he came in from his carriage, and then again, when I brought up a platter o' sweeties from the kitchens, whilst he and Handsome Harry were nattcring to ain another." Hayes frowned in concentration. 

"He's fair-haired, wi' long yellow locks tied up vi' blue ribbon. And big Voyager                                    97

C,Cs and long lashes, too, like a lassie's." Hayes leered at his listeners, batting his ()\%,n stubby lashes in mock flirtation. 

hilcouraged by the laughter, he went on to describe the new Governor's ,:Iothes-"fine as a laird's--his equipage and servant-"one of they Sasseriichs as talks like he's burnt his tongue"-and as much as had been overheard of the new man's speech. 
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"He talks sharp and quick, like he'll know what's what," Hayes said, shaking his head dubiously. "But he's verra young, forbye-he looks scarce more than a wean, though I'd reckon he's older than his looks." 

-Ave, he's a bittie fellow, smaller than wee Angus," Baird chimed in,,with a jerk of the head at Angus MacKenzie, who looked down at himself in startlemcnt. Angus had been twelve when he fought beside his father at CLilloden. He had spent nearly half his life in Ardsmuir, and in consequence of the poor fare of prison, had never grown much bigger. 

"Aye," Haves agreed, "but he carries himself well; shoulders square and a ranirod tip his arse." 

This gave rise to a burst of laughter and ribald comment, and Hayes gave Nva, to Ogilvie, who knew a long and scurrilous story about the laird of Donibristle and the hogman's daughter. Hayes left the hearth without rescritnicilt, and went-as was the custom-to sit beside Mac Dubh. 

Mac Dubh never took his place on the hearth, even when he told them the long stories from the books that he'd read-The Adventures of Roderick Random, The History of Tom Jones, a Foundling, or everyone's favorite, Robinson Crusoe. Claiming that he needed the room to accommodate his long legs, Mac Dubh sat always in his same spot in the corner, where everyone might hear him. But the men who left the fire would come, one by one, and sit down on the bench beside him, to give him the warmth that lingered in their clothes. 

"Shall ye speak to the new Governor tomorrow, d'ye think, Mac Dubh?" Hayes asked as he sat. "I met Billy Malcolm, coming in from the pcatcutting, and he shouted to me as the rats were grown uncommon bold in their cell just now. Six men bitten this sennight as they slept, and two of thern festering." 

Mac Dubh shook his head, and scratched at his chin. He had been allowed a razor before his weekly audiences with Harry Quarry, but it had been five days since the last of these, and his chin was thick with red stubble. 

"I canna say, Gavin," he said. "Quarry did say as he'd tell the new fellow of our arrangement, but the new  man might have his own ways, aye? If I'm CAcd to see him, though, I shall be sure to say about the rats. Did Malcolm ask for Morrison to come and see to the festering, though," The prison had

110 doctor; Morrison, who had a touch for healing, was permitted by the gUards to go from cell to cell to tend the sick or injured, at Mac Dubh's reqUest. 98
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Hayes shook his head. "He hadna time to say more-they were marching past, aye?" 

"Best I send Morrison," Mac Dubh decided. "He can ask Billy is there aught else amiss there." There were four main cells where the prisoners were kept in large groups; word passed among them by means of Morrison's visits and the mingling of men on the work crews that went out daily to haul stone or cut peats on the nearby moor. Morrison came at once when summoned, pocketing four of the carved rats' skulls with which the prisoners improvised games of draughts. Mac Dubh groped under the bench where he sat, drawing out the cloth bag he carried when he went to the moor. 

"Och, not more o' the damn thistles," Morrison protcsted, seeing Mac Dubh's grimace as he groped in the bag. "I canna make them eat those things; they all say, do I think them kine, or maybe pigs?" 
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Mac Dubh gingerly set down a fistful of wilted stalks, and sucked his pricked fingers. 

"They're stubborn as pigs, to be sure," he remarked. "It's only milk thistle. How often must I tell ye, Morrison? Take the thistle heads off, and mash the leaves and stems fine, and if they're too prickly to eat spread on a bannock, then make a tea of them and have them drink it. I've yet to see pigs drink tea, tell them." 

Morrison's lined face cracked in a grin. An elderly man, he knew well enough how to handle recalcitrant patients; he only liked to complain for the fun of it. 

"Aye, well, I'll say have they ever seen a toothless cow?" he said, resigned, as he tucked the limp greens carefully into his own sack. "But you'll be sure to bare your teeth at Joel McCulloch, next time ye see him. He's the worst o' them, for not believin' as the greens do help wi' the scurvy." 

"Say as I'll bite him in the arse," Mac Dubh promised, with a flash of his excellent teeth, "if I hear he hasna eaten his thistles." 

Morrison made the small amused noise that passed for a belly laugh with him, and went to gather up the bits of ointment and the few herbs he had for medicines. Mac Dubh relaxed for the moment, glancing about the room to be sure no trouble brewed. There were feuds at the moment; he'd settled Bobby Sinclair and Edwin Murray's trouble a week back, and while they were not, friends, they were keeping their distance from one another. 

He closed his eyes. He was tired; he had been hauling stone all day. Supper would be along in a few minutes-a tub of parritch and some bread to be shared out, a bit of brose too if they were lucky-and likely most of the men would go to sleep soon after, leaving him a few minutes of peace and scmiprivacy, when he need not listen to anyone or feel he must do anything. 

He had had no time as yet even to wonder about the new Governor, 
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iluportant as the man would be to all their lives. Young, Haves had said. That Inight be good, or might be bad. 

older men who had fought in the Rising were often prejudiced against flighlanders-Bogle, who had put him in irons, had fought with Cope. A ,Scarcd young soldier, though, trying to keep abreast of an unfamiliar job, could be more rigid and tyrannical than the crustiest of old colonels. Aye 'cfl, and nothing to be done but wait to sec. 

He sighed and shifted his posture, incommoded-for the ten-thousandth tilue-by the manacles he wore. He shifted irritably, banging one wrist against the edge of the bench. He was large enough that the weight of the irons didn't trouble him overmuch, but they chafcd badly with the work. worse was the inability to spread his arms more than eighteen inches apart; this gave him cramp and a clawing feeling, deep in the muscle of chest and back, that left him only when he slept. 

"Mac Dubh," said a soft voice beside him. "A word in your ear, if I rnialit,"' He opened his eyes to see Ronnie Sutherland perched alongside, pointed face intent and foxlike in the faint gloxv from the fire. 

"Ave, Ronnie of course." He pushed himself upright, and put both his irons and the thought of the new Governor firmly from his mind. 

Dearest mother, John Grey wrote, later that night. 

/ am arrived safely at my new post, and find it comfortable. Colonel Quarry, my predecessor-he is the Duke of Clarence's nephew, you recall?-made me welcome and

PDF Transform

PDF Transform

Y

Y

Y

er

Y

er

B

2

B

2

B

.0

B

.0

A

A

Click here to buy

Click here to buy

w

w

w

w

w . 

w

A B B YY.com

.A B BYY.com

acquainted with my charge. / am provided with a most excellent servant, and while I am bound to find many things about Scotland strange at first, / am sure / will find the experience interesting. / was served an object for my supper which the steward told me was called a "haggis. " Upon inquiry, this proved to be the interior organ of a sheep, filled with a mixture of ground oats and a quantity of unidentifiable cooked flesh. Though / am assured the inhabitants of Scotland esteem this dish a particular delicacy, / sent it to the kitchens and requested a plain boiled saddle of mutton in its place. Having thus made my first-humble!-meal here, and being somewhat fatigued by the long joumey-of whose details I shall inform you in a subsequent missive-I believe / shall now retire, leaving further descriptions of my surroundings-with which / am imperfectly acquainted at Present, as it is dark-for a future communication. 

He paused, tapping the quill on the blotter. The point left small dots of ink, aud he abstractedly drew lines connecting these, making the outlines of a jagged object. Dared he ask about George? Not a direct inquirv, that wouldn't do, but a 100                       Diana Gabaldon

reference to the family, asking whether his mother had happened to encounter Lady Everett lately, and might he ask to be remembered to her son? He sighed and drew another point on his object. No. His widowed

mother was ignorant of the situation, but Lady Everett's husband moved in military circles. His brother's influence would keep the gossip to a minimum, but Lord Everett might catch a whiff of it, nonetheless, and be quick enough to put two and two together. Let him drop an injudicious word to his wife about George, and the word pass on from Lady Everett to his mother . . . the Dowager Countess Melton was not a fool. She knew quite well that he was in disgrace; promising young officers in the good graces of their superiors were not sent to the arse-end of Scotland to oversee the renovation of small and unimportant prison-fortresses. But his brother Harold had told her that the trouble was an unfortunate affair of the heart, implying sufficient indelicacy to stop her questioning him about it. She likely thought he had been caught with his colonel's wife, or keeping a whore in his quarters. 

An unfortunate affair of the heart! He smiled grimly, dipping his pen. Perhaps Hal had a greater sensitivity than he'd thought, in so describing it. But then, all his affairs had been unfortunate, since Hector's death at Culloden. 

With the thought of Culloden, the thought of Fraser came back to him; something he had been avoiding all day. He looked from the blotter to the folder which held the prisoners' 

roll, biting his lip. He was tempted to open it, and look to see the name, but what point was there in that? There might be scores of men in the Highlands named James Fraser, but onlv one known also as Red Jamie. 

He felt himself flush as waves of heat rolled over him, but it was not nearness to the fire. In spite of that, he rose and went to the window, drawing in great hingfuls of air as though the cold draft could cleanse him of memory. 

"Pardon, sir, but will ye be wantin' your bed warmed now?" The Scottish speech behind him startled him, and he whirled round to find the tousled head of the prisoner assigned to tend his quarters poking through the door that led to his private rooms. 

"Oh! Er, yes. Thank you . . . MacDonell?" he said doubtfully. "MacKay, my lord," the man corrected, without apparent resentment, and the head vanished. 
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Grey sighed. There was nothing that could be done tonight. He came back to the desk and gathered up the folders, to put them away. The jagged object he had drawn on the blotter looked like one of those spiked maces, with which ancient knights had crushed the heads of their foes. He felt as though he had swallowed one, though perhaps this was no more than indigcstion occasioned by half-cooked mutton. 
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fic shook his head, pulled the letter to him and signed it hastily. With all affection, your obt. son, John Wm. Grey. He shook sand over tile signature, sealed the missive with his ring and set it aside to be posted in the morning. f-le rose and stood hesitating, surveying the shadowy reaches of the office. it was a great, cold, barren room, with little in it bar the huge desk and a ,:Otlplc of chairs. He shivered; the sullen glow of the peat bricks on the hearth did little to warm its vast spaces, particularly with the freezing wet air coming in at the window. 

He glanced once more at the prisoners' roll. Then he bent, opened the toNver drawer of the desk, and drew out the brown glass bottle. He pinched out the candle, and made his way toward his bed by the dull glow of the hearth. 

The mingled effects of exhaustion and whisky should have sent him to sleep at once, but sleep kept its distance, hovering over his bed like a bat, but never lighting. Every time he felt himself sinking into dreams, a vision of the wood at Carryarrick came before his eyes, and he found himself lying once more wide-awake and sweating, his heart thundering in his ears. 

He had been sixteen then, excited beyond bearing by his first campaign. He had not got his commission then, but his brother Hal had taken him along with the regiment, so that he might get a taste of soldiering. 

Camped at night near a dark Scottish wood, on their way to join General Cope at Prcstonpans, John had found himself too nervous to sleep. What would the battle be like? 

Cope was a great general, all Hal's friends said so, but the men around the fires told frightful stories of the fierce Highlanders and their bloody broadswords. Would he have the courage to face the dreadfLil Highland charge? 

He couldn't bring himself to mention his fears even to Hector. Hector loved him, but Hector was twenty, tall and muscular and fearless, with a lieutenant's commission and dashing stories of battles fought in France. 

He didn't know, even now, whether it had been an urge to emulate Hector, or merely to impress him, that had led him to do it. In either case, when he saw the Highlander in the wood, and recognized him from the broadsheets as the notorious Red Jamie Fraser, he had determined to kill or capture him. 

The notion of returning to camp for help had occurred to him, but the Man was alone-at least John had thought he was alone-and evidently unawares, seated quietly upon a log, eating a bit of bread. 

And so he had drawn his knife from his belt and crept quietly through the vood toward that shining red head, the haft slippery in his grasp, his mind filled with visions of glory and Hector's praise. 
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Instead, there had been a glancing blow as his knife flashed down, his arm locked tight round the Scot's neck to choke him, and thenLord John Grey flung himself over in his bed, hot with remembrance. They had fallen back, rolling together in the crackling oak-lcaf dark, grappling for the knife, thrashing and fighting-for his life, he had thought. 

First the Scot had been under him, then twisting, somehow over. He had touched a great snake once, a python that a friend of his uncle's had brought from the Indies, and that was what it had been like, Fraser's touch, lithe and smooth and horribly powerful, moving like the muscular coils, never where you expected it to be. 

He had been flung ignominiously on his face in the leaves, his wrist twisted painfullv behind his back. In a frenzy of terror, convinced he was about to be slain, he had wrenched with all his strength at his trapped arm, and the bone had snapped, with a red-black burst of pain that tendered him momentarily senseless. 

He had conic to himself moments later, slumped against a tree, facing a circle of ferocious

-looking Highlanders, all in their plaids. In the midst of them stood Red Jamie Fraser-and the woman. 

Grey clenched his teeth. Curse that woman! If it hadn't been for herwell, God knew what might have happened. What had happened was that she had spoken. She was English, a lad), by her speech, and hc-idiot that he was!-had leapt at once to the conclusion that she was a hostage of the vicious Highlanders, no doubt kidnapped for the purpose of ravishment. Everyone said that Highlanders indulged in rapine at every opportunity, and took delight in dishonoring Englishwomen; how should he have known otherwise! 

And Lord John William Grey, aged sixteen and filled to the brim with regimental notions of gallantry and noble purpose, bruised, shaken, and fighting the pain of his broken arm, had tried to bargain, to save her from her fate. Fraser, tall and mocking, had played him like a salmon, stripping the woman half-nakcd before him to force from him information about the position and strength of his brother's regiment. And then, when he had told all he could, Fraser had laughingly revealed that the woman was his wife. Thev'd all laughed; he could hear the ribald Scottish voices now, hilarious in memory. Grev rolled over, shifting his weight irritably on the unaccustomed mattress. And to make it all worse, Fraser had not even had the decency to kill him, but instead had tied him to a tree, where he would be found by his friends in the morning. By which time Fraser's men had visited the camp and -with the information he had given them!-had immobilized the cannon they were bringing to Cope. 

Everyone had found out, of course, and while excuses were made because of his age and his noncommissioned status, he had been a pariah and at, 
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object of scorn. No one would speak to him, save his brother-and Hector. f.oval Hector. He sighed, rubbing his check against the pillow. He could see Hector still, ill his mind's eye. Dark-haired and blue-eyed, tcnder-mouthed, always smilijjg. It had been ten years since Hector had died at Culloden, hacked to pieces by a Highland broadsword, and still John woke in the dawn somebodv arched in clutching spasm, feeling Hector's touch. times, And now this. He had dreaded this posting, being surrounded by Scots, by their grating voices, overwhelmed with the mernory of what they had done to Hector. But never, in the most dismal moments of anticipation, had lie thought he would ever meet James Fraser again. 
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T lie peat fire on the hearth died gradually to hot ash, then cold, and the NvindoNv paled from deep black to the sullen gray of a rainy Scottish dawn. And still John Grey lay sleepless, burning eyes fixed on the smoke-blackened bcams above him. Grey rose in the morning untested, but with his mind made up. He was here. Fraser was here. And neither could leave, for the foreseeable future. So. He must see the man now and again-he would be speaking to the asscmbled prisoners in an hour, and must inspect them regularly thcreaftcr-but he would not see him privately. If he kept the man himself at a distance, perhaps he could also keep at bay the memories he stirred. And the feelings. For while it was the memory of his past rage and humiliation that had kept him awake to begin with, it was the other side of the present situation that had left him still wakeful at dawn. The slowly dawning realization that Fraser Nvas now bis prisoner; no longer his tormentor, but a prisoner, like the othcrs, entirely at his mercv. He rang the bell for his servant and padded to the window to see how the Nveather kept, wincing at the chill of the stone under his bare feet. 

It was, not surprisingly, raining. In the courtyard below, the prisoners Nvcrc already being formed up in work crews, wet to the skin. Shivering in his shirt, Grey pulled in his head and shut the window halfivay; a nice compromisc between death from suffocation and death from the ague. 

It had been visions of revenge that kept him tossing in his bed as the Window lightened and the rain pattered on the sill; thoughts of Fraser confined to a tiny cell of freezing stone, kept naked through the winter nights, fcd on slops, stripped and flogged in the courtyard of the prison. All that arrogant power humbled, reduced to groveling misery, dependent solely on his word for a moment's relief. 

Yes, he thought all those things, imagined thern in vivid detail, reveled in them. He heard Fraser beg for mercy, imagined himself disdaining, haughty. 

He thought these things, and the spiked object turned over in his guts, piercing him with self-disgust. 

Whatever he might once have been to Grey, Fraser now was a beaten foe; a prisoner of war, and the charge of the Crown. He was Greys charge, in fact; a responsibility, and his welfare the duty of honor. 

His servant had brought hot water for shaving. He splashed his cheeks, feeling the warmth soothe him, laying to rest the tormented fancies of the night. That was all they were, he realized-fancies, and the realization. brought him a certain relief. He might have met Fraser in battle and taken a real and savage pleasure in killing or maiming him. But the inescapable fact was that so long as Fraser was his prisoner, he could not in honor harm the man. By the time he had shaved and his servant had dressed him, he was recovered enough to find a certain grim humor in the situation. His foolish behavior at Carryarrick had saved Fraser's life at Culloden, Now, that debt discharged, and Fraser in his power, Fraser's sheer helplessness as a prisoner made him completely safe. For whether foolish or wise, naive or experienced, all the Greys were men of honor. 

Feeling somewhat better, he met his gaze in the looking glass, set his wig to rights, and went to cat breakfast before giving his first address to the prisoners. 

"Witt you have your supper served in the sitting room, sir, or in here?" MacKay's head, uncombed as ever, poked into the office. 
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"Urn?" Grey murmured, absorbed in the papers spread out on the desk. "Oh," he said, looking up. "In here, if you please." He waved vaguely at the corner of the huge desk and returned to his work, scarcely looking up when the tray with his food arrived sometime later. 

Quarry had not been joking about the paperwork. The sheer quantity of food alone required endless orders and requisitions-all orders to be submitted in duplicate to London, if he pleased!-let alone the hundreds of other necessities required by the prisoners, the guards, and the men and women from the village who came in by the day to clean the barracks and work in the kitchens. He had done nothing all day but write and sign requisitions. He must find a clerk soon, or dic of sheer ennui. 

Two hundred 1b. nheatflowr, he wrote, for prisoners' use. Six hogsheads ale, for use of barracks. His normally elegant handwriting had quickly degcnerated into a utilitarian scrawl, his stylish signature become a curt I. Grell. 

He laid down his pen with a sigh and closed his eyes, massaging the ache between his brows. The sun had not bothered to show its face once since his arrival, and working all day in a smoky room by candlelight left his eyes burning like lumps of coal. His books had arrived the day before, but he had

,()t cvcn unpacked them, too exhausted by nightfall to do more than bathe his aching eyes in cold water and go to sleep. 

He heard a small, stealthy sound, and sat up abruptly, his eyes popping open. A large brown rat sat on the corner of his desk, a morsel of plum cake held in its front paws. It didn't move, but merelv looked at him speculatively, hiskers twitching. 

-NNTell, God damn my eyes!" Grey exclaimed in amazement. "Here, you bugger! That's my supper!" 

The rat nibbled pensively at the plum cake, bright beady eyes fixed on the 'Iajor. 

"Get out of it!" Enraged, Grey snatched up the nearest object and let fly at the rat. The ink bottle exploded on the stone floor in a spray of black, and the startled rat leapt off the desk and fled precipitously, galloping between the legs of the even more startled MacKay, who appeared at the door to see what the noise was. 

"Has the prison got a cat?" Grey demanded, dumping the contents of his supper tray into the waste can by his desk. 

"Ave, si r, there's cats in the storerooms," MacKay offered, crawling back-,vard on hands and knees to wipe up the small black footprints the rat had left in its precipitous flight through the ink puddle. 

"Well, fetch one up here, if you please, MacKay," Grey ordered. "At once." He grunted at the memory of that obscenely naked tail draped nonchalantly over his plate. He had encountered rats often enough in the field, of course, but there was something about having his own personal supper molcsted before his eyes that seemed particularly infuriating. 

He strode to the window and stood there, trying to clear his head with fresh air, as MacKay finished his mopping-up. Dusk was drawing down, filling the courtyard with purple shadows. The stones of the cell wing opposite looked even colder and more dreary than usual. 

,rhe turnkeys were coming through the rain from the kitchen wing; a procession of small carts laden with the prisoners' food; huge pots of steaming oatmeal and baskets of bread, 
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covered with cloths against the rain. At least the poor devils had hot food after their wet day's work in the stone quarrv. 

A thought struck him as he turned from the window. "Arc there many rats in the cells?" he asked MacKay. 

"Aye, sit, a great many," the prisoner replied, with a final swipe to the threshold, "I'll tell the cook to make ye up a fresh tray, shall 1, sir?" "Ifyou please," Grey said. "And then if you will, Mr. MacKay, please see

that each cell is provided with its own cat." 

MacKay looked slightly dubious at this. Grey paused in the act of retrievi119 his scattered papers. 

"Is there something wrong, MacKay?" 
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"No, sit," MacKay replied slowly. "Only the wee brown beasties do keep down the cockchafers. And with respect, sir, I dinna think the men would care to have a cat takin' all their rats." 

Grey stared at the man, feeling mildly queasy. 

"The prisoners cat the rats?" he asked, with a vivid memory of sharp yellow teeth nibbling at his plum cake. 

"Onlv when they're lucky enough to catch one, sir," MacKay said. "Perhaps the cats would be a help -vvi' that, after all. Will that be all for tonight, 

The Wanderer

qrey's resolve concerning James Fraser lasted for two weeks. Then the messenger arrived from the village of Ardsmuir, with news that changed everything. 

"Does he still live?" he asked the man sharply. The messenger, one of the inhabitants of Ardsmuir village who worked for the prison, nodded. 

"I saw him myscl', sit, when they brought him in. He's at the Lime Tree now, being cared for-but I didna think he looked as though care would be enough, sit, if ye take my meaning." Hc raised one brow significantly. 

"I take it," Grey answered shortly. "Thank you, Mr.-" 

"Allison, sit, Rufus Allison. Your servant, sir." The man accepted the shilling offered him, bowed with his hat under his arm, and took his leave. Grey sat at his desk, staring out at the leaden sky. The sun had scarcely

shone for a day since his arrival. He tapped the end of the quill with which he had been writing on the desk, oblivious to the damage he was inflicting on the sharpened tip. The mention of gold was enough to prick up any man's ears, but especially his. A man had been found this morning, wandering in the mist on the moor near the village. His clothes were soaked not only with the damp, but with seawater, and he was out of his mind with fever. 

He had talked unceasingly since he was found, babbling for the most part, but his rescuers were unable to make much sense of his ravings. The man appeared to be Scottish, and yet he spoke in an incoherent mixture of French and Gaelic, with here and there the odd word of English thrown in. And one Of those words had been "gold." The combination of Scots, gold, and the French tongue, mentioned in this area of the country, could bring only one thought to the inind of anyone vho had fought through the
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last days of the Jacobite rising. The Frenchnlln's Gold. The fortune in gold bullion that Louis of France had-accord119 to rumor-sent secretly to the aid of his cousin, Charles Stuart. But sent far too late. Some stories said that the French gold had been hidden by the Highland army during the last headlong retreat to the North, before the final disaster at Culloden. Others held that the gold had never reached Charles Stuart, but
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had been left for safekeeping in a cave near the place where it had come ashore on the northwestern coast. 

Some said that the secret of the hiding place had been lost, its guardian killed at Culloden. Others said that the hiding place was still known, but a close-kept secret, held among the members of a single Highland family. Whatever the truth, the gold had never been found. Not vet. 

French and Gaelic. Grey spoke passable French, the result of several years fighting abroad, but neither he nor any of his officers spoke the barbarous Gaelic, save a few words Sergeant Grissom had learned as a child from a Scottish nursemaid. He could not trust a man from the village; not if there was anything to this tale. The Frenchman's Gold! Bcvond its value as treasure-which would belong to the Crown in any case-the gold had a considerable and personal value to John William Grey. The finding of that half-mythical hoard would be his passport out of Ardsmuir-back to London and civilization. The blackest disgrace would be instantly obscured by the dazzle of gold. He bit the end of the blunted quill, feeling the cylinder crack between his teeth. Damn. No, it couldn't be a villager, nor one of his officers. A prisoner, then. Yes, he could use a prisoner without risk, for a prisoner would be unable to make use of the information for his own ends. 

Damn again. AM of the prisoners spoke Gaelic, many had some English as well-but only one spoke French besides. He is an educated man, Quarry's voice echoed in his memory. 

"Damn, damn, damn!" Grey muttered. It couldn't be helped. Allison had said the wanderer was very ill; there was no time to took for alternatives. He spat out a shred of quill. 

"Brame!" he shouted. The startled corporal poked his head in. "Yes, sit?" 

"Bring me a prisoner named James Fraser. At once." 

The Governor stood behind his desk, leaning on it as though the huge slab of oak NNcre in fact the bulwark it looked. His hands were damp on the smooth wood, and the white stock of his uniform felt tight around his neck. 

His heart leapt violently as the door opened. The Scot came in, his irons chinking slightly, and stood before the desk. The candles were all lit, and the office nearly as bright as day, though it was nearly full dark outside. 

He had seen Fraser several times, of course, standing in the courtyard with the other prisoners, red head and shoulders above most of the other men, but never close enough to see his face clearly. 

He looked different. That was both shock and relief, for so long, he had seen a cleanshaven face in memory, dark with threat or alight with mocking Voyager                                   109
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laughter. This man was short-beardcd, his face calm and wary, and while the deep blue eyes were the same, they gave no sign of recognition. The man stood quietly before the desk, waiting. 

Grey cleared his throat. His heart was still beating too fast, but at least he could speak calmly. 

,,,Nlr. Fraser," he said.,"I thank you for coming." The Scot bent his head courteously, but did not answer that he had had tic) choice in the matter; his eyes said that. 

"Doubtless you wonder why I have sent for you," Grey said. He sounded insufferably pompous to his own ears, but was unable to rcmedv it. "I find that a situation has arisen in which I require Your assistance." 

-What is that, Major?" The voice was the same-deep and precise, niarkcd with a soft Highland burr. 

He took a deep breath, bracing himself on the desk. He would rather have done anything but ask help of this particular man, but there was no bloody choice. Fraser was the only possibility. 

"A man has been found wandering the moor near the coast," he said carefully. "He appears to be seriously ill, and his speech is deranged. However, certain . . . matters to which he refers appear to be of . . . substantial interest to the Crown. I require to talk with him, and discover as much as I can of his identity, and the matters of which he speaks." He paused, but Fraser merely stood there, waiting. 

"Unfortunately," Grey said, taking another breath, "the man in question has been heard to speak in a mixture of Gaelic and French, with no more than a word or two of English." One of the Scot's ruddy eyebrows stirred. His face didn't change in any appreciable way, but it was evident that he had grasped the implications of the situation. 

"I see, Major." The Scot's soft voice was full of irony. "Arid you would like iny assistance to interpret for ye what this man might have to say." Grey couldn't trust himself to speak, but merely jerked his head in a short nod. 

"I fear I must decline, Major." Fraser spoke respectfully, but with a glint in his eye that was anything but respectful. Grey's hand curled tight around the brass letter-opcner on his blotter. 

"You decline?" he said. He tightened his grasp on the lcttcr-opencr in order to keep his voice steady. "Might I inquire why, Mr. Fraser"' 

"I am a prisoner, Major," the Scot said politely. "Not an interpreter." "Your assistance would be-appreciated," Grey said, trying to infuse the Word with significance without offering outright bribery. "Conversely," his tone hardened, "a failure to render legitimate assistance-" 

"It is not legitimate for yc either to extort my services or to threaten me, Major." Fraser's voice was a good deal harder than Grey's. 
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"I did not threaten you!" The edge of the later-opener was cutting into his hand; he was forced to loosen his grip. 

"Did Ve no? Well, and I'm pleased to hear it." Fraser turned toward the door. "In that case, Major, I shall bid ye good night." 

Grey would have given a great deal simply to have let him go. Unfortunately, duty called. 
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"Mr. Fraser!" The Scot stopped, a few feet from the door, but didn't turn. Grey took a deep breath, steeling himself to it. 

"if Von do what I ask, I will have your irons struck off," he said. Fraser stood quite still. Young and inexperienced Grey might be, but he was not unobservant. Neither was he a poor judge of men. Grey watched the rise of his prisoner's head, the increased tension of his shoulders, and felt a small relaxation of the anxiety that had gripped him since the news of the wanderer had come. 

"Mr. Fraser?" he said. 

Very slowly, the Scot turned around, His face was quite expressionless. "You have a bargain, Major," he said softly. 

It was well past midnight when they arrived in the village of Ardsmuir. No lights showed in the cottages they passed, and Grey found himself wondering what the inhabitants thought, as the sound of hooves and the jingle of arms passed by their windows late at night, a faint echo of the English troops who had swept through the Highlands ten years before. The wanderer had been taken to the Lime Tree, an inn so called because for many years, it had boasted a huge lime tree in the yard; the only tree of any size for thirty miles. There was nothing left now but a broad stump-the tree, like so many other things, had perished in the aftermath of Culloden,. burned for firewood by Cumberland's troops-but the name remained. 

At the door, Grey paused and turned to Fraser. "You will recall the terms of our agreement?" 

"I will," Fraser answered shortly, and brushed past him. In return for having the irons removed, Grey had required three things: firstly, that Fraser would not attempt to escape during the journey to or from the village. Secondly, Fraser would undertake to give a full and true account of all that the vagrant should say. And thirdly, Fraser would give his word as a gentleman to speak to no one but Grey of what he learned. 

There was a murmur of Gaelic voices inside; a sound of surprise as the innkeeper saw Fraser, and deference at the sight of the red coat behind hirn. The goodwife stood on the stair, an oil-dip in her hand making the shadows dance around her. Grey laid a hand on the innkeeper's arm, startled. 

Voyager                                   ill

,,Vho is that?" There was another figure on the stairs, an apparition, jothed all in black. 

,'That is the priest," Fraser said quietly, beside him. "The man will be dving, then." Grey took a deep breath, trying to steady himself for what might come. "Then there is little time to waste," he said firmly, setting a booted foot (,n the stair. "Let us proceed." The man died just before dawn, Fraser holding one of his hands, the priest the other. As the priest leaned over the bed, mumbling in Gaelic and Latin, niaking Popish signs over the body, Fraser sat back on his stool, eyes closed, still holding the small, frail hand in his own. 

T lie big Scot had sat by the man's side all night, listening, encouraging, coinforting. Grey had stood by the door, not wishing to frighten the man by the sight of his uniform, both surprised and oddly touched at Fraser's gentlefless. 

Now Fraser laid the thin weathered hand gently across the still chest, and niadc the same sign as the priest had, touching forehead, heart, and both shoulders in turn, in the sign of a
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cross. He opened his eyes, and rose to his feet, his head nearly brushing the low rafters. He nodded briefly to Grey, and preceded him down the narrow stair. 

"in here." Grev motioned to the door of the taproom, empty at this hour. A sleepy-eyed barmaid laid the fire for them and brought bread and ale, then Nvcnt out, leaving them alone. 

He waited for Fraser to refresh himself before asking. "Well, Mr. Fraser?" The Scot set down his pewter mug and wiped a hand across his mouth. Already bearded, with his long hair neatly plaited, he didn't look disheveled b, the long night watch, but there were dark smudges of tiredness under his e%,es, 

"All right," he said. "It doesna make a great deal of sense, Major," he added warningly, "but this is all he sa-id." And he spoke carefully, pausing

11Mv and then to recall a word, stopping again to explain some Gaelic reference. Grey sat listening in deepening disappointment; Fraser had been corlect-it didn't make much sense. 

"The white witch?" Grey interrupted. "He spoke of a white witch? And seals,"' It scarcely seemed more farfetched than the rest of it, but still he spoke disbclievingly. 

"Aye, tic did." 

"Say it to me again," Grey commanded. "As best you remember. If you Please," he added. Fie felt oddly comfortable with the nian, he realized, with a feeling of 112                        Diana Gabaldon

surprise. Part of it was sheer fatigue, of course; all his usual reactions and feelings were numbed by the long night and the strain of watching a man die by inches. The entire night had seemed unreal to Grey; not least was this odd conclusion, wherein he found himself sitting in the dim dawn light of a country tavern, sharing a pitcher of ale with Red Jamie Fraser. 

Fraser obeyed, speaking slowly, stopping now and then to recall. With the difference of a word here or there, it was identical to the first account-and those parts of it that Grey himself had been able to understand were faithfully translated. 

He shook his head, discouraged. Gibberish. The man's ravings had been preciselv thatravings. If the man had ever seen anv gold-and it did sound as though he had, at one timethere was no telling where or when from this hodgepodge of delusion and feverish delirium. 

"You are quite positive that is all he said?" Grey grasped at the slim hope that Fraser might have omitted some small phrase, some statement that would yield a clue to the lost gold. Fraser's sleeve fell back as he lifted his cup; Grey could see the deep band of raw flesh about his wrist, dark in the gray early light of the taproom. Fraser saw him looking at it, and set down the cup, the frail illusion of companionship shattered. 

"I keep my bargains, Major," Fraser said, with cold formality. He rose to his feet. "Shall we be going back now?" 

They rode in silence for some time. Fraser was lost in his own thoughts, Grey sunk in fatigue and disappointment. They stopped at a small spring to refresh themselves, just as the sun topped the small hills to the north. 

Grey drank cold water, then splashed it on his face, feeling the shock of it revive him momentarily, He had been awake for more than twenty-four hours, and was feeling slow and stupid. 
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Fraser had been awake for the same twenty-four hours, but gave no apparcut sign of being troubled by the fact. He was crawling busily around the spring on his hands and knees, evidently plucking some sort of weed froM the water. 

"What are you doing, Mr. Fraser?" Grey asked, in some bewilderment. Fraser looked up, mildly surprised, but not embarrassed in the slightest. "I am picking watercress, Major." 

"I see that," Grey said testily. "What for," 

"To cat, Major," Fraser replied evenly. He took the stained cloth baF frorn his belt and dropped the dripping green mass into it. 

"Indeed', Are you not fed sufficiently?" Grey asked blankly. "I have neva heard of people eating watcrcrcss." 

"It's green, Major."                                                           I Voyager                                   113

I n his fatigued state, the Major had suspicions that he was being practiced Ll)ou' 

-What in damnation other color ought a weed to be?" he demanded. Fraser's mouth twitched shghtly, and he seemed to be debating something ,-ith himself. At last he shrugged slightly, vviping his wet hands oil the sides of Ills breeks. 

-I only meant, Major, that eating green plants will stop ye getting scurvN and loose teeth. My men eat such greens as I take them, and cress is bettertasting than most things I can pick on the moor," 

Grey felt his brows shoot up. 

"Green plants stop scurvy?" he blurted. "Wherever did you get that notion., 

"From my ,vife!" Fraser snapped. He turned away abruptly, and stood, tying the neck of his sack with hard, quick movements. 

Grcy could not prevent himself asking. ,,Your wife, sir-where is she?" The answer was a sudden blaze of dark blue that seared him to the backbone, so shocking was its intensity. 

Perhaps you are too young to know the power of bate and despair. Quarry's %,oicc spoke in Grey's memory. He was not; he recognized them at once in the depths of Fraser's eyes. Only for a moment, though; then the man's normal veil of cool politeness was back in place. 

"M  'v -,vife is gone," Fraser said, and turned away again, so abruptly that the movement verged on rudeness. 

Grcy felt himself shaken by an unexpected feeling. In part it was relief. Tile ornan who had been both cause of and party to his humiliation was dead. In part, it was regret. Neither of them spoke again on the journey back to Ardsmuir. 

Three days later, Jamie Fraser escaped. It had never been a difficult matter for prisoners to escape from Ardsmuir; no one ever did, simply because there "'as no place for a man to go. Three miles from the prison, the coast of ScOtland dropped into the ocean in a spill of crumbled granite. On the other three sides, nothing but empty moorland stretched for miles. 

Once, a man might take to the heather, depending on clan and kinsmen for support and protection. But the clans were crushed, the kin dead, the ScOttish prisoners removcd far away from their own clan lands. Starving on the b1cak moor was little improverricrit on a prison cell. Escape was not ""Ith it-to anyone but Jamie Fraser, who evidently had a reason. 
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The dragoons' horses kept to the road; while the surrounding moor looked smooth as a velvet counterpane, the purpling heather was a thin layer, peat moss. Even the deceptively spread over a foot or more of wet, spongy

red deer didn't walk at random in that boggy mass-Grev could see four of the animals now, stick figures a mile away, the line of their track through the heather seeming no vider than a thread. 

Fraser, of course, ,vas not mounted. That meant that the escaped prisoner might be anywhere on the moor, free to follow the red deer's paths. 

It was John Grey's duty to pursue his prisoner and attempt his recapture. It was something more than duty that had made him strip the garrison for his search party, and urge them on with only the briefest of stops for rest and food. Duty, yes, and an urgent desire to find the French gold and win approval from his masters-and reprieve from this desolate Scottish exile. But there was anger, too, and an odd sense of personal betrayal. Grey wasn't sure whether he was more angry at Fraser for breaking his word, or at himself, for having been fool enough to believe that a Highlander-gentleman or not-held a sense of honor equal to his own. But angry he was, and determined to search every deer path on this moor if necessary, in order to lay James Fraser by the heels. They reached the coast the next night, well after dark, after a laborious day of combing the moor. The fog had thinned away over the rocks, swept out by the offshore wind, and the sea spread out before them, cradled by cliffs and strewn with tiny barren islets. John Grey stood beside his horse on the clifftops, looking down at the wild black sea. It was a clear night on the coast, thank God, and the moon was at the half; its gleam painted the spray-wet rocks, making them stand out hard and shining as silver ingots against black velvet shadows. 

It was the most desolate place he had ever seen, though it      had a sort  d terrible beauty about it that made the blood run cold in his veins. There Was no sign of James Fraser. No sign of life at all. 

One of the men with him gave a sudden exclamation of surprise, and clrew his pistol. 

"There!" he said. "On the rocks!" 

"Hold your fire, fool," said another of the soldiers, grabbing his companion's arm. He made no effort to disguise his contempt. "Have you ne'er seen seals?" 

"Ah . . . no," said the first man, rather sheepishly. He lowered his pistol, staring out at the small dark forms on the rocks below.                         I: Grey had never seen seals, either, and he watched them with fascination. 

They looked like black slugs from this distance, the moonlight gleaming wetly on their coats as they raised restless heads, seeming to roll and weave unsteadily as they made their awkward way on land. 

His mother had had a cloak made of sealskin, when he was a boy. He had voyager                                    115

been allowed to touch it once, marveling at the feel of it, dark and Nvarm as a 11lool-11css summer night. Amazing that such thick, soft fur came from these slick, N,et creatures. 

,'The Scots call them silkies," said the soldier who had recognized them. f4c rioddcd at the seals with the proprietary air of special knowledge. -silkies,"' Grey's attention was caught; he stared at the man with interest. 

PDF Transform

PDF Transform

Y

Y

Y

er

Y

er

B

2

B

2

B

.0

B

.0

A

A

Click here to buy

Click here to buy

w

w

w

w

w . 

w

A B B YY.com

.A B BYY.com

,,\\,h,1t else do you know about them, Sykes?" 

The soldier shrugged, enjoying his mornentary importance. "Not a great deal, sit. The folk hereabout have stories about them, though; they say sonictimcs One of them will come ashore and leave off its skin, and inside is a bcautiful woman. If a man should find the skin, and hide it, so she can't go back, Nvhv then-shc'll be forced to stay and be his wife. They make good Ni\,cs, sit, or so I'm told." 

"At least they'd always be wct," murmured the first soldier, and the men erupted in guffaws that echoed among the cliffs, raucous as seabirds. "That's enough!" Grey had to raise his voice, to be heard above the rash of laughter and crude suggestions. 

"Spread Out!" Grey ordered. "I want the cliffs searched in both directions -and keep an eye out for boats below; God knows there's room enough to hide a sloop behind some of those islands." 

Abashed, the men went without comment. They returned an hour later, wet from spray and disheveled with climbing, but with no sign of Jamie Frascr-or the Frenchman's Gold. At clawn, as the light stained the slippery rocks red and gold, small parties of dragoons were sent off to search the cliffs in both directions, making their wav carefully down the rocky clcfts and tumbled piles of stone. 

Nothing was found. Grey stood by a fire on the clifftop, keeping an eye on the search. He was swathed in his greatcoat against the biting wind, and fortified periodically by hot coffee, supplied by his servant. 

The man at the Lime Tree had come from the sea, his clothes soaked in saltwater. Whether Fraser had learned something from the man's words that he had not told, or had decided only to take the chance of looking for hiniscif, surely he also would have gone to the sea. And yet there was no sign of Jarrics Fraser, anywhere along this stretch of coast. Worse yet, there was no sIgn of the gold. 

"If he went in anywhere along this stretch, Major, you'll have seen the last of 11in', I'm thinking." It was Sergeant Grissom, standing beside him, gazing do\\,,, at the crash and whirl of water through the jagged rocks below. He nodded at the fi-irious water. 

"The\, call this spot the Devil's Cauldron, because of the way it boils all the tillic Fishermen drowned off this coast are seldom found; there arc Wicked cLirrents to blame for it, of course, but folk say the Devil seizes them atid Plills thern below." 1 1 6                       Diana Gabaldon

"Do they?" Grey said bleakly. He stared down into the smash and spume forty feet below. 

"I wouldn't doubt it, Sergeant." 

He turned back toward the campfire. 

"Give orders to search until nightfall, Sergeant. If nothing is found, we'll start back in the morning." 

Grey lifted his gaze from his horse's neck, squinting through the dim early light. His eyes felt swollen from peat smoke and lack of steep, and his bones ached from several nights spent lying on damp ground. 

The ride back to Ardsmuir would take no more than a day. The thought of a soft bed and a hot supper was delightftil-but then he would have to write the official dispatch to London, confessing Fraser's escape-the reason for it -and his own shameful failure to recapture the man. 

The feeling of bleakness at this prospect was reinforced by a deep griping in the major's lower abdomen. He raised a hand, signaling a halt, and slid wearily to the ground. 
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"Wait here," he said to his men. There was a small hillock a few hundred feet away; it would afford him sufficient privacy for the relief he sorely needed; his bowels, unaccustomed to Scottish parritch and oatcake, had rebelled altogether at the exigencies of a field diet. 

The birds were singing in the heather. Away from the noise of hooves and harness, he could hear all the tiny sounds of the waking moor. The wind had changed with the dawn, and the scent of the sea came inland now, whispering through the grass. Some small animal made a rustling noise on the othet side of a gorse bush. It was all very peaceful. Straightening up from what too late struck him as a most undignifiel posture, Grey raised his head and looked straight into the face of Taral Fraser. 

6

He was no more than six feet away. He stood still as one of the red deer, the moor wind brushing over him, with the rising sun tangled in his hair. i, They stood frozen, staring at each other. The smell of the sea came faindY

on the wind. There was no sound but the sea wind and the singing of meadowlarks for a moment. Then Grey drew himself up, swallowing to brins his heart down from his throat. 

"I fear you take me at a disadvantage, Mr. Fraser," he said coolly, fastew ing his breeches with as much self-possession as he could muster.                  II The Scot's eyes were the only part of him to move, down over Grey ar4

slowly back up. Looked over his shoulder, to where six armed soldiers stO4 pointing their muskets. Dark blue eyes met his, straight on. At last, the cdo of Fraser's mouth twitched, and he said, "I think ye take me at the san'41 Major." 

10

White Witch's Curse

amie Fraser sat shivering on the stone floor of the empty storeroom, clutching his knees and trying to get warm. He thought he likely would never be warm again. The chill of the sea had seeped into his bones, and

he could still feel the churn of the crashing breakers, deep in his belly. Fie wished for the presence of the other prisoners-Morrison, Hayes, Sinclair, Sutherland. Not only for company, but for the heat of their bodies. On bitter nights, the men would huddle close together for warmth, breathing each other's stale breath, tolerating the bump and knock of close quarters for the sake of warmth. 

He was alone, though. Likely they would not return him to the large cell with the other men until after they had done whatever they meant to do to him as punishment for escaping. He leaned back against the wall with a sigh, morbidly aware of the bones of his spine pressing against the stone, and the fragility of the flesh covering them. He was very much afraid of being flogged, and yet he hoped that would be his punishment. It would be horrible, but it would be soon over-and infinitely more bearable than being put back in irons. He could feel in his flesh the crash of the smith's hammer, echoing through the bones of his arm as the smith pounded the fetters firmly into place, holding his wrist steady on the anvil. 

His fingers sought the rosary around his neck. His sister had given it to him when he left Lallybroch; the English had let him keep it, as the string of beechwood beads had no value. 

"Hail Mary, full of grace," he muttered, "blessed art thou amongst Nk'olnen." He hadn't much hope. That wee yellow-haired fiend of a major had seen, damri his soul-he knew just how terrible the fetters had been. 
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"Blessed is the fruit of thy womb, Jesus. Holy Mary, Mother of God, pray for us sinners , . 

." 

The wee Major had made him a bargain, and he had kept it. The major )ATOUld not be thinking so, though. 

He had kept his oath, had done as he promised. Had relayed the Words sPoken to him, one by one, just as he had heard them from the wandering

1 1 8                      Diana Gabaldon

man. It was no part of his bargain to tell the Englishman that he knew the man-or what conclusions he had drawn from the muttered words. 

He had recognized Duncan Kerr at once, changed though he was by time and mortal illness. Before Culloden, he had been a tacksman of Colum MacKenzie, Jamie's uncle. After, he had escaped to France, to eke out what living might be made there. 

"Be still, a charaid; bi scimhacb," he had said softly in Gaelic, dropping to his knees by the bed where the sick man lay. Duncan was an elderly man, his worn face wasted by illness and fatigue, and his eyes were bright with fever. At first he had thought Duncan too far gone to know him, but the wasted hand had gripped his with surprising strength, and the man had repeated through his rasping breath, "mo charaid. "My kinsman. The innkeeper was watching, from his place near the door, peering over Major Grey's shoulder. Jamie had bent his head and whispered in Duncan's car, "All you say will be told to the English. Speak wary." The landlord's eyes narrowed, but the distance between them was too far; Jamie was sure he hadn't heard. Then the Major had turned and ordered the innkeeper out, and he was safe. 

He couldn't tell whether it was the effect of his warning, or only the derangement of fever, but Duncan's speech wandered with his mind, often incoherent, images of the past overlapping with those of the present. Sometimes he had called Jamie "Dougal," the name of Colum's brother, Jamie's other uncle. Sometimes he dropped into poetry, sometimes he simply raved. And within the ravings and the scattered words, sometimes there was a grain of sense-or more than sense. 

"It is cursed," Duncan whispered. "The gold is cursed. Do ye be warned, lad. It was given by the white witch, given for the King's son. But the Cause is lost, and the King's son fled, and she will not let the gold be given to 2 coward. " 

"Who is she?" Jamie asked. His heart had sprung up and choked him at Duncan's words, and it beat madly as he asked. "The white witch-who she?" 

"She seeks a brave man, A MacKenzie, it is for Himself, MacKenzie. It is theirs, she says it, for the sake of him who is dead." 

"Who is the witch?" Jamie asked again. The word Duncan used was baw druldh--a witch, a wisewoman, a white lady. They had called his wife thati once. Claire-his own white lady. He squeezed Duncan's hand tight in h own, willing him to keep his senses. 

"Who?" he said again. "Who is the witch?" 

"The witch," Duncan muttered, his eyes closing. "The witch. She is I soul-cater. She is death. He is dead, the MacKenzie, he is dead." 

"Who is dead? Colurn MacKenzie?" 

Voyager                                      119

"All of them, all of them. All dead. All dead!" cried the sick man, clutchil,g tight to his hand. "Colum, and Dougal, and Ellen, too." 
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Suddenly his eyes opened, and fixed on Jamic's. The fever had dilated his [ILlpik, so his gaze seemed a pool of drowning black. 

"Folk do say," he said, with surprising clarity, "as how Ellen MacKenzie did leave her brothers and her home, and go to wed with a siWe from the sea. She heard them, aye?" Duncan smiled dreamily, the black state swirn111ilig with distant vision. "She heard the silkies singing, there upon the rocks, one, and two, and three of them, and she saw from her tower, one and rNo, and three of them, and so she came down, and went to the sea, and so urlder it, to live Ai' the slWcs. Aye? Did she no?" 

-So folk say," Jamie had answered, mouth gone dry. Ellen had been his mother's name. And that was what folk had said, when she had left her honic, to elope with Brian Dubh Fraser, a man with the shining black hair of a silkie. The man for ,vhose sake he was himself now called Mac DubhBlack Brian's son. 

Major Grey stood close, on the other side of the bed, brow ftirrowed as he Nvatched Duncan's face. The Englishman had no Gaelic, but Jamie would ha\,e been willing to wager that he knew the word for gold. He caught the Major's eye, and nodded, bending again to speak to the sick man. 

"The gold, man," he said, in French, loud enough for Grey to hear. "Where is the gold?" He squeezed Duncan's hand as hard as he could, hoping to convey some warning. Duncan's eyes closed, and he rolled his head restlessly, to and fro upon the pillow. He muttered something, but the words were too faint to catch. "What did he say?" the Major demanded sharply. "What?" 

"I don't know." Jamie patted Duncan's hand to rouse him. "Speak to me, man, tell me again." 

There was no response save more muttering. Duncan's eyes had rolled back iti his head, so that only a thin line of gleaming white showed beneath the wrinkled lids. Impatient, the Major leaned forward and shook him by otie shoulder. 

"Wake up!" he said. "Speak to us!" 

At once Duncan Kerr's eyes flcw open. He stared up, up, past the two faces beilding over him, seeing something far beyond them. 

"She will tell you," he said, in Gaelic. "She will come for you." For a split Secolid, Ills attention seemed to return to the inn room where he lay, and his '2'cs focused on the men with him. "For both Of you       '" he said distinctly. 

Thet, he closed his eyes, and spoke no more, but clung ever tighter to Jarl-lie's hand. Then after a time, his grip relaxed, his hand slid free, and it was IN'cr. The guardianship of the gold had passed. 

A,i(-i so, Jamie Fraser had kept his word to the Englishman-and his obli120                    Diana Gabaldon gation to his countrymen. He had told the  Major all that Duncan had said, in that had been! And when the opportunity of and the devil of a help to hi

escape offered, he had taken it-gone to the heather and sought the sea, and done what he could with Duncan Kerr's legacy. And now he must pay the price of his actions, whatever that turned out to be. 

e. He clutched his There were footsteps coming down the corridor outsid knees harder, trying to quell the shivering. At least it would be decided now, either way. 

". . . pray for us sinners now, and at the hour of our death, airien." 
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k. It The door swung open, letting in a shaft of light that made him blin was dark in the corridor, but the guard standing over him held a torch. n and pulled him up against the "on your feet." The man reached dow                                    I stiffness of his joints. He was pushed toward the door, stumbling. "You're wanted upstairs." 

"Upstairs? Where?" He was startled at that-the smith s forge was downstairs from where he was, off the courtyard. And they wouldn't flog him so late in the evening. The man's face twisted, fierce and ruddy in the torchlight. "To the        Major's quarters," the guard said, grinning. "And may God have mercy on your soul, Mac Dubh." 

"No, sit, I will not say where I have been." He repeated it firmly, trying not to let his teeth chatter. He had been brought not to the office, but to Grey's private sitting room. There was a fire on the hearth, but Grey was, standing in front of it, blocking most of the warmth. 

"Nor why you chose to escape?" Grey's voice was         cool and formal. Jamie's face tightened. He had been placed near the bookshelf, where the light of a triple-branched candlestick fell on his face; Grey himself was no more than a silhouette, black against the fire's glow. 

"That is my private affair," he said. 

I                                                  rivatC "Private affair?" GrcN echoed incredulously. "Did you say your p affair?" 

"I did." 

The Governor inhaled strongly through his nose. 

"That is possibly the most outrageous thing I have heard in my life!" "Your life has been rather brief, then, Major," Fraser said. "If yo        .u 41 pardon my saving so." There was no point in dragging it out or trying t6 placate the man. Better to provoke a decision at once and get it over witli

ked something; Grey's fists clenched tight at He had certainly provo idcs, and he took a step toward him, away from the fire. 

s1                                                                         -ed, his "Have you any notion what I could do to you for this?" Grey inquii

voice IoNv and verv much controlled. 

Voyager

121

-Avc, I have. Major." More than a notion. 

He knew from experience hat they might do to him, and he wasn't looking forward to t. It wasn't as M.,'h he'd a choice about it, though. 

th( -1 rev breathed heavily for a moment, then jerked his head. T

"Conic here, Mr. Fraser," he ordere.d. Jamie stared at him, puzzled. -Here!" he said peremptorily, pointing to a spot directly before him on the licarthrug. "Stand here, sir!" 

"I am not a dog, Major!" Jamie snapped. "Ye'll do as ye like wi' me, but I'll no come when ye call me to hccl!" 

akcii by surprise, Grey uttered a short, involuntarN laugh. 

IIININI apologies, Mr. Fraser," he said dryly. "I meant no offense by the address. I mcrelywish you to approach nca  ' 

rer. If Von will?" He stepped aside aud bo\vcd elaborately, gesturing to the hearth. Jamie hesitated, but then stepped warily onto the patterned rug. Grey stepped close to him, nostrils flared. So close, the fine boncs and fair skin of his face made him look almost
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girlish.    The Major put a hand on his sleeve, and the long-lashed eyes sprang wide in shock. 

"You're wet!"                                                             ing. "Yes, I am wet," Jamie said, with elaborate patience. He was also frccz' 

A fine, continuous shiver ran through him, even this close to the fire. "Whv" 

"Whv?" Jamie echoed, astonished. "Did you not order the guards to douse me Nvi' water before leaving me in a freezing cell'," 

"I did not, no." It was clear enough that the Major was telling the truth; his face was pale under the ruddy flush of the firelight, and he looked angry. His lips thinned to a fine line. 

"I apologize for this, Mr. Fraser." 

"Accepted, Major." Small wisps of steam were beginning to rise from his clothes, but the warmth was seeping through the damp cloth. His muscles ached froni the shivering, and he wished he could lie down on the hearthrug, dog or not. 

"Did vour escape have anything to do with the matter of which you learned at the Lime Tree Inn   ?11

Jainic stood silent. The ends of his hair were drying, and small wisps flodtcd across his face. 

""'ill you swear to me that your escape had nothing to do with that inattcr, --I hulic stood silent. There seemed no point in saying anything, now. The little Major was pacing up and down the hearth before him, hands locked ,cl iind his back. Now and then, the Major glanced up at him, and th" I-CSUIned his pacing. it F. lally he stopped in front of Jamie. 

122
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"Mr. Fraser," he said formally. "I will ask you once more-why did vou escape from the prison?" 

farnie sighed. He wouldn't get to stand by the fire much longer. ,,I cannot tell you, Major." 

"Cannot or will not?" Grey asked sharply. 

"it doesna seem a useful distinction, Major, as ve wilhia hear anything, _ithtr way." He closed his eyes and waited, trying to soak up as much heat as possible before they took him away. 

Grey found himself at a loss, both for words and action. Stubborn does not

- it didn't. 

,gin to describe it, Quarry had said        -,at   do. He found himself cmbarbe to He took a deep breath, wondering wt

rass,d by the petty cruelty of the guards' revenge; the more so because it was just such an action he had first contemplated upon hearing that Fraser was his prisoneran ftogged, Or He,would be perfectly within      his rights now to order the m put back in irons. Condemned to      solitary confinement, Put      on short rations -he could in justice inflict any of a dozen different punishments. And if he did, the odds of his ever finding the Frenchman's Gold became vanishingly small. 

The gold did exist. Or at least there was a good probability that it did, Only a belief in that gold would have stirred      Fraser to act as be had. 

He eyed the man. Fraser's eyes were closed, his lips set firmly. He had a wide, strong mouth, whose grim expression was somewhat belied by the sensitive lips, set soft and exposed in their curly nest of red      beard. 
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Grey paused, trying to think of some way to break past the man's wall of bland defiance, To  use force Nvould be worse than useless-and after                 the guards' actions, tie would be ashamed to order it,        even had he the stomach for brutality. The clock on the mantelpiece struck ten. It was late; there was no sound in the fortress, save the occasional footsteps of the soldier on sentry in the courtyard outside the window. 

- Reluc* Clearly neither force nor threat would work in gaining the truth tantly, he realized that there was only one course open to him, if he still wished to pursue the gold, He must putaside his feelings about the man and take Quarry's suggestion. He must pursue an acquaintance, in the course of which he might worm out of the man some clue that would lead him to tht hidden treasure. 

If it existed, he reminded himself, turning to his prisoner. He took a deeP breath, 

"Mr. Fraser," he said formally, "will you do me the honor to take suppd tomorrow in my quarters?" 

He had the momentary sat        .isfaction of having startled the Scottish bastar4l at least. The blue eyes opened wide, and then Fraser regained the mastery               of VOYager
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his face, He paused for a moment, and then bowed with a

lie wore a kilt and swinging Plaid, and not          damp Prison      flourish, as though -It will be MY Pleasure to attend ye         , Major," he laid. rags. 

MARCH 75 1755

Fraser was delivered by the g        'uard and left to ,vait in    the sitting room, where a table was laid. When Grey came through the door from his bedroom a few moments later, he found his guest standing by the bookshelf, apparI

en,tlx absorbed in a copy of Nouve

Ile H&ie. 

You are interested in French novels?" he blurted, not realizing until too late how incredulous the question sounded. 

Fraser glanced up, startled, and snapped the book shut. Very deliberately, he returned it to its shelf. 

can read, Major," he said. He had shaved;          a slight flush burned high on his cheekbones. 

"I-yes, of course I did 'lot mean-I merely-,' Grey's own cheekswere more flushed than Fraser's. The fact was that he /]ad subconsciously assumed that the other did not read, his evident education notwithstanding, merely because of his Highland accent and shabby dress. 

While his coat might be shabby, Fraser's manners were not. He ignored Grey's flustered apology, and turned

to the bookshelf. 

"I have been   telling the men the story, but it has been some time since I read it; 1 thought I Would refres

ending.-h my memory as to the sequence of the it?',," see - " Tust in time, Grey stopped himself fiom  saYing "They understand Fraser evidently read the unspoken question in his face, for he said dryly, "All Scottish children are taught their letters, Matradi ,                                                 Jor, Still, we have a great t'Otl of storytelling in the Highlands." 

"Ah. Yes. I see. " 
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The entry of his servant with dinner saved him f

yom further awkwardness, Ind he supper passed uneventfully, though that little, limited                           there was little conversation, and to the Ifflirs of the prison. 

The next time,  he had had the chess table set Lip before the firc, and '[1vitcd Friser to join him in a game before the supper was served. There had bee,, a brief flash acqL1jescence, of surprise fro]]) the slanted biue eyes, and then a nod of That had been a small stroke Of genius, Grey thought in retrospect, p ,elic"ed of the need for conversation or social Courtesies, thev had sloA,,Iv 124                        Diana Gabaldon

become accustomed to each other as they sat over the inlaid board of ivory and cbonywood, gauging each other silently by the movements of the chessmen. When they had at length sat down to dine, they were no longer quite strangers, and the conversation, while still wary and formal, was at least true conversation, and not the awkward affair of starts and stops it had been before. They discussed matters of the prison, had a little conversation of books, and parted formally, but on good terms. Grey did not mention gold, 

And so the weekly custom was established. Grey sought to put his guest at ease, in the hopes that Fraser might let drop some clue to the fate of the Frenchman's Gold. It had not come so far, despite careful probing. Any hint of inquiry as to what had transpired during the three days of Fraser's absence from Ardsmuir met with silence. Over the mutton and boiled potatoes, he did his best to draw his odd guest into a discussion of France and its politics, by way of discovering whether there might exist any links between Fraser and a possible source of gold from the French Court. Much to his surprise, he was informed that Fraser had in fact spent two years living in France, employed in the wine business, prior to the Stuart rebellion. A certain coot humor in Fraser's eyes indicated that the man was weU aware of the motives behind this questioning. At the same time, he acquiesced graceftilly enough in the conversation, though taking some care always to lead questions away from his personal life, and instead toward more generat matters of art and society. 

Grey had spent some time in Paris, and despite his attempts at probing Fraser's French connections, found himself becoming interested in the conversation for its own sake. 

"Tetl me, Mr. Fraser, during your time in Paris, did you chance to encounter the dramatic works of Monsieur Voltaire?" 

Fraser smiled. "Oh, aye, Major. In fact, I was privileged to entertain Monsieur ArouetVoltaire being his nom de ptume, aye?-at my table, on more than one occasion." 

"Really?" Grey cocked a brow in interest. "And is he as great a wit in person as with the pen?" 

"I coutdna reatly say," Fraser replied, tidily forking up a slice of muttoll. "He seldom said anything at all, let alone much sparkling with wit. He onty sat hunched over in his chair, watching everyone, wi' his eves rotting, aboilt from one toanother. I shouldna be at all surprised to bear that things said at my dinner table later appeared on the stage, though fortunately I never
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encountered a parody of myself in his work." He closed his eyes in momentary concentration, chewing his mutton. 

"Is the meat to your taste, Mr. Fraser?" Grey inquired politely. It was gristled, tough, and seemed barely edible to him. But then, he might well r1iink differently, had he been eating oatmeal, weeds, and the occasional rat. 

"Aye, it is, Major, I thank ye." Fraser dabbed up a bit of wine sauce and brought the last bite to his lips, making no demur when Grey signaled MacKay to bring back the platter. 

"Monsieur Arouct wouldna appreciate such an excellent meal, I'm aftaid," Fraser said, shaking his head as he helped himself to more mutton. "I should expect a man so feted in French society to have somewhat more

exacting tastes," Grey answered dryly. Half his own meat remained on his [ilatc, destined for the supper of the cat Augustus. 

Fraser laughed. "Scarcely that, Major," he assured Grey. "I have never ,seen Monsieur Arouct consume anything beyond a glass of water and a dry biscuit, no matter how lavish the occasion. He's a weazened wee scrap of a nian, ve ken, and a martyr to the indigestion." 

"Indeed?" Grey was fascinated. "Perhaps that explains the cynicism of some of the sentiments   I have seen expressed in his plays. Or do you not think that the character of an author shows in the construction of his work?" 

"Given some of the characters that I have seen appear in plays and novels, Major, I should think the author a bit depraved who drew them entirely fron-i himself, no?" 

"I suppose that is so," Grey answered, smiling at the thought of some of the more extreme fictional characters with whom he was acquainted. "Though if an author constructs these colorful personages from life, rather than from the depths of imagination, surely he must boast a most varied acquaintance!" 

Fraser nodded, brushing crumbs from his lap with the linen napkin. 

"It was not Monsieur Arouct, but a colleague of his-a lady DovelistWilo remarked to me once that writing novels was a cannibal's art, in which One often mixed small portions of one's friends and one's enemies together, seasoned them with imagination, and allowed the whole to stew together into a savory concoction." 

Crey laughed at the description, and beckoned to MacKay to take away the Plates and bring in the decanters of port and sherry. 

"A delightful description, indeed! Speaking of cannibals, though, have Y"') chanced to be acquainted with Mr. Defoe's Robinson Crusoe? It has bccti a favorite of niine since boyhood." 

The conversation turned then to romances, and the excitement of the "Pics, It was very late indeed when Fraser returned to his cell, leaving Major Grev entertained, but no wiser concerning either the source or the dsPosition'of the wanderer's gold. 126                        Diana Gabaldon

APRIL 21 1755

John Grey opened the packet of quills his mother had sent from London. Swan's quills, both finer and stronger than common goose-quills. He smiled faintly at the sight of them; an unsubtle reminder that his correspondence

was in arrears. 

His mother would have to wait until tomorrow, though. He took out the small, monogrammed penknife he always carried, and slowly trimmed a quill to his liking, 
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composing in his mind what he meant to say. By the time he dipped his quill into the ink, the words were clear in his mind, and he wrote quickly, seldom pausing. 2 April, 1755

To Harold, Lord Melton, Earl of Moray

My dear Hal, he wrote, I write to inform you of a recent occurrence which has much engaged my attention. It may amount in the end to nothing, but if there be any substance in the matter, it is of great import. The details of the wandering man's appearance, and the report of his ravings followed swiftly, but Grey found himself slowing as he told of Fraser's escape and recapture. 

The fact that Fraser vanished from the precincts of the prison so soon following these events suggests strongly to me that there was in truth some substance in the vagrant's words. 

If this were the case, however, I find myself at a loss to account for Fraser's subsequent actions. He was recaptured within three days of his escape, at a point no more than a mile from the coast. The countryside beyond the prison is deserted for a great many miles beyond the village of Ardsmuir, and there is little likelihood of his meeting with a confederate to whom he might pass word of the treasure. Every house in the village has been searched, as was Fraser himself, with no trace discovered of any gold. it is a remote district, and I am reasonably sure that he communicated with no one outside the prison prior to his escape-/ am positive that he has not done so since, for he is close/y watched. Grey stopped, seeing once more the windswept figure of James Fraser, wild as the red stags and as much at home on the moor as one of thern. He had not the slightest doubt that Fraser could have eluded the dragoons

easily, had he so chosen, but he had not. He had deliberately allowed himself to be recaptured. Why? He resumed writing, more slowly. 

It may be, of course, that Fraser failed to find the treasure, or that such a treasure does not exist. I find myself somewhat inclined to this belief, for if he were in possession of a great sum, surely he would have departed from the district at once? He is a strong man, wellaccustomed to rough living, and entirely capable, I believe, of making his way overland to some point on the coast from which he might make an escape by sea. Grcv bit the end of the quill gently, tasting ink. He made a face at the bitterness, rose, and spat out the window. He stood there for a minute, looking out into the cold spring night, absently wiping his mouth. 

it had finallv occurred to him to ask; not the question he had been asking all along, but the more important one. He had done it at the conclusion of a game of chess, which Fraser had won. The guard was standing at the door, ready to escort Fraser back to his cell; as the prisoner had risen from his seat, Grc\, had stood up, too. 

I shall not ask you again why you left the prison," he had said, calmly coii\,crsational. "But I will ask you-why did you come back?" 

Fraser had frozen briefly, startled. He turned back and met Grey's eyes dircctly. For a moment he said nothing. Then his mouth curled up in a smile. "I suppose I must value the company, Major; I can tell yc, it's not the food. " 

Grey snorted slightly, remembering. Unable to think of a suitable response, lie had allowed Fraser to leave. It was only later that night that he had laboriously arrived at an answer, at last having had the wit to ask questions of himself, rather than of Fraser. What would he, Grey, have done, had Fraser not returned? 
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The answer was that his next step would have been an inquiry into Fraser's famil\, connections, in case the man had sought reffige or help from them. And that, he was fairly sure, was the answer. Grey had not taken part in the

subjugation of the Highlands-he had been posted to Italy and France-but lie had heard more than enough of that particular campaign. He had seen the blackened stones of too many charred cottages, rising like cairns amid the ruined fields, as he traveled north to Ardsmuir. 

The fierce loyalties of the Scottish Highlanders were legendary. A Highlander who had seen those cots in flames might well choose to suffer prison, irons, or even flogging, to save his family a visitation from English soldiers. Grey sat and took up his quill, dipping it afresh. 

"'0u will know, I think, the mettle of the Scots, he wrote. That one in Particular, he thought wryly. 

It is unlikely that any force or threat I can exert will induce Fraser to reveal the whereabouts of the gold-should it exist, and if it does not, I can still less expect any threat to be effective! I have instead chosen to begin a formal acquaintance with Fraser, in his capacity as chief of the Scottish prisoners, in hopes of surprising some clue from his conversation. So far, I have gained nothing from this process. One further avenue of approach suggests itself, however. 

For obvious reasons, he went on, writing slowly as he formed the thought, I do not wish to make this matter known officially. To call attention to a hoard that might well prove to be chimerical was dangerous; the chance of disappointment was too great. Time enough, if the gold were found, to inform his superiors and collect his deserved reward-escape from Ardsmuir; a posting back to civilization. 

Therefore I approach you, dear brother, and ask your help in discovering what particulars may obtain regarding the family of James Fraser. I pray you, do not let anyone be alarmed by your inquiries; if such family connections exist, I would have them ignorant of my interest for the present. My deepest thanks for any efforts you may be able to exert on my behalf, and believe me always, 

He dipped the pen once more and signed with a small flourish, 

Your humble servant and most affectionate brother, 

John William Grey. 

MAY 151 1755

"The men sick of la grippe," Grey inquired, "how do they fare?" Dinner was over, and with it their conversation of books. Now it was time for business. Fraser fro-,ITned over the single glass of sherry that was all he would accept in the wav of drink. He still had not tasted it, though dinner had been over for some time. 

"None so well. I have more than sixty men ill, fifteen of them vcrra badly off." He hesitated. "Might I ask . , ." 

"I can promise nothing, Mr. Fraser, but you may ask," Grey answered formally. He had barely sipped his own sherry, nor more than tasted his dinner; his stomach had been knotted with anticipation all day. 

Jamie paused a moment longer, calculating his chances. He wouldn't get everything; he must try for what was most important, but leave Grey room to reject some requests. 

-We have need of more blankets, Major, more fires, and more food. And medicines." 
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6rey swirled the sherry in his cup, watching the light from the fire play in the vortex. Ordinary business first, he reminded himself. Time enough for tile other, later. 

-kVc have no more than twenty spare blankets in store," he answered, "but \'OU may have those for the use of the very sick. I fear I cannot augment tile ration of food; the ratspoilage has been considerable, and we lost a great qtiantit,' of meal in the collapse of the storeroom two months ago. We have limited resources, and-" 

"It is not so much a question of more," Fraser put in quickly. "But rather of the type of food. Those who are most ill cannot readily digest the bread and parritch. Perhaps a substitution of some sort might be arranged?" Each man was given, by law, a quart of oatmeal parritch and a small wheaten loaf each day. Thin barley brosc supplemented this twice each week, with a quart of meat stew added on Sunday, to sustain the needs of men working at manual labor for twelve to sixteen hours per day. 

Grcy raised one eyebrow. "What are you suggesting, Mr. Fraser?" 

"I assume that the prison does have some allowance for the purchase of salt beef, turnips and onions, for the Sunday stew?" 

"Ycs, but that allowance must provide for the next quarter's supplies." "Then what I suggest, Major, is that you might use that money now to provide broth and stew for those who arc sick. Those of us who arc hale will willingly forgo our share of meat for the quarter." 

Grey frowned. "But will the prisoners not be weakened, with no meat at all? Will they not be unable to work?" 

"Those who die of the grippe will assuredly not work," Fraser pointed out accrbically. Grey snorted briefly. "True. But those of you who remain healthy will not be healthy long, if you give up your rations for so long a time." He shook his head. "No, Mr. Fraser, I think not. It is better to let the sick take their chances than to risk many more falling ill." Fraser was a stubborn man. He lowered his head for a moment, then looked up to try again. 

"Then I would ask your leave to hunt for ourselves, Major, if the Crown cannot supply us with adequate food." 

"Hunt?" Grey's fair brows rose in astonishment. "Give you weapons and allow vou to wander the moors? God's teeth, Mr. Fraser!" 

"I think God doesna suffer much from the scurvy, Major," Jamie said dr\,]\,. "His teeth are in no danger." He saw the twitch of Grey's mouth and relaxed sh htly. Grey always tried to suppress his sense of humor, no doubt

9feeling that put him at a disadvantage. In his dealings with Jamie Fraser, it did. 130                       Diana Gabalaon

Emboldened by that telltale twitch, Jamie pressed on. 

"Not weapons, Major. And not wandering. Will ye give us leave to set snares upon the moor when we cut peats, though? And to keep such meat as we take?" A prisoner would now and then contrive a snare as it was, but as often as not, the catch would be taken from him by the guards. 

Grey drew a deep breath and blew it out slowly, considering. 

"Snares? Would you not require materials for the construction of these snares, Mr. Fraser?" 
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"Only a bit of string, Major," famie assured him. "A dozen balls, no more, of any sort of twine or string, and ye may leave the rest to us." Grey rubbed slowly at his cheek in contemplation, then nodded. 

"Very well." The Major turned to the small secretary, plucked the quill out of its inkwell and made a note. "I shall give orders to that effect tomorrow. Now, as to the rest of your requests . . ." 

A quarter-hour later, it was settled. Jamie sat back at last, sighing, and finally took a sip of his sherry. He considered that he had earned it. 

He had permission not only for the snares, but for the peat-cutters to work an extra halfhour per day, the extra pears to provide for an additional small fire in each cell. No medicines were to be had, but he had leave for Sutherland to send a message to a cousin in Ullapool, whose husband was an apothecary. If the cousin's husband were willing to send medicines, the prisoners could have them. 

A decent evening's work, Jamie thought. He took another sip of sherry and closed his eyes, enjoying the warmth of the fire against his cheek. Grey watched his guest beneath lowered lids, seeing the broad shoulders

slump a tittle, tension eased now that their business was finished. Or so Fraser thought. Very good, Grey thought to himself. Yes, drink your sherry and relax. I want you thoroughly off guard. 

He leaned forward to pick up the decanter, and felt the crackle of Hat's letter in his breast pocket. His heart began to beat faster. 

"Will you not take a drop more, Mr. Fraser? And tell rne-how does your sister fare these days?" 

He saw Fraser's eyes spring open, and his face whiten with shock. "How are matters there at-Latlybroch, they call it, do they not?" Grey pushed aside the decanter, keeping his eyes fixed on his guest. 

"I could not say, Major." Fraser's voice was even, but his eyes were narrowed to slits. 

"No? But I daresay they do very well these days, what with the gold you have provided them." 

The broad shoulders tightened suddenly, bunched under the shabby coat. Grey carelessly picked up one of the chessmen from the nearby board, tossing it casually from one hand to the other. 

-I suppose Ian-your brother-in-law is named Ian, I think?-will know hoNv to make good use of it." 

Fraser had himself under control again. The dark blue eyes met Grey's Liircctlv. 

,,Since you are so well informed as to my connections, Major," he said C\,Clll\" "I must suppose that you also are aware that my home lies well over a

1,Lliidrcd miles from Ardsmuir. Perhaps you will explain how I might have tra\,clcd that distance twice within the space of three days?" 

Grey's eyes stayed on the chess piece, rolling idly from hand to hand. It was a pawn, a cone-hcadcd little warrior with a fierce face, carved from a c\,lindcr of walrus ivory. 

-You might have met someone upon the moor who would have borne word of the gold-or borne the gold itself-to your family." 

Fraser snorted bricfly. 

"On Ardsmuir? How likely is it, Major, that I should by happenstance cncounter a person known to me on that moor? Much less that it should be a person whom I would trust to
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convey a message such as you suggest?" He set down his glass with finality. "I met no one on the moor, Major." 

"And should I trust your word to that effect, Mr. Fraser?" Grey allowed considerable skepticism to show in his voice. He glanced up, brows raised. Fraser's high cheekbones flushed slightly. 

"No one has ever had cause to doubt my word, Major," he said stiffly. "Have they not, indeed?" Grey was not altogether feigning his anger. "I believe you gave me your word, upon the occasion of my ordering your irons stricken off!" 

"And I kept it!" 

"Did you,"' The two met, sat upright, glaring at each other over the table. "You asked three things of me, Major, and I have kept that bargain in e\,cr\, particular!" Grey gave a contemptuous snort. 

"Indeed, Mr. Fraser? And if that is so, pray what was it caused you suddenly to despise the company of your fellows and seek congress with the COucys on the moor? Since vou assure me that you met no one else-you give me 'vour Pord that it is so." This last was spoken with an audible sneer that brought the color surging into Fraser's face. One of the big hands curled slowly into a fist. 

"Aye, Major," he said sofflv. "I give ve my )vord that that is so." He 'cellied to realize at this point that his fist was clenched; very slowly, he

1111foldcd it, laying his hand flat on the table. 

"And as to your escape?" 

"And as to my escape, Major, I have told you that I will say nothing." Frascr exhaled siow1v and sat back in his chair, eyes fixed on Grey under tilick, ruddy brows. ' 

Grey paused for a moment, then sat back himself, setting the chess piece on the table. 

"Let me speak plainly, Mr. Fraser. I do you the honor of assuming you to be a sensible man." 

"I am deeply sensible of the honor, Major, 1 do assure you." Grey heard the irony, but did not respond; he held the upper hand now. "The fact is, Mr. Fraser, that it is of no consequence whether you did in fact communicate with your family regarding the matter of the gold. You might have done so. That possibilitv alone is sufficient to warrant mv sending a party of dragoons to search the premises of Lallybrochthoroughlyand to arrest and interrogate the members of your family." He reached into his breast pocket and withdrew a piece of paper. Unfolding it, he read the list of names. 

"Ian Murray-your brother-in-law, I collect, His wife, Janet. That would be your sister, of course. Their children, James-named for his uncle, perhaps?"-he glanced up briefly, long enough to catch a glimpse of Fraser's face, than returned to his list-"Margarct, Katherine, Janet, Michael, and Ian. Quite a brood," he said, in a tone of dismissal that equated the six younger Murrays with a litter of piglets. He laid the list on the table beside the chess piece. 

"The three eldest children are old enough to be arrested and interrogated with their parents, you know. Such interrogations are frequently ungentle, Mr. Fraser." In this, he spoke no less than the truth, and Fraser knew it. All color had faded from the prisoner's face, leaving the strong bones stark under the skin. He closed his eyes briefly, then opened them. 
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Grey had a brief memory of Quarry's voice, saying "Ifyou dine alone with the man, don't turn your back on him." The hair rose briefly on the back of his neck, but he controlled himself, returning Fraser's blue stare. 

"What do vou want of me?" The voice was low, and hoarse with fury, but the Scot sat motionless, a figure carved in cinnabar, gilded bv the flame. Grey took a deep breath. 

"I want the truth," he said soffly. 

There was no sound in the chamber save the pop and hiss of the pcats in the grate. There was a flicker of movement from Fraser, no more than the twitch of his fingers against his leg, and then nothing. The Scot sat, head turned, staring into the fire as though he sought an answer there. 

Grev sat quietly, waiting. He could afford to wait. At last, Fraser turned back to face him. 

"The truth, then." He took a deep breath; Grey could see the breast of his linen shirt swell with it-he had no waistcoat. 

"I kept mv word, Major. I told yc faithfully all that the man said to me t1lat night. What I didna tell vc was that some ot what he said had meaning to Inc." 11frideccl." Grey held himself still, scarcely daring to move. "And what Imaning was thav 11

Fraser's wide mouth compressed to a thin line. 

-I-spoke to you of my wife," he said, forcing the words out as though thcv hurt him. Ycs, you said that she was dead." 

"I said that she wasgone, Major," Fraser corrected softly. His eyes were fixed on the pawn. 

"It is likely she is dead, but-" He stopped and swallowcd, then went on more firmly. 

-My wife was a healer. What they call in the Highlands a charmer, but tiiore than that. She was a white Iadv-a wiscwoman." He glanced up briefly. "The word in Gaelic is ban-drutdh; it also means witch." 

-The white witch," Grey also spoke softly, but excitement was thrumInIng through his blood. "So the man's words referred to your wife?" 

Ll thought they might. And if so-" The wide shoulders stirred in a slight slirug. "I had to go," he said simply. "To see." 

"How did you know where to go? Was that also something you gleaned from the vagrant's words?" Grey leaned forward slightly, curious. Fraser nodded, eyes still fixed on the ivory chess piece. 

"There is a spot I knew of, not too far distant from this place, where there is a shrine to St. Bride. St. Bride was also called 'the white lady,' " he explained, looking up. "Though he shrine has been there a verra long time -since long before St. Bride came to Scotland." 

"I see. And so you assumed that the man's words referred to this spot, as \N,cll as to your wife?" 

Again the shrug. 

"I did not know," Fraser repeated. "I couldna say whether he meant anything to do with my wife, or whether 'the white witch' only meant St. Bridc--,vas only meant to direct me to the place-or perhaps neither. But I felt I must go." 

He described the place in question, and at Grev's prodding, gave directions for reaching it, 

"The shrine itself is a small stone in the shape of an ancient cross, so %,cathercd that the markings scarce show on it. It stands above a small pool, 
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11alf-buriccl in the heather. Yc can find small white stones in the pool, tangled among the roots of the heather that grows on the bank. The stories are t110Ught to have.grcat powers, Major," he explained, seeing the other's blank look. "But only when used by a white lady." 

"I sec. Arid Your wife . . . ?" Grey Paused delicately. Fraser shook his head bricfly. 

"There was nothing there to do with her," he said softly. "She is truIv gone." His voice was low and controlled, but Grev could hear the undertone of desolation. Fraser's face was normally calm and unreadable; he did not change expression now, but the marks of grief were clear, etched in the lines beside mouth and eyes, thrown into darkness by the flickering fire. It seemed an intrusion to break in upon such a depth of feeling, unstated though it was, but Grey had his duty. 

"And the gold, Mr. Fraser," he asked quietly. "What of that?" Fraser heaved a deep sigh. 

"It was there," he said flatly. 

"What!" Grey sat bolt upright in his chair, staring at the Scot. "You found it?" Fraser glanced up at him then, and his mouth twisted wryly. "I found it." 

"Was it indeed the French gold that Louis sent for Charles Stuart?" Excitement was racing through Grey's bloodstream, with visions of himself delivering great chests of gold louis d'or to his superiors in London. 

"Louis never sent gold to the Stuarts," Fraser said, with certainty. "No, Major, what I found at the saint's pool was gold, but not French coin." What he had found was a small box, containing a few gold and silver coins, 

and a small leather pouch, filled with jewels. 

"Jewels?" Grey blurted. "Where the devil did they come from?" Fraser cast him a glance of mild exasperation. 

"I havena the slightest notion, Major," he said. "How should I know?" "No, of course not," Grey said, coughing to cover his flusterment. "Certainly. But this trcasure-where is it now?" 

"I threw it into the sea." Grey stared blankly at him. "You-what?" "I threw it into the sea," Fraser repeated patiently. The slanted blue eyes

met Grey's steadily. "Ye'll maybe have heard of a place called the Devil's Cauldron, Major? 

It's no more than half a mile from the saint's pool." "Why? Why would you have done such a thing?" Grey demanded. "It isn't sense, man!" 

"I wasna much concerned with sense at the time, Major," Fraser said softly. "I had gone there hoping-and with that hope gone, the treasure seemed no more to me than a wee box of stones and bits of tarnished metal. I had no use for it." He looked up, one brow slightly raised in irony. "But I didna see the 'sense' in giving it to King Geordie, either. So I flung it into the sea." 

Grev sat back in his chair and mcchanically poured out another cup of sherry, hardly noticing what he was doing. His thoughts were in turmoil. Fraser sat, head turned away and chin propped on his fist, gazing into the

fire, his face gone back to its usual impassivity. The light glowed behind him, li.litin"T the long, straight line of his nose and the soft curve of his lip, shadowirig jaw and brow with sternness. 

Grey took a good-sized swallow of his drink and steadied himself. 

-It is a moving story, Mr. Fraser," he said levellv. "Most dramatic. And \.ct tlicre is no evidence that it is the truth." 
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Fraser stirred, turning his head to look at Grev.      Jamie's slanted cvcs narro\\,cd, in ,vhat might have been amusement. 

"Aye, there is, Major," he said. He reached under the waistband of his ragged breeches, ftimbled for a moment, and held out his hand above the tabletop, waiting. Grey extended his own hand in reflex, and a small object dropped into his ()pcii palin. it was a sapphire, dark blue as Fraser's own eyes, and a good size, too. Grey opened his mouth, but said nothing, choked with astonishment. "There is your evidence that the treasure existed, Major." Fraser nodded

to\vard the stone in Grey's hand. His eyes met Grey's across the tabletop. "And as for the rest-I am sorry to say, Major, that ye must take my word for it." 

"BUt-but-you said-" 

"I did." Fraser was as calm as though they had been discussing the rain outside. "I kept that one wee stone, thinking that it might be some use, if I \vere ever to be freed, or that I might find some chance of sending it to my fanifly. For yc'll appreciate, Major"-a light glinted derisively in Jamie's blue eyes--that my family couldna make use of a treasure of that sort, without attracting a deal of unwelcome attention. One stone, perhaps, but not a great mariv of them." 

Grey could scarcely think. What Fraser said was true; a Highland farmer like his brotherin-law would have no way of turning such a treasure into nioncy without causing talk that would bring down the King's men on Lallybroch in short order. And Fraser himself might well be imprisoned for the rest of his life. But still, to toss away a fortune so lightly! And yet, looking at the Scot, he could well believe it. If ever there was a man whose judgment WOUld not be distorted by greed, James Fraser was it. Still"Hoxv did you keep this by you?" Grey demanded abruptly. "You were searched to the skin when you were brought back." 

The wide mouth curved slightly in the first genuine smile Grev had seen. swallowed it," Fraser said. 

Grey's hand closed convulsively on the sapphire. He opened his hand and rather gingerly set the gleaming blue thing on the table by the chess piece. "I see," lie said. 

"I'M Sure vc do, Major," said Fraser, with a gravity that merely made the glint of amusement in his eyes more pronounced. "A diet of rough parritch has its advantages, now and again." 

Grey quelled the sudden urge to laugh, rubbing a finger hard over his lip, "I'm sure it does, Mr. Fraser." He sat for a moment, contemplating the blue stone. Then he looked up abruptly. 

"You arc a Papist, Mr. Fraser?" He knew the answer already; there were few adherents of the Catholic Stuarts who were not. Without waiting for a repIv, he rose and went to the bookshelf in the corner. It took a moment to find; a gift from his mother, it was not part of his usual reading. 

He laid the calf-bound Bible on the table, next to the stone. 

"I am myself inclined to accept your word as a gentleman, Mr. Fraser," he said. "But you will understand that I have my duty to consider." 

Fraser gazed at the book for a long moment, then looked Lip at Grey, his expression unreadable. 

"Aye, I ken that fine, Major," he said quietIv. Without hesitation, he laid a broad hand on the Bible. 
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"I swear in the name of Almighty God and by His Holy Word," he said firmly. "The treasure is as I told you." His eyes glowed in the firelight, dark and unfathomable. "And I swear on my hope of heaven," he added softly, "that it rests now in the sea." I I

The Torremolinos Gambit

ith the question of the French gold thus settled, they returned to what had become their routine; a brief period of formal negotiation over the affairs of the prisoners, followed W

b\, informal conversation and sometimes a game of chess. This evening, they had conic from the dinner table, still discussing Samuel Richardson's imniense novel Pamela. 

"Do vou think that the size of the book is justified by the complexity of tile story?" Grey asked, leaning forward to light a cheroot from the cariollc on the sideboard. "It must after all be a great expense to the publisher, as Nvc1i as requiring a substantial effort from the reader, a book of that length." 

Fraser smiled. He did not smoke himself, but had chosen to drink port this evening, claiming that to be the only drink whose taste would be unaffected by the stink of tobacco. 

"What is it-t-vvelve hundred pages? Aye, I think so. After all, it is difficult to sum up the complications of a life in a short space with any hope of constructing an accurate account." 

"True. I have heard the point made, though, that the novelist's skill lies in the arthil selection of detail. Do you not suppose that a volume of such length may indicate a lack of discipline in such selection, and hence a lack of skill,"' 

Fraser considered, sipping the ruby liquid slowly. 

"I have seen books where that is the case, to be sure," he said. "An author leek's by sheer inundation of detail to overwhelm the reader into belief. In this case, however, I think it isna so. Each character is most carefully considcred, and all the incidents chosen seem necessary to the story. No, I think it is true that some stories simply require a greater space in which to be told." I'fe took another sip and laughed. 

"Of Course, I admit to some prejudice in that regard, Major. Given the circuinstances under which I read Paincla, I should have been delighted had t1le book been twice as long as it was," 

"And what circumstances were those?" Grey pursed his lips and New a careful smoke ring that floated toward the ceiling. 

"I lived in a cave in the Highlands for several vears, Major," Fraser said 1 3 N                      lulalla

wryly. "I seldom had more than three books with me, and those must last me for months at a time. Aye, I'm partial to lengthy tomes, but I must admit that it is not a universal preference." 

"That's certainly true," Grey agreed. He squinted, following the track of the first smoke ring, and blew another. just off target, it drifted to the side. "I remember," he continued, sucking fiercely on his cheroot, encouraging

it to draw, "a friend of my mother's-saw the book-in Mother's drawing room-" He drew deeply, and blew once more, giving a small grunt of satisfaction as the new ring struck the old, dispersing it into a tiny cloud. 

"Ladv Hensley, it was. She picked up the book, looked at it in that helpless way so many females affect and said, 'Oh, Countess! You are so courageous to attack a novel of such
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stupendous size. I fear I should never dare to start so lengthy a book myself.' " Grey cleared his throat and lowered his voice from the falsetto he had affected for Lady Hensley. 

"To which Mother replied," he went on in his normal voice, " 'Don't worry about it for a moment, my dear; you wouldn't understand it anyway., 11

Fraser laughed, then coughed, waving away the remnants of another smoke ring. Grey quickly snuffed out the cheroot, and rose from his seat. "Come along then; we've just time for a quick game." 

They were not evenly matched; Fraser was much the better player, but Grey could now and then contrive to rescue a match through sheer bravado of play. 

Tonight, he tried the Torremolinos Gambit. It was a risky opening, a queen's knight opening. Succcssftilly launched, it paved the way for an unusual combination of rook and bishop, depending for its success upon a piece of misdirection by the king's knight and king bishop's pawn. Grey used it seldom, for it was a trick that would not work on a mediocre player, one not sharp enough to detect the knight's threat, or its possibilities. It was a gambit for use against a shrewd and subtle mind, and after nearly three months of weekly games, Grey knew quite well what sort of mind he was facing across the tinted ivory squares. 

He forced himself not to hold his breath as he made the next-to-final move of the combination. He felt Fraser's eyes rest on him briefly, but didn't meet them, for fear of betraying his excitement. Instead, he reached to the sideboard for the decanter, and refilled both glasses with the sweet dark port, keeping his eyes carefully on the rising liquid. 

Would it be the pawn, or the knight? Fraser's head was bent over the board in contemplation, small reddish lights winking in his hair as he moved slightly. The knight, and all was well; it would be too late. The pawn, and all was likelv lost. Grey could feet his heart beating heavily behind his breastbone as he

,,,aited. Fraser's hand hovered over the board, then suddenly decided, s,,,Ooped down and touched the piece. The knight. 

He must have let his breath out too noisily, for Fraser glanced sharply up at him, but it was too late. Careful to keep any overt expression of triumph ,,ff his face, Grey castled. Fraser frowned at the board for a long moment, eyes flicking among the pieces, assessing. Then he jerked slightly, seeing it, and looked up, eyes wide. -NVhv Ve cunning wee bastard!" he said, in a tone of surprised respect. ,'Where in the bloody hell did ye learn that trick?" 

elder brother taught it to me," Grey answered, losing his customary Nvanness in a rush of delight at his success. He normaJly beat Fraser no more than three times in ten, and victory was sweet. 

Fraser uttered a short laugh, and reaching out a long index finger, delicatcly tipped his king over. 

"I should have expected something like that from a man like my Lord Mclton," he observed casually. 

Grey stiffened in his seat. Fraser saw the movement, and arched one brow quizzically. 

"It is Lord Melton ye mean, is it not?" he said. "Or perhaps you have another brother?" 

"No," Grey said. His lips felt slightly numb, though that might only be the cheroot. "No, I have only one brother." His heart had begun to pound again, but this time with a heavy, dull beat. Had the Scottish bastard remembered all the time who he was? 
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"Our meeting was necessarily rather brief," the Scot said dryly. "But memorable." He picked up his glass and took a drink, watching Grey across the crystal rim. "Perhaps ye didna know that I had met Lord Melton, on Cullodcn Field?" 

"I knew. I fought at Culloden." All Grey's pleasure in his victory had evaporated. He felt slightly nauseated from the smoke. "I didn't know that You would recall Hal, though-or know of the relationship between us." 

"As I have that meeting to thank for my life, I am not likely to forget it," Fraser said dryly. Grey looked up. "I understand that you were not so thankful when Hal met NIOU at Cullodcn." 

The line of Fraser's mouth tightened, then relaxed. 

"No," he said softly. He smiled without humor. "Your brother verra stubbornly refused to shoot me. I wasna inclined to be grateful for the favor at the time. 

"You wished to be shot?" Grey's eyebrows rose. 

The Scot's eyes were remote, fixed on the chessboard, but clearly seeing sImething else. 140                         lulail" k

"I thought I had reason," he said soffly. "At the time." 

"What reason?" Grey asked. He caught a gimlet glance and added hastily, "I mean no impertinence in asking. It is only-at that time, 1-1 felt similarly. From what you have said of the Stuarts, I cannot think that the loss of their cause would have led you to such despair." 

There was a faint flicker near Fraser's mouth, much too faint to be called a smile. He inclined his head briefly, in acknowledgment. 

"There were those who fought for love of Charles Stuart-or from loyalty to his father's right of kingship. But you are right; I wasna one of those." He didn't explain further. Grey took a deep breath, keeping his eyes fixed on the board. 

"I said that I felt much as you did, at the time. I-lost a particular friend at Culloden," he said. With half his mind he wondered why he should speak of Hector to this man, of all men; a Scottish warrior who had slashed his way across that deadly field, whose sword might well have been the one . . . At the same time, he could not help but speak; there was no one to whom he could speak of Hector, save this man, this prisoner who could speak to no one else, whose words could do him no damage. 

"He made me go and look at the body-Hal did, my brother," Grey blurted. He looked down at his hand, where the deep blue of Hector's sapphire burned against his skin, a smaller version of the one Fraser had reluctantly given him. 

"He said that I must; that unless I saw him dead, I should never really believe it. That unless I knew Hector-my friend-was really gone, I would grieve forever. If I saw, and knew, I would grieve, but then I should healand forget." He looked up, with a painful attempt at a smile. "Hal is gener-. ally right, but not always." Perhaps he had healed, but he would never forget. Certainly he would not forget his last sight of Hector, lying wax-faced and still in the early morning light, long dark lashes resting delicately on his checks as they did when he slept. And the gaping wound that had half-severed his head'from his body, leaving the windpipe and large vessels of the neck exposed in butchery. 

They sat silent for a moment. Fraser said nothing, but picked up his glass and drained it. Without asking, Grey refilled both glasses for the third time. He leaned back in his chair, looking curiously at his guest. 
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"Do you find your life greatly burdensome, Mr. Fraser?" 

The Scot looked up then, and met his eyes with a long, level gaze. Evi, clently, Fraser found nothing in his own face save curiosity, for the broad shoulders across the board relaxed their tension somewhat, and the wide mouth softened its grim line. The Scot leaned back, and flexed his right hand slowly, opening and closing it to stretch the muscles. Grey saw that the hand had been damaged at one time; small scars were visible in the firelight, and two of the fingers were set stiffly. 

"Perhaps not greatly so," the Scot replied slowly. He met GreV's cves with dispassion, "I think perhaps the greatest burden lies in caring for those we catmot help." 

"Not in having no one for whom to care?" 

Fraser paused before answering; he might have been weighing the position of the pieces on the table. 

"That is emptiness," he said at last, softly. "But no great burden." It Nvas late; there was no sound from the fortress around them save the occasional step of the soldier on sentry in the courtyard below. 

-Your wife-she was a healer, you said?" 

"She was. She . . . her name was Claire." Fraser swa]IoNved,thcn lifted his cup and drank, as though trying to dislodge something stuck in his throat. 

"You cared very much for her, I think?" Grey said softly. He recognized in the Scot the same compulsion he had had a few moments earlier-the need to speak a name kept hidden, to bring back for a moment the ghost of a love. 

"I had meant to thank you sometime, Major," the Scot said softly. Grey was startled. 

"Thank me? For what?" 

The Scot looked up, eyes dark over the finished game. 

"For that night at Carryarrick where we first met." His eyes were steady ori Grey's. "For what ye did for my wife." 

"You rernembered"' Grey said hoarsely. 

"I hadna forgotten," Fraser said simply. Grey steeled himself to look across the table, but when he did so, he found no hint of laughter in the slanted blue eyes. Fraser nodded at him, gravely formal. "Ye were a worthy foe, Major; I Nvouldna forget you." 

John Grey laughed bitterly. Oddly enough, he felt less upset than he had thought he would, at having the shameful memory so explicitly recalled. "if you found a sixteen-year-old shitting himself with fear a worthy foe, 

X1r. Fraser, then it is little wonder that the Highland army was defeated!" Fraser smiled faintly. 

"A man that doesna shit himself with a pistol held to his head, Major, has either no bowels, or no brains." 

Iespitc himself, Grey laughed. One edge of Fraser's mouth turned slightlN up. 

"Ye wouldna speak to save vour own life, but ye would do it to save a lady's honor. The honor of myown lady," Fraser said softly. "That docsna "ern like cowardice to me." Tile ring of truth was too evident in the Scot's voice to mistake or ignore. 

"I did nothing for your Nvife," Grey said, rather bitterly. "She was in no danger, after all!" 

"Yc didna ken that, aye? " Fraser pointed out. "Ye thought to save her life and virtue, at the risk of your own. Ye did her honor by the notion-and I have thought of it now and again, 
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since I-since I lost her." The hesitatiorl in Fraser's voice was slight; only the tightening of the muscles in his throat betrayed his emotion. 

"I sec." Grey breathed deep, and let it out slowly. "I am sorry for your loss," he added formally. 

They,,vcre both quiet for a moment, alone with their ghosts. Then Fraser looked tip and drcNv in his breath. 

"Your brother was right, Major," he said. "I thank ye, and I'll bid ye good Cen." He rose, set down his cup and left the room. 

It reminded him in some ways of his years in the cave, with his visits to the house, those oases of life and warmth in the desert of solitude. Here, it was the reverse, going from the cro-,vdcd, cold squalor of the cells up to the Major's glowing suite, able for a few hours to stretch both mind and body, to relax in warmth and conversation and the abundance of food. 

It gave him the same odd sense of dislocation, though; that sense of losing some valuable part of himself that could not survive the passage back to daily life. Each time, the passage became more difficult. 

He stood in the drafty passageway, waiting for the turnkey to unlock the cell door. The sounds of sleeping men buzzed in his cars and the smell of them wafted out as the door opened, pungent as a fart. 

He filled his lungs with a quick deep breath, and ducked his head to enter. There was a stir among the bodies on the floor as he stepped into the room, his shadow falling black across the prone and bundled shapes. The door swung closed behind him, leaving the cell in darkness, but there was a ripple of awareness through the room, as men stirred awake to his coming. 

"You're back late, Mac Dubh," said Murdo Lindsay, voice rusty with sleep. "Ye'll be sair tuckered tomorrow." 

"I'll manage, Murdo," he whispered, stepping over bodies. He pulled off his coat and laid it carcfullv over the bench, then took up the rough blanket and sought his space on "the floor, his long shadow flickering across the mooi-i-barrcd window. Ronnie Sinclair turned over as Mac Dubh lav down beside him. He blinked sleepily, sandy lashes ncarlv invisible in the moonlight. 

"Did Wee Goldic feed ye decent, Mac Dubh?" 

"He did, Ronnie, thank vc." He shifted on the stones, seeking a comfortable position. 

"Ye'll tell us about it tomorrow?" The prisoners took an odd pleasure in Voyager                                    143

hc,iring what he had been served for dinner, taking it as an honor that their chief should be well fccl. 

-Avc, I will, Ronnie," Mac Dubh promised. "But I must sleep now, ayc?" ..Sleep well, Mac Dubh," came a whisper from the corner where Hayes %\-as roiled up, curled like a set of teaspoons with MacLeod, Inrics, and Keith, ,,lio all liked to sleep warm. 

-Sweet dreams, Gavin," Mac Dubh whispered back, and little bv little, the cell settled back into silence. 

He dreamed of Claire that night. She lav in his arms, heavy-limbed and fragrant. She was with child; her belly round and smooth as a muskmelon, hcr breasts rich and full, the nipples dark as wine, urging him to taste them. 
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Her hand cupped itself between his legs, and he reached to return the fa\,or, the small, fat softness of her filling his hand, pressing against him as she moved. She rose over him, smiling, her hair falling down around her face, and threw her leg across him. 

"Give me your mouth," he whispered, not knowing whether he meant to kiss her or to have her take him between her lips, only knowing he must have her somehow. 

"Give me yours," she said. She laughed and leaned down to him, hands on his shoulders, her hair brushing his face with the sccnt of moss and sunlight, and he fclt the prickle of dry leaves against his back and knew they lay in the glen near Lallybroch, and her the color of the copper beeches all around; beech leaves and beechwood, gold eyes and a smooth white skin, skimmed with shadows. 

Then her breast pressed against his mouth, and he took it eagerly, drawing her body tight against him as he suckled her. Her milk was hot and sweet, Nvith a faint taste of silver, like a deer's blood. 

"Harder," she whispered to him, and put her hand behind his head, gripping the back of his neck, pressing him to her. "Harder." 

She lay at her length upon him, his hands holding for dear life to the sweet flcsli of her buttocks, feeling the small solid weight of the child upon his own bcll\,, as though they shared it now, protecting the small round thing betNN,ecn their bodies. He flung his arms about her, tight, and she held him tight as he jerked and shuddered, her hair in his face, her hands in his hair and the child between thein, not knowing where any of the three of them began or ended. 

be He carrie awake Suddenly, panting and sweating,      half-curlcd on his side i1cath one of the benches in the cell. It was not    yet quite light, but he ')Uld see the shapes of the men who lay near him,      and hoped he had not ,rieci out. He closed his eves at once, but the dream was gone. He lay quite "ill, his heart slo,,ving, and waited for the clawn. 144                        Diana Gabaldon

JUNE 18, 1755

John Grey had dressed carefully this evening, with fresh linen and silk stockings. He wore his own hair, simply plaited, rinsed with a tonic of lemon-verbena. He had hesitated for a moment over Hector's ring, but at last had put it on, too. The dinner had been good; a pheasant he had shot himself, and a salad of greens, in deference to Fraser's odd tastes for such things. Now they sat over the chessboard, lighter topics of conversation set aside in the concentration of the midgame. 

"Will you have sherry?" He set down his bishop, and leaned back, stretching. Fraser nodded, absorbed in the new position. "I thank ve." Grey rose and crossed the room, leaving Fraser by the fire. He reached into the cupboard for the bottle, and felt a thin trickle of sweat run down his ribs as he did so. Not from the fire, simmering across the room; from sheer nervousness. 

He brought the bottle back to the table, holding the goblets in his other harid; the Waterford crystal his mother had sent. The liquid purled into the glasses, shimmering amber and rose in the firelight. Fraser's eyes were fixed on the cup, watching the rising sherry, but with an abstraction that showed he was deep in his thoughts. The dark blue eyes were hooded. Grey wondered what he was thinking; not about the game-the outcome of that was certain. 

Grey reached out and moved his queen's bishop. It was no more than a, delaying move, he knew; still, it put Fraser's queen in danger, and might' force the exchange of a rook. 
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Grey got up to put a brick of peat on the fire. Rising, he stretched himself, and strolled behind his opponent to view the situation from this angle. 

The firelight shimmered as the big Scot leaned forward to study the, board, picking up the deep red tones of James Fraser's hair, echoing the' glow of the light in the crystalline sherry. 

Fraser had bound his hair back with a thin black cord, tied in a bow. It would take no more than a slight tug to loosen it. John Grey could imagine running his hand up under that thick, glossy mass, to touch the smooth, -,varm nape beneath. To touch . . . His palm closed abruptly, imagining sensation. 

"It is your move, Major," The soft Scots voice brought him to himself 0 again, and he took his seat, viewing the chessboard through sightless eyes. Without really looking, he was intensely aware of the other's movementsi

his presence. There was a disturbance of the air around Fraser; it was impos' 

Voyager
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sibic not to look at him. To cover his glance, he picked up his sherry glass and sipped, barely noticing the liquid gold taste of it. 

Fraser sat still as a statue of cinnabar, only the deep blue eyes alive in his fjce as he studied the board. The fire had burned down, and the lines of his body were limned with shadow. His hand, all gold and black with the light of the fire on it, rested on the table, still and exquisite as the captured pawn beside it. 

The blue stone in John Grey's ring glinted as he reached for his queen's bishop - is it wrong, Hector? he thought. That I should love a man who might ha i,e killed you? Or was it a way at last to put things right; to heal the wounds of Culloden for them both? 

The bishop made a soft thump as he set the felted base down with prccision. Without stopping, his hand rose, as though it moved without his volition. The hand traveled the short distance through the air, looking as though it knew precisely what it wanted, and set itself on Fraser's, palm tingling, cLirved fingers gently imploring. The hand under his was warm-so warm-but hard, and motionless as marble. Nothing moved on the table but the shimmer of the flame in the heart of the sherry. He lifted his eyes then, to meet Fraser's. 

"Take your hand off me," Fraser said, very, very softly. "Or I will kill vou. 11

The hand under Grey's did not move, nor did the face above, but he could feel the shiver of revulsion, a spasm of hatred and disgust that rose from the man's core, radiating through his flesh. 

Quite suddenly, he heard once more the memory of Quarry's warning, as clearly as though the man spoke in his ear this moment. 

if'vou dine with him alone-don't turn your back on him. 

There was no chance of that; he could not turn away. Could not even look away or blink, to break the dark blue gaze that held him frozen. Moving as Slowly as though he stood atop an unexploded mine, he drew back his hand. 

There was a moment's silence, broken only by the rain's patter and the hissing of the peat fire, when neither of them seemed to breathe. Then Fraser rose without a sound, and left the room. 
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he rain of late November pattered down on the stones of the courtyard, and on the sullen rows of men, standing huddled T

under the downpour. The Redcoats who stood on guard over them didn't look much happier than the sodden prisoners. 

Major Grey stood under the overhang of the roof, waiting. it wasn't the best weather for conducting a search and cleaning of the prisoners' cells, but at this timeof year, it was futile to wait for good weather. And with more than two hundred prisoners in Ardsmuir, it was necessary to swab the cells at least monthly in order to prevent major outbreaks of illness, 

The doors to the main cell block swung back, and a small file of prisoners emerged; the trustys who did the actual cleaning, closely watched by the guards. At the end of the line, Corporal Duristable came out, his hands fall of the small bits of contraband a search of this sort usually turned up. 'The

usual rubbish, sit," he reported, dumping the collection of pitiful relics and anonymous junk onto the top of a cask that stood near the Major's elbow. "Just this, you might take notice of." 

-This" was a small strip Of cloth, perhaps six inches by four7 in a green tartan check. Dunstable glanced quickly at the lines of standing prisoners, as if intending to catch someone in a telltale action. 

Grey sighed, then straightened his shoulders. "Yes, I suppose SO." The possession of an), Scottish tartan was strictly forbidden by the Diskilting Ac that had likewise disarmed the Highlanders and prevented the wearing of, their native dress. He stepped in front of the rows of men, as COrPOr21 Duristable gave a sharp shout to attract their attention. 

-whose is this?" The corporal raised the scrap high, and raised his voice 36 well. Grey glanced from the scrap of bright cloth to the row of prisoners, mentally ticking off the names, trying to match them to his imperfect knowl' edge of'tartans. Even within a single clan, the patterns varied so wi

lldlY that a given pattern couldn't be assigned with any certainty, but there were general patterns of color and design. 

MacAlester, Haves, Innes, Graham, MacMurtry, MacKenzie, MacDonald I

. . .stop. MacKenzie. That one. It was more an officer's knowledge Of men than any identification of the plaid with a particular clan that made him surc' 

VOYager                                       147 ,NI,IcKcnzie was a young prisoner, and his face was a shade too controlled, too expressionless. 

-It's vours, MacKenzie. Isn't it?" Grev demanded. He snatched the scrap ,)I-cloth from the corporal and thrust it under the young man's nose. The ,,so,,r was white-ficed under the blotches of dirt. His jaw was clamped

h,rd, and he was breathing hard through his nose with a faint whistling ,S01111d. Grey fixed the young man with a hard, triumphant stare, The young Scot f-,ad that core of implacable hate that they all had, but he hadn't managed to build the wall of stoic indifference that held it in. Grev could fee) the fear building ill the lad; another second and he would break. 

-It's mine." The voice was calm, almost bored, and spoke ivith such flat incfiftcrence that neither MacKenzie nor Grey registered it at once. They stood locked in each other's eyes, until a large hand reached over Angus vacKenzie's shoulder and gently plucked the scrap of cloth froin the OfHccr's fland. 
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John Grey stepped back, feeling the words like a blow in the pit of his stomach. MacKenzie forgotten, he lifted his eyes the several inches necessary to look Jamie Fraser in the face. 

"It isnt a Fraser tartan," he said, feeling the words force their way past ivocoden lips. His whole face felt numb, a fact for which he was dimly grateful; at least his expression couldn't betray him before the ranks of the watching prisoners. 

Fraser's mouth widened slightly. Grey kept his gaze fastened on it, afraid to meet the dark blue eyes above. 

"No, it isn't," Fraser agreed. "It's MacKenzie. My mother's clan." In some far-off corner of his mind, Grey stored away another tiny scrap of information with the small hoard of facts kept in the jeweled coffer labeled "Jamie"-his mother was a MacKenzie. He knew that was true, just as he klicw that the tartan didn't belong to Fraser. He heard his voice, cool and steady, saying "Possession of clan tartans is fllega). You know the penalty, of course?" 

The widc mouth curled in a one-sided smile. "I do", 

There was a shifting and a muttering among the ranks of the prisoners; Itkcrc Was little actual movement, but Grey could feel the alignment chang1`19, as though they, were in fact drawing toivard Fraser, circling him, embracing him. The circle had broken and re-formed, and he was alone outside it, Jarnic Fraser had gone back to his own. 

With an effort of will, Grey forced his gaze away from the soft, smooth "PI, slightly chapped from exposure to sun and %Ilid. The look in the eyes -1boVc them Nvas what he had been afraid of; neither fear nor anger-but illdiffrellce. 
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He motioned to a guard. "Take him." 

_A-ev bent his head over the work on his desk, signing Major John William Gr seldom worked so late at night, but requisitions without reading them. He there had not been time during the day, and the paperwork was piling up, The requisitions must be sent to London this week. 

,,Yivo hundred pound n1heatflowrl " he wrote, trying to concentrate on theneatness Of the black squiggles under his quill. The trouble with such routine paperwork was that it occupied his attention but not his mind, allowing memories of the day to creep in unawares, 

Ix                         se of barracks, " He set down the quill and rubbed ,s * boqsbeds ate, for u ld still feel the chill that had settled in his his hands briskly together, He cou here was a hot fire, but it didn't seem bones in the courtyard that morning. T

to be helping. He'didn't go nearer; he          had tried that once, and stood mesmerized, seeing the images of the afternoon in the flames, roused only when the cloth of his breeches began to scorch. 

He picked up the quill and tried again to banish the sights of the courtyard from his mind. it was better not to delay execution of sentences of               this kind; the prisoners became restless and nervy' in anticipation and there was considerable difficultv in controlling them. Executed at once, though, such discipline often had a salutary effect, showing the prisoners that retribution would be swift ,and dire, enhancing their respect for those who
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held their guardianship. Somehow John Grey suspected that this particular occasion had not much enhanced his prisoners' respect-for him, at least. 

Feeling little more than the trickle of ice water through his veins he had -I his orders, swift and composed, and they had been obeyed with equal givel

competence. The prisoners had been drawn up in ranks around the four sides of the courtyard square, with shorter lines of guards arranged facing them baYonets fixed to the ready, to prevent any unseemly outbreak. 

But there had bee                                               rwise. The prisoners had n no outbreak, seemly or othe

waited in a chill silence in the light rain that misted the stones of the courtyard, with little sound other than the normal coughs and throat-clearings Of any assemblage of men, It was the beginning of winter, and catarrh W36 almost as common a scourge in the barracks as it was in the damp cells. 

He had stood watching impassively, hands folded behind his back, as the prisoner was led to the platform. Watched, feeling the rain seep into thshoulders of his coat and run in tiny rivulets down the neck of his shirt, as Jamic Fraser stood on the platform a yard away and stripped to the waist, 

i

all

11(wing without haste or hesitation, as though this were something he had j,11c before, an accustomed task, of no importance in itself. 

fie had nodded to the two privates, who seized the prisoner's unresisting halld, and raised them, binding them to the arms of the whipping post. They d

t._Tagcd him, and Fraser stood upright, the rain running down his raise 11-Ins, and down the deep scam of his backbone, to soak the thin cloth of his [-'recches. Another riod, to the sergeant who held the charge sheet, and a small surge of',innovaricc as the gesture caused a cascade of collected rain from one side ()f his hat. He straightened his hat and sodden xvig, and resumed his stance of dUthority in time to hear the charge and sentence read. 

in contravention of the Diskilting Act, passed by His Nla'cstvs I   , Parliament, for which crime the sentence of sixty lashes shall be inflicted," 

ant-farrier desigGrey glanced with professional detachment at the serge iiared to  91 ivc the punishment; this was not the first time for any of them. He didn't nod this time; the rain was still falling. A half-closin                 g Of the eves 111stcad, as he spoke the USUal words:

"Mr. Fraser, \,on ,,,ill take your punishment."                                       thud of thAnd he stood, eyes front and steady, watching, and hearing the

c landing flails and the grunt of the prisoner's breath, fore d past the ga by the blow. The mail's muscles tightened in resistance to the pain. Again and again, unti

') each separate muscle stood hard Linder the skin. His Owl' muscles ached With tension, and he shifted inconspicuously from one leg to another, as the brutal tedium continued. Thin streams of rc'd ran down the prisoner's spine, blood mixed with water, staining the cloth of his breeches. 

I

Grev could feel the men behind him, soldiers and Prisoners both, all evcs fixed on the pJatforni and its central figure. Even the coughing was silenced. 
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And over it all like a sticky coat of varnish sealing off Grev's feelings was a thill laver of self I

-disgust, as   Ihe realized that his eyes were fixed on the scene tl()t Out of chity,   but from sheer inabilitv to look aNvay from the sheet, of tlillgled rain and    blood that gleamed on

. muscle, tightened in anguish to a Cur-c of wrenching beaurv. 

The sergeant-firrier paused only briefly betv,,ecri blows. He was hurrying It s"9110Y" everyone wanted to get it over

and get out of the rain. Grissom

111,111tcd each stroke in a loud voice, noting it on his sheet as he did so. The farrier checked the lash, running the strands with their hard-waxed knots bct\,ccll his fingers

, to free them of blood and bits of flcsli, then raised the cat )rlee 1110rc, SNN-Ung it

`T11irtN,,-slowtv twice round his head, and struck again. I said the sergeant, 1\1ajor (irev pill  led  Out the lowest drawer of his desk, and was neatly sick, stac'k (11'cr a

ofreqUisitions. 
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His fingers were dug hard into his palms, but the shaking wouldn't stop. It was deep in his bones, like the winter cold. 

"Put a blanket over him; I'll tend him in a moment." 

The English surgeon's voice seemed to come from a long way off; hefelt no connection between the voice and the hands thatgripped hi infirmly b'y both arms. He cried out as they shifted him, the torsion splitting the barely clotted wounds on his back. The trickle or'warm blood across his ribs made the shaking worse, despite the rottqh blanket they laid over his shoulders. 

He gripped the edges of the bench on which he lay, check pressed against the wood, eyes closed, struggling against the shaking. There was a stir and a shuffle somewhere in the room, but he couldn't take notice, couldn't take his attention from the clenching of his teeth and the tightness of his joints. 

The door closed, and the room grew quiet. Had they left him alone? 

No, there were footsteps near his head, and the blanket over him lifted, folded back to his waist. 

"Mm. Made a mess of you, didn't he, boy?" 

He didn't answer; no answer seemed expected, in any case. The surgeon turned awayfor a moment; then hcfelt a hand beneath his cheek, lifting his head. A towel slid beneath hisface, cushioning it from the rough wood. 

"I'm goin

g to cleanse the wounds now," the voice said. It was t.mpersonal, but not unfriendly. He drew in his breath through his teeth as a hand touched his back. There was an odd wh

*mperin        ' . He real' ed he had made t       g noise          zz it, and was ashamed. "How old are you,     bo'y?" 

"Nineteen. " He barelygot the word out, before biting down hard on a moan. 

The doctor touched his back gently here and there, then stood upHe heard the sound of the bolt being shot to, then the doctor's steps returning. 

"No one will come in now, " the voice said kindly. "Go ahead and cry. 

"Hey!" the voice was saying. "Wake up, man!" 
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He came slowly to consciousness; the roughness of wood beneath h cheek brought dream and waking together for a moment, and he couldn't

0 Y a g 0 E                             1 5 1

ret"Cluber where he was. A hand came out of the darkness, touching him tclItativcly on the cheek. 

,,I'c were grectin' in your sleep, man," the voice whispered. "Does it pain ,inch," 

"A bit." He realized the other link between dreaming and waking as he tvicd to raise himself and the pain crackled over his back like sheet lightning. He let out his breath in an involuntary grunt and dropped back on the hench. 

He had been lucky; he had drawn Dawes, a stout, middle-aged soldier Nljo didn't really like flogging prisoners, and did it only because it was part of his job. Still, sixty lashes did damage, even if applied without enthusiasm. 

-,Nah, then, that's too hot by half. Want to scald him, do ye?" It was ,Iorrison's voice, scolding. It would be Morrison, of course. 

odd, he thought dimly. How whenever you had a group of men, they seenied to find their proper Jobs, no matter whether it was a thing they'd done before. Morrison had been a cottar, like most of them. Likely a good hand with his beasts, but not thinking much about it. Now he was the natural heater for the men, the one they turned to with a griping belly or a broken thumb. Morrison knew little more than the rest, but the men turned to hirn when they were hurt, as they turned to Scumus Mac Dubh for reassurance and direction. And for justice. 

The steaming cloth was laid across his back and he grunted with the sting of it, pressing his lips tight to keep from crying out. He could feel the shape of Morrison's small hand, lightly laid in the center of his back. 

"Bide ve, man, 'til the heat passes." 

As the nightmare faded, he blinked for a moment, adjusting himself to the nearby voices and the perception of company. He was in the large cell, in the shadowy nook by the chimney breast. Steam rose from the fire; there must be a cauldron boiling. He saw Walter MacLeod lower a fresh armful of rags into its depths, the fire touching MacLeod's dark beard and brows with red. Then, as the heated rags on his back cooled to a soothing warmth, he closed his eycs and sank back into a half-doze, lulled by the soft conversation of the men nearbv. 

It was familiar, this state of dreamv detachment. He had felt much the same ever since the moment when he had reached over young Angus's ,honldcr and closed his fist on the scrap of tartan cloth. As though with that choice, some curtain had come down between him and the men around him; 

11 though lie were alone, in some quiet place of infinite remoteness. t1c had followed the guard who took him, stripped himself when told, but 211 NN'ithout feeling as though he had truly waked. Taken his place on the Platforin and heard the words of crime and sentence pronounced, without realk, listcning. Not even the rough bite of the rope on his wrists or the cold ra" I'll his naked back had roused him. These seemed all things that had
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happened , _ liothing lie said or did could change a thing; it was all fated. 
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As for th          he had borne it. There was no room then f

or thought or regret,                beyond the stubborn, desperate struggle such bodily insuj,.',j,,,d. 

"Still, n"         Morrison's hand rested on his neck, to prevent his moving as    c,,Jicn rags were taken off and a fresh, hot poultice applied, in om en tar

7,,sjiig all the dormant nerves to fresh startlement. 

One cor___tncc gof his odd state of mind was that all sensations seemed of equal ir.   He could, if he tried, feel each separate stripe across his back, see cj,-onc n his mind's eve as a vivid streak of color across the dark of imagina,j,,.,I B,t the pain of the gash that ran from ribs to shoulder was of no more 'A. 

in his legs, (it, consequence than the almost pleasan t feeling of heaviness socuess in his arms, or the soft tickling brush of his hair across his

His Pul      caj Iow and regular in his ears; the sigh of his breath was a thing apart,,-,,,, t4e heave of his chest as he breathed. He existed only as a collection ,f rarients, each small piece with its own sensations, and none of them of a)        r concern to the central intelligence. 

"Here,',     , par[:u a

-Ia j)ubh,-said Morrison's voice, next to his ear. "Lift your head, and    Ns. " The shr, ,,,,,,of whisky struck him, and he tried to turn his head away. "I donj          he said. 

"That ". co.-Morrison said, with that firm matter-of-factricss that all healers seItd:o have, as though they always knew better than you did what you felt Jk (),,hat you required. Lacking strength or will to argue, he Opened hi mc,,:,th and sipped the whisky, feeling his neck muscles quiver under th      holding his head up. ' 

The wl)jsk,,, ,,ed its own bit to the chorus of sensations that filled him. A burn in        belly, sharp tingle up the back of the nose, and a sort of Whirling i,      that told him he had drunk too much, too fast. 

"A bit N)te, c)w, aye, that's it," Morrison said, coaxing. "Good lad. Aye, that'11 be 1)tjc,_von't it?" Morrison's thick body moved, so his vision of thc darkened     as obscured. A draft blew from the high window, but ther$ seemed       about him than was accounted for bv the wind. 

"No"')       the back? Ye'll be stiff as a cornstook bv the morrow, but think        ,Io so bad as it might be. Here, man, ye" 

11 have a sup more. The rii-n,,f wrn cup pressed insistently against his mouth. M"',(lvi    still talking, rather loudly', of nothing, in particular. That was sorflothi,., krong about that. Morrison was not a talkative man. Sorlit, thing,vvt        but he couldn't see. He lifted his head, searching fol what wa,    but Morrison pressed it down again. I
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"Dinna trouble yourself, Mac Dubh," he said softly. "Ye canna stop it, vav. Surreptitious sounds        were cOmilIg from the far corner of the sounds Morrison had tried to keep him f                                               cell, the rom hearing. mutters, a thud. Then the muffled sound of Hows,                     Scraping noises, brief hcai, gasping Of f                                               Slow and regular, and a right and pain, punctuated with a sm I N,h-PDF Transform
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Of indrawn breath.                                                  al      Inipering sound The\, were beating young Angus MacKenzie,                Ile braced his hands beneath his Chest, but the effort made his back blaze and his head swims Morrison's hand was back, forcing hill) down, 

"Be still, Mac Dubh," he said. His tone was a miNture of authority anci tion. A "'a'c Of dizziness washed through him, and his hands slipped off the bench. Morrison was right in any case, he realized. He couldn't stop them. He lay stiff then under Morrison's hand, eyes closed, and waited for the

sounds to stop, Despite himself, he wondered who it was, that administrator of blind

)ustice in the dark. 

Sinclair, His mind supplied the answer without besitation. Aucl Hayes and Lindsay helping, no doubt. 

Thcy could Do mot-, help themselves than he could, or Morrison. Men did as they were born to. One man a healer, another a bully. 

The'sounds had stopped, except for a muffled, sobbing gasp. His shoulders relaxed, and he didn't move as Morrison took away the last wet Poultice 'I'd gently blotted him city, the draft from the window making him shiver in sudden chill. He pressed his lips tight, to make no noise. They had gagged him this afternoon, arid he was glad of it; the firs t time he had been flogged, years ago, he had bitten his lower lip nearly in two. The CLIP OFwhisky pressed against his mouth,            but he turned his head aside, and it disappeared without comment to some place where it would find a inore cordial reception. Milligan, likeh, the Trishman. 

one "'an with the weakness for dri" 

'Ian a 'over Of women, arid an(                      another with a hatred of it. One )ther lie sighed arid shifted slightly on the hard plank bed. Morrison had covcred J)j,  With a blanket and gone away. He felt drained and emPtY, still in fragments, but with his mind quite cle

th                                              Jr perched at some far remove from e rest of him, Nforr4son had taken away the candle as Well; it burned at the far end of the cell, where the men sat h ' 

unched companionably together, the light making bl'ck -'11aPes of them, one indistinguishable from another, rimmed in gold 'fght like the Pictures of faceless saints in old missals. 

"c 1'Onclered where they came from, 

natnrc Frorn God                                   these gifts that shaped a man's IAàs 't like tile descent of the Paracletc, arid the tongues of fire that came to "`t ()u the apostles? He remembered the picture in the Bible in his
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mother's parlor, the apostles all crowned with fire, and looking fair daft with the shock of it, standing about like a crowd of beeswax candies, lit for a party. He smiled to himself at the memory, and closed his eyes. The candle shadows wavered red on his lids. 

Claire, his own Claire-who knew what had sent her to him, had thrust her into a life she had surely not been born to? And yet she had known what to do, what she was meant to be, despite that. Not everyone was so fortunate as to know their gift. 
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There was a cautious shuffling in the darkness beside him. He opened his eyes and saw no more than a shape, but knew nonetheless who it was. "How are ye, Angus?" he said softly in Gaelic. 

The youngster knelt awkwardly by him, and took his hand. "I am . . . all right. But you-sir, I mean . . . I-I'm sorry

Was it experience or instinct that made him tighten his own hand in reassurance? 

"I am all right, too," he said. "Lay ye down, wee Angus, and take your rest." The shape bent its head in an oddly formal gesture, and pressed a kiss on the back of his hand. 

"I-may I stay by ye, sit?" 

His hand weighed a ton, but he lifted it nonetheless and laid it on the young man's head. Then it slipped away, but he felt Angus's tension relax, as the comfort flowed from his touch. 

He had been born a leader, then bent and shaped further to fit such a destiny. But what of a man who had not been born to the role he was required to fill? John Grey, for one. Charles Stuart for another. 

For the first time in ten years, from this strange distance, he could find it in himself to forgive that feeble man who had once been his friend. Having so often paid the price exacted by his own gift, he could at last see the more terrible doom of having been born a king, without the gift of kingship. 

Angus MacKenzie sat slumped against the wall next to him, head bowed upon his knees, his blanket over his shoulders. A small, gurgling snore cainc from the huddled form. He could feel sleep coming for him, fitting back the shattered, scattered parts of himself as it came, and knew he would wake whole-if very sore-in the morning. 

He felt relieved at once of many things. Of the weight of immediate responsibility, of the necessity for decision. Temptation was gone, along witb the possibility of it. More important, the burden of anger had lifted; perhaPs it was gone for good. So, he thought, through the gathering fog, John Grey had given him baa his destiny. Almost, he could be grateful. 

I

Midgame

INVERNESS JUNE 2, 1968

t was Roger who found her in the morning, curled up on the study sofa under the hearthrug, papers scattered carelessly over the floor where they had spilled from one of the folders. 

The light from the floor-length windows streamed in, flooding the study, but the high back of the sofa had shaded Claire's face and prevented the dawn from waking her. The light was just now pouring over the curve of dusty velvet to flicker among the strands of her hair. 

A glass face in more ways than one, Roger thought, looking at her. Her skin was so fair that the blue veins showed through at temple and throat, and the sharp, clear bones were so close beneath that she might have been carved of ivory. 

The rug had slipped half off, exposing her shoulders. One arm lay relaxed across her chest, trapping a single, crumpled sheet of paper against her body. Roger lifted her arm carefully, to pull the paper loose without waking her. She was limp with sleep, her flesh surprisingly warm and smooth in his grasp. 
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His eyes found the name at once; he had known she must have found it. I'James MacKenzie Fraser," he murmured. He looked up from the paper to the sleeping woman on the sofa. The light had just touched the curve of her ear; she stirred briefly and turned her head, then her face lapsed back into soinnolcrice. 

"I don't know who you were, matc," he whispered to the unseen Scot, "but you must have been something, to deserve her." 

Xèry gently, he replaced the rug over Claire's shoulders, and lowered the blind of the window behind her. Then he squatted and gathered up the scattered papers from the Ardsmuir folder. Ardsmuir. That was all he needed for nOW; even if Jamie Fraser's eventual fate was not recorded in the pages in his hands, it would be somewhere in the history of Ardsmuir prison. It might take another forav into the Highland archives, or even a trip to London, but the nc,,t step in the link had been forged; the path was clear. 156                     Diana Gabaldon

Brianna was coming down the stairs as he pulled the door of the study closed, moving with exaggerated caution. She arched a brow in question and he lifted the folder, smiling. 

"Got him," he whispered. 

She didn't speak, but an answering smile spread across her face, bright as the rising sun outside. 


PART VOUR

The Lake District

I4

Geneva

HELWATER

SEPTEMBER 1756


think," Grey said carefully, "that you might consider changing your name." He didn't expect an answer; in four days of travel, Fraser had not spokeii a single word to him, managing even the awkward business of sharing an inn room without direct communication. Grey had shrugged and taken the bed, while Fraser, without gesture or glance, had wrapped himself in his threadbare cloak and fain down before the hearth. Scratching an assorti-nent of bites from fleas and bedbugs, Grey thought that Fraser might Well have had the better end of the sleeping arrangements. 

"Your ricw host is not well disposed toward Charles Stuart and his adhcrems, having lost his only son at Prcstonpans," he went on, addressing the iron-set profile visible next to him. Gordon Dunsany had been only a few years older than himself, a young captain in Bolton's regiment. They might easily have died together on that field-if not for that meeting in the wood near Carryarrick. 

"You can scarcely hope to conceal the fact that you are a Scot, and a Highlander at that. If you will condescend to consider a piece of well-meant ad\,icc, it might be judicious not to use a name which would be as easily recognizcd as your own." 

Fraser's stony expression didn't alter in the slightest particular. He nudged his horse with a heel and guided it ahead of Grey's bay, seeking the remains of the track, washed out by a recent flood. 
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It x,as late afternoon when they crossed the arch of Ashness Bridge and started clown the slope toward Watendlath Tarn. The Lake District of Englaiid \\,as nothing like Scotland, Grey reflected, but at least there were rflOtlntaiiis here. Round-flanked, fat and dreamy mountains, not sternly forbiddiljt like the Highland crags, but mountain's nonetheless. 

"'aiendlath Tarn was dark and ruffled in the early autumn wind, its edges th'cl-"'ith sedge and marsh grass. The summer rains had been more gcncr160
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ous even than usual in this damp place, and the tips of drowned shrubs poked limp and tattered above water that had run over its banks. 

At the crest of the next hill, the track split, going off in two directions, Fraser, some distance ahead, pulled his horse to a stop and waited for direction, the wind ruffling his hair. He had not plaited it that morning, and it blew free, the flaming strands lifting wild about his head. 

Squelching his way up the slope, John William Grey looked up at the man above him, still as a bronze statue on his mount, save for that rippling mane. his lips. The breath dried in his throat, and he licked

140 Lucifer, thou son of the morning," he, murmured to himself, but forbore to add the rest of the quotation. 

For Jamie, the four-day ride to Helwater      had been torture. The sudden lusion of freedom, combined with the certainty of its immediate loss, gave i t                                             destination. him a dreadful anticipation of his unknown This, with the anger and sorrow of his        parting from his men fresh in mernory-the wrenching loss of leaving the Highlands, with the knowledge that the parting might well be permanent-and his waking moments suffused with the physical pain of long-unused saddle muscles, were together enough to have kept him in torment for the whole of the journey, Only the fact that he had given his parole kept him from pulling Major John William Grey off his horse and throttling him in some peaceful lane Grey's words echoed in his cars, half-obliterated by the thrumming beat Of his angry blood.                                               pleted-with the "As the renovation of the fortress has largely been com

able assistance of yourself and your men"-Grey had allowed a tinge of ironY -iers are to be removed to other accomMOto show in his voice-"the prisoi

dation, and the fortress of Ardsmuir garrisoned by troops of His Majesty S Twelfth Dragoons.                                              to the Nmerican "The Scottish prisoners of war are to be transported                      for a

Colonies," he continued. "They will be sold under bond of indenture, term of seven years." had felt Jamie had kept himself carefully expressionless, but at that news, his face and hands go numb with shock. 

"Indenture? That is no better than slavery," he said, but did not pay much attention to his own words. America! A land of wilderness and savages--and one to be reached across three thousand miles of empty, roiling sea! Indell' ture in America was a sentence tantamount to permanent exile from Scotland. 

major "A term of indenture is not slavery," Grey had assured him, but the knew as well as he that the difference was merely a legality, and true onlY insofar as indentured servants would-if they survived-re gain their fircedoM
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UpOll some predetermined date. An indentured servant WaS to most other intents and purposes the slave of his or her master-to be misused, whipped Or branded at will, forbidden by law to leave the master's premises without permission. As James Fraser was now to be forbidden.        Grey had not looked at him -You are not to be sent with the others." 

While speaking. "You are not mercly a prisoner of war, you are a convicted traitor. As such, you are imprisoned at the pleasure of His Majesty; your sc ntencc cannot be commuted to transportation without royal approval. And His Nlajestv has not seen fit to give that approval." 

Jamie was conscious of a remarkable arrav of emotions; beneath his immediate rage was fear and sorrow for the fate of his men, mingled with a small flicker of ignominious relief that, whatever his own fate was to be, it would ti()t involve entrusting himself to the sea. Shamed by the realization, he umicd a cold eye on Grey. 

-The gold," he said flatly. "That's it, avc?" So long as there remained the slightest chance of his revealing what he knew about that half-mytbical hoard, the English Crown would take no chance of having him lost to the sea demons or the savages of the Colonies. The Major still would not look at him, but gave a small shrug, as good as assent. 

"Where am I to go, then" His own voice had sounded rusty to his ears, slightly hoarse as he began to recover from the shock of the news. 

Grcv had busied himself putting away his records. It was early September, and a'xvarrn breeze blew through the half-open window, fluttering the papers. 

"It's called Helwater, In the Lake District of England. You will be quartcred with Lord Dunsanv, to serve in whatever menial capacity he may reqUire." Grey did look up then, the expression in his light blue eyes unreadable. "I shall visit you there once each quarter-to ensure your welfare." 

He eycd the Major's red-coatcd back now, as they rode single-file through tile narrow lanes, seeking refuge from his in   .iserics in a satisfying vision of those wide blue eyes, bloodshot and popping in amazement as Jamie's hands tightened on that slender throat, thumbs digging into the sun-reddcned OeSh LL11til the Major's small, muscular body should go limp as a killed rabbit irl his grasp, 

His iNIajcstN,'s pleasure, was it? He was not deceived. This had been Grey's do"19; tile gold only an excuse. He was to be sold as a servant, and kept in a Place where Grey could see it, and gloat. This was the Major's revenge. 

He had lain before the inn hearth each night, aching in every limb, acutely a,,,Irc of cvcry twitch and rustle and breath of the man in the bed behind
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him, and deeply resentful of that awareness. By the pale gray of dawn, he was keyed to fury once more, longing for the man to rise from his bed and make

might release his fury in the some disgraceful gesture toward him, so that he passion of murder. But Grey had only snored.                      tarns, the red over Helvellyn Bridge and past another of the strange grassy

and yellow leaves of maple and larch whirling down in showers past the -lorse striking his face and sliding past him I
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lightly sweated quarters of his i

with a papery, whispering caress                              iting. They had Grey had stopped just ahead, and turned in the saddle, wa

arrived, then. The land sloped steeply down into a valley, where the manor house lay halfconcealed in a welter of autumn-bright trees. 

, and with it, the prospect of a life of shameful Helwater lay before him servitude. He stiffened his back and kicked his horse, harder than he in tended. Grey was received in the main drawing room, Lord Dunsany being corof his disheveled clothes and filthy boots, and Lady Dundially dismissive             th faded fair hair, fulsomely hospitable. sany, a small round woman wi                                       dear, perhaps

"A drink, Johnny, you must have a drink! And Louisa, my you should fetch the girls down to greet our guest." 

give orders to a footman, his Lordship leaned As Lady Dunsany turned to close ove r the glass to murmur to him-"The Scottish prisoner-you've brought him with You?" 

"Yes," Grey said. Lady Dunsany, now in animated conversation with the butler about the altered dispositions for dinner, was unlikely to overhear, but he thought it best to keep his own voice low. "I left him in the front hall-I wasn't sure quite what you meant to do with him." 

"You said the fellow's good with horses, eh Best make him a groom then, as you suggested

.11 Lord Dunsany glanced at his wife, and carefully turned so that his lean back was to her, further guarding their conversation. "I haven't told Louisa who he is," the baronet muttered. "All that scare about the Highlanders during the Rising-country was quite paralyzed with fear, you know? And she's never got over Gordon's death."                  . He didn't think

"I quite see." Grey patted the old man's arm reassuringly                      allied Dunsany himself had got over the death of his son, though he had r himself gamely for the sake of his wife and daughters,         ed to me. Er

,,I'll just tell her the man's a servant you've recommend                           t he's safe, Of course? I mean . . . well, the girls - - ." Lord Dunsany cas          a-n uneasy eve toward his wife.                 "He's an honorable man, and he's "Quite safe," Grey assured his host given his parole. He I'll neither enter the house, nor leave the boundaries Of your property, save with your express permission." Helwatcr covered more
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than six hundred acres, he knew. It was a long way from freedoamrioawndstforomes Scotland as well, but perhaps something better either than the

,f Ardsrnuir or the distant hardships of the Colonies. 

A sound from the doorway swung Dunsany around, restored to beaming 0,iatitv by the appearance of his two daughters. 

You'll remember Geneva, Johnny?" he asked, urging his guest forward. -Isobel was still in the nursery last time you came-how time does fly, does "' And he shook his head in mild dismay. 

it not., 

Isobel was fourteen, small and round and bubbly and blond, like her cr. Grey didn't, in fact, remember Geneva-or rather he did, but the moth    I    I
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scrawnN, schoolgirl of years past bore little resemblance to the graceful seventecn-N,carold who now offered him her hand. If Isobel resembled their mother, Geneva rather took after her father, at least in the matter of height and leanness. Lord Dunsany's grizzled hair might once have been that shining chestnut, and the girl had Dunsany's clear gray eyes. The girls greeted the visitor with politeness, but were clearly more interested in something else. 

"Daddv," said Isobel, tugging on her father's sleeve. "There's a buge man in the hall! He watched us all the time we were coming down the stairs! He's scary-looking!" 

"Who is he, Daddy?" Geneva asked. She was more reserved than her sister, but clearly also interested. 

Er . . . why, that must be the new groom John's brought us," Lord Dunsany said, obviously flustered. "I'll have one of the footmen take him-" The baronet was interrupted by the sudden appearance of a footman in the doorway. 

"Sir," he said, looking shocked at the news he bore, "there is a Scotchman in the hall!" Lest this outrageous statement not be believed, he turned and gestured widely at the tall, silent figure standing cloaked behind him. 

At this cue, the stranger took a step forward, and spotting Lord Dunsany, Politelv inclined his head. 

"M%  , name is Alex MacKenzie," he said, in a soft Highland accent. He bowed toward Lord Dunsany, with no hint of mockery in his manner. "Your ervant, my lord. For one accustomed to the strenuous life of a Highland farm or a labor Prison, the work of a groom on a Lake District stud farm was no great strain, F1, 

a man who had been mewed up in a cell for two months-since the Others had left for the Colonies-it was the hell of a sweat. For the first week, N'1111C his muscles reaccustomed themselves to the sudden demands of constarit MON,cment, Jamie Fraser fell into his hayloft pallet each evening too tired

even to dream. 
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He had arrived at Helwater in such a state of exhaustion and mental turmoil that he had at first seen it only as another prison-and one among strangers, far away from the Highlands. Now that he was ensconced here, imprisoned as securely by his word as by bars, he found both body and mind growing easier, as the days passed by. His body toughened, his feelings calmed in the quiet company of horses, and gradually he found it possible to think rationally again. 

If he had no true freedom, he did at least have air, and light, space to stretch his limbs, and the sight of mountains and the lovely horses that Dunsany bred. The other grooms and servants were understandably suspicious of him, but inclined to leave him alone, out of respect for his size and forbidding countenance. It was a lonely life-but he had long since accepted the fact that for him, life was unlikely ever to be otherwise. The soft snows came down upon Helwater, and even Major Grey's official visit at Christmas-a tense, awkward occasion-passcd without disturbing his growing feelings of content. 

Very quietly, he made such arrangements as could be managed, to cornmunicate with Jenny and Ian in the Highlands. Aside from the infrequent letters that reached him by
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indirect means, which he read and then destroyed for safety's sake, his only reminder of home was the beechwood rosary he wore about his neck, concealed beneath his shirt. A dozen times a day he touched the small cross that lay over his heart, conjuring each time the face of a loved one, with a brief word of prayer-for his sister, Jenny; for Ian and the children-his namesake, Young Jamie, Maggie, and Katherine Mary, for the twins Michael and Janet, and for Baby Ian. For the tenants of Lallybroch, the men of Ardsmuir. And always, the first prayer at morning, the last at night-and many bctwcen-for Claire. Lord, that she may be safe. She and the child. 

As the snow passed and the year brightened into spring, Jamie Fraser was aware of only one fly in the ointment of his daily existence-the presence of the Lady Geneva Dunsany. Pretty, spoilt, and autocratic, the Lady Geneva was accustomed to get what she wanted when she wanted it, and damn the convenience of anyone standing in her way. She was a good horsewoman-Jamie would give her that-but so sharp-tongued and whim-ridden that the grooms were given to drawing straws to determine who would have the misfortune of accompanying her on her daily ride. 

Of late, though, the Lady Geneva had been making her own choice Of companion-Alex MacKenzie. 

"Nonsense," she said, when he pleaded first discretion, and then tempOrary indisposition, to avoid accompanying her into the secluded mist of the foothills above Helwater; a place she was forbidden to ride, because of the treacherous footing and dangerous fogs. "Don't be silly. Nobody's going t0

ji
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Scc Lis. Come on!" And kicking her mare brutally in the ribs, was off before fie could stop her, laughing back over her shoulder at him. 

Her infatuation with him was sufficiently obvious as to make the other groorns grin sidelong and make low-voiced remarks to each other when she Intercd the stable. He had a strong urge, when in her company, to boot her s,,NiftlN, where it would do most good, but so far had settled for maintaining a strict silence when in her company, replying to all overtures with a mumpish grunt. 

He trusted that she would get tired of this taciturn treatment sooner or later, and transfer her annoying attentions to another of the grooms. Orpra\, God-she would soon be married, and well away from both Helwater and him. 

It was a rare sunny day for the Lake Country, where the difference benvcen the clouds and the ground is often imperceptible, in terms of damp, Still, on this May afternoon it was warm, warm enough for Jamie to have found it comfortable to remove his shirt. It was safe enough up here in the high field, with no likelihood of company beyond Bess and Blossom, the two stolid dravhorses pulling the roller. 

ItIwas a big field, and the horses old and well-trained to the task, which theN liked; all he need do was twitch the reins occasionally, to keep their noses heading straight. The roller was made of wood, rather than the older kind of stone or metal, and constructed with a narrow slit between each board, so that the interior could be filled with well-rotted manure, which dribbled out in a steady stream as the roller turned, lightening the heavy contrivance as it drained. 

Jamie thoroughly approved this innovation. He must tell Ian about it; draw a diagram. The gypsies would be coming soon; the kitchenmaids and grooms were all talking of it. He
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would maybe have time to add another iristalimcrit to the ongoing letter he kept, sending the current crop of pages

1'hencver a band of roving tinkcrs or gypsies came onto the farm. Delivery 'light be delayed for a'month, or three, or six, but eventually the packet WOUld make its way into the Highlands, passed from hand to hand, and on to his sister at Lallybroch, who would pay a generous fee for its reception. 

RePlies from Lallybroch came by the same anonymous route-for as a Prisoner of the Crown, anything he sent or received by the mails must be ""Pectcd by Lord Dunsany. He felt a moment's excitement at the thought Of a lerter, but tried to damp it down; there might be nothing. 

"Gee!" he shouted, more as a matter of forlm than anything. Bess and bj'sOrli could see the approaching stone fence as well as he'could, and were Perfectiv well aware that this was the spot to begin the ponderous turnabout. tcss - aggled one car and snorted, and he grinned. 166                        Diana Gabaldon

"Aye, I know," he said to her, with a light twitch of the rein. "But they pav me to say it." Then they were settled in the new track, and there was nothing more to do until they reached the wagon standing at the foot of the field, piled high with manure for refilling the roller. The sun was on his face now, and he closed his eyes, reveling in the feel of warmth on his bare chest and shoulders. 

The sound of a horse's high whinny stirred him from somnolence a quarter-hour later. Opening his eyes, he could see the rider coming up the lane from the lower paddock, neatly framed between Blossom's ears. Hastily, he sat up and pulled the shirt back over his head. 

"You needn't be modest on my account, MacKenzie." Geneva Dunsany's voice was high and slightly breathless as she pulled her mare to a walk beside the moving roller. 

"Minplim." She was dressed in her best habit, he saw, with a cairrigorm, brooch at her throat, and her color was higher than the temperature of the dav warranted. 

:IVVhat are you doing?" she asked, after they had rolled and paced in silence for some moments. 

"I am spreading shit, my lady," he answered precisely, not looking at her. "Oh." She rode on for the space of half a track, before venturing further into conversation. 

"Did you know I am to be married?" 

He did; all the servants had known it for a month, Richards the butler having been in the library, serving, when the solicitor came from Derwentv,,ater to draw up the wedding contract. The Lady Geneva had been informed two days ago. According to her maid, Betty, the news had not been well received, 

He contented himself with a noncommittal grunt. 

"To Ellesmere," she said. The color rose higher in her cheeks, and her lips pressed together. 

"I wish ye every happiness, my lady." Jamie pulled briefly on the reins as they came to the end of the field. He was out of the seat before Bess had set her hooves; he had no wish at all to linger in conversation with the Lady Geneva, whose mood seemed thoroughly dangerous. 

"Happiness!" she cried. Her big gray eyes flashed and she slapped the thigh of her habit. 

"Happiness! Married to a man old enough to be my oWn grandsirc,"' 
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Jamie refrained from saying that he suspected the Earl of Ellesmere's prospects for happiness were somewhat more limited than her o,,vn. instead, he murmured, "Your pardon, my lady," and went behind to unfasten the rollerShe dismounted and followed him. "It's a filthy bargain between my father and Ellesmere! 

He's selling me, that's what it is. My father cares not thfVoyager                                    167

01test trifle for me, or he'd never have made such a match! Do you not tbink I am badly used?" 

on the contrary, Jamie thought that Lord Dunsany, a most devoted fatber, had probably made the best match possible for his spoilt elder daughter. The Earl of Ellesmere ivas an old man. There was every prospect that ,,-itljin a few years, Geneva would be left as an extremely wealthy young NN-idow, and a countess, to boot. On the other hand, such considerations njight well not weigh heavily with a headstrong miss-a stubborn, spoilt bitch, he corrected, seeing the petulant set of her mouth and eyes-of seventeen. 

"I am sure your father acts always in your best interests, my lady," he answcrccl woodenly. Would the little fiend not go away? 

Slic wouldn't. Assuming a more winsome expression, she came and stood close to his side, interfering with his opening the loading hatch of the roller. "But a match with such a dricdup old man?" she said. "Surely it is licartless of Father to give me to such a creature." She stood on tiptoc, peering at Jamie. 

"How old arc you, MacKenzie?" 

His heart stopped beating for an instant. 

"A verra great deal older than you, my lady," he said firmly. "Your pardon, my lady." He slid past her as well as he might without touching her, and Icaped up onto the manure wagon, whence he was reasonably sure she NN,ouldn't follow him. 

"But not ready for the boneyard vet, are you, MacKenzie?" Now she was in front of him, shading her eyes with her hand as she peered upward. A breeze had come up, and wisps of her chestnut hair floated about her face. "Have you ever been married, MacKenzie?" He gritted his teeth, overcome with the urge to drop a shovelful of rnanLire over her chestnut head, but mastered it and dug the shovel into the Pile, merely saying "I have," in a tone that brooked no further inquiries. 

I'lic Lady Geneva was not interested in other people's scrisitivities. "Good," she said, satisfied. "You'll know what to do, then." 

"To do?" He stopped short in the act of digging, one foot braced on the sho\,Cl. 

"In bed," she said calmly. "I want you to come to bed with me." In the shock of the moment, all he could think of w   'as the ludicrous vision (If the elegant Lady Geneva, skirts thrown up over her face, asprawl in the ricli crumble of the manure wagon. 

He dropped the shovel. "Herc?" he croaked. 

"No, silly," she said impatiently. "In bed, in a proper bed. In my bed100111." 

"You have lost your rnind," Jamie said coldly, the shock receding slightly. "Or I ,hould think you had, if ve had one to lose." 

1 6 8                      Diana Gabaldon

Her face flamed and her eyes narrowed. "Hov dare vou speak that way to me! 
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"How dare ve speak so to me?" Jamie replied hotly. "A Nvee lassie of breeding to be makin' 

indecent proposals to a man twice her age? And a groom in her father's house?" he added, recollecting who he was. He choked back further remarks, recollecting also that this dreadful girl was the Ladv Geneva, and he was her father's groom. 

"I beg your pardon, my lady," he said, mastering his choler with some effort. "The sun is verra hot today, and no doubt it has addled your wits a bit. I expect ye should go back to the house at once and ask your maid to put cold cloths on your head." The Ladv Geneva stamped her morocco-booted foot. "My wits are not addled in the slightest!" 

She glared up at him, chin set. Her chin was little and pointed, so were her teeth, and with that particular expression of determination on her face, he thought she looked a great deal like the blood.v-minded vixen she was. 

"Listen to me," she said. "I cannot prevent this abominable marriage. But I am"-she hesitated, then continued firmlv-,Il am damned if I will suffer my maidenhood to be given to a disgusting, depraved old monster like Ellesmere!" 

Jamie rubbed a hand across his mouth. Despite himself, he felt some sympathy for her. But he would be damned if he allowed this skirted maniac to involve him in her troubles. 

"I am fully sensible of the honor, my lady," he said at last, with a heavy irony, "but I rcally cannot-11

ILYCS, YOU can." Her eyes rested frankly on the front of his filthy breeches. "Betty says so." 

He struggled for speech, emerging at first with little more than incoherent sputterings. Final1v he drew a deep breath and said, with all the firmness he could muster, "Betty has not the slightest basis for drawing conclusions as to my capacity. I haveria laid a hand on the tass"' 

Geneva laughed delightedly. "So you didn't take her to bed? She said you wouldn't, but I thought perhaps she was only trying to avoid a beating. That's good; I couldn't possibly share a man with mv maid." 

He breathed heavily. Smashing her on the head with the shovel or throttling her were unfortunately out of the question. His inflamed temper slowly calmed. Outrageous she might be, but essentially powerless. She could scarcely force him to go to her bed. 

"Good day to ye, my lady"' he said, as polite1v as possible. He turned his back on her and began to shovel manure into the hollow roller. 

"If vou don't," she said sweetly, "I'll tell mv father you made impropef advances to me. He'll have the skin flayed off vour back." 

voyager                                     169

His shoulders hunched involuntarily. She couldn't possibly know. He had

[Icen careful never to take his shirt off in front of anyone since he came here. He turned carefully and stated down at her. The light of triumph was in her eye. 

,,Your father may not be so well acquent' with me," he said, "but he's kent you since ye were born. Tell him, and be damned to yel" 

She puffed up like a game cock, her face growing bright red with temper. ,,I,, that so?" she cried. "Well, look at this, then, and be damned to you!" chc reached into the bosom of her habit and pulled out a thick letter, which she waved under his nose. His sister's firm black hand was so familiar that a glimpse was enough. 
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"Give me that!" He was down off the wagon and after her in a flash, but she was too fast. She was up in the saddle before he could grab her, backing with the reins in one hand, waving the letter mockingly in the other. 

"Want it, do you?" 

"Yes, I want it! Give it to me!" He was so furious, he could easily have done her violence, could he get his hands on her. Unfortunately, her bay mare sensed his mood, and backed away, snorting and pawing uneasily. 

"I don't think so." She eyed him coquettishly, the red of ill temper fading from her face. 

"After all, it's really my duty to give this to my father, isn't it? He ought really to know that his servants are carrying on clandestine correspondences, shouldn't he? Is Jenny your sweetheart?" 

"You've read my letter? Ye filthy wee bitch!" 

"Such language," she said, wagging the letter reprovingly. "It's my duty to help my parents, by letting them know what sorts of dreadful things the servants are up to, isn't it? And I am a dutiful daughter, am I not, submitting to this marriage without a squeak?" She leaned forward on her pommel, smiling mockingly, and with a fresh spurt of rage, he realized that she was enjoying this very much indeed. 

11 1 expect Papa will find it very interesting reading," she said. "Especially the bit about the gold to be sent to Lochiel in France. Isn't it still considered treason to be giving comfort to the King's enemies? Tsk," she said, clicking her tongue roguishly. "How wicked." He thought he might be sick on the spot, from sheer terror. Did she have the faintest idea how many lives lay in that manicured white hand? His sister, Ian, their six children, all the tenants and families of Lallybroch-perhaps c'en the lives of the agents who carried messages arid money between Scot13nd and France, maintaining the precarious existence of the Jacobite exiles there. He swallowed, once, and then again, before he spoke. 

"All right," he said. A more natural smile broke out on tier face, and he reali;,cd bo,,v very young she was. Aye, well, and a wee adder's bite was as \'e"()Mous as an auld one's. I / U                      Diana Gabaldon

"I won't tell," she assured him, looking earnest. "I'll give you your letter back aftcrward, and I won't ever say what was in it. I promise." 

"Thank you." He tried to gather his wits enough to make a sensible plan. Scnslblc? Going into his master's house to ravish his daughter's maidenhood -at her request, He had never heard of a less sensible prospect. 

-AJ1 right," he said again. "We must be careful." With a feeling of dull horror, he felt himself being drawn into the role of conspirator with her. "Yes. Don't Nvorr,, I can arrange for my maid to be sent away, and the

footman drinks; he's always asleep before ten o'clock." 

"Arrange it, then," he said, his stomach curdling. "Mind ye choose a safe day, though." 

"A safe day?" She looked blank. 

"Sorrictime in the Nveek after ye've finished your courses," he said bluntly, "You're less likOl  to get wi' child then." 

"Oh." She blushed rosily at that, but looked at him with a new interest. They looked at each other in silence for a long moment, suddenly linked by the prospect of the future. 

"I'll send you word," she said at last, and wheeling her horse about, galloped away across the field, the mare's hooves kicking up spurts of the freshly spread manure. 
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Cursing fluently and silently, he crept beneath the row of larches. There wasn't much moon, which was a blessing. Six yards of open lawn to cross in a dash, and he was kneedeep in the columbine and germander of the flowerbed. He looked up the side of the house, its bulk looming dark and forbidding above him. Yes, there was the candle in the window, as she'd said. Still, he counted the windows carefully, to veri, it. Heaven help him if he chose the wrong room. Heaven help him if it was the right one, too, he thought grimly, and took a firm hold on the trunk of the huge gray creeper that covered this side of the house. 

The leaves rustled like a hurricane and the stems, stout as they were, creaked and bent alarmingly under his weight. There was nothing for it but to climb as swiftly as possible'and be ready to hurl himself off into the night if any of the windows should suddenly be raised. 

He arrived at the small balcony panting, heart racing, and drenched in sweat, despite the chilliness of the night. He paused a moment, alone beneath the faint spring stars, to draw breath. He used it to damn Geneva Dunsany once more, and then pushed open her door. She had been Nvaiting, and had plainly heard his approach up the ivy. She rose from the chaise where she had been sitting and came toward him, chill up, chestnut hair loose over her shoulders. 
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She was wearing a white nightgown of some sheer material, tied at the throat with a silk bow. The garment didn't look like the nightwear of a Iriodest young lady, and he realized with a shock that she was wearing her bridal-night apparel. 

"So you came." He heard the note of triumph in her voice, but also the faint quaver. So she hadn't been sure of him? 

"I hadn't much choice," he said shortly, and turned to close the French doors behind him. 

,,Will you have some wine?" Striving for graciousness, she moved to the table, ",here a decanter stood with two glasses. How had she managed that? he wondered. Still, a glass of something wouldn't come amiss in the present circumstances. He nodded, and took the full glass from her hand. 

He looked at her covertly as he sipped it. The nightdress did little to conceal her body, and as his heart gradually slowed from the panic of his ascent, he found his first fear-that he wouldn't be able to keep his half of the bargain-allayed without conscious effort. She was built narrowly, slimhipped and small-brcastcd, but most definitely a woman. Finished, he set down the glass. No point in delay, he thought. "The letter?" he said abruptly. 

"Afterward," she said, tightening her mouth. 

"Now, or I leave." And he turned toward the window, as though about to execute the threat. 

"Wait!" He turned back, but eyed her with ill-disguised impatience. "Don't you trust me?" she said, trying to sound winsome and charming. "No," lie said bluntly. She looked angry at that, and thrust out a petulant lower lip, but he merely looked stonily over his shoulder at her, still facing the window. 

110h, all right then," she said at last, with a shrug. Digging under the la'crs of embroidery in a sewing box, she unearthed the letter and tossed it onto the washing stand beside him. 
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He snatched it up and unfolded the sheets, to be sure of it. He felt a surge of mingled ftiry and relief at the sight of the violated seal, and Jenny's familiar hand within, neat and strong. 

'Wcll?" Geneva's voice broke in upon his reading, impatient. "Put that down and come here, Jamie. I'm ready." She sat on the bed, arms curled around her knees, lie stiffened, and turned a very cold blue look on her, over the pages in his hands. 

"You'll not use that name to me," he said. She lifted the pointed chin a trifle more and raised her plucked brows. 

'lot? It's yours. Your sister calls you so." 

He hesitated for a moment, then deliberately laid the letter aside, and bent his head to the laces of his breeches. 

172                    Diana Gabaldon

serve Ve propcrlv," he said, looking down at his working fingers, "for the sake of mN, own honor as a man, and yours as a woman. But"-he raised -iarrowed blue eves bored into hers--having brought me his head and the i

to vour bed by means of threats against my family, I'll not have ve call me by stood motionless, eves fixed on hers. At last she the name the), give me." He gave a vcrv small nod, and her eyes dropped to the quilt. 

She trac cd the pattern with a finger-can't "What must I call vou

,then?" she asked at last, it, a small voice. 

call vou MacKenzie!" 

T'               is mouth lifted slightly as he looked at her. She looked he corners of h her arms locked around her knees and quite small, huddled into herself with her head bowed. He sighed. 

,'Cafl me Alex, then. lt*s mv own uame as well." 

She nodded without speaking,, He      r hair fell forward in wings about her face, but lie could see the brief shine of her eyes as she peeped out from behind its cover. 

"It's all right," he said gruffly. "You can watch me." He pushed the loose breeches down, rolling the stockings off with them. He shook them out and folded them neatly over a chair before beginning to unfasten his shirt, conscious of her gaze, still shy, but now direct. Out of some idea of thoughtfulness, he turned to face her before removing the shirt, to spare her for a moment the sight of his back. 

"Oh!" The exclamation was soft, but enough to stop him. "Is something wrong?" he asked. 

"Oh, no . . . I mean, it's onty that I didn't expect             The hair swung forward again, but not before    he had seen the telltale reddening of her checks. 

"You've not seen a man naked bcfore" he guessed. The shiny brown head swaycd back and forth. 

she said doubtfully, "I have, only . . . it wasn't "Noo 1, 

"Welt, it usually isn't," he said matter-of-factly, sitting down on the bed beside her. "But if one is going to make love, it has to be, ve sec." 

"I see," she said, but still sounded doubtful. He tried to smile, to reassurc her. 

"Don't worrv. It doesna get any bigger. And it willia do anything strange, if ye Nvant to touch it." At least he hoped it wouldn't. Being naked, in such close proximity to a half-clad girl, was doing terrible things to his powers Of self-control. His traitorous, deprived anatomy didn't care a whit that she was a selfish, blackmailing tittle bitch. Perhaps
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fortunatelv, she declined his offer, shrinking back a little toward the wall, though her eyes stayed on him. 14C rubbed his chin dubiously. 

"Ho,,v much do you . . . I mean, have ve any idea how it's done? Her gaze was clear and guileless, though her cheeks flamed. 
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"WC11, like the horses, I suppose?" He nodded, but felt a pang, recalling h1s wedding night, when he too had expected it to be like horses. 

"Something like that," he said, clearing his throat. "Slower, though. more gentle," he added, seeing her apprehensive look. 

-0h. That's good. Nurse and the maids used to tell stories, about . . . nien, and, cr, getting married, and all . . . it sounded rather frightening." she swaflowed hard. "W-will it hurt much" She raised her head sudden1v and looked him in the eve

-I don't mind if it does," she said bravely, "it's only that I'd like to know what to expect." He felt an unexpected small liking for her. She might be spoilcd, selfish, and reckless, but there was some character to her, at )cast. Courage, to him, was no small virtue. 

"I think not," he said. "If I take my time to ready you"          If lie could take wi his time, amended his brain), "I think it ill be not much worse than a pinch." He reached out and nipped a fold of skin on her upper arm. She jumped and rubbed the spot, but smiled. 

"I can stand that."                         he assured her. "The next time it "It's only the first time it's like that," 

will be better."                                                                reachShe nodded, then after a moment's hesitation, edged toward him, 

ing out a tentative finger. 

"Nlay I touch you?" This time he really did laugh, though he choked the sound off quickly. 

"I think you'll have to, my lady, if I'm to do what you asked of me.,, She ran her hand slowly down his arm, so softly that the touch tickled, and his skin shivered in response. Gaining confidence, she let her hand circle his forearm, feeling the girth of it. 

"You're quite , 

, . big." He smiled, but stayed motionless, lating her Ckplore his body, at as much length as she might wish. He felt the muscles of his belly tighten as she stroked the length of one thigh, and ventured tentafiVely around the curve of one buttock. Her fingers approached the twisting, knotted line of the scar that ran the length Of his left thigh, but stopped short, 

"It's all right," he assured her, "It doesna hurt me anymore." She didn't repj.,, but drew two fingers slowtv along the length of the scar, exerting no PrcSSLirc. The questing hands, growing bolder, slid up over the rounded curves of his broad shoulders, slid down his back-and stopped dead. He closed his 'Yes and waited, following her movements by the shifting of weight on the ""Itrcss. She moved behind him, and was silent. Then there was a quivering s'911) and the hands touched him again, soft on his ruined back. 

"And VOU weren't afraid, when I said I'd have you flogged?" Her voice Wa, queerly hoarse, but he kept still, eyes closed. 
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"No," he said. "I am not much afraid of things, anymore." In fact, he was beginning to be afraid that he wouldn't be able to keep his hands off her, or to handle her with the
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necessary gentleness, when the time came. His balls ached with need, and he could feel his heartbeat, pounding in his temples. 

She got off the bed, and stood in front of him. He rose suddenly, startling her so that she stepped back a pace, but he reached out and rested his hands on her shoulders. 

"Mav I touch You, my lady?" The words were teasing, but the touch was not. She nodded, too breathless to speak, and his arms came around her. He held her against his chest, not moving until her breathing slowed. He

was conscious of an extraordinary mixture of feelings. He had never in his life taken a woman in his arms without some feeling of love, but there was nothing of love in this encounter, nor could there be, for her own sake. There was some tenderness for her youth, and pity at her situation. Rage at her manipulation of him, and fear at the magnitude of the crime he was about to commit. But overall there was a terrible lust, a need that clawed at his vitals and made him ashamed of his own manhood, even as he acknowledged its power. Hating himself, he lowered his head and cupped her face between his hands. He kissed her softly, briefly, then a bit longer. She was trembling against him as his hands undid the tic of her gown and slid it back off her shoulders. He lifted her and laid her on the bed. 

He lay beside her, cradling her in one arm as the other hand caressed her breasts, one and then the other, cupping each so she felt the weight and the warmth of them, even as he did. 

"A man should pay tribute to your body," he said softly, raising each nipple with small, circling touches. "For you are beautiful, and that is your right." She let out her breath in a small gasp, then relaxed under his touch. He took his time, moving as slowly as he could make himself do it, stroking and kissing, touching her lightly all over. He didn't like the girl, didn't want to be here, didn't want to be doing this, but-it had been more than three years since he'd touched a ,voman's body. He tried to gauge when she might be readicst, but how in hell could hc tell? She -,vas flushed and panting, but she simply lay there, like a piece of' porcelain on display. Curse the girl, could she not even give him a clue? 

He rubbed a trembling hand through his hair, trying to quell the surge of confused emotion that pulsed through him with each heartbeat. He was angry, scared, and most mightily roused, most of which feelings were of no great use to him now. He closed his eyes and breathed deeply, striving for calm, seeking for gentleness. No, of course she couldn't show him. She'd never touched a man before. Y . 6

1-javing forced him here, she was, with a damnable, unwanted, unwarranta[-)1C trust, leaving the conduct of the whole affair up to him! 

He touched the girl, gently, stroking her between the thighs. She didn't part thcm for him, but didn't resist. She was faintly moist there. Perhaps it votlld be all right now? 

"All right," he murmured to her. "Be still, mo chridbe." Murmuring what he hoped sounded like reassurances, he eased himself on top of her, and used his kticc to spread her legs. He felt her slight start at the heat of his body covcring her, at the touch of his cock, and he wrapped his hands in her hair to steadv her, still muttering things in soft Gaelic. He thought dimly that it was a good thing he was speaking Gaelic, as he ,N,,Is no longer paying any attention at all to what he was saying. Her small, hard breasts poked against his chest. 

11.11o *hean, "he murmured. 
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-Wait a minute," said Geneva. "I think perhaps

The effort of control made him dizzy, but he did it slowly, only easing himself the barest inch within. 

"Ooh!" said Geneva. Her eyes flew wide. "Uh," he said, and pushed a bit farther. 

"Stop it! It's too big! Take it out!" Panicked, Geneva thrashed beneath him. Pressed beneath his chest, her breasts wobbled and rubbed, so that his own nipples leapt erect in pinpoints of abrupt sensation. 

Her struggles were accomplishing by force what he had tried to do with gentleness. Halfdazed, he fought to keep her under him, while groping rriadlN, for something to say to calm her. 

"But-" he said. "Stop it!" 

"I-,, 

"Take it out!" she screamed. 

He clapped one hand over her mouth and said the only coherent thing he could think of. 

"No," he said definitelv, and shoved. 

What might have been a scream emerged through his fingers as a strangled "Eep!" Gcneva's eyes were huge and round, but dry. 

In for a penny, in for a pound. The saying'drifted absurdly through his hoad, leaving nothing in its wake but a jumble of incoherent alarms and a ruarked feeling of terrible urgency down be-ween them. There was precisely Olie thing he was capable of doing at this point, and he did it, his body ruthlessiv usurping control as it moved into the rhythm of its inexorable Paaan

It took no more than a few thrusts before the wave came down upon him, 'huriling down the length of his spine and erupting like a breaker striking
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rocks, sweeping away the last shreds of conscious thought that clung, barnaclc-like, to the remnants of his mind. 

He came to himself a moment later, lying on his side with the sound of his own heartbeat loud and slow in his ears. He cracked one eyelid, and saw the shimmer of pink skin in lamplight. He must see if he'd hurt her much, but God, not just this minute. He shut his eye again and merely breathed. 

"What . . . what are you thinking," The voice sounded hesitant, and a little shaken, but not hysterical. 

Too shaken himself to notice the absurdity of the question, he answered it with the truth. 

"I was wondering why in God's name men want to bed virgins." There was a long moment of silence, and then a tremulous intake of breath. 

"I'm sorry," she said in a small voice. "I didn't know it would hurt you too.), His eyes popped open in astonishment, and he raised himself on one elbow to find her looking at him like a startled fawn. Her face was pale, and she licked dry lips. 

"Hurt me?" he said, in blank astonishment. "It didna hurt me." "But"-shc frowned as her eyes traveled slowly down the length of his body-"I thought it must. You made the most terrible face, as though it hurt awfully, and you . . . you groaned like a-" 

"Aye, well," he interrupted hastily, before she could reveal any more unflattering observations of his behavior. "I didna mean . . . I mean that's just how men act, when they . 

. . do that," he ended lamely. 

Her shock was fading into curiosity. "Do all men act like that when thev're . . . doing that?" 
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"How should I-?" he began irritably, then stopped himself with a shudder, realizing that he did in fact know the answer to that. 

"Aye, they do," he said shortly. He pushed himself up to a sitting position, and brushed the hair back from his forehead. "Men are disgusting horrible beasts, just as your nurse told you. Have I hurt ye badly?" 

"I don't think so," she said doubtfully. She moved her legs experimentally. "It did hurt, just for a moment, like you said it would, but it isn't SO bad now." He breathed a sigh of relief as he saw that while she had bled, the stain oil the towel was slight, and she seemed not to be in pain. She reached tentativcly between her thighs and made a face of disgust. 

110oh!" she said. "It's all nasty and stickv!" 

The blood rose to his face in mingled outrage and embarrassment. "Here," lie muttered, and reached for a washcloth from the stand. She didn't take it, but opened her legs and arched her back sli.ghtiv, obviouslY expecting him to attend to the mess. He had a strong urge to stuff the rag
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her throat instead, but a glance at the stand where his letter lay stopped him. It was a bargain, after all, and she'd kept her part. 

Griluly, he wet the cloth and began to sponge her, but he found the trust \,.itjl \vhich she presented herself to him oddly moving. He carried out his Ininistrjtions quite gently, and found himself, at the end, planting a light kiss on the smooth slope of her belly. 

-Therc." "Thank you," she said. She moved her hips tentatively, and reached Out a hand to touch him. He didn't move, letting her fingers trail down his chest and tov with the deep indentation of his navel. The light touch hesitantlN descended. 

"You said . . . it would be better next time," she whispered. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath. It was a long time until the daNvn. 

"I expect it will," he said, and stretched himself once more beside her. 

"ja-cr, Alex?" 

He felt as though he had been drugged, and it was an effort to answer her. "My lady?" Her arms came around his neck and she nestled her head in the curve of his shoulder, breath warm against his chest. 

"I love you, Alex." 

With difficulty, he roused himself enough to put her away from him, holding her bv the shoulders and looking down into the gray cyes, soft as a doe's, 

"No," he said, but gently, shaking his head. "That's the       third rule. You may have no more than the one night. You may not call me by rny first name. And you may not love me." 

The gray eyes moistened a bit. "But if I can't help it?" 

"It isna love you feel now." He hoped he was right, for his sake as well as herown, ,It,s only the feeling I've roused in your body. It's strong, and it's good, but it isna the same thing as love." 

"What's the difference?" 

He rubbed his hands hard over his fac'c. She ii,ould be a philosopher, he thought wryly. He took a deep breath and blew it out before answering her. "Well, love's for onlv one person. This, what you feel from inc-ye can have that xvith any man', it's not particular." 
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0111V one person. He pushed the thought of Claire firmly away, and wearil, bcot jgujj to his work. 
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He landed heavily in the earth of the flowerbcd, not caring that he crushed several small and tender plants. He shivered. This hour before dawn was not only the darkest, but the coldest, as well, and his body strongly protested being required to rise from a warm, soft nest and venture into the chilly blackness, shielded from the icy air by no more than a thin shirt and breeks, 

He remembered the heated, rosy curve of the check he had bent to kiss before leaving. The shapes of her lingered, warm in his hands, curving his fingers in memory, even as he groped in the dark for the darker line of the stableyard's stone wall. Drained as he was, it was a dreadful effort to haul himself up and climb over, but he couldn't risk the creak of the gate awakening Hughes, the head groom. 

He felt his way across the inner yard, crowded with wagons and packed bales, ready for the journey of the Lady Geneva to the home of her new lord, following the wedding on Thursday next. At last he pushed open the stable door and found his way up the ladder to his loft. He lay down in the icy straw and pulled the single blanket over him, feeling empty of everything. 

I

By Misadventure

HELWATER JANUARY 1758

ppropriately enough, the weather was dark and stormy when the news reached Helwater. The afternoon exercise had been canceled, owing to the heavy downpour, and the horses were snug in A

their stalls below. The homely, peaceful sounds of munching and blowing rose up to the loft above, where Jamie Fraser reclined in a comfortable, haylined nest, an open book propped on his chest. 

It was one of several he had borrowed from the estate's factor, Mr. Gricvcs, and he was finding it absorbing, despite the difficulty of reading by, the poor light from the owl-slits beneath the eaves. 

Vy lips, which I threw in his way, so as that he could not escape kissing them, fix-d, fird and emboldend him: and nowglancing my eyes towards that part of his dress which coverd the essential object of enjoyment, I plainly discoverd the swell and commotion there; and as I was non, too far advancd to stop in so fair a way, and was indeed no longer able to contain myself, or wait the Slower progress of his maiden basbfulness, I stole my hand upon his thighs, down one of which I could both see and ftel a stiff hard body, confin'd by his breeches, that my fingers could discover no end to. 

"Oh, aye'," Jamie muttered skeptically. He raised his eyebrows and shifted himself on the hay. He had been aware that books like this existed, of course, but-with Jenny ordering the reading'matter at Lallybroch-had not encountcrcd one personally before. The type of mental engagement demanded Nvas somewhat different from that required for the works of Messieurs Defoe and Fielding, but he was not averse to variety. Its prodigious size made me shrink rtgain;yet I could not, witbout pleasure, behold, and even venturd to feel, such a            such a breadth of animated ivor  'y! perfectly well turnd andfashion'd, the Proud stiffness ofwhich distended 1 .is skin, whose smooth polish and

PDF Transform

PDF Transform

Y

Y

Y

er

Y

er

B

2

B

2

B

.0

B

.0

A

A

Click here to buy

Click here to buy

w

w

w

w

w . 

w

A B B YY.com

.A B BYY.com

1 so                        Diana Gabaldon

velvet softness might vie with that of the most delicate of our sex, and whose exquisite whiteness was not a little set off by a sprout of black curling hair round the root; then the broad and bluetsh casted incarnate of the head, and blue serpentines of its veins, altogether compos'd the most striking assemblage offigures and colors in nature. In short, it stood an object of terror and delight! 

Jamie glanced at his own crotch and snorted briefly at this, but flipped the page, the crash of thunder outside meriting no more than a twinge of his attention. He was so absorbed that at first he fAed to hear the noises down below, the sound of voices drowned in the heavy rush and beat of the rain on the planks a few feet above his head. 

"MacKenzie!" The repeated stentorian bellow finally penetrated his awareness, and he rolled hastily to his feet, quickly straightening his clothes as he went toward the ladder. 

"Aye?" He thrust his head over the edge of the loft to see Hughes, just opening his mouth for another bellow. 

"Oh, there lee are." Hughes shut his mouth, and beckoned with one gnarled hand, wincing as he did so. Hughes suffered mightily from rheumatics in damp weather; he had been riding out the storm snug in the small chamber beside the tack room, where he kept a bed and a jug of crudely distilled spirits. The aroma was perceptible from the loft, and grew substantially stronger as Jamie descended the ladder. 

"You're to help ready the coach to drive Lord Dunsany and Lady Isobel to Ellesmere," Hughes told him, the moment his foot touched the flags of the stable floor. The old man swayed alarmingly, hiccuping softly to himself. 

"Now? Are ye daft, man? Or just drunk?" He glanced at the open halfdoor behind Hughes, which seemed a solid sheet of streaming water. Even as he looked, the sky beyond lit up with a sudden flare of lightning that threw the mountain bevond into sudden sharp relief. just as suddenly, it disappeared, leaving its afterimage printed on his retina, He shook his head to clear the image, and saw Jeffries, the coachman, making his way across the yard, head bowed against the force of wind and water, cloak clutched tight about him. So it wasn't only a drunken fancy of Hughes's. 

"Jeffries needs help wi' the horses!" Hughes was forced to lean close and shout to be heard over the noise of the storm. The smell of rough alcohol was staggering at close distance. 

"Aye, but why? Why must Lord Dunsany-ah, feckit!" The head grooni's eyes were rcdrimmed and bleary; clearly there was no sense to be got out Of him. Disgusted, Jamie pushed past the man and mounted the ladder two rungs at a time. 

A moment to wrap his own worn cloak about him, a moment more to thrust the book he had been reading under the hav-stable lads were W

. Y a g V I                              1 8 1

rC,pcctcrs of propcrty-and he was slithering down the ladder again, and out jilto the roar of the storm. 

it was a hellish Journey. The wind screamed through the pass, striking the 1,11kv coach and threatening to overturn it at any moment. Perched aloft t,cside Jeffries, a cloak was little protection against the driving rain; still less ,vas it a help when he was forced to dismount-as he did every few minutes, it scenied-and put his shoulder to the wheel to free the miserable contrivancc from the clinging grip of a mudhole. 
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Still, he scarcely noticed the physical inconvenience of the journey, prcoccupied as he was with the possible reasons for it. There couldn't be inany niatters of such urgency as to force an old man like Lord Dunsany outside on a day like this, let alone over the rutted road to Ellesmere. Some word had come from Ellesmere, and it could only concern the Lady Geneva or her child. 

Hearing through the servants' gossip that Lady Geneva was due to be deliverd in January, h! had counted quickly backward, cursed Geneva Dunsany once more, and then said a has", prayer for her safe delivery. Since then, he had done his best not to think about it. He had been with her only three days before her wedding; he couldn't be sure. A Nveck before, Lady Dunsany had gone to Ellesmere to be with her daughter. Since then, she had sent daily messengers home, to fetch the dozen things she had forgotten to take and must have at once, and each of them, upon arrival at Helwatcr, had reported "No news yet." Now there 'as news, and it was plainly bad. 

Passing back toward the front of the coach, after the latest battle with the niud, he saw the Lady Isobel's face peering out from beneath the isinglass sheet that covered the window. 

"Oil, MacKenzie!" she said, her face contorted in fear and distress. "Please, is it much farther?" 

He leaned close to shout in her car, over the gurgle and rush of the gullics r(Miling down both sides of the road. 

"Jeffries says it's four mile yet, milady! Two hours, maybe." If the damncd alid hell-bcnt coach didn't tip itself and its hapless passengers off the Ashncss hridge into Watcridlath Tarn, he added silently to himself. 

Isobel nodded her thanks, and lowered the window, but not before he had Sect, that the wetness upon her checks was due as much to tears as to the rain. The snake of anxicty wrapped round his heart slithered lower, to twist ,n his guts. 

It Was closer to three hours by the time the coach rolled at last into the OLirtyarcl at Ellesmere. Without hesitation, Lord Dunsany leapt down and, 
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scarcely pausing to give his younger daughter an arm, hurried into the house. It took nearly another hour to unharness the team, rub down the horses, wash the cakedon mud from the coach's whecls, and put everything away in Ellesmere's stables. Numb with cold, fatigue, and hunger, he and Jeffries sought refuge and sustenance in Ellesmere's kitchens. 

"Poor fellows, you're gone right blue wi' the cold," the cook observed. "Sit ve down   Iere, and I'll soon 'ave yet a hot bite." A sharp-faced, spareframed woman, her figure belied her skill, for ,vithin minutes, a huge, savoury omelet was laid before them, garnished with liberal amounts of bread and butter, and a small pot of jam. 

"Fair, quite fair," Jeffries pronounced, casting an appreciative eye on the spread. He winked at the cook. "Not as it wouldn' go down easier wi' a drop o' something to pave the way, eh? You look the sort would have mercy on a pair o' poor half-frozen chaps, wouldn't ye, darlin'?" 

Whether it was this piece of Irish persuasion or the sight of their dripping, steaming clothes, the argument had its effect, and a bottle of cooking brandy made its appearance next to the peppermill. Jeffries poured a large tot and drank it off without hesitation, smacking his lips. 
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"Ah, that's more like! Here, boyo." He passed the bottle to Jamie, then settled himself comfortably to a hot meat and gossip with the female servants. "Well, then, what's to do here? Is the babe born yet?" 

"Oh, yes, last night!" the kitchen maid said eagerly. "We were up all night, with the doctor comin', and fresh sheets and towels called for, and the house all topsle-turvy. But the babe's the least of it!" 

"Now, then," the cook broke in, frowning censoriously. "There's too much work to be standin' about gossiping. Get yer on, Mary Arin-up to the study, and see if his Lordship'll be wantin' anything else served now." 

Jamie, wiping his plate with a slice of bread, observed that the maid, far from being abashed at this rebuke, departed with alacrity, causing him to deduce that something of considerable interest was likely transpiring in the study. 

The undivided attention of her audience thus obtained, the cook allowed herself to be persuaded into imparting the gossip with no more than a token demur. 

"Well, it started some months ago, when the Lady Geneva started to show, poor thing. His Lordship'd been nicer than pie to 'er, ever since they was married couldn't do enough for

'er, anything she wanted ordered fron, Lunnon, always askin' was she warm enough, 'ad she what she wanted to cat -fair dotin', 'is Lordship was. But then, when 'e found she was with child!" The cook paused, to screw up her face portentously. Jamie wanted desperatelv to know about the child; what was it, and ho* did it fare, There seemed no way to hurry the woman, though, so he com' 
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posed his face to look as interested as possible, leaning forward cncourag-why, the shouting, and the carrryings-on!" the cook said, throwing up her hands in dismayed illustration, " 'im shoutin', and 'er cryin', and the both of 'em stampin' up and down and slammin' doors, and 'im callin' 'er

11,11nes as isn't fit to be used in a stableyard-and so I told Mary Nun, when 71

she told me. . . . 

"Was his lordship not pleased about the child, then"' Jamie interrupted. The oniclet was settling into a hard lump somewhere under his breastbone. He took another gulp of brandy, in hopes of dislodging it. 

The cook turned a bright, birdlike eye on him, eyebrow cocked in appreciation at his intelligence. "Well, you'd think as 'e would be, wouldn't yer,' But no indeed! Far from it," she added with emphasis. 

-Whv not?" said Jeffries, oniv mildly interested. 

'F said," the cook said, dropping her voice in aNvc at the scandalousness of the information, "as the child wasn't 'is!" 

Jeffries, well alorig,,vith his second glass, snorted in contemptuous amusemcnt. "Old goat with a young gel? I should think it like enough, but how on earth would his Lordship know for sure whose the spawn was' Could be his as much as anyone's, couldn't it, with only her ladyship's word to go bN, h,' 

The cook's thin mouth stretched in a bright, malicious smile. "Oh, I don't sa, as 'e'd know whose it was, now-but there's one sure way 'e'd know it Wasn't 'is, now isn't there?" 
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Jeffries stared at the cook, tilting back on his chair. "What?" he said. "You mean to tell me his Lordship's incapable?" A broad grin at this juicy thought split Ills Nvcathcrbeaten face. Jamie felt the omelet rising, and hastily gulped More brandv. 

"wC11, I couldn't say, I'm sure." The cook's mouth assumed a prim line, the', split asunder to add, "though the chambermaid did say as the sheets she took off the weddin' bed was as white as when they'd gone on, to be sure." 

It was too inuch. Interrupting Jeffries's delighted cackle, Jamie set down his glass with a thump, and bluntly said, "Did the child live?" 

The cook and Jeffries both stared in astonishment, but the cook, after a "'ol"Clit's startlement, nodded in answer. 

"Oil, 'es, to be sure. Fine 'ealthy little lad, 'e is, too, or so I 'car. I thought You kilew a'rcady. It's 'is mother that's dead." 

That bl Lint statement struck the kitchen with silence. Even Jeffries was still f'3r,' 

Moment, sobered by death. Then he crossed himself quickly, muttered, "ClOd rest her soul," and swallowed the rest of his brandy. 

Jamie could feel his own throat burning, whether with brandv or tears, he 184                         Diana Gabaldon

could not say. Shock and grief choked him like a ball of yarn wedged it, gullet; he could barely manage to croak, "When?" 

"This morning," the cook said, wagging her head mourriftilly. "        just noon, poor girl. They thought for a time as she'd be all right, after the was born; Mary Ann said she was sittin' up, holdin' the wee thing laughin'." She sighed heavily at the thought. "But then near dawn, started to bleed again bad. They called back the doctor, and he came could be, but-" The door slamming open interrupted her. It was Mary Ann, eyes under her cap, gasping with excitement and exertion. 

"Your master wants you!" she blurted out, eyes flicking between j and the coachman. "The both of ye, at once, and oh, sir"-she nodding at Jeffries-"he says for God's sake, to bring your pistols!" 

The coachman exchanged a glance of consternation with Jamie, then I to his feet and dashed out, in the direction of the stables. Like most co men, he carried a pair of loaded pistols beneath his seat, against the possi ity of highwaymen. 

It would take Jeffries a few minutes to find the arms, and longer waited to check that the priming had not been harmed by the wet wea Jamie rose to his feet and gripped the dithering maidservant by the ar "Show me to the study," he said. "Now!" The sound of raised voices would have led him there, once he had rea the head of the stair. Pushing past Mary Ann without ceremony, he p for a moment outside the door, uncertain whether he should enter at o or wait for Jeffries. 

"That you can have the sheer heartless effrontery to make such ac tions!" Dunsany was saying, his old man's voice shaking with rage and tress. "And my poor lamb not cold in her bed! You blackguard, y0ou troon! I will not suffer the child to stay a single night under your r0

"The little bastard stays here!" Ellesmere's voice rasped hoarsely. It have been apparent to a far less experienced observer that his Lordship well the worse for drink. "Bastard that he is, he's my heir, and he stays me! He's bought and paid for, and if his dam was a whore, at least she me a bov.-PDF Transform
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"Damn you!" Dunsany's voice had reached such a pitch of shrillness it was scarcely more than a squeak, but the outrage in it was clear non less. "Bought? You-you-you dare to suggest . . ." 

"I don't suggest." Ellesmere's voice was still hoarse, but under control. "You sold me your daughter-and under false pretenses, I add," the hoarse voice said sarcastically. "I paid thirty thousand poun virgin of good name. The first condition wasn't met, and I take 1C

doubt the second." The sound of liquid being poured came throu door, followed by the scrape of a glass across a wooden tabletop. 
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N*oUld suggest that your burden of spirits is already excessive, sir," DL1nsa1jN1 said. His voice shook with an obvious attempt at mastery of his

,  , I can onIv attribute the disgusting slurs vou have cast upon my enlotionsdaughter's PUrity to your apparent intoxication. That being so, I shall take ,it, grandson, and go." 

"Oh, votirgrandson, is it?" Ellesmere's voice was slurred and sneering. ,,you secin damned sure of your daughter's 'purity.' Sure the brat isn't , she said-" 

,ours., He broke off with a cry of astonishment, accompanied by a crash. Not daring to

\Vait longer, Jarnic plunged through the door, to find Ellesmere and Lord 1xinsany entangled on the hearthrug, rolling to and fro in a welter of coats and limbs, both heedless of the fire behind them. 

He took a moment to appraise the situation, then, seizing a fortuitous opcnitig, reached into the fray and snatched his employer upright. 

"Be still, in\, lord," he muttered in Dunsany's car, dragging him back from Ellesmere's gasping form. Then, "Give over, ye auld fool!" he hissed, as Dunsany Nvcnt on mindlessly struggling to reach his opponent. Ellesmere

1vas almost as old as Dunsany, but more strongly built and clearly in better health, despite his drunkenness. 

The Earl staggered to his feet, balding hair disheveled and bloodshot eyes glaring fixedly at Dunsany. He wiped his spittle-flecked mouth with the back of his hand, fat shoulders heaving. 

"Fifth," lie said, almost conversationally. "Lay hands . . . on me, would vou?" Still gasping for breath, he lurched toward the bell rope. 

It was by no means certain that Lord Dunsany would stay on his feet, but there was no time to worry about that. Jamie let go of his employer, and lunged for Ellesmere's groping hand. 

"No, in\, lord," he said, as respectfully as possible. Holding Ellesmere in a crude bcarleading embrace, he forced the heavyset Earl back across the room. "I think it would be . . . unwise . . . to involve your . . . ser'arits." Grunting, he pushed Ellesmere into a chair. 

"Best stay there, in), lord." Jeffries, a drawn pistol in each hand, advanced 'arily into the room, his darting glance divided between Ellesmere, struggling to rise from the depths of

'the armchair, and Lord Dunsany, who clung precariousiv to a table edge, his aged face white as paper. 

Jeffries glanced at Dunsany for instructions, and seeing none forthcoming, mstincti\,cl, looked to Jamie. Jamie was conscious of a monstrous irritation; N\-hy should lie be expected to deal with this imbroglio? Still, it was important that the Hcl\\,ater party
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remove themselves from the premises with all haste. stepped t'()rxN,aj-d and took Dunsany by the arm. 

Let us go 11mv, niv lord," he said. Detaching the wilting Dunsany from the table, Ile tried to edge the tall old nobleman toward the door. just at this MOMent   of escape, though, the door was blocked. 

. - . - . U "I a 011

"William?" Lady Dunsany's round face, splotched with the marks of reent grief, showed a sort of dult bewilderment at the scene In the study. in her arms was what looked like a large, untidy bundle of washing. She lifted this in a movement of vague inquiry. "The maid said you wanted me to bring the baby. What-" A roar from Ellesmere interrupted her. Heedless of the pointing pistols, the Earl sprang from his chair and shoved the gawking Jeffries out of the way. 

"He's mine!" Knocking Lady Dunsany roughly against the paneling, Ellesmere snatched the bundle from her arms. Clutching it to his bosom, the Earl retreated toward the window. He glared at Dunsany, panting like a cornered beast. 

"Mine, d'ye hear?" 

The bundle emitted a loud shriek, as if in protest at this asseveration, and Dunsany, roused from his shock by the sight of his grandson in Ellesmere's arms, started forward, his features contorted in fury. 

"Give him to me!" 

"Go to hell, you codless scut!" With an unforeseen agility, Ellesmere dodged away from Dunsany. He flung back the draperies and cranked the window open with one hand, clutching the walling child with the other. 

"Get-out-of-my-house!" he panted, gasping with each revolution that edged the casement wider. "Go! Now, or I'll drop the little bastard, I swear I will!" To mark his threat, he thrust the yelling bundle toward the sill, and the empty dark where the wet stones of the courtyard waited, thirty feet below. 

Past all conscious thought or any fear of consequence, Jamie Fraser acted on the instinct that had seen him through a dozen battles. He snatched one pistol from the transfixed Jeffries, turned on his heel, and fired in the same motion. 

The roar of the shot struck everyone silent. Even the child ceased to scream. Ellesmere's face went quite blank, thick eyebrows raised in question. Then he staggered, and Jamie leapt forward, noting with a sort of detached clarity the small round hole in the baby's trailing drapery, where the pistol ball had passed through it. 

He stood then rooted on the hearthrug, heedless of the fire scorching the backs of his legs, of the stilt-heaving body of Ellesmere at his feet, of the regular, hysterical shrieks of Lady Dunsany, piercing as a peacock's. 14C stood, eyes tight closed, shaking like a leaf, unable either to move or tO think, arms wrapped tight about the shapeless, squirming, squawking bundlf that contained his son. 

"I wish to speak to MacKenzie. Alone." 

Lady Dunsany looked distinctly out of place in the stable. Small, plumP, Voyager                                    187

and impeccable in black linen, she looked like a china ornament, removed fr,,111 its spot of cherished safety on the mantelpiece, and in imminent and ,,,nstant peril of breakage, here in this world of tough animals and unshaven
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17jen, 

ylughes, with a glance of complete astonishment at his mistress, bowed and tugged at his forelock before retreating to his den behind the tack room, Icaving MacKenzie face-to-face with her, 

Close to, the impression of fragility was heightened by the paleness of her face, touched faintly with pink at the corners of nose and eyes. She looked )ikc a very small and dignified rabbit, dressed in mourning. Jamie felt that he should ask her to sit down, but there was no place for her to sit, save on a pI)e of hav or an upturned barrow. 

-The coroner's court met this morning, MacKenzie," she said. 

"Aye, milady." He had known that-they all had, and the other grooms bad kept their distance from him all morning. Not out of respect; out of the dfcad for one who suffers from a deadly disease. Jeffries knew what had happened in the drawing room at Ellesmere, and that meant all the servants knew. But no one spoke of it. 

"The verdict of the court was that the Earl of Ellesmere met his death by inisadventure. The coroner's theory is that his lordship was-distraught"she made a faint moix of distaste"oNcr my daughter's death." Her voice quivcred faintly, but did not break. The fragile Lady Dunsany had borne up rfluch better beneath the tragedy than had her husband; the servants' rumor had it that his lordship had not risen from his bed since his return from Flicsmere. 

"Aye, milady?" Jeffries had been called to give evidence. MacKenzie had not. So far as the coroner's courtwas concerned, the groom MacKenzie had never set foot on Ellesmere. Lady Dunsany's eyes met his, straight on. They were a pale bluish-grccn, like her daughter Isobel's, but the blond hair that glowed on Isobel was faded on her mother, touched with white strands that shone silver in the sun from the open door of the stable, 

"We are grateful to you, MacKenzie," she said quietly. "Thank ye, milady." 

"Very grateful," she repeated, still gazing at him intently, "MacKenzie Isn't your real name, is it?" she said suddenly. 

"No, milady." A sliver of ice ran dok,,,n his spine, despite the warmth of $e afternoon svin on his shoulders. How much had the Lady Geneva told er mother before her death? 

She seemed to feet his stiffening, for the edge of her mouth lifted in what ,1e thought was meant as a smile of reassurance. 

"I think I need not ask what it is, just yet," she said. "But I do have a 'question for you. MacKenzie-do you want to go home?" 

188                        Diana Gabaldon

"Home?" He repeated the word blankly. 

"To Scotland." She was watching him intently. "I know who you are," she said. "Not your name, but that you're one of John's Jacobite prisoners. My husband told me." Jamie watched her warily, but she didn't seem upset; no more so than would be natural in a woman who has just lost a daughter and gained a grandson, at least. 

"I hope you will forgive the deception, milady," he said. "His Lordship-" 

"Wished to save me distress," Lady Dunsany finished for him. "Yes, know. William worries too much." Still, the deep line between her brows relaxed a bit at the thought of her husband's concern. The sight, with its underlying echo of marital devotion, gave him a faint and unexpected pang. 
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"We are not rich-you will have gathered that from Ellesmere's remarks," Lady Dunsany went on. "Helwater is rather heavily in debt. My grandson, however, is now the possessor of one of the largest fortunes in the county." 

There seemed nothing to say to this but "Aye, milady?" though it made him feel rather like the parrot who lived in the main salon. He had seen it as he crept stealthily through the flowerbeds at sunset the day before, taking the chance of approaching the house while the family were dressing for dinner, in an attempt to catch a glimpse through a window of the new Earl of Ellesmere. 

"We are very retired here," she went on. "We seldom visit London, and my husband has little influence in high circles. But-" 

"Aye, milady?" He had some inkling by now of where her ladyship was heading with this roundabout conversation, and a feeling of sudden excitemerit hollowed the space beneath his ribs. 

"John-Lord John Grey, that is-comes from a family with considerable influence. His stepfather is-well, that's of no consequence." She shrugged, the small black-lincn shoulders dismissing the details. 

"The point is that it might be possible to exert sufficient influence on your behalf to have you released from the conditions of your parole, so that you might return to Scotland. So I have come to ask you-do you want to 90 home, MacKenzie?" 

He felt quite breathless, as though someone had punched him very hard it, the stomach. Scotland. To go away from this damp, spongy atmosphere, set foot on that forbidden road and walk it with a free, long stride, up into the crags and along the deer trails, to feel the air clearing and sharpening with the scent Of gorse and heather. To go home! 

To be a stranger no longer. To go away from hostility and loneliness, come down into Lallybroch, and see his sister's face light with joy at the sight Of Voyager                                    189

hin', feel her arms around his waist, Ian's hug about his shoulders and the pum,neling, grasping clutch of the children's hands, tugging at his clothes. 

To go away, and never to see or hear of his own child again. He stared at Lad T Dunsany, his face quite blank, so that she should not guess at the turmoil her offer had caused within him. 

He had, at last, found the baby yesterday, lying asleep in a basket near the Mirscry winclow on the second floor. Perched precariously on the branch of a huge Norway spruce, he had strained his eyes to see through the screen of needles that hid him. The child's face had been visible only in profile, one fat cheek resting on its ri-Iffled shoulder. Its cap had slipped awry, so he could sce the smooth, arching curve of the tiny skull, lightly dusted with a pale gold fuzz. 

"Thank God it isn't red," had been his first thought, and he had crossed himself in reflexive thanksgiving. 

"God, he's so small!" had been his second, coupled with an overwhelming urge to step through the window and pick the boy up. The smooth, beautifully shaped head would just fit, resting in the palm of his hand, and he could feel in memory the small squirming body that he had held so briefly to his heart. 

"You're a strong laddie," he had whispered. "Strong and braw and bonny. But my God, you are so small!" 
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Lady Dunsany was waiting patiently. He bowed his head respectfully to her, not knowing whether he was making a terrible mistake, but unable to do otherwise. 

"I thank vc, milady, but-I think I shall not go . . . just yet." One pale eyebrow quivered slightly, but she inclined her head to him with equal grace. 

"As you wish, MacKenzie. You have only to ask." 

She turned like a tiny clockwork figure and left, going back to the world of I-IcINvater, a thousand times more his prison now than it had ever been. 

Voyager
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o his extreme surprise, the next few years were in many W, among the happiest of Jamie Fraser's life, aside from the ye his marriage. 

T

Relieved of responsibility for tenants, followers, or anyone at all beyoA himself and the horses in his charge, life was relatively simple. While 4 coroner's court had taken no notice of him, Jeffries had let slip enoul about the death of Ellesmere that the other servants treated him with dis

t4

respect, but did not presume on his company.                                   A I He had enough to eat, sufficient clothes to keep warm and decent, and occasional discreet letter from the Highlands reassured him that similar col. clitions obtained there. 

One unexpected benefit of the quiet life at Hclwater was that he somehow resumed his odd half-friendship with Lord John Grey. The M had, as promised, appeared once each quarter, staying each time for a days to visit with the Dunsanys. He had made no attempt to gloat, thou' or even to speak with Jamie, beyond the barest formal inquiry. Very slowly, Jamie had realized all that Lady Dunsany had implied, in offer to have him released. "John-Lord John Grey, that is-comes fro familv with considerable influence. His stepfather is-well, that's of no sequence," she had said. It was of consequence, though. It had not been Majesty's pleasure that had brought him here, rather than condemning to the perilous ocean crossing and near-slavcry in America; it had been Grey's influence. And he had not done it for revenge or from indecent motives, for he I               c' gloated, made no advances; never said anything beyond the most            orn'n place civilities. No, he had brought Jamie here because it was the best could do; unable simplv to release him at the time, Grey had done his be case the conditions of captivitv bv giving him air, and light, and hor

It took sonic effort, but he did it. When Grey next appeared in the st yard on his quarterly visit, Jamie had waited until the Major was admiring the conformation of a big sorrel gelding. He had come. to beside Grey, leaning on the fence. They watched the horse in silence several minutes. 

,,,Cing's pawn to king four," Jamie said quietly at last, not looking at the nia beside hirn. He felt the other's start of surprise, and felt Grey's eyes on him, but didn't turn his head. Then lie felt the creak of the wood beneath his forearm as Grc,, turned back, leaning on the fence again. 

's knight to queen bishop three," Grev replied, his voice a little Queen huskier than usual. 

since then, Grey had come to the stables during each visit, to spend an N,Cning pcrched on Jamie's crude stool, talking. They had no chessboard and seldom plaved verbally, but the
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latc-night conversations continuedJamie's 0111\ connection with the world bevond HeINvatcr, and a small pleasure to \,hiIch both of them looked forwar.d once each quarter. 

Abo\,c everything else, he had Willie. Helwater was dedicated to horses; c%,cn before the boy could stand solidly on his feet, his grandfather had him propp d on a pony to be led round the paddock. By the time Willie was three, he \Nus riding bN himself-under the watchful eye of MacKenzie, the groom. 

Willie was a strong, courageous, bonny little lad. He had a blinding smile, and could charm birds from the trees if he liked. He was also remarkably spoilt. As the ninth Earl of Ellesmere and the only heir to both Ellesmere and HeINvatcr, with neither mother nor father to keep him under control, he ran roughshod over his doting grandparents, his Voung aunt, and everv servant in the place-except MacKenzie. 

And that was a near thing. So far, threats of not allowing the bov to help him with the horses had sufficed to quash Willie's worst excesses in the stables, but sooner or later, threats alone were not going to be sufficient, and MacKenzie the groom found himself wondering just what was going to happen when he finally lost his own control and clouted the wee fiend. 

As a lad, lie would himself have been beaten senseless by the nearest male relative Nvithi n earshot, had he ever dared to address a woman the wav he had heard Willie speak to his aunt and the maidservants, and the .mpulse to haul Willie into a deserted box stall and attempt to correct hils manners was ,ncreasingh, frequent. 

Still, forIthe most part, he had nothing but joy in Willie. The boy adored XlacKenzic, and as he grew older would spend h  Iours in his company, riding Or, the huge draft horses as they pulled the heavy roller through the high fields, and perched precariouslv on the hay wagons as thcv came down from the upper Pastures In summer. 

There was a threat to this peaceful existence, though, which grew greater With each passing month. Ironically, the threat came from Willie himself, and Was one lie Could not help. 

"Vhat 1 handsome little lad lie is, to be sure! And such a lovclv little rider! ) It Was Lady Grozicr who spoke, standing on the veranda with' Ladv

192                   Diana Gabaldon

Dunsany to admire Willie's peregrinations on his pony around the edge of the lawn. Willie's grandmother laughed, eyeing the boy fondly. "Oh, yes.     He loves his pony. We have a terrible time getting him even to come indoors for meals. And he's even more fond of his groom. We joke sometimes that he spends so much time with MacKenzie that he's even starting to look like MacKenzie! 

Lady Grozier, who had of course paid no attention to a groom, now glanced in MacKenzie's direction. 

"Why, you're right!" she exclaimed, much amused. "Just look; Willie's got just that same cock to his head, and the same set to his shoulders! How funny!" Jamie bowed respectftilly to the ladies, but felt cold sweat pop out on his face. He had seen this coming, but hadn't wanted to believe the resemblance was sufficiently pronounced as to be visible to anyone but himself. Willie as a baby had been fat and
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pudding-faced, and resembled no one at all. As he had grown, though, the pudginess had vanished from cheeks and chin, and while his nose was still the soft snub of childhood, the hint of high, broad cheekbones was apparent, and the slaty-blue eyes of babyhood had grown dark blue and clear, thickly fringed with sooty lashes, and slightly slanted in appearance. 

Once the ladies had gone into the house, and he could be sure no one was watching, Jamie passed a hand ftirtively over his own features. Was the resemblance truly that great? 

Willie's hair was a soft middle brown, with just a tinge of his mother's chestnut gleam. And those large, translucent carssurely his own didn't stick out like that? 

The trouble was that Jamie Fraser had not actuafly seen himself clearly for several years. Grooms did not have looking glasses, and he had sedulously avoided the company of the maids, who might have provided him with one. 

Moving to the watering trough, he bent over it, casually, as though inspecting one of the water striders that skated over its surface. Beneath the wavering surface, flecked with floating bits of hay and crisscrossed by the dimpling striders, his own face stared up at him. 

He swallowed, and saw the reflection's throat move. It was by no means a complete resemblance, but it was definitely there. More in the set and shape of the head and shoulders, as Lady Grozier had observed-but most definitely the eyes as well. Fraser eyes; his father, Brian, had had them and his sister, Jenny, as well. Let the boy's bones go on pressing through his skin; let the child-snub nose grow long and straight, and the cheekbones still broader -and anyone would be able to see it. 

The reflection in the trough vanished as he straightened up, and stood7 staring blindly at the stable that had been horne for the last several years. It

voyager

-as July and the sun was hot, but     made no impression on the chill that 1uiiibcd his fingers and sent a shiver up his back. 

It Nas time to speak to Ladv Dunsanv. 

By the middle of September, everything had been arranged. The pardon had been procured; John Grey had brought it the day before. Jamie had a sniall amount of money saved, enough for traveling expenses, and Lady DUtisany had given him a decent horse. The onIv thing that remained was t' 

0

bid farewell to his acquaintances at Hclwatcr-and Willie. 

"I shall be leaving tomorrow." Jamie spoke matter-of-factly, not taking his cyes off the bay mare's fetlock. The horny growth he was filing flaked awaN, leaving a dust of coarse black shavings on the stable floor. 

"NVhcre are you going? To Derwentwater? Can I come with you?" Williain, Viscount Dunsany, ninth Earl of Ellesmere, hopped down from the cd9c of the box stall, landing with a thump that made the bay mare start and siiort. 

'.'Don't do that," Jamie said automatically. "Have I not told ve to move quiet near Milly? 

She's skittish." 

'1Vhy."' "You'd be skittish, too, if I squeezed your knee." One big hand darted out and pinched the muscle just above the boy's knee. Willie squeaked and jerked back, giggling. 

"Can I ride Millyflower when you're done, Mac?" 

"No," Jamie answered patiently, for the dozenth time that day. "I've told ,e a thousand times, she's too big for ye yet." 

PDF Transform

PDF Transform

Y

Y

Y

er

Y

er

B

2

B

2

B

.0

B

.0

A

A

Click here to buy

Click here to buy

w

w

w

w

w . 

w

A B B YY.com

.A B BYY.com

"But I want to ride her!" 

Jamie sighed but didn't answer, instead moving around to the other side Of Milles Flcurs and picking up the left hoof. 

"I said I want to ride Milly!" "I heard ye." 

"Then saddle her for mel Right now"' 

I'lle ninth Earl of Ellesmere had his chin thrust out as far as it would go, .but the dcfiant look in 'his eye was tempered with a certain doubt as he Jamie's cold blue gaze. Jamie set the horse's hoof down slowly, 

Iu,t as slowly stood up, and drawing himself to his full height of six feet four, Put his hands on his hips, looked down at the Earl, three feet six, aia said, very softIv "No

'Yes!" Willie stamped his foot on the ay-strcwn floor. "You have to do what I tell vou!,, 

""so, I don't." vou do!" 

No, I - - ." Shaking his head hard enough to make the red hair fly 194
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about his cars, Jamie pressed his lips tight together, then squatted down it, front of the boy. 

"See here," he said, "I havena got to do what ye say, for I'm no longer going to be groom here. I told ye, I shall be leaving tomorrow.,, 

Willie's face went quite blank with shock, and the freckles on his nose stood out dark against the fair skin. 

"You can't!" he said. "You can't leave." "I have to." 

"No!" The small Earl clenched his jaw, which gave him a truly startling resemblance to his paternal great-grandfather. Jamie thanked his stars that no one at Hclwater had likely ever seen Simon Frascr, Lord Lovat. "I won't let you go!" 

"For once, my lord, ye have nothing to say about it," Jamie replied firmly, his distress at leaving tempered somewhat by finally being allowed to speak his mind to the boy. 

"If you leave         Willie looked around helplessly for a threat, and spotted one easily to hand. "If you leave," he repeated more confidently, "I'll scream and shout and scare all the horses, so there!" 

"Make a peep, ye little fiend, and I'll smack ye a good one!" Freed from his usual reserve, and alarmed at the thought of this spoiled brat upsetting the highly-strung and valuable horses, Jamie glared at the boy. 

The Earl's eves bulged with rage, and his face went red. He took a deep breath, then whirled and ran down the length of the stable, shrieking and waving his arms. Milles Fleurs, already on edge from having her hoofs fiddled with, reared and plunged, neighing loudly. Her distress was echoed by kicks and highpitched whinnying from the box stalls nearby, where Willie was roaring out all the bad words he knew-no small store-and kicking frenziedly at the doors of the stalls. 

Jamie succeeded in catching Milles Fleurs's lead-rope and with considerable effort, managed to get the mare outside without damage to himself or the horse. He tied her to the paddock fence, and then strode back into the stable to deal with Willie. 

"Damn, damn, damn!" the Earl was shrieking. "Sluire! Quim! Shit! Swivc! 

Without a word, Jamie grabbed the boy by the collar, lifted him off his feet and carried him, kicking and squirming, to the farrier's stool he had been using. Here he sat down, 

PDF Transform

PDF Transform

Y

Y

Y

er

Y

er

B

2

B

2

B

.0

B

.0

A

A

Click here to buy

Click here to buy

w

w

w

w

w . 

w

A B B YY.com

.A B BYY.com

flipped the Earl over his knee, and smacked his buttocks five or six times, hard. Then he jerked the boy up and set him 011 his feet. 

"I bate you!" The Viscount's tear-smudged face was bright red and his fists trembled with rage. 

"Well, I'm no verra fond of you either, yc little bastard!" Jamie snapped. voyager

Iillic drew himself up, fists clenched, purple in the face. 

qlni not a bastard!" he shrieked. "I'm not, I'm not! Take it back! Nobod\, can say that to me! Take it back, I said!" 

ja nie stared at the boy in shock. There had been talk, then, and Willie had hcard it. He had delayed his going too long. 

Hc drc-,v a deep breath, and then another, and hoped that his voice would uOt tremble. 

"I take it back," he said softly. "I shouldna have used the word, my lord." He -,vanted to kneel and embrace the bov, or pick him up and comfort him ,gainst his shoulder-but that was not a gesture a groom might make to an earl, even a young one. The palm of his left hand stung, and he curled his fingers tight over the only fatherly caress he was ever likely to give his son. 

N'illic knew how an cart should behave; he was making a masterful effort to subdue his tears, sniffing ferociously and swiping at his face with a sleeve. "Alloxv me, my lord." Jamie did kneel then, and wiped the little bov's face

gently With his own coarse handkerchief. Willie's eyes looked at him o     verthc cotto'n folds, red-rimmed and woeful. 

"Have vou really got to go, Mac?" he asked, in a verv small voice. "Aye, I have." He looked into the dark blue eyes, so heartbreakingly like his oNvn, and suddenly didn't give a damn what was right or who saw. He pulled the boy roughly to him, hugging him tight against his heart, holding the bov's face close to his shoulder, that Willie might not see the quick tears that fell into his thick, soft iiair. 

Willie's arms went around his neck and clung tight. He could feel the small, sturdy body shake against him with the force of suppressed sobbing. He patted the flat tittle back, and smoothed Willie's hair, and murmured things in Gaelic that he hoped the boy would not understand. 

At length, he took the boy's arms from his neck and put him gently away. "Come wi' me to my room, Willie; I shall give ye something to keep." He had long since moved from the hayloft, taking over Hughes's snugget\,beside the tack room when the elderly head groom retired. It was a small room, and very plainly furnished, but it had the twin virtues   of warmth and privacy. Besides the bed, the stool, and a chamber pot, there was a small table, on vhich stood the few books that he owned, a large c-.tdle in a pottery candlestick, and a smaller candle, thick and squat, that stood to one side before a small stattic of the Virgin. It was a cheap wooden carving that Jenny had sent him, but it had been made in France, and was not without artistry. 

"Miat's that little _anclle for?" Willie asked. "Grannie says only stinking Papists burn candles in front of heathen images." 

, 'LVcll, I am a stinking Papist," Jamie said, with a wry nvist of his mouth. It's no a heathen image, though; it's a statue of the     Blessed Mother." 
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"You are," Clearlv this revelation only added to the boy's fascination. "Why do Papists burn candles before statues, then," 

Jamie rubbed a hand through his hair. "Aye, well. It's . . . maybc a way of praying-and remembering. Ye light the candle, and say a prayer and think of people ye care for. And while it burns, the flame remembers them for ye. " 

"Who do you remember?" Willie glanced up at him. His hair was standing on end, rumpled by his earlier distress, but his blue eyes were clear with interest. 

"Oh, a good many people. My family in the Highlands-my sister and her family. Friends. My wife." And sometimes the candle burned in memory of a young and reckless girl named Geneva, but he did not say that. 

Willie frowned. ILYou haven't got a wife." 

"No. Not anymore. But I remember her always." 

Willie put out a stubby forefinger and cautiously touched the little statue. The woman's hands were spread in welcome, a tender maternity engraved on the lovely face. 

"I want to be a stinking Papist, too," Willie said firmly. 

"Ye canna do that!" Jamie exclaimed, half-amused, half-touched at the notion. "Your grandmarna and your auntie would go mad." 

"Would they froth at the mouth, like that mad fox you killed?" Willie brightened. 

"I shouldna wonder," Jamie said dryly. 

"I want to do it!" The small, clear features were set in determination. "I won't tell Grannie or Auntie Isobel; I won't tell anybody. Please, Mac! Please let me! I want to be like you!" Jamie hesitated, both touched by the bov's earnestness, and suddenly wanting to leave his son with something more than the carved wooden horse he had made to leave as a farewell present. He tried to remember what Father McMurtry had taught them in the schoolroom about baptism. It was all right for a lay person to do it, he thought, provided that the situation was an emergency, and no priest was to hand. 

It might be stretching a point to call the present situation an emergency, but . . . a sudden impulse made him reach down the jug of water that he kept on the sill. The eyes that were like his watched, wide and solemn, as he carefully brushed the soft brown hair back from the high brow. He dipped three fingers into the water and carefully traced a cross on the lad's forehead. 

"I baptize thee William James," he said softly, "in the name o' the Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghost. Amen." 

Willie blinked, crossing his eves as a drop of water rolled down his nose. He stuck out his tongue to catch it, and Jamie laughed, despite himself. "Whv did vou call me William James?" Willie asked curiouslv. "My other

rianics arc Clarence Henry George." He made a face; Clarence wasn't his idea of a good name. 

Jamie hid a smile. -Yc get a new name when you're baptized; James is \,our special Papist name. It's mine, too." 

"It Iis?" Willie was delighted. "I'm a stinking Papist now, like you?" 

"AN c, as much as I can manage, at least." He smiled         down at Willie, then, struck by another impulse, reached into the neck of his shirt. 
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"Here. Keep this, too, to remember me by." He laid the beechwood rosan, gently over Will, e's head. "Ye canna let anyone see that, though," he warned. "And for God's sake, dinna tell anyone you're a Papist," 

"I won't," Willie promised. "Not a soul." He tucked the rosary into his shirt, patting carefully to be sure that it was hidden. 

IL Good." Jamie reached out and ruffled Willie's hair in dismissal. "It's almost time for your tea; ye'd best go on up to the house now.'            'I

Willie started for the door, but stopped halftvay, suddenly distressed again, with a hand pressed flat to his chest. 

"You said to keep this to remember you. But I haven't got anything for you to remember me by!" 

Jamie smiled slightly. His heart was squeezed so tight, he thought he could not draw breath to speak, but he forced the words out. 

"Dinna fret vourself," he said. "I'll remember ye." Monsters Rising

LocH NESS AUGUST 1968

rianna blinked, brushing back a bright web of hair caught by the n looks like," she said, wind. -I'd almost forgotten what the su

squinting at the object in question, shining with unaccustomed ferocity on the dark waters of Loch Ness.                            "To say nothHer mother stretched luxuriously, enjoying the light wind. 

ing of what fresh air is like. I feel like a toadstool that's been growing in the dark for weeksall pale and squashy."                                      tined. All o of you would make," Roger said, but gri

"Fine scholars the t,,v                                  s slog through the prison three of them were in high spirits. After the arcluou

records to narrow the search to Ardsmuir, they had had a run of luck. The and-in comparison to records for Ardsmuir were complete, in one spot, 

most othcrs-remarkably clear. Ardsmuir had been a prison for only fifteen years; folloNving its renovation by Jacobite prison-labor, it had been converted into a small permanent garrison, and the prison population dispersed -mostly transported to the American Colonies. 

-I still can't imagine why Fraser wasn't sent along to America with the rest," Roger said. He had had a moment's panic there, going over and over the list of transported convicts from Ardsmuir, searching the names one bY one, nearly letter by letter, and still finding no Frasers. He had been certain that Jamie Fraser had died in prison, and had been in a cold sweat Of fear over the thought of telling the Randall women-until the flip of a page had sho-,N,cd him Fraser's parole to a place named Hehvater. 

"I don't know," Claire said, "but it's a bloody good thing he wasn't. He's -he ivas--' she caught herself quickly, but not quickly enough to StOP I                        red at the Roger noticing the slip-" tc rribb,       tcrribb, seasick." She gestu surface of the loch before them, dancing with tiny waves. "Even             going 011t on something like that would turn him green in minutes." 

Roger glanced at Brianna with interest. "Are vou seasick?" ing in the wind. "Nah." She patted he, She shook her head, bright hair lift
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bare rnidriff smugly. "Cast-iron." 

I Y Y

Roger laughed. "Want to go out, then? It's your holiday, after all." ,,Really? Could we? Can you fish in there?" Brianna shaded her eyes, 

looki ng eagerly out over the dark water. 

"Certainiv. I've caught salmon and eels many a time in Loch Ness," Rogcr assured her. 

"Come along; we'll rent a wee boat at the dock in DrLininadrochit." The drive to Drumnadrochit was a delight. The day was one of those clear, bright summer days that cause tourists from the South to stampede into Scotland in droves during August and September. With one of Fiona's larger brcakfasts inside him, one of her lunches stowed in a basket in the boot, and Brianna Randall, long hair blowing in the wind, seated beside him, Roger was strongly disposed to consider that all was right with the world. He allowed himself to dwell with satisfaction on the results of their researches. It had meant taking additional leave from his college for the suminer term, but it had been worth it. 

After finding the record of James Fraser's parole, it had taken another two weeks of slog and inquiry-even a quick weekend trip by Roger and Brce to the Lake District, another by all three of them to London-and then the sight that had made Brianna whoop out loud in the middle of the British Museum's sacrosanct Reading Room, causing their hasty departure amid waves of icv disapproval. The sight of the Royal Warrant of Pardon, stamped with the seal of George III, Rex Angleterre, dated 1764, bearing the name of

"James Alexdr M'Kensie Frazier." 

"We're getting close," Roger had said, gloating over the photocopy of the Varrant of Pardon. "Bloody close!" 

"Close?" Brianna had said, but then had been distracted by the sight of their bus approaching, and had not pursued the matter. Roger had caught Claire's cve on him, though; she knew very well what he meant. 

She would, of course, have been thinking of it; he wondered whether Brianna had. Claire had disappeared into the past in 1945, vanishing through the circle of standing stones on Craigh na Dun and reappearing in

1743, She had lived with Jamie Fraser for nearly three years, then returned through the stones. And she had come back nearly three years past the time Of her original disappearance, in April of 1948. 

All of which meant-Just possibly-that if she were disposed to try the trip J

back through the stones once more, she would likely arrive twenty years past the time she had left-in 1766. And 1766 was only two years past the latest ktiown date at which Jamie Fraser had been located, alive and well. If he had surVived another two years, and if Roger could find him . . . 

"Thcre it is"' Brianna said suddenly. " 'Boats for Rent.' " She pointed at 200
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the sign in the window of the clockside pub, and Roger nosed the car into a parking slot outside, with no further thought of Jamie Fraser. 

"I wonder why short men are so often enamored of very tall women?" Claire's voice behind him echoed Roger's thoughts with an uncanny accuracy-and not for the first time. 
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"Moth and flame syndrome, perhaps?" Roger suggested, frowning at the diminutive barman's evident fascination with Brianna. He and Claire were standing before the counter for rentals, waiting for the clerk to write up the receipt while Brianna bought bottles of Coca-Cola and brown ale to augment their lunch. 

The young barman, who came up approximately to Brianna's armpit, was hopping to and fro, offering pickled eggs and slices of smoked tongue, eyes worshipfully upturned to the yellow-haltered goddess before him. From her laughter, Brianna appeared to think the man "cute." 

"I always told Bree not to get involved with short men," Claire observed, watching this. 

"Did you?"    Roger said dryly. "Somehow I didn't envision you being all that much in the motherly advice line." 

She laughed, disregarding his momentary sourness. "Well, I'm not, all that much. When you notice an important principle like that, though, it seems one s motherly duty to pass it along." 

"Something wrong with short men, is there?" Roger inquired. 

"They tend to turn mean if they don't get their way," Claire answered. "Like small yapping dogs. Cute and fluffy, but cross them and you're likely to get a nasty nip in the ankle." Roger laughed. "This observation is the result of years of experience, I take it? " 

"Oh, yes." She nodded, glancing up at him. "I've never met an orchestra conductor over five feet tall. Vicious specimens, practically all of them. But tall men"-her lips curved slightly as she surveyed his six-fect-three-inch frame-"tall men are almost always very sweet and gentle." 

"Sweet, eh?" said Roger, with a cynical glance at the barman, who was cutting up a jellied eel for Brianna. Her face expressed a wary distaste, but she leaned forward, wrinkling her nose as she took the bite offered on a fork. 

"With women," Claire amplified. "I've always thought it's because they realize that they don't have anything to prove; when it's perfectly obvious that they can do anything they like whether you want them to or not, they don't need to try to prove it." 

"While a short man-" Roger prompted. 

"While a short one knows he can't do anything unless you let him, and the voyager

2 U 1

k11()\v1cdge drives him mad, so he's always trying something on, just to prove 11c can." 

-1\1inphin." Roger made a Scottish noise in the back of his throat, meant to COnVeV both appreciation of Claire's acuity, and general suspicion of what tilc barman might be wanting to prove to ' 

Brianna. -1'hanks," he said to the clerk, who shoved the receipt across the counter to iiiiii. 

"Ready, Bree?" he asked. 

The loch was calm and the fishing slow, but it was pleasant on the water, vitb the August sun warm on their backs and the scent of raspberry canes alid SLUI-xvarmed pine trees wafting from the nearby shore. Full of lunch, flicy all grew drowsy, and before long, Brianna was curled up in the bow, asleep with her head pillowed on Roger's jacket. Claire sat in the stern, blijiking, but still awake. 

"What about short and tall women?" Roger asked, resuming their earlier conversation as he sculled slowly across the loch. He glanced over his shoulder at the amazing length of
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Brianna's legs, a,vkwardlv curled under her. "Same thing? The little ones nasty?" I

Claire shook her head meditatively, the curls beginning to work their way loose from her hairclip. "No, I don't think so. It doesn't seem to haven anything to do with size. I think it's more a matter of whether they see men as The Enemy, or just see them as men, and on the whole, rather like them for it." 

110h, to do with women's liberation, is it?" 

"No, not at all," Claire said. "I saw *ust the same kinds of behavior I between men and women in 1743 that you see now. Some differences, of COUrse, in how they each behave, but not so much in how they behave to each other

Slie looked out over the dark waters of the loch, shading her eves ,vith her liand. She might have been keeping an eye out for otters and fl'oating logs, but Roger thought that farseeing gaze was looking a bit farther than the Cliffs Of the opposite shore. 

"You like men, don't you?" he said quietly. "Tall men." She smiled briefly, not looking at him, 

"One", she said'softlv. 

"Will You go, then--if I can find him?" he rested his oars momentarily, \vatc1ling her. She dro:Nv a deep breath before answering. The wind flushed her cheeks "'itf, pink and molded the fabric of the white shirt to her figure, showing off a lligli bosom and a slender waist. Too young to be a widow, he thought, too "'I c1Y to be wasted. 

"I don't know," she said, a little shakily. "The thought of it-or rather, 202
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the thoughts of it! On the one hand, to find Jamic-and then, on the other, to . . . go through again." A shudder went through her, closing her eyes. 

"It's indescribable, you know," she said, eyes still closed as though she saw inside them the ring of stones on Craigh na Dun. "Horrible, but horriblc in a way that isn't like other horrible things, so you can't say." She opened her eyes and smiled wryly at him. 

"A bit like trying to tell a man what having a baby is like; he can more or less grasp the idea that it's painful, but he isn't equipped actually to understand what it feels like." Roger grunted with amusement. "Oh, ayO Well, there's some difference, you know. I've actually heard those bloody stones." He shivered himself, involuntarily. The memory of the night, three months ago, when Gillian Edgars had gone through the stones, was not one he willingly called to mind; it had come back to him in nightmares several times, though. He heaved strongly on the oars, trying to erase it. 

"Like being torn apart, isn't it?" he said, his eyes intent on hers. "There's something pulling at you, ripping, dragging, and not just outside-inside you as well, so you feel your skull will fly to pieces any moment. And the filthy noisc." He shuddered again. Claire's face had gone slightly pale. 

"I didn't know you could hear them," she said. "You didn't tell me." "It didn't seem important." He studied her a moment, as he pulled, then added quietly, "Bree heard them as well." 

"I sec." She turned to look back over the loch, where the wake of the tiny boat spread its Vshaped wings. Far behind, the waves from the passage of a larger boat reflected back from the cliffs and joined again in the center of the loch, making a long, humped form of
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glistening water-a standing wave, a phenomenon of the loch that had often been mistaken for a sighting of the monster. 

"It's there, vou know," she said suddenly, nodding down into the black, peat-ladcn water. He opened his mouth to ask what she meant, but then realized that he did know. He had lived near Loch Ness for most of his life, fished for cels and salmon in its waters, and heard-and laughed at-every story of the "fearsome beastie" that had ever been told in the pubs of Drumnadrochit and Fort Augustus. 

Perhaps it was the unlikeliness of the situ ation-sitting here, calmly discussing whether the woman with him should or should not take the uniniaginable risk of catapulting herself into an unknown past. Whatever the cause of his ccrtainty, it seemed suddenly not only possible, but sure, that the dark water of the loch hid unknown but fleshly mystery. 

"What do you think it is?" he asked, as much to give his disturbed feelings time to settle, as out of curiosity. 

Claire leaned over the side, watching intently as a log drifted into view. voyager

Z U J

'The one I saw was probably a plesiosaur," she said at last. She didn't look at Roger, but kept her gaze astern. "Though I didn't take notes at the tiu1c." Her mouth twisted in something not quite a smile. 

"How many stone circles are there?" she asked abruptly. "In Britain, in Europe. Do you know?"                                          I

"Not exactly. Several hundred, though," he answered cautiously. "Do Ou think they're all-" 

"How should I know,"' she interrupted impatiently. "The point is, thcv may be. They were set up to mark something, which means there may be the liell of a lot of places where that something has happened." She tilted her head to one side, wiping the windblown hair out of her face, and gave him a lopsided smile. 

'That would explain it, you know." 

"Explain what?" Roger felt fogged by the rapid shifts of her conversation. "The monster." She gestured out over the water. "What if there's another of thosc-placcs-undcr the loch?" 

"A time corridor-passage-whatever?" Roger looked out over the purling wake, staggered by the idea. 

"It would explain a lot." There was a smile hiding at the corner of her mouth, behind the veil of blowing hair. He couldn't tell whether she was serious or not. "The best candidates for monster are all things that have been extinct for hundreds of thousands of years. If there's a time passage under the loch, that would take care of that little problem." 

"It would also explain why the reports are sometimes different," Roger said, becoming intrigued by the idea. "If it's different creatures who come through." 

"And it would explain whv the creature-or crcaturcs-haven't been caught, and aren't seen all that often. Maybe they go back the other way, too, so they aren't in the loch all the time." 

"What a marvelous idea!" Roger said. He and Claire grinned at each other. 

"You know what?" she said. "I'll bet that isn't going to make it on the list Of Popular theories." 

Roger laughed, catching a crab, and droplets of water sprayed over Brianna. She snorted, sat up abruptly, blinking, then sank back down, face flushed with sleep, and -,,,,as breathing heavily within seconds. 
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"She was up late last night, helping me box up the last set of records to go back to the University of Leeds," Roger said, defensive on her behalf. Claire nodded abst'aztedly, watching her daughter. 

r "Jamie could do that," she said softly. "Lie down and sleep anywhere." She fell silent. Roger rowed steadily on, toward the point of the loch

vhere the grim bulk of the ruins of Castle Urquhart stood amid its fines. "The thing is," Claire said at last, "it gets harder. Going t'     -  c first Z U 4

"lana tavaiaon

time was the most terrible thing I'd ever had happen to m-1 Coming back was a thousand times worse." Her eyes were fixed on the krming castle. 

"I don't know whether it was because I didn't come back o-the right day -it was Bcltane when I went, and two weeks before, when'. =e back." "Gcilie-Gillian, I mean-she went on Beltane, too." In p:e of the heat

of the day, Roger felt slightly cold, seeing again the figure of ±, woman who had been both his ancestor and his contemporary, standing i_ the light of a blazing bonfire, fixed for a moment in the light, before disaptaring forever into the cleft of the standing stones. 

"That's what her notebook said-that the door is open or.:,e Sun Feasts and the Fire Feasts. Perhaps it's only partly open as you near mse times, Or perhaps she was wrong altogether; after all, she thought yo ilad to have a human sacrifice to make it work." Claire swallowed heavily. The petrol-soaked remains of Greg Edgars, GilIlan's husband, had been recovered from the stone circle b,       :he police, on May Day. The record concluded of his wife only, "Fled, v,,rcabouts unknown." Claire leaned over the side, trailing a hand in the water, A small cloud drifted over the sun, turning the loch a sudden gray, with dozens of small waves rising on the surface as the light wind increased. Direct1l. below, in the wake of the boat, the water was darkly impenetrable. Sever, hundred feet deep is Loch Ness, and bitter cold. What can live in a placeAe that? 

"Would you go down there, Roger?" she asked softly. "Ju.-ap overboard, dive in, go on down through that dark until your lungs werc bursting, not knowing whether there are things with teeth and great hea%-,        bodies waiting?" 

Roger felt the hair on his arms rise, and not only because tle sudden wind was chilly. 

"But that's not all the question," she continued, still staring into the blank, mysterious water. "Would you go, if Brianna were &m there?" She straightened up and turned to face him. 

"Would you go?" The amber eyes were intent on his, unblinking as a hawk's. He licked his lips, chapped and dried by the wind, and cant a quick look over his shoulder at Brianna, sleeping. He turned back to face Claire. "Yes. I think I would." She looked at him for a long moment, and then nodded, unsmiling. "So would L" ART
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R o o t s

SEPTEMBER1968

he woman next to me probably weighed three hundred pounds. She wheezed in her sleep, lungs laboring to lift the burden of her T

massive bosom for the two - hundred-thousandth time. Her hip and thigh and pudgy arm pressed against mine, unpleasantly warm and damp. 

There was no escape; I was pinned on the other side by the steel curve of the plane's fuselage. I eased one arm upward and flicked on the overhead light in order to see my watch. Ten-thirty, by London time; at least another six hours before the landing in New York promised escape. 

The plane was filled with the collective sighs and snorts of passengers dozing as best they might. Sleep for me was out of the question. With a sigh of resignation, I dug into the pocket in front of me for the half-finished romance novel I had stashed there. The tale was by one of my favorite authors, but I found my attention slipping from the book-either back to Roger and Brianna, whom I had left in Edinburgh, there to continue the hunt, or forward, to what awaited me in Boston. 

I xvasn't sure just what did await me, which was part of the problem. I had been obliged to come back, if only temporarily; I had long since exhausted MV \'acation, plus several extensions. There were matters to be dealt with at the hospital, bills to be collected and paid at home, the maintenance of the house and yard to be attended to-I shuddered to think what heights the laNk'n in the backyard must have attained by now-friends to be called on . 

Olle friend in particular. Joseph Abernathy had been my closest friend, from medical school on. Before I made any final-and likely irrevocabledecisions, I wanted to talk to him. I closed the book in my lap and sat tracing the extravagant loops of the title with one finger, smiling a little. Among other things, I owed a taste for romance novels to Joe. A
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1 had known Joe since the beginning of my medical training. He stood out among the other interns at Boston General, just as I did. I was the only woman among the budding doctors; Joe was the only black intern. 

Our shared singularity gave us each a special awareness for the other; both of us sensed it clearly, though neither mentioned it. We worked together very well, but both of us were wary-for good reason-of exposing ourselves, and the tenuous bond between us, much too nebulous to be called friendship, remained unacknowledged until near the end of our internship. 

I had done my first unassisted surgery that day-an uncomplicated appendectomy, done on a teenaged boy in good health. It had gone well, and there was no reason to think there would be postoperative complications. Still, I felt an odd kind of possessiveness about the boy, and didn't want to go home until he was awake and out of Recovery, even though my shift had ended. I changed clothes and went to the doctors' lounge on the third floor to wait. 
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The lounge wasn't empty. Joseph Abernathy sat in one of the rumpsprung stuffed chairs, apparently absorbed in a copy of U.S. News & World Report. He looked up as I entered, and nodded briefly to me before returning to his reading. 

The lounge was equipped with stacks of magazines-salvaged from the waiting rooms-and a number of tattered paperbacks, abandoned by departing patients. Seeking distraction, I thumbed past a six-month-old copy of Studies in Gastroenterology, a ragged copy of Time magazine, and a neat stack of Watchtower tracts. Finally picking up one of the books, I sat down with it. 

It had no cover, but the title page read The Impetuous Pirate. "A sensuous, compelling love story, boundless as the Spanish Main!" said the line beneath the title. The Spanish Main, eh? If escape was what I wanted, I couldn't do much better, I thought, and opened the book at random. It fell open automatically to page 42. 

Tipping up her nose scornfully, Tessa tossed her lush blond tresses back, oblivious to thefact that this caused her voluptuous breasts to become even more prominent in the low-necked dress. Valdezs eyes W'dened at the s' r, but hegave no out-ward si I               Ish                              gn of the effect such wanton beauty bad on him. 

`1 thou

gbt that we might become better acquainted, Sefiorita," be suggested, in a low, sultrv voice that made little shivers of anticipation run up and down Tessa's back. 

"I have no interest in becoming acquainted with a . . . a . . . filthy, despicable, underhanded pirate!" she said. 

Valdez's tcetbglcamed as he smiled at her, hi's band stroking the
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handle of the dagger at his belt. He was impressed at-herftarlessness; so bold, so impetuous . . . and so beautiful, 

raised an eyebrow, but went on reading, fascinated. 

With an air of imperious possession, Valdez swooped an arm about Tessa's waist. 

""Y                 ita, 

''on forget, Sehor*     " be murmured, the words tickling her se'nsitive earlobe, '_ou are a prize of war; and the Captain of a pirate ship basfirst choice of the booiy!" Tessa struggled in his Powerful arms as he bore her to the berth and tossed her lightly onto the jeweled coverlet. She struggled to catch her breath, watching in terror as be undressed, 1qy'n

I g aside hi's azure-blue velvet coat and then rbefine ruffled white linen shirt. His chest was magnificent, a smooth expanse ofgleaming bronze. Her fingertips ached to touch it, even though her heart pounded deafeningly in her ears as he reached for the waistband of his breeches. 

"But no," be said, pausing. "It is unfair of me to neglect you, Sefiorita. Allow me." With an irresistible smile, he bent andgently cupped Tessa's breasts in the heated palms of his calloused hand.', enjoying the voluptuous weight of them through the thin silken fabric. With a small scream, Tessa shrank awayfrom hisprobin

pressing back against the lace -embroidered feather pillow. g touch, '"You resist? What a pity to sPoll such fine clothing, Se;jorita . . - "He took a firmgrasp on her jade-silk bodice and yanked, causing Tessa's fine white breasts to leap out of their concealment like a pair ofPlump partridges taking wing. 
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I made a sound, causing Dr. Abernathy to look sharply over the top of his U,-News & World Report. Hastily rearranging my face into a semblance of dignified absorption, I turned the page. 

Valdezs thick black curls swept her chest as hefastened his hot lips on Tessa's rose-pink nipples, making waves of anguished desire wash through her being. Weakened by the unaccustomed feelings that hi's ardor aroused in ber, she was unable to move as hi's hand stealthily sought the bem or'ber

gown and his blazing touch traced tendrils of sensation up the length of her slender thigh. C 'Ah, mi amor, " he groaned. "So IoPey, so pure. You drive me mad with desire, mi amor. I have wanted you since Ifirst saw you, so Proud and cold on the deck ofyour father's ship. But not so 'cold now, my dear, cb?))

In fact, Valdez's kisses were wreaking havoc on Tessa 's fele7ings. How, how could she be feeling such things for this man, who had
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cold-bloodedly sunk berfather's ship, and murdered a hundred men with his own hands? 

She should be recoiling in horror, but instead she found herselfgasping for breath, opening her mouth to receive

I g her body in *nvoluntary abandon behis burning kisses, arcb'n                  t I                             g manhood. neatb the demand'ng pressure of his burgeonin

"Ah, mi amor," hegasped. "I cannotivait. But . . . I do not wish to hurt you, Gently, mi amor, gently." 

gasped as she felt the *ncreasing pressure of his desire makTessa                        I ing its presence known between bey legs. 

C'Oh!" she said. "Oh, please! You can't! I don't want you to!" [Fine time to start making protests, I thought.]

"Don't worry, mi amor. Trust me." 

Gradually, little by little, she relaxed under the touch of his hypnotic caresses, feeling the warmth in her stomach grow and spread. His lips brushed her breast, and his hot breath, murmuring reassurances, took away all her resistance. As she relaxed, her thighs opened without her willing it. Moping with infinite slowness, his engorged shaft teased aside the membrane of her innocence . . . 

I let out a whoop and lost my grasp on the book, which slid off my lap and fell on the floor with a plop near Dr. Abernathy's feet. 

"Excuse me," I murmured, and bent to retrieve it, my face flaming. As I came up with The Impetuous Pirate in my sweaty grasp, though, I saw that far from preserving his usual austere mien, Dr. Abernathy was grinning widely. 

"Let me guess," he said. "Valdez just teased aside the membrane of her innocence? " 

"Yes," I said, breaking out into helpless giggling again. "How did you know?" 

"Well, you weren't too far into it," he said, taking the book from my hand. His short, blunt fingers flicked the pages expertly. "It had to be that one, or maybe the one on page 73, where he laves her pink mounds with his hungry tongue." 

"He what?" 

"See for yourself " He thrust the book back into my hands, pointing to a spot haffvay down the page. 
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Sure enough, ". . . lifting aside the coverlet, he bent his coal-black bead and laved her pink mounds with his hungry tongue. Tessa moaned and

I gave an unhinged shriek. 

"You've actually read this?" I demanded, tearing my eyes away from Tessa and Valdez. 

"Oh, yeah," he said, the grin widening. He had a gold tooth, far back Oil the right side. 

"Two or three times. It's not the best one, but it isn't bad." "The best one? There are more like this?" 

Voyager                                     21 1

,Sure. Let's see          He rose and began digging through          the p,lc of tattered paperbacks on the table. "You want to I I

cOvcrs," he explained. "Those are the best."         ook for the ones with no "And here I thought you never read anything but Lancet and the journal

0(thc AMA," I said. 

-What, I spend thirty-six hours up to my elbows in people's guts, and I I                   I want to come up here and read 'Advances in Gallbladder Resection?' Hell, lio--I'd rather sail the Spanish Main with Valdez." He eyed me with some ilitcrest, the grin still not quite gone. "I didn't think you'read anything but Thc New Englandjournal of Medicine, either, Lady Jane," he said' "Appearalices are deceiving, huh?" 

"Must be," I said drviv. "What's this 'Lady Jane'?" 

"Oh, Hoechstein started that one," he said', leaning back with his fingers linked around one -knee. "It's the voice, that accent that sounds like you just drank tea with the Queen. That's what you've got, keeps the guys fr ' 

worse than they arc. See, you sound like Winston Churchill             om bcin' -if Winston Churchill was a lady, that is-and that scares them a little. You've got somethin' else, though"-he viewed me thoughtfully, rocking back in his chair. ('You have a Nvav of talking like you expect to get your way, and if Von don't, you'll know the' reason why. Where'd vou learn 'that?" 

"In the war," I said, smiling at his description. His eyebrows went up. "Korea?" 

"No, I was a combat nurse during the Second World War; in France. I saw a lot of Head Matrons who could turn interns and orderlies to jelly with a glance." And later, I had had a good deal of practice, where that air of inviolate authority-assumed though it might be-had stood me in good stead against people with a great deal more power than the nursing staff and interns of Boston General Hospital. 

He nodded, absorbed in my explanation. "Yeah, that makcs sense. I used Valtcr Cronkite myself 11

"Walter Cronkite?" I goggled at him. 

He grinned again, showing his gold tooth. "You can think of somebody betterr' Besides, I got to hear him for free on the radio or the TV every night. I used to entertain my mamashc wanted me to be a preacher." He smiled, half rueffifiv. "If I talked like Walter Cronkite where we lived in those days, I xN'Ouldn't have lived to go to mcd school." I \Vas liking Joe Abernathy more by the second. "I hope your mother ''dsn'r disappointed that you'became a doctor intstead of a preacher." "'fell voU the truth, I'm not sure,"  he said, still grinning. "When I told

her, she 'stared at me for a minute, then heaved a big sighland said, 'Well, at 'cast \ou can get itiv rheumatism medicine for me cheap.' 

I laughed wryly. "'I didn't get that-much enthusiasm -w4n I told mlhUsband I was going to be a doctor. He stared at me, and finally said if I iva's
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borcci, whv didn't I volunteer to write letters for the inmates of the nurs' home Joe 's eyes Nvcrc a soft golden brown, like toffee drops. There was a glillt ilit humc--)r in them as they fixed on me. 

"Yc:2ah, folks still think it's fine to say to your face that you can't be d o

-,,,,hat vou'rc doing. 'Why are you here, little lady, and not home min your --man and child?'" he mimicked. 

He grinned wryly, and patted my hand. "Don't worry, they'll give it soone-t-or later. They mostly don't ask me to my face anymore why I aii* clcani n' the toilets, like God made me to." 

Thc::n-i the nurse had come with word that my appendix was awake, andl had lc2ft, but the friendship begun on page 42 had flourished, and Joe Ab6, nathy had become one of my best friends; possibly the only person close to me w ho truly understood what I did, and why.                                     J, 

1 sm-illed a little, feeling the slickness of the embossing on the cover. Thefi leanecJ

forward and put the book back into the scat pocket. Perhaps I didj want to escape just now. Ou tsidc, a floor of moonlit cloud cut us off from the earth below. here, everything was silent, beautiful and serene, in marked contrast to th,; turm(--)il of life below. 1 h_jcl the odd feeling of being suspended, motionless, cocooned in W

tude, even the heavy breathing of the woman next to me only a part of white noise that makes up silence, one with the tepid rush of the air-co tionin-g: and the shuffle of the stewardesses' shoes along the carpet. At

t e same -time, I knew we were rushing on inexorably through the air, prope at hur-idreds of miles per hour to some end-as for it being a safe one, could only hope. I cl osed mv eves, in suspended animation. Back in Scotland, Roger Bree -,,vcre hunting Jamie. Ahead, in Boston, my job-and Joe-were

0

ing. A-nd J amie himself': I tried to push the thought away, determined n think of him until the decision was made.                                   y ch I fe It a slight ruffling of my hair, and one lock brushed against in

light -_-is a lover's touch. But surely it was no more than the rush of air . I . the ve-rit overhead, and my imagination that the stale smells of perfume cigare ttcs were suddenly underlaid by the scents of wool and heather. 

To Lay a Ghost

omc at last, to the house on Furey Street, where I had lived with Frank and Brianna for nearly twenty years. The azaleas bv          the door were not quite dead, but their leaves hung in limp, shabby

clusters, athick laver of fallen leaves curling on the dry-baked bed underneath. It was a hot summer-there wasn't any other kind in Boston-and the August rains hadn't come, even though it was mid-September by now. 

I set rny bags by the front door and went to turn on the hose. It had been 1ing in the sun; the green rubber snake was hot enough to burn my hand, and I shifted it uneasily from palm to palm until the rumble of water brought it suddenly alive and cooled it with a burst of spray. 
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I didn't like azaleas all that much to start with. I would have pulled them out long since, but I had been reluctant to alter any detail of the house after Frank's death, for Brianna's sake. Enough of a shock, I thought, to begin unn,crsity

and have your father die in one year, without more changes. I had been ignoring the house for a long time; I could go on doing so. 

"All right!" I said crossly to the azaleas, as I turned off the hose. "I hope wu'rc happy, becl ause that's all you get. I want to go have a drink myself. And a bath," 1 added, seeing their mud-spattered leaves. 

------IV, 

sat on the edge -f the big sunken tub in my dressing gown, watching the ,'ater thunder in, churning the bubble bath into clouds of perfurneld seafOlm. Steam rose from the boiling surface; the water would be almost too hot. 

I turned it off-one quick, neat twist of the tap-and sat for a moment, the house around me still save for the crackle of popping bath bubbles, faint a, the sounds of a far-,ff battle. I realized perfectly well what I was doing. I had been doing it ever since I stepped aboard the Flying Scotsman in Inver"N, and felt the thrum of the track come alive beneath my feet. I was testing nlself. 

I had been taking careful note of the machines-all the contrivances of Modern cilil\ lifeand more important, of my own responscilto them. The train to Edinburgh, the plan--to Boston, the taxicab from the airport, and all th dozens of tiny mechanical flourishes attencling-vending machines, 
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street lights, the plane's mile-high lavatory, with its swirl of nasty blue-green disinfectant, whisking waste and germs away with the push of a button. with their tidy certificates from the Department of Health, Restaurants, 

even chance of escaping food poisoning guaranteeing at least a better than omnipresent buttons that when eating therein. Inside my own house, the supplied light and heat and water and cooked food. 

The question was-did I care? I dipped a hand into the steaming bathwatcr and swirled it to and fro, watching the shadows of the vortex dancing in the marble depths. Could I live without all the "conveniences," large and small, to which I was accustomed? 

myself that with each touch of a button, each rumble of I had been asking

"yes." Time didn't make all a motor, and was quite sure that the answer was the difference, after all; I could walk across the city and find people who lived without many of these conveniences-farther abroad and there were entire pie lived in reasonable content and complete ignorance countries where peo

of electricity.                    a lot. I had lived with mV uncle Lamb, an For myself, I had never cared                                         s five. Conseeminent archaeologist, since my own parents' 

death when I wa

quently, I had grown up in conditions that could conservatively be called "primitive," as I accompanied him on all his field expeditions. Yes, hot baths and light bulbs were nice, but I had lived without them during several periods of my life-during the war, for instance-and never found the lack of them acute.                                          able. I dropped the dressing The water had cooled enough to be toler              sant shiver as the heat at my gown on the floor and stepped in, feeling a plea
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feet made my shoulders prickle in cool contrast. 

I subsided into the tub and relaxed, stretching my legs. Eighteenth-cenally bathed in tury hip baths were barely more than large barrels; one norm

r of the body first, with the legs hanging segments, immersing the cente oaking the feet. outside, then stood up and rinsed the upper          torso while s More frequently, one bathed from a pitcher           and basin, with the aid of a cloth. that. Nothing essential, noth. No, conveniences and comforts were merely ing I couldn't do without.                                            The past was a Not that conveniences were the only issue, by a long chalk. 

f so-called civilization were no dangerous country-But even the advances o 11 wars-actually guarantee of safety. I had lived through two major "modern served on the battlefields of one of them-and could see another taking shape on the telly every evening.                    horrifying than its older ver"Civilized" warfare was, if anything, more          e chose one's walk in it with sions. Daily life might be safer, but only if on care. Parts of Roxbury now were as dangerous as any alley I had walked il' the Paris of two hundred years past. 
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1 sighed and pulled up the plug with my toes. No use speculating about Onpersonal things like bathtubs, bombs, and rapists. Indoor plumbing was no More than a minor distraction. The real issue was the people involved, wavs had been. Me, and Brianna, and Jam' 

and al   ,                                              1c. 

I-lie last of the water gurgled away. I stood up, feeling slightly lightlicaded, and wiped away the last of the bubbles. The big mirror was            . misted with steams but clear enough to show me myself from the knees upward, Pink as a boiled shrimp. Dropping the towel, I looked myself over. Flexed my arms, raised them ()N,crliead, checking for bagginess. None; biceps and triceps all nicelv defined, deltoids neatly rounded and sloping into the high curve of the pcctoralis major. I turned slightly to one side, tensing and relaxing my abdominalsobliqucs in decent toile, the rectus abdominis flattening almost to concavity. 

"Good thing the family doesn't run to fat," I murmured. Uncle Lamb had remained trim and taut to the day of his death at seventv-five. I supposed nw father-Uncle Lamb's brother had been constructed similarly, and vondercd suddenly what my mother's backside had looked like. Women, after all, had a certain amount of excess adipose tissue to contend with. 

I turned all the way round and peered back over my shoulder at the mirror. The long columnar muscles of my back gleamed wetly as I twisted; I still had a waist, and a good narrow one       , too. 

As for rny own backsidc-"Well, no dimples, anyway," I said aloud. I turned around and stared at my reflection. 

"It Could be a lot worse," I said to it. 

Feeling somewhat heartened, I put on my nightgown and went about the business of putting the house to bed. No cats to put out, no dogs to feedI

Bozo, tile last of our -'-)gs, had died of old age the year before, and I had not I Wanted to get another, with Brianna off at school and mv own hours at the hospital long and irregular. 
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Adjust the thermostat, check the locks of windows and doors, see that the burners of the stove were off. That was all there was to it. For eighteen years, the ilightiv route had included a stop in Brianna's room, but not since she had left for university. 

!gloved bv a mixture of habit and compulsion, I pushed open the door to her roo, ii and clicked on the light. Sonic people have the Nack of objects, and others haven't. Bree had it; scarcely an inch of wall space showed beN"en tile posters, photographs, dried' 

flowers, scraps of tic-dyed fabric, fr,nled certificates and other   Impedimenta on the Nvalls. 

. Sonic people have a way of arranging everything about them, so the obJ11:ts take oil not only their o,,N:i meaning, and a relation to the other things disPla\1ed with them,  Ibut something more besidcs-an indcfinable aura that
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belongs as much to their invisible owner as to the objects themselves. I am here because Brianna placed me here, the things in the room seemed to say. I am here because she is who she is. 

It was odd that she should have that, really, I thought. Frank had had it; when I had gone to empty his university office after his death, I had thought it like the fossilized cast of some extinct animal; books and papers and bits of rubbish holding exactly the shape and texture and vanished weight of the mind that had inhabited the space, For some of Brianna's objects, the relation to her was obvious-pictures of me, of Frank, of Bozo, of friends. The scraps of fabric were ones she had made, her chosen patterns, the colors she liked-a brilliant turquoise, deep indigo, magenta, and clear yellow. But other things-why should the scatter of dried freshwater snail shells on the bureau say to me

"Brianna"? Why that one lump of rounded pumice, taken from the beach at Truro, indistinguishable from a hundred thousand others-except for the fact that she had takeri it? 

I didn't have a way with objects. I had no impulse either to acquire or to decorate-Frank had often complained of the Spartan furnishings at home, until Brianna grew old enough to take a hand. Whether it was the fault of my nomadic upbringing, or only the way I was, I lived mostly inside my skin, with no impulse to alter my surroundings to reflect me. Jamie was the same. He had had the few small objects, always carried in his sporran for utility or as talismans, and beyond that, had neither owned nor cared for things. Even during the short period when we had lived luxuriously in Paris, and the longer time of tranquillity at Lallybroch, he had never shown any disposition to acquire objects. For him as well, it might have been the circumstances of his early manhood, when he had lived like a hunted animal, never owning anything beyond the weapons he depended on for survival. But perhaps it was natural to him also, this isolation from the world of things, this sense of self-sufficiency -one of the things that had made us seek completion in each other. 

Odd all the same, that Brianna should have so much resembled both her fathers, in their very different ways. I said a silent good night to the ghost Of my absent daughter, and put out the light. 
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The thought of Frank went with me into the bedroom. The sight of the big double bed, smooth and untroubled under its dark blue satin spread, brought him suddenly and vividly to mind, in a way I had not thought of him in many months. 

I supposed it was the possibility of impending departure that made 01C think of him now. This room-this bed, in fact-was where I had said goodbye to him for the last time. Voyager                                                21 7 "Can'tyou come to bed, claire? 1rS past mi

.dnigbt. 11 Frank looked up at me

(WC1, the edge of his book. He was already in bed blmse,,' reading Witb the book p roppcd upon ht's knees. The soft pool of light f

rom the lamp made him look a, rhoi17,h he were floating in a warm bubble, serenely isolated from the dark chilliness of the rest of the r

oom. I' "Is earlyjanuary, and des

best (ffiorts, the Only trulv warm place                                   pite thcfurnaces at ;light was bed, under beaiy blankets. I siniled at him, and rose from niy chair, dropping the heavv wool dress' 

'40 Wn ftom Iny shoulders.                                                                     Ing "Ain I keeping you up? Sor),Y. just relv,n

"Yes, I know,"be said dr                              g tht .s morning's supgery. y1y, "I can tell by looking at you. Your eYes glaze orer and your nioutb bangs open, )

, 'Sorry, " I said again, matclin, b,      -stone. 

face is doing when FM thinkI     'n                   1can 't be responsiblefor what m         -V g. 

"But Whatgood does thinking do?" he asked, sticking a bookmark in his book. "You've done whatever you could-woYrying about ' 

ah, well. "He shrumed -                                       It now won't change . . . Irritabv and closed the book. "I've said it all before.,, "You ha ve,     said shortly. Igot into bed, shivering slightly,     and tucked MYgown down round my legs. Frank scooted automatically in my direction, andf slid down under the sheets beside him, huddling together to Pool our warmth against the cold. 

"Ob, wait; I-)Pegot to move the phone. " Iflung back the covers and scrambled 011t taain, to move the Phone from Frank's side of the bed to m -                   iked to sit in bed In the earl), evening,  chattin                                Inc. He I' 

g with students and colleagues while I read or made surgical notes beside him, but be resented being wakened bV the late calls that camefrom the hospiralfor me. Resented it enough that I                 , had arra,qedfor the hospital to cull OnlYfor absolute emergencies, or when I 1,ft illstructill's to keep me informed of a specific patient's progress. Tonight I bad lcJ 1nstructiOns; it was a tricky bowel resec hai,e togo backI-n a a hurry.                 tion. If things -went wrong, I might Frankgrunted as iturned out the light and slipped into bed agat

11 loment, he rolled toward me,                                              'n, but after Onto knY Side and thPOWing an arm across my middle. I rolled curled against himgraduall thalved.                                              y relaxing as my chilled to, 1.. 0"tallY replayed the details oft-he operati   .on, feeling again the b feet f"Um the re                                                                             at mV fir`gerat'On in the operating room and the initial unsettli;tg feehn_q of the warmtb In the patient's belly as InYgloved4fingery slid                Iinside. Tb,, "I-seased bo),v,l itse4r, coiled like a Piper, Patterned w -
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Ith the Purple splotches of eccbY11,10si.V and the slow leakage of bright bloodfrom tiny ruptures, 

"I'd been think - -q

exevsi),Cll' casual.  in      Frank's Poice came Out of the darkness behind me, "'Vn ?"'as still absorbed  I'" the vision of the sulgery but str

41'se(back to the Present. ,,ibout )pbat?-Uggled to pull ,V1, 

sabbaticai.-His leapefronj the university was due to start in a month. He had planned to make a series of short trips through the northeastern United States, gathering material, then go to England for six months, returning to Boston to spend the last three months of the sabbatical writing. 

`Fd thought ofgoing to England straight off," be said carefully. 

"Well, why not? The weather will be dreadful, but if you're going to spend most of the time in libraries . . . " 

'cl want to take Brianna with me." 

I stopped dead, the cold in the room suddenly coalescing into a small lump of suspicion in the pit of my stomach. 

"She can't go now; she's only a semester from graduation. Surely you can wait until we can joinYou in the summer? I've put infor a long vacation then, and perhaps . . ." 

"I'mgoing now. Forgood. Witboutyou." 

Ipulled awa  'y and sat up, turning on the light. Frank lay blinking up at me, dark hair disheveled. It bad gone gray at the temples, giving him a distinguisbed air that seemed to have alarming effects on the more susceptible of his ftmale students. Iftlt quite astonishingly composed. 

"Why now, all of a sudden? The latest one putting pressure on you, is she?" The look of alarm that flashed into his eyes was so pronounced as to be comical. I laughed, with a noticeable lack of humor. 

"You actually thought I didn't know? God, Frank! You are the most oblivious man!" He sat up in bed, jaw tigbt. 

`1 thought I had been most discreet. 

"You may have been at that, " I said sardonically. `1 counted six over the last ten years--if there were really a dozen or so, then you were quite the model of discretion. " Hisface seldom showedgreat emotion, but a whitening beside his mouth told me that he was very angry indeed. 

"This one must be something special," I said, folding my arms and leaning back against the headboard in assumed casualness. "But still-why the rush to go to England now, and why take Bree?" 

"She can go to boarding schoolfor her last term, " be said shortly. "Be a new experience for her. 

"Not one I expect she wants," I said. "She won't want to leave her friends, especially not Just before graduation. And certainly not to go to an English boarding school!" Ishuddered at the thought. Ibad come within inches of being I.mmured in Just such a school as a child; the scent of the hospital cafeteria sometimes evoked memories of it, complete with the waves of terrified helplessness I bad ftlt when Uncle Lamb bad taken me to visit the place. 
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"A little discipline never hurt anyone," Frank said. He bad recovered his temper, but the lines of hi's face were still tight. "Might bape done you some good." He waved a band, dismissing the topic. "Let that be. Still, I've decided

Voyager
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tojo back to England permanently. I've agood position offered at Cambridge, and I mean to take it up. You won't leave the bo-'Pital, of course. But I don't joetin to leave MY

daughter behind. " 

"'Your daughter?" Iftit momentarily incapable of speech. So he had a new job all set, and a new  M'.stress to 90 along. He'd been planning this for some tWie, then. A whole new lifebut not with Brianna. 

-Mv daughter, " he said calmly. "You can come to v

isit whenever V u like) of COUPse                                                                   o "You . . . bloody . . 

. bastard!-I said. 

"Do be reasonable, Claire. 11 He looked down his nose, giving me Treatment A, loVsuffering patience, reserved for students appealing failing grades. "You're scarcely ever home. If I'm gone, there will be no one to look after Bree properly. 

"You talk as though she., eight, not almost eighteen! For heaven's sake, she's nearlvgrown." 

'All the more reason she needs care and supervision, " be snapped. clfyou-,d seen what I'd seen at the university-the -drinking, the drugging, the          11 "Idoseelt,"Isa' tbrou I                          . 

id        gb my teeth. "Atfa'rly close range in the emergency room. Bree is not likely to.-,, 

"She damn well iS! Girls have no sense at that age-sbe'll be off with thefirst ft1low who-" 

"Don't be id' 'Ot' 'c! Bree's very sensible. Besides, all young people experiment, that's how they learn. You can 't keep her swaddled in cotton wool all her life. 11 "Better swaddled than fucking a black man!" he shot back. A mottled red

sbowedfaintly over his cheekbones. "Like mother, like daughter, ch? But that's not bow itsgoing to be, damn it, not if Fve anything to say about it!" I heaved out of bed and stood up, glaring down at him. 

c1rou, 11 1said, "have notgot one bloody, filthy, stinking thing to say, about Bree or anything else!" _7 was trembling with rage, and had to Press myfists into 'he sides of my legs to keep from striking him. `2-ou have the absolute, unmitigatedgall to tell me tbatyou are leaving me to live witb the latest ofa succession or mistresses, and then imply that I have been having an affa nathy? That is what you mean, isn't it?),                    ir with Joe AberHe had the grace to lower his eyes slightly. 

"Everyone thinks you have, " be muttered. "Tou spend all 49ur time with the Inan. It's the same thing, sofa, as Bree i's concerned. Dragg' 

".tuations, where she's exposed to danger, and . . . an     ing her into . . . Ple d to those sorts of Peo"Black people, I suppose You mean?" 

"I damn well do," be said, looking up at me with eyes flashing. "It's bad enougl., to have the Abernatbys to parties all the tim ' 

e, though at least be's educated. But that obese person I met at their house W'th the tribal tattoos and 'h' mud in his bair? That repulsive louk,7e lizard wtitb the oily voice? And
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Young Abernathy's taken to hanging round Bree day and night, taking her to marches and rallies and orgies i.n low dives . . . ))  I

gh dives,                      in

"I shouldn't think there are any hi              " I sa'd, repress g an inappropriate urge to laugh at Frank's unkind but accurate assessment of two of Leonard Abernathy's more outre friends. "Did you know Lenny's taken to I g himself Muhammad Ishmael Shabazz now?" call'n                                                             .   of hap' 

"Yes, he told me," he said shortly, "and I am taking no risk                  ing my daughter become Mrs. Sbabazz." 

"I don't think Breefeels that way about Lenny,          assured him, strugglt    ,ng to suppress my irritation. 

"She isn'tgoing to, either. She'sgoing to England with me." "Not if she doesn't want to," I said, with great finality. 

No doubtfeeling that his position put him at a disadvantage, Frank climbed Out of bed and began grop, *ng for hi's slippers. 

"I don't need your permi    .ssion to take my daughter to England," he said. "And Brees still a minor; shellgo where I say. I'd appreciate it if you'dfind her medical records; the new school will need them." 

"Your daughter?" I said again. I vaguely noticed the chill in the room, but was so angry that I felt hot all over. "Bree's my daughter, and you'll take her bloody nowhere!" 

"-You can't stop me," he pointed out, with aggravating calmness, picking up his dressing gown from the foot of the bed. 

"The hell I can't," I said. "You want to divorce me? Fine. Use any grounds which you can't prove, because you like-with the exception of adultery,                                                  it with you, I'll have a thing Or two doesn't ex * t. But ifyou try to take Bree away is to say about adultery. Do you want to know how many of your discarded mistresses have come to see me, to ask me togi    .ve you up

His mouth bung open i     .n shock. 

"I told them all that I'd give you up in a minute," I said, "if You asked." I g my hands into my armpits. I was beginning to feel the folded my arms, tuckin

chilliness again. "I did wonder why you never asked-but I supposed it was because of Brianna." 

His face had gone     quite bloodless now, and showed white as a skull in the dimness on the other side of the bed. 

is usual self-possession, "I shouldn't "Well," he said, with a poor attempt at h have thought you minded. It's not as though you ever made a move to stop me. I stared at him, completely taken aback. 

"Stop you?" I said. "What should I have done? Steamed open your mail and 2 waved the letters underyour nose? Made a scene at thefaculty Christmas partY. Complained to the Dean?" 

His lips pressed tight together for a moment, then relaxed. 

"You might have behaved as though it mattered to you," he said quietly. 

"It mattered." Aly voice sounded strangled.                                               AL
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He shook bis head, still staring at me, his eyes dark in the lamplight. 
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C_NTot enough." He paused, face floating pale in the air above his dark the bed to stand by me. 

dressinggown, then came round

"Sometz  'mes I wondered if I could rightfully blame you,"              be said, almost thoughtfully. "He looked like Bree, didn't he? He was like her?" C-r . 11 Cs. 

He breathed heavily, almost a snort. 

"I could see it in yourface-when you'd look at her, I could see you tbi            'nki' ng Of him. Damn you, Claire Beauchamp," be said, very softly. "Damn you and Your face that can't bide a thing you think or feel." 

There was a silence after this, of the sort that makes you bear all the tiny unbearable noises of creaking wood and breathing houses-only in an effort to Pretend you haven 't beard what was just sat        'd. 

"I did love you," I said softly, at last. "Once. "Once," be echoed. "Should I begratefulfor that?" 

The fteling was begi   'nni 'ng to come back to my numb lips. ' 

'Idid rellyou," Isaid. "And then, wbenyou wouldntgo . . . Frank, I did

. try

Whatever he beard in my voice stopped him for a moment. "I did, " I said, very softly. He turned away and moved toward my dressing table, where be touched things restlessly, Picking them up and putting them down at random. 

"I couldn't leave you at the first--Pregnant,         alone. Only a cadi would baivne done that. And then . . . Bree. " He stared sigbtlessly at the lipstick he held one hand, then set itgently back on tbeglassy tabletop. "I couldn'tg've her up," 

I he said softly. He turned to look at me, eyes dark holes in a

shadowed face. "Did you know I couldn't sire a child? I . 

ago. I'm  sterile. Did you know?"                     - . bad myself tested, a few years I shook my nead, not trusting myself to speak. 

"Bree is mine, my daughter," he said, as though to himself. "The only child I'll ever have. I couldn'tgive her up. " Hegave a short laugh. "I couldn'tgive her lip, butyou couldn't see her without thinkin of him, could you? Without that constant memory,                                    9

I wonder--would you have forgotten him, in time?" "NO." The whispered word seemed to go through him like an electric shock. He stoodfrozenfor a moment, then wb Wed to tbt closet and began to jerk on his I

clothes over h' 's Pajamas. I stood, arms wrapped around my body, watching as be PUlled on his Overcoat and stamped Out Of the room, not looking at me. The '0111'r of his blue vilk Pajamas stuck up over the astrakhan trim of bis coat. 

A moment later, I heard the closing of the front door-be bad suffic' tent Presence of mind not to slam it-and then the sound of a cold motor turning relliclantly oper. The headlights swept across the bedroom ceiling as the car backed down the drive, and then weregone, leaving me shaking by the rumpled bed. 
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Frank didn't come back. I tried to sleep, burfound myself lying rigid in the cold bed, mentally reliving the argument, listeningfor the crunch of his tires in the drive. At last, Igot up and dressed, left a notefor Bree, and went out myself

The hospital hadn't called, but I might as well go and have a look at my patient; it was better than tossing and turning all ni

ght. And, to be honest, I Would not have minded had Frank come home to find megone. The streets were slick as butter, black ice gleaming in the strectlights. The Yellow phospborglow lit Whorls offalling snow; within an hour, the ice that lined the streets would be concealed beneathfresh powder, and rivice as perilous to travel. The only consolation was that there was no one on the streets at 4:00 A.M. to be imperiled. No one but me, that is. 

Inside the hospital, the usual -warm, stuffy institutional smell wrapped itself round me like a blanket offamillarity, shutting out the snow-filled black night outside. 

"He's okay," the nurse said to me softly, as though a raised voice might disturb the sleeping man. "All the vitals are stable, and the count's okay. No bleeding." I could see that it was true; the patient's face was pale, but with a faint undertone qfpInk, like the veining in a white rose petal, and the pulse in the hollow of his throat was strong and regular. I let out the deep breath I hadn't realized I -was holding. "That'sgood," I said. "Vcrygood." The nurse smiled warmly at me, and I had to resist the impulse to lean a        'nst h'm and d

* Ive. The hospital surround                    suddenly gal       I           ISSO

seemed like my only refuqe. 

There was no point in going home. I checked briefly on my remainin w Pattents, and Went down to the cafeteria. It still smelled like a boarding school, but I sat down with a cup of coffee and sipped 't slowly, wonderin                     hat I would I g W

tell Bree. 

It might have been a half-hour later When one of the ER nurses hurried through the swinging doors and stopped dead at the sight of me. Then she came on, quite slowly. I knew at once; I bad seen doctors and nurses deliver the news of death too often to mistake the signs. Very calmly, ftelin

g nothing whatever, I set down the almost full cup, realizing as I did so that for the rest of my life, I would remember that there was a chip in the rim, and that the "B" of the gold letterl;ttj on the side -was almost worn away. 

C. . . sald,,vou were here. Identification in his wallet . . . police said snow on black ice, a skid . . . DOA . . . " the nurse was talking, babbling, 0s I strode through the bright white halls, not lookt;tq at her, seeing thefaces of tbo nurses at the stat'                        me in slow motion, not know'n

ton turn toward                                          I q, but seeigg from a glance at me that something final had happened. 

He was on a gurney in one of the emergency room cubicles; a spare, anonY
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11jolis space. There was an ambulance parked outsi          'de-perbaps the one that had broiqbt him here. The double doors at the end of the corridor Were open to the icy da irn. The ambulance's red light Was Puls'ng like an artery, bathing th

dor in blood,                                    I                                     e corriI touched him briefly. Hisflesh had the inert, Plasticfeel of the recently dead, so at Odds With the lifelike appearance. 
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There was no wound visible; any damage was hidden beneath the blanket that covered him. His throat was s ' 

brown; no Pulse moved in its hollow.                                             mooth and Iftood there, nzyband on the motionless curve ofh1s chest, looking atbim, asl bad not lookedfor some time. A strong and delicate profile, sensitive lips, and a cbiscled nose and law. A handsome man, desPirr the lines that cut deep beside his inouth, lines of disappointment and unspoken anger, lines that even the relaxation of death could not wipe away. I stood quite still, liste nIng. I could hear the wail of a new ambulance aPProaching, voices I'n the corridor. The squeak Of9urney Wheels, the crackle of a police radio, and the soft hum of a fluorescent light somewhere. I realized With a stavt that I was listeningfor Frank, expecting . . . what? 

That bisgbost would be bovering still nearky, anxious to complete our unfinished business? 

I closed my eyes, to shut out the disturbing sight of that motionless Profil(, goilj red and white and red in turn as the light, throbbed through the open doors. 

"Frank, " I said softly, to the unsettled, Icy air) "ifYou're still close enou bear Ine-I did love you. Once. I did.                                                  gb to Then Joe was there, Pusbina through the crowded corridor, face anx' 

IOUs over bisgreen scrub suit. He bad come straigbtfromsurqery; there was a small spray tf blood across the lenses orhisglasses, a smear of it on his chest. 

"Claire, "be said, "God, Claire!" and then I started to shake. In ten years, be had never called me anything but "Jane" or "L.J." If he was usiit a my

111718c, it must be real. My hand showed startllugy wl;ite in Joe's dark grasp, tbou red in the pulsing light, and then I bad turned to him, solid as a trec t;-unk, rested my bead on his shoulder, and-for tbefirst t' 

ime-weptfor Frank. 

I Icaned my face against the bedroom window of the house on Furev Strcet. It was hot and humid on this blucoSeptember evening, filled with the sound of crickets and lawn sprinklers. What I saw, though, was the uncomPromising black and white of that winter's night two years before-black ice anj tl)c white of hospital linen, and then the blurring'Of all judgments in the Palv gray clawn. 

X

1'YCITS blurred now, remembering the anonymous bustle in the corridor anci thc Pulsing red light of the ambulancc that had washed the silent cubicle bloody light, as I wept for Frank. 

wept for him for the last tinic, knowing even as the tears slid down 224
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my cheeks that we had parted, once and for all, twenty-odd years before, on the crest of a green Scottish hill. 

My weeping done, I rose and laid a hand on the smooth blue coverlet, gently rounded over the pillow on the left-Frank's side. 

"Goodbye, my dear," I whispered, and went out to sleep downstairs, away from the ghosts. It was the doorbell that woke me in the morning, from my makeshift bed on the sofa. 
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"Telegram, ma'am," the messenger said, trying not to stare at my nightgown. Those small yellow envelopes have probably been responsible for more heart attacks than anything besides fatty bacon for breakfast. My own heart squeezed like a fist, then went on beating in a heavy, uncomfortable manner. 

I tipped the messenger and carried the telegram down the hall. It seemed important not to open it until I had reached the relative safety of the bathroom, as though it were an explosive device that must be defused under water. 

My fingers shook and fumbled as I opened it, sitting on the edge of the tub, my back pressed against the tiled wall for reinforcement, 

It was a brief message-of course, a Scot would be thrifty with words, I thought absurdly. HAVE FOUND HIM STOP, it read. WILL YOU COME BACK QUERY ROGER. 

1 folded the telegram neatly and put it back into its envelope. I sat there and stared at it for quite a long time. Then I stood up and went to dress. 

10

Diagnosis

oc Abernathy was seated at his desk, frowning at a small rectangle of pale cardboard he held in both hands. 

"What's that?" I said, sitting on the edge of his desk without cerenionN "A business card." He handed the card to me, looking at once amused and irritated. It Was a pale gray laid-finish card; expensive stock, fastidiously printed in an elegant serif type. Muhammad I'shmacl Sbabazz 11r, the center line read, With address and phone number below. 

"Lenny?" I asked, laughing. "Muhammad Ishmael Shabazz the third?" "Uh-huh." Amusement seemed to be getting the upper hand. The gold tooth flashed briefly as he took the card back. "He says he's not going to take a white man's name, no slave name. He's going to reclaim his African heritage," he said sardonically. "All right, I say; I ask him, you gonna go round with a bone through your nose next thing? It's not enough he's got his hair out to here"-he gestured, fluffing his hands on either side of his own close-cropped head"and he's going round in a thing down to his knees, looks like his sister made it in Home Ec class. No, Lenny-cxcuse me, NILihammad-he's got to be African all the way." Joe waved z, :land out the window, at his privileged vista over the park. "I tell him, look around, man, you see anv lions? This look like Africa to you?" He leaned back in his padded chair, stretching out his legs. He shook his head in resignation. "There's no talkin' 

to a bov that age." 

"True," I sa-id, "But what's this 'third' abou?A reluctant glcam of gold answerq me. "Well, he was talking all about his 'lost tradition' 

and his 'missing history' and all. He says, 'How am I going to

1101d my head up, face-to-face with'all these guys I meet at Yale named CadNvallacler IV

and Sewell Lodge, Jr., and I don't even know my own g,andaddy's name, I don't know where I come from?, 

Joe snorted. "I told him, you want to know where you come from, kid, look in the mirror. Wasn't the Mayflolver, huh?" 

He Picked up the card again, a reluctant grin on his face. 

"So he says, if he's taking back his heritage, whv not take it back all the Wa'? If his grancladdy wouldn't give him a name,'he'll give his grandaddy
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one. And the only trouble with that," he said, looking up at me under cocked brow, "is that it kind of leaves me man in the middle. Now I have be Muhammad Ishmael Shabazz, junior, so Lenny can be a 'proud ric American'." He thrust himself back from the desk, chin on his chest, st balefully at the pale gray card. 

"You're lucky, L.J.," he said. "At least Bree isn't giving you grief abo who her grandcladdy was. All you have to worry about is will she be doins dope and getting pregnant by some draft dodger who takes off for Canada." 

I laughed, with more than a touch of ironv. "That's what you think,), told him. 

"Yeah?" He cocked an interested eyebrow at me, then took off his gol rimmed glasses and wiped them on the end of his tic. "So how was Sc land?" he asked, eyeing me. "Bree like it?" 

"She's still there," I said. "Looking for ber history." Joe was opening his mouth to say something when a tentative knock the door interrupted him. 

"Dr. Abernathy?" A plump young man in a polo shirt pecred doub into the office, leaning over the top of a large cardboard box he                     hel clutched to his substantial abdomen. 

"Call me Ishmael," Joe said genially. 

"What?" The young man's mouth hung slightly open, and he glanced me in bewilderment, mingled with hope. "Are you Dr. Abernathy?" "No," I said, "he is, when he puts his mind to it." I rose from the de

brushing down my skirts. "I'll leave you to your appointment, Joe, but you have time later" 

"No, stay a minute, L.J.," he interrupted, rising. He took the box r the young man, then shook his hand formally. "You'd be Mr. Thomps John Wicklow called to tell me you'd be coming. Pleased to meet you." 

"Horace Thompson, yes," the young man said, blinking slightly. brought, er, a specimen . . 

." He waved vaguely at the cardboard box. "Yes, that's right. I'd be happy to look at it for you, but I think

Randall here might be of assistance, too." He glanced at me, the glint mischief in his eyes. 

"I just want to see can you do it to a dead person, "Do ivhar to a dead-" I began, when he reached into the opened and carefully lifted out a skull. 

"Oh, pretty," he said in delight, turning the object gently to and fro. "Pretty" was not the first adjective that struck me; the skull was St i and greatly discolored, the bone gone a deep streaky brown. Joe carriedTit. the window and held it in the light, his thumbs gently stroking the s bony ridges over the eye sockets. 

14 Pretty lady," he said softly, talking as much to the skull as to me Horace Thompson. 

"Full-grown, mature. Maybe late forties, middle fifd Do you have the legs?" he asked, turning abruptly to the plump young in

-yeall, right here," Horace Thompson assured him, reaching into the box, --Vc have the whole body, in fact." 

14orace Thompson was probably someone from the coroner's office, I s they brought bodies to Joe that had been found in the thonght. Sometime
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Countryside, badly deteriorated, for an expert opinion as to the cause of death. This one looked considerably deteriorated. 

,Here, Dr. Randall." Joe leaned over and carefully placed the skull in my hands. "Tell me whether this lady was in good health, while I check her legs

I'm not a forensic scientist." Still, I glanced automatically down. It vas either an old specimen, or had been weathered extensively; the bone was srnooth, with a gloss that fresh specimens never had, stained and discolored by the Icaching of pigments from the earth. 

.110h, all right." I turned the skull slowly in my hands, watching the bones, naining them each in my mind as I saw them. The smooth arch of the parietals, ftised to the declivity of the temporal, Nvith the small ridge where the jaw muscle originated, the jutting projection that meshed itself with the maxillary into the graccfiiI curve of the squamosal arch. She had had lovely cheekbones, high and broad. The upper jaw had most of its teeth-straight and white. 

Deep eycs. The scooped bone at the back of the orbits was dark with shadow; even by tilting the skull to the side, I couldn't get light to illuminate the whole cavity. The skull felt light in my hands, the bone fragile. I stroked her brow and my hand ran upward, and down behind the occiput, my fingers seeking the dark hole at the base, the foramen magnum, where all the messages of the nervous system pass to and from the busy brain. Then I held it close against my stomach, eyes closed, and fclt the shifting sadness, filling the cavity of the skull like running water. And an odd faint sense-of surpr, _? 

"Someone killed her," I said. "She didn't want to dic." I opened my eyes to find Horace Thompson staring at me, his own eyes wide in his round, pale face. I handed him the skull, very gingerly. "Where did you find her?" I asked. 

Mr. Thompson exchanged glances With Joe, then looked back at me, both evebrows still high. 

"She's from a c,vc in the Caribbean," he said. "There were a lot of ar t'facts with her. We think she's maybe between a hundred-fifty and two hundred years old." 

"She's iihat?" 

Joe was grinning broadly, crijoying his joke. 

"Our fric,d Mr. Thompson hcre is from the anthropology department at I-farvard", hc said"His friend Wicklow knows me; asked me would I have a look at this skeleton, to tell them what I could about it." 
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"The nerve of you!" I said indignantly. "I thought she was some unidentified bodv the coroner's office dragged in." 

"Well, she's unidentified," Joe pointed out. "And certainly liable to stay that way." He rooted about in the cardboard box like a terrier. The end flap said PICT-SWEET CORN. 

"Now what have we got here?" he said, and very carefully drew Out a plastic sack containing a jumble of vertebrae. 

"She was in pieces when we got her," Horace explained. 

"Oh, cle headbone connected to de . . . neckbone," Joe sang softly, laving out the vertebrae along the edge of the desk. His stubby fingers darted skillfully among the bones, nudging them into alignment, "De neckbone connected to de . . . backbone . . ." 
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"Don't pay any attention to him," I told Horace. "You'll just encourage him." 

"Now hear . . . dc word . . . of de Lawd!" he finished triumphantly. "Jesus Christ, L.J., you're somethin' else! Look here." Horace Thompson and I bent obediently over the line of spiky vertebral bones. The wide body of the axis had a deep gouge; the posterior zygapophysis had broken clean off, and the fracture plane went completely through the centrurn of the bone. 

"A broken neck?" Thompson asked, peering interestedly. 

"Yeah, but more than that, 1 think." Joe's finger moved over the line of the fracture plane. 

"See here? The bone's not just cracked, it's gone tight there. Somebody tried to cut this lady's head clean off. With a dull blade," he concluded with relish. Horace Thompson was looking at me queerly. "How did you know she'd been killed, Dr. Randall?" he asked. 

I could feel the blood rising in my face. "I don't know," 1 said. III-shefelt like it, that's all." 

"Really?" He blinked a few times, but didn't press me further. "How odd." 

"She does it all the time," Joe informed him, squinting at the femur he was measuring with a pair of calipers. "Mostly on live people, though. Best diagnostician I ever sa-,A,." He set down the calipers and picked up a smaO plastic ruler. "A cave, you said?" 

"We think it was a . . . er, secret slave burial," Mr. Thompson explained, blushing, and I suddenly realized why he had seemed so abashed when b0i realized which of us was the Dr. Abernathy he had been sent to see. Joe sh0# him a sudden sharp glance, but then bent back to his work. He kept hul* ming "Dem Dry Bones" faintly to himself as he measured the pelvic in, then went back to the legs, this time concentrating on the tibia. FinallY

straightened up, shaking his head. 

"Not a slave," he said. 
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14orace blinked. "But she must have been," he said. "The things we foL,nd -,vith her . . . a clear African influence . . . 

-No," Joe said flatly. He tapped the long femur, where it rested on his desk. His fingernail clicked on the dry bone. "She wasn't black." 

"You can tell that? From bones?" Horace Thompson was visibly agitated. -13tit I thoughtthat paper by Jensen, I mean-theories about racial phvsical diffcreiiccs-largely exploded-" He blushed scarlet, unable to finish'. 

Oh, thcy're there," said Joe, very dryly indeed. "If you want to think blacks and whites are equal under the skin, be my guest, b,ut it ain't scientificaiiv so." He turned and pulled a book from the' shelf behind him. Tables of Skeletal Variance, the title read. 

-Take a look at this," Joe invited. "You can see the differences in a lot of bones, but especially in the leg bones. Blacks have a completely different fernur-to-tibia ratio than whites do. And that lady"-he pointed to' the skeleton on his dcsk-"was white. Caucasian. No question about it." 

"Olh," Horace Thompson murmured. "Well. I'll have to think-I meanit Nvas very kind of you to look at her for me. Er, thank you," he added, with an awkward little bow. We silently watched him bundle' his bones back into the PICT-SWEET box, and then he was gone, pausing at the door to give us both another brief bob of the head. Joe gave a short laugh as the door closed behind him. "Want to bet he takes her down to Rutgers for a second opinion?" 
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"Academics don't give up theories easily," I said, shrugging. "I lived with one long enough to know that." 

Joe snorted again. "So you did. Well, now that we've got Mr. Thompson and his dead white lady sorted out, what can I do for you, L.J.?" 

I took a deep breath and tw:ncd to face him. 

"I need an honest opinion, from somebody I can depend on to be objective. No," I amended, "I take that back. I need an opinion and thendepending on the opinion-maybe a favor." 

"No problem," Joe assured me. "Esp(wially the opinion. My specialty, opinions." He rocked back in his chair, unfolded his gold-rimmed glasses and set them firmly atop his broad nose. Then he folded his hands across his chest, fingers steepled, and nodded at me. 

"Shoot." 

"Arn I sexually attractive?" I demanded. His eves always reminded me of toffee drops, with their warm golden-brown co'lor. Now they went comPletely round, enhancing the resemblance. 

Then thcy narrowed, but he didn't answer immediatcly. He looked me oVer carefully, head to toe. 

"It's a trick question, right?" he said. "I give you an answer and one of those Wonicri's libbcrs jumps out from behind the door, yells 'Sexist pig!' and hits me over the head Nvith . sign that says 'Castrate Male Chauvinists.' Ruh?" 
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"No," I assured him. "A sexist male chauvinist answer is basically Wha

"Oh, okay. As long as we're straight, then." He resumed his peruq squinting closely as I stood up straight. 

'Skinny white broad with too much hair, but a great ass," he said at I;A Nice tits, too," he added, with a cordial nod. "That what you want k-now? 

Yes," I said, relaxing my rigid posture. "That's exactly what I wanted'i know. It isn't the sort of question you can ask just anybody." 

I

He pursed his lips in a silent whistle, then threw back his head and roar4 with delight. 

"Lady Jane! You've got you a man!" 

I fclt the blood rising in my cheeks, but tried to keep my dignity. "I don know. Maybe. Just maybe." 

"Mavbe, hell! Jesus Christ on a piece of toast, L.J., it's about time!" 'Kindly quit cackling," I said, lowering myself into his visitor's chair. doesn't become a man of vour vears and station." 

"My years? Oho," he said, peering shrewdly at     me through the glasm "He's younger than you? That's what you're worried about?"                    I "Not a lot," I said, the blush beginning to recede. "But I haven't soi

him in twenty years. You're the only person I know who's known me foi long time; have I changed terribly since we met?" I looked at him straiO on, demanding honesty. i
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He looked at ine, took off his glasses and squinted, then replaced thc "No," he said. "You wouldn't, though, unless you got fat." 

"I wouldn't?" 

"Nah. Ever been to your high school reunion?" "I didn't go to a high school." His sketchy brows flicked upward. "No? Well, 1 have. And I tell you L.J.; you see all these people you haven't seen for twenty years, and th this split second when you meet somebody you used to know, when think, 'My God, he's changed!,' and then all of a sudden, he hasn't-it's like the twenty years weren't there. I mean"-he rubbed his head vigoro struggling for meaning-"you see they've got some gray, and some and maybe thev aren't just the same as they were, but two minutes past shock, and you don't see it anymore. They're just the same people always were, and you have to make vourself stand back a ways to see that aren t eighteen anymore. 

LNow, if people get fat," he said meditativelv, "the  -v change some. harder to see who they were, because the faces change. But you" squinted at me again-"you're never going to be fat; you don't ha'Ve genes for it." 

"I suppose not," I said. I looked down at my hands, clasped togeth lap. Slender wristbones; at least I wasn't fat yet. My rings gleamed in the ,,t,,nn sun from the window. 

,Is it Bree's daddy?" he asked softly. 

I jerked my head up and stared at him. "How the hell did you know said. He smiled slightly, "I've known Brec how long? Ten years, at least." He shook his head. 

"She's got a lot of you in her, L.J., but I've never seen n,,thing of Frank, Daddy's got red hair, huh?" he asked. "And he's one big

ything 1 learned in Genetics 101 was a damn lie." son of a bitch, or ever

,yes,-I said, and felt a kind of delirious excitement at that simple admission. Until I had told Bree herself and Roger about Jamie, I had said nothing about him for twenty years. The joy of suddenly being able to talk freely intoxicating. 

about hiin was 1    1

,Yes, he's big and rcd-haired, and he's Scottish," 1 said, making Joe's eyes go round once more. 

"And Bree's in Scotland now?" 

I nodded. "Bree is where the favor comes in." 

Tvo hours later, I left the hospital for the last time, leaving behind me a letter of resignation, addressed to the Hospital Board, all the necessary documents for the handling of my property until Brianna should be of age, and another one, to be executed at that time, turning everything over to her. As I drove out of the parking lot, I experienced a feeling of mingled panic, regret, and elation. I was on my way. 

Q.E.D. 

INVERNESS

OCTOBER 5, 1968

found the deed of sasine." Roger's face was flushed with excitement. He had hardly been able to contain himself, waiting with open impatience at the train station in Inverness while Brianna hugged me and

my bags were retrieved. He had barely got us stuffed into his tiny Morris and the car's ignition started before blurting out his news. 
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"What, for Lallybroch?" I leaned over the seat back between him and Brianna, in order to hear him over the noise of the motor. 

"Yes, the one Jamie-your Jamie-wrote, cleeding the property to his nephew, the younger Jamie." 

"It's at the manse," Brianna put in, twisting to look at me. "We were afraid to bring it with us; Roger had to sign his name in blood to get it out of the SPA collection." Her fair skin was pinkened by excitement and the chilly day, raindrops in her ruddy hair. It was always a shock to me to see her again after an absence-mothcrs always think their children beautiful, but Brec really was. 

I smiled at her, glowing with affection tinged with panic. Could I really be thinking of leaving her? Mistaking the smile for one of pleasure in the new$) she went on, gripping the back of the seat in excitement. 

"And vou'll never guess what else we found!" 

"What you found," Roger corrected, squeezing her knee with one hand as' he negotiated the tiny orange car through a roundabout. She gave him 3, quick glance and a reciprocal touch with an air of intimacv about it that seta' 

.11 off mv maternal alarm bells on the spot. Like that alread         was it? 

I seemed to feel Frank's shade glaring accusingly over my shoulder.              k at least Roger wasn't black. I coughed and said, '     'Really? What is it?" They exchanged a glance and grinned widely at each         .other. "Wait and see, Mama," said Bree, with irritating smugness. 
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she said, twenty minutes later, as I bent over the desk in the malisc's Study. On the battered surface of the late Reverend Wakefield's desk la, a Ilcif of yellowed papers, foxed and browned at the edges. They were ca.retuily enclosed in protective plastic covers now, but obviously had been ,,,C1CSS1V used at one time; the edges were tattered, one sheet was torn rouglilv'in half, and all the sheets had notes and annotations scribbled in the margins Bind inserted in the text. This was obviously someone's rough draft -of something. 

-It's the text of an article," Roger told me, shuffling through a pile of huge folio volumes that lay on the sofa. "It was published in a sort of journal called Forrester's, put out by a printer called Alexander Malcolm, in Edinburgh, in 1765." 

1 swalloNved, my shirtwaist dress feeling suddenly too tight under the arms; 1765) was almost twenty years past the time when I had left Jamie. I stared at the scrawling letters, browned with age. They were written by some0ne of difficult penmanship, here cramped and there sprawling, with exaggerated loops on "g" and "y." Perhaps the writing of a left-handed man, Nvllo Nvrotc most painfully with his right hand. 

"See, here's the published version." Roger brought the opened folio to the desk and laid it before me, pointing. "See the date? It's 1765, and it matclics this handwritten manuscript almost exactly; only a few of the marginal notes aren't included." 

"Yes," I said. "And the deed of sasine

"Here it is." Brianna fumbled hastily in the top dra-vvcr and pulled out a much crumpled paper, likewise encased in protective plastic. Protection here N,as cven more after tl c fact than with the manuscript; the paper was rainspattered, filthy and torn, many of the words blurred beyond recognition. But the three signatures at the bottom still showed plainly. 
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4v mi, hand, read the jfficult writing, here executed with such care that OnIN the exaggerated loop of the "y" showed its kinship with the careless manuscript, James Alexander Malcolm MacKenzie Fraser. And below, the t"'O lilies where the witnesses had signed. In a thin, fine script, Murragb FitzGibbons Fraser, and, below that, in my own large, round hand, Claire &auchnnip Fraser. 

. I sat down quite suddenly, putting my hand over the document instinct"'elv, as though to deny its reality. 

"That,s it, isn't it?" said Roger quietly. His outward composure was belied by Ills hands, trembling slightly as he lifted the stack of manuscript pages t.o set thelli next to the deed. 

"You signed it. Proof positive-if we needed It," he addd, with a quick glance at Bree. She S11()ok her head, Ictt;ng her hair fall down to hide her face. They didn't tleed it, either of them. The vanishing of Geilie Duncan through the stones
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five months before had been all the evidence anyone could need as to the truth of in), story. 

Stitt, having it all laid out in black and white was rather staggering. I took then at the handwritten mv hand away and looked again at the deed, and

manuscript. "Is it the same, Mama?" Bree bent anxiouslv        over the pages, her hair t my hand. "The article wasn't signed-or it was, but

brushing softly agains                   I

with a pscuctonym." She smiled briefly. "The author signed himself 'Q.E.D., d it looked the same to us, but we aren't either of us handwriting experts an we didn't Nvarit to give these to an expert until you'd seen them." 

"I think so." I felt breathless, but quite certain at the same time, with an upwctting of incredulous jov. "Yes, I'm almost sure. Jamie wrote this." Q.E.D., indeed! I had an absurd urge to tear the manuscript     . pages out of their plastic shrouds and clutch them in ury hands, to feel the ink and paper he had touched; the certain evidence that he had survived. 

"There's more. Internal evidence." Roger's voice betrayed his pride. "See there? It's an article against the Excise Act of 1764, advocating the repeal of the restrictions on export of liquor from the Scottish Highlands to England. 

on a phrase-" 'for as has Here it is--his racing finger stopped suddenly been known for ages past, "Freedom and Whisky gang tcgither." ' See how He got it from somewhere he's put that Scottish dialect phrase in quotes? 

else." "He got it from me," I said softly. "I told him that-when he was setting out to steal Prince Charles's port." 

"I remembered." Roger nodded, eyes shiningwith excitement. "But it's a quote from Burns," I said, frowning suddenly. "Perhaps the writer got it there-wasn't Burns alive then?" 

"He was," said Bree smugly, forestalling Roger. "But Robert Burns was six vears old in 1765." 

11Arid Jamie would be forty-four," Suddenly, it all seemed real. He was I corrected myself, trying to keep my emotions in alive-had been alive,                                              bling. check. I laid mV fingers flat against the manuscript pages, trem "And if-" I   .said, and had to stop to swallow again. 
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,,And if time goes on in parallel, as we think it does" Roger stopped, too, looking at me. Then his eyes shifted to Brianna. 

eady and her She had gone quite pale, but both lips and eyes          were st      , , fingers were warni when she touched my hand.                       find  him." "Then you can go back, Mama," she said softly. "You can

The plastic   hangers rattled against the steel tubing of the dress rack as I thumbed my ,vav slowly through the available selection. 

"Can I be hetpin' ye at all, miss?" The salesgirl peered up at me like a Voyager
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helpful Pekingese, bluc-ringcd eyes barely visible through bangs that [)rushed the top of her nose. 

"Have you got any more of these old-fashioned sorts of dresses?" I gestured at the rack before me, th  Iick with examples of the current craze-lacedhodiccd, long-skirted dresses in gingham cotton and velveteen. 

The salesgirl's mouth was caked so thickly that I expected the white lipstick to crack when she smiled, but it didn't. 

-0h, aye," she said. "Got a new lot o' the Jessica Gutenburgs in just todaN - Aren't they the grooviest, these old-style gowns?" She ran an admirY

ing finger over a brown velvet sleeve, then whirled on her ballet flats and pointed toward the center of the store. "Just there, aye? Where it says, oil the sign." The sign, stuck on the top of a circular rack, said CAPTURE THE CFL'kRm OF THE

FIGHTEENTH CENTURY in large white letters across the top. Just below, in curlicue script, was the signature, Jessica Gutenburg. 

Reflecting on the basic improbability of anyone actually being named Jessica Gutenburg, I waded through the contents of the rack, pausing at a truly stunning number in cream velvet, with satin inserts and a good deal of lace. 

"Look lovely on, that would." The Pekingese was back, pug nose sniffing hopefully for a sale. 

"Maybe so," I said, "but not very practical. You'd get filthy just walking out of the store." I pushed the white dress away with some regret, proceeding to the next size ten. 

"Oh, I just love the red ones!" The girl clasped her hands in ecstasy at the brilliant garnet fabric. 

"So do I," I murmured. "but we don't want to look too garish. Wouldn't do to be taken for a prostitute, would it?" The Peke gave me a startled look through the thickets, then decided I was joking, and giggled appreciatively. 

"Now, that one," she said decisively, reaching past me, "that's perfect, that is. That's your color, he"r4e." 

Actually, it was almost perfect. Floor-length, with three-quarter sleeves edged with lace. A deep, tawny gold, with shimmers of brown and amber and sherry in the heavv silk. I lifted it careftilly off the rack and held it up to examine it. A trifle fancy, but it might do. The constru-:tion seemed halfway decent; no loose threads or unraveling scams. The machine-made lace on the bodice was just tacked I'll, but that would be easy enough to reinforce. 

"Want to try it on? The   .dressing rooms arc just over there." The Peke was frisking about near my elbow, encouraged by my interest. Taking a quick

PDF Transform

PDF Transform

Y

Y

Y

er

Y

er

B

2

B

2

B

.0

B

.0

A

A

Click here to buy

Click here to buy

w

w

w

w

w . 

w

A B B YY.com

.A B BYY.com

10ok at the price tag, I could see why; she must work on commission. I took a deep breath at the figure, which would cover a month's rent on a London Lt, but then shrugged. After all, what did I need money for? 

Still, I hesitated. 
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I said doubtfully, -it is lovely. But on't know

,,I d                                               , for you," the Peking'-st 110h, don't worry a bit about it's being too youn              -five, Well reassured me earnestly. 

-you don't took a day over twenty            -1y,face. 

e thirty," she concluded lamely,    after a quick glance at n mavb                                               about that, though. I don't ",Thanks," I said dryly. -I wasn't worried

suppose vou have any without zippers, do YOU"                    th the makeup. nt quite blank benea

-Zippers?" Her small round face we

1) no. Don't think we do.                                  and turning

'Erin . . .        orry    I said, taking the dress over my arm

"Well, not to w                  I go through with this, zippers will be the toward the dressing room. "If

least of it." 

All Hallows' Eve

44 rns M,,enty-three shillings, cighwo golden guineas, six sovereig , teen florins ninepence, ten halfpcnce, and . . . twelve farthings." Roger dropped the last coin on the tinkling pile, then T

dug iato his shirt pocket, Ican face absorbed as he searched. "Oh, here." He brought out a small plastic bag and carefully poured a handful of tiny copper coins into a pile alongside the other money. 

"Doits," he explained. "The smallest denomination of Scottish coinage of the time. I got as many as I could, because that's likely what you'd use most of the time. You wouldn't use the large coins unless you had to buy a horse or something." 

"I know." I picked up a couple of sovereigns and tilted them in my hand, tetting them clink together. They were heavy-gold coins, ricarly an inch in diameter. It had taken Roger and Bree four days in London, going from one rare-coin dealer to the next, to assemble the small fortune gleaming in the lamplight before me. 

"You know, it's funny; these coins are worth a lot more now than their face value," I said, picking up a golden guinea, "but in terms of what they'll buy, they were worth then just about as much as now. This is six months' income for a small farmer." 

"I was forgetting," Rogcrl*said, "that you know all this already; what things were worth and how they were sold." 

"It's casv to forget," I said, cyes still on the money. From the corner of MYvision, I saw Brce draw suddenly close to Roger, and his hand go out to her automatically, I took a deep breath and looked up from the tiny heaps of gold and silver. "NVell, that's that. Shall we go and have some dinner?" 
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Dinner-at one of the pubs on River Street-was a largely silent affair. Claire and Brianna sat side bv side on the banquette, with Roger opposite. TheN, barelv looked at each 'other while they ate, but Roger could see the frequent small touches, the tiny nudges of shoulder and hip, the brushing of

5rgers that went on. 

lMvwould he manage, he wondered to himself. If it were his choice, or 238                        Diana Gabaldon

his parent? Separation came to all families, but most often it was death that intervened, to sever the ties betwccn parent and child. It was the element of choice here that made it so difficult-not that it could ever be easy, he thought, forking in a mouthful of hot shepherd's pie. 

As they rose to leave after supper, he laid a hand on Claire's arm. 

"Just for the sake of nothing," he said, "will you try something for me?" "I expect so," she said, smiling. "What is it?;, 

He nodded at the door. "Close Your eyes and step out of the cloor. When you're outside, open them. Then come in and tell me what's the first thing You saw." Her mouth twitchcd with amusement. "All right. We'll hope the first thing I see isn't a policeman, or you'll have to come bail me out of jail for being drunk and disorderly." 

"So long as it isn't a duck." 

Claire gave him a queer look, but obediently turned toward the door of the pub and closed her eyes. Brianna watched her mother disappear through the door, hand extended to the paneling of the entry to keep her bearings. She turned to Roger, copper eyebrows raised. 

"What are you up to, Roger? Ducks?" 

"Nothing," he said, eyes still fixed on the empty entrance. "It's just an old custom. Samhain-Hallowe'en, you know?-that's one of the feasts when it was customary to try to divine the ftiture. And one of the ways of divination was to walk to the end of the house, and then step outside with your eyes closed. The first thing you see when you open them is an omen for the near future. " 

"Ducks arc bad omens?" 

"Depends what they're doing," he said absently, still watching the entry. "If they have their heads under their wings, that's death. What's keeping heO" 

"Maybe we'd better go see," Brianna said nervously. "I don't expect there are a lot of sleeping ducks in downtown Inverness, but with the river so close . . ." just as they reached the door, though, its stained-glass window darkened and it swung open to reveal Claire, looking mildly flustered. 

"You'll never believe what's the first thing I saw," she said, laughing as she saw them. 

"Not a duck with its head under its wing?" asked Brianna anxiously. "No," her mother said, giving her a puzzled look. "A policeman. 1 turned to the right and ran smack into him." 

"He was coming toward Von, then?" Roger felt inexplicably relieved. "Well, he was until I ran into him," she said. "Then we waltzed round the pavement a bit, clutching each other." She laughed, looking flushed and
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rctt-\" with her brown-sherry eyes sparkling in the amber pub lights. P

"That's good luck," Roger said, smiling. "To see a man coming toward on Samhain means you'll find what you seek." 

-J)oCs it?" Her eyes rested on his, quizzical, then her face lit with a sAden smile. 

"Wonderful! Let's go home and celebrate, shall we?" 

The anxious constraint that had lain on them over dinner seemed suddenly to have vanished, to be replaced with a sort of manic excitement, and they laughed and joked on the trip back to the manse, where they drank toasts to past and future-Loch Minneaig Scotch for Claire and Roger, Coca-Cola for Brianna-and talked excitedly about the plans for the next day. Brianna had insisted on carving a pumpkin into a jack-o'-lantern, which sat on the sideboard, grinning benevolently on the proceedings. 

"You've got the money, now," Roger said, for the tenth time. "And your cloak," Brianna chimed in. 

"Yes, yes, yes," Claire said impatiently. "Everything I need-or everything I can manage, at least," she amended. She paused, then impulsively reached out and took both Bree and Roger by the hand. 

"Thank you both," she said, squeezing their hands. Her eyes shone moist, and her voice was suddenly husky. "Thank you. I can't say what I feel. I can't. But-oh, my dears, I will miss you!" 

Then she and Bree were in each other's arms, Claire's head tucked into her daughter's neck, the both of them hugged tight, as though simple force could somehow express the depth of feeling between them. 

Then they broke apart, eyes wet, and Claire laid a hand on her daughter's cheek. "I'd better go up now," she whispered. "There are things to do, still. I'll see you in the morniV, Baby." She rose on tiptoe to plant a kiss on her daughter's nose, then turned and hurried from the room. 

After her mother's exit, Brianna sat down again with her glass of Cokc, and heaved a deep sigh. She didn't speak, but sat looking into the fire, turning the glass slowly between her hands. 

Roger busied himself, setting the room to rights for the night, closing the Wilidows, tidying the desk, putting away the reference books he had used to help Claire prepare for her journey. He paused by the jack-o'-lantern, but it looked so jolly, with the candlelight streaming from its slanted eyes and iaggcd mouth, that he couldn't bring himself to blow it out. 

"I shouldn't think it's likely to set anything on fire," he remarked. "Shall we leave it?" There was no answer. When he glanced at Brianna, he found her sitting Still as stone, eyes fixed on the hearth. She hadn't heard him. He sat down beside her and took her hand. 

"She might be able to come back," he said gently. "We don't know." 238                         Diana Gabaldon

his parent? Separation came to all families, but most often it was death that intervened, to sever the ties between parent and child. It was the element of choice here that made it so difficult-not that it could ever be easy, ht thought, forking in a mouthful of hot shepherd's pic. 

As they rose to leave after supper, he laid a hand on Claire's arm. 
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"Just for the sake of nothing," he said, "will you try something for me?" "I expect so," she said, smiling. "What is it?   ;1

He nodded at the door. "Close your eyes and step out of the door. When you're outside, open them. Then come in and tell me what's the first thing You saw." Her mouth twitched with amusement. "All right. We'll hope the first thing I see isn't a policeman, or you'll have to come bail me out of jail for being drunk and disorderly." 

"So long as it isn't a duck." 

Claire gave him a queer look, but obediently turned toward the door of the pub and closed her eyes. Brianna watched her mother disappear through the door, hand extended to the paneling of the entry to keep her bearings. She turned to Roger, copper eyebrows raised. 

"What arc you up to, Roger? Ducks?" 

"Nothing,'  Ihe said, eyes still fixed on the empty entrance. "It's just an old custom. Samhain-Hallowe'cn, you know?-that's one of the feasts when it was customary to try to divine the ftiture. And one of the ways of divination was to walk to the end of the house, and then step outside with your eyes closed. The first thing you see when you open them is an omen for the near future." 

"Ducks are bad omens?" 

"Depends what thev'rc doing," he said absently, still watching the entry. "If they have their heads under their wings, that's death. What's keeping her?" 

"Maybe we'd better go see," Brianna said nervously. "I don't expect there are a lot of sleeping ducks in downtown Inverness, but with the river SO close . . ." just as they reached the door, though, its stained-glass window darkened and it swung open to reveal Claire, looking mildly flustered. 

"You'll never believe what's the first thing I saw," she said, laughing as she saw them. 

"Not a duck with its head under its wing?" asked Brianna anxiously. "No," her mother said, giving her a puzzled look. "A policeman. I turned to the right and ran smack into him." 

"He was coming toward you, then?" Roger felt inexplicably relieved. "Well, he was until I ran into him," she said. "Then we waltzed round the pavement a bit, clutching each other." She laughed, looking flushed and
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Prett,,, with her brown-sherry eyes sparkling in the amber pub lights. 

,,T hat's good luck," Roger said, smiling. "To see a man coming toward N,OLI Oil Samhain means you'll find what you seek." 

I -Does it?" Her eyes restcd on his, quizzical, then her face lit with a sudden smile. 

"Wonderful! Let's go home and celebrate, shall kvc?" 

The anxious constraint that had lain on them over dinner seemed suddenly to liaNe vanished, to be replaced with a sort of manic excitement, and they laughed and joked on the trip back to the manse, where they drank toasts to past and futurc-Loch Minneaig Scotch for Claire and Roger, Coca-Cola for Brianna-and talked excitedly about the plans for the next day. Brianna had insisted on carving a pumpkin into a jack-o'-lantern, which sat on the sideboard, grinning benevolently on the proceedings. 

-You've got the money, now," Roger said, for the tenth time. "And Vour cloak," Brianna chimed in. 
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"Yes, yes, yes," Claire said impatiently. "Everything I need-or everything I can manage, at least," she amended. She paused, then impulsively reached out and took both Bree and Roger by the hand. 

"Thank you both," she said, squeezing their hands. Her eyes shone moist, and her voice was suddenly husky. "Thank you. I can't say what I feel. I can't. But-oh, my dears, I will miss you!" 

Then she and Bree were in each other's arms, Claire's head tucked into her daughter's neck, the both of them hugged tight, as though simple force could somehow express the depth of fccling between them. 

Then they broke apart, eyes wet, and Claire laid a hand on her daughter's check. "I'd better go up now," she whispered. "There arc things to do, still. I'll see you in the mornin

,, Baby." She rose on tiptoe to plant a kiss on her daughter's nose, then turned and hurried from the room. 

After her mother's exit, Brianna sat down again with her glass of Coke, and heaved a deep sigh. She didn't speak, but sat looking into the fire, turning the glass slowly between her hands. 

Roger busied himself, setting the room to rights for the night, closing the Windows, tidying the desk, putting away the reference books he had used to help Claire prepare for her journey. He paused by the jack-o'-lantern, but it looked so jolly, with the candlelight streaming from its slantcd eyes and jagged i

-nouth, that he couldn't bring himself to blow it out. 

"I shouldn't think it's likely to set anything on fire," he remarked. "Shall Ic leave it?" There was no answer. When he glanced at Brianna, he found her sitting s'd)) as stone, evcs fixed on the hearth. She hadn't heard him. He sat down Iside her and'took her hand. 

"She might be able to come back," he said gently. "We don't know." 240                         Diana Gabaldon

Brianna shook her head slowly, not taking her eyes from the leapit18 flames. 

"I don't think so," she said softly. "She told you what it was like. She may not even make it through." Long fingers drummed restlessly on a denimed thigh. Roger glanced at the door, to be sure that Claire was safely upstairs, the,, sat down on the sofa next to Brianna. 

"She belongs with him, Brec," he said. "Can ye not see it? When she speaks of him," 

"I see it. I know she needs him." The full lower lip trembled slightly. "But . . . I need her!" Brianna's hands clenched suddenly tight on her knees, and she bent forward, as though trying to contain some sudden pain. 

Roger stroked her hair, marveling at the softness of the glowing strands that slid through his fingers. He wanted to take her into his arms, as much for the feel of her as to offer comfort, but she was rigid and unresponsive. 

"You're grown, Bree," he said softly. "You live on your own now, don't you? You may love her, but you don't need her anymore-not the way you did when you were small. Has she no right to her own joy?" 

"Yes. But . . . Roger, you don't understand!" she burst out - She pressed her lips tight together and swallowed hard, then turned to him, eyes dark with distress. 

"She's all that's left, Roger! The only one who really knows me. She and Daddy-Frank"-she corrected herself--they were the ones who knew me from the beginning, the ones who saw
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me learn to walk and were proud of me when I did something good in school, and who-" She broke off, and the tears overflowed, leaving gleaming tracks in the firelight. 

"This sounds really dumb," she said with sudden violence. "Really, really dumb! But it's-" she groped, helpless, then sprang to her feet, unable to stay still. 

"It's like-there are all these things I don't even know!" she said, pacing with quick, angry steps. "Do you think I remember what I looked like, learning to walk, or what the first word I said was? No, but Mama does! And that's so stupid, because what difference does it make, it doesn't make anY difference at all, but it's important, it matters because she thought it was, and . . . oh, Roger, if she's gone, there won't be a soul left in the world WhO

cares what I'm like, or thinks I'm special not because of anything, but j1O because I'm me! 

She's the only person in the world who real'iy, really cares I was born, and if she's gone . . 

." She stood still on the hearthrug, hands clenched at her sides, and mouth twisted with the effort to control hers& tears wet on her checks. Then her shoulders slumped and the tension Wellt out of her tall figure. 

"And that's just really dumb and selfish," she said, in a quietly reasonablc tone. "And you don't understand, and you think I'm awful." 
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,so," Roger said quietly. "I think maybe not." He stood and came behind her, putting his arms around her waist, urging her to lean back against him. She resisted at first, stiff in his arms, but then yielded to the nced for physical comfort and relaxed, his chin propped on her shoulder, head tilted to touch her own. 

,,I never realized," he said. "Not 'til now. D'ye remember all those boxes in the garage?" 

,,Which ones?" she said, with a sniffling attempt at a laugh. "There are hundreds." 

"The ones that say 'Roger' on them." He gave her a slight squeeze and brought his arms up, crisscrossed on her chest, holding her snug against hirnsclf. 

"They're full of my parents' old clobber," he said. "Pictures and letters and baby clothes and books and old bits of rubbish. The Reverend packed thcrn up when he took me to live with him. Treated them just like his most precious historical documents-double -boxing, and mothproofing and all that." 

He rocked slowly back and forth, swaying from side to side, carrying her 6th hirri as he watched the fire over her shoulder. 

"I asked him once why he bothered to keep them-1 didn't want any of it, didn't care. But he said we'd keep it just the same; it was my history, he said -and everyone needs a history." Brianna sighed, and her body seemed to relax still further, joining him in his rhythmic, half unconscious sway. 

"Did you ever book inside them?" 

He shook his head. "It isn't important what's in them," he said. "Only that they're there." He let go of her Then, and stepped back so that she turned to face him. Her face was blotched and her long, elegant nose a little swollen. 

"You're wrong, you know," he said softly, and held out his hand to her. "It isn't only your mother who cares." 

Brianna had gone to bed long since, but Roger sat on in the study, watchilig the flames die down in the hearth. Hallowe'en had always seemed to him a restless night, alive with waking spirits. Tonight was even more so, with the knOWledge of what would happen in
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the morning. The jack-o'-lantern on the desk grinned in anticipation, filling the room with the homely scent of baking pies. 

The sound of a footfall on the stair roused him from his thoughts. He had thought it might be Brianna, unable to sleep, but the visitor was Claire. 

"I thought you might s,ill be awake," she said. She was in her nightdress, a pale glimmer of white satin against the dark hallway. 

242                       Diana Gabaldon

He smiled and stretched out a hand, inviting her in. "No. I never could sleep on All Hallows'. Not after all the stories my father told me; I alwqs thought I could hear ghosts talking outside mV window." 

She smiled, coming into the firelight. "And what did they say?" 

" 'Sce'st thou this great gray head, with jaws which have no meat?' 51 Roger quoted. "You know the story? The little tailor who spent the night in a haunted church, and met the hungry ghost?" 

"I do. I think if I'd heard that outside mv window, I'd have spent the rest of the night hiding under the bedclothes.'; 

"Oh, I usually did," Roger assured her. "Though once, when I was seven or so, I got up my nerve, stood up on the bed and peed on the windowsillthe Reverend had just told me that pissing on the doorposts is supposed to keep a ghost from coming in the house." Claire laughed delightedly, the firelight dancing in her eyes. "Did it work?" 

"Well, it would have worked better had the window been open," Roger said, "but the ghosts didn't come in, no." 

They laughed together, and then one of the small awkward silences that had punctuated the evening fell between them, the sudden realization of enormity gaping beneath the tightrope of conversation. Claire sat beside him, watching the fire, her hands moving restlessly among the folds of her gown. The light winked from her wedding rings, silver and gold, in sparks of fire. 

"I'll take care of her, you know," Roger said quietly, at last. "You do know that, don't you?" Claire nodded, not looking at him. 

"I know," she said softly. He could see the tears, caught trembling at the edge of her lashes, glowing with firelight. She fumbled in the pocket of her gown, and drew out a long white envelope. 

"You'll think me a dreadful coward," she said, "and I am. But I honestly don't think I can do it-say goodbye to Bree, I mean." She stopped, to bring her voice under control, and then held out the envelope to him. 

"I wrote it all down for her-everything I could. Will you . . . ?" Roger took the envelope. It was warm from resting next to her body. From some obscure feeling that it must not be allowed to grow cold before it reached her daughter, he thrust it into his own breast pocket, feeling the crackle of paper as the envelope bent. 

"Yes," he said, hearing his own voice thicken. "Then you'll go "Early," she said, taking a deep breath. "Before dawn. I've arranged for 2 car to pick me up." Her hands twisted together in her lap. ,If 1-11 She bit her lip, then looked at Roger pleadingly. "I don't know, you see," she said' 
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don't know whether I can do it. I'm very much afraid. Afraid to go. Afraid not to go. justafraid." 

-I would be, too." He held out his hand and she took it. He held it for a jotIg time, feeling the pulse in her wrist, light and fast against his fingers. After a long time, she squeezed his hand gently and let go. 

"Thank you, Roger," she said. "For everything." She leaned over and kissed him lightly on the lips. Then she rose and went out, a white ghost in the darkness of the hall, borne on the Hallowe'en wind. 

Roger sat on for some time alone, feeling her touch still ,varm on his skin. The ).ack-o'lantern was nearly burned out. The smell of candle -,vax rose strongly in the restless air, and the pagan gods looked out for the last time, through eyes of guttering flame. W

I

3

Craigh na Dun

Y morning air w

he earlN                 as cold and misty, and I was glad of the cloak. It had been twenty years since I'd worn one, but with the sorts of things people wore nowadays, the Inverness tailor who'd T

made it for me had not found an order for a woolen cloak xvith a hood at all odd. I kept my eyes on the path. The crest of the hill had been invisible, wreathed in mist, when the car had left me on the road below. 

"Here?" the driver had said, peering dubiously out of his window at the deserted countryside. "Sure, mum?" 

"Yes," I'd said, half-choked with terror. "This is the place." 

"Aye?" He looked dubious, in spite of the large note I put in his hand. I'D, ye want me to wait, mum? Or to come later, to fetch ye back?" 

I was sorely tempted to say yes. After all, what if I lost my nerve? At the moment, my grip on that slippery substance seemed remarkably feeble. "No," I said, swallowing. "No, that won't be necessary." If I couldn't do

it, I would just have to walk back to Inverness, that was all. Or perhaps Roger and Brianna would come; I thought that would be worse, to be ignominiously retrieved. Or would it be a relief? 

The granite pebbles rolled beneath my feet and a clod of dirt fell in a small rushing shower, dislodged by my passage. I couldn't possibly really be doing this, I thought. The weight of the money in my reinforced pocket swung against my thigh, the heavy certainty of gold and silver a reminder of reality. I was doing it. 

I couldn't. Thoughts of Bree as I had seen her late last night, peace0Y asleep in her bed, assaulted me. The tendrils of remembered horror reached out from the hilltop above, as I began to sense the nearness of the storiesScreaming, chaos, the feeling of being torn in pieces. I couldn't. 

1 I couldn't, but I kept on climbing, palms sweating, mN feet moving as though no longer under my control. 
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It was fi-ill dawn by the time I reached the top of the hill. The mist laY below, and the stories stood clear and dark against a crystal sky. The sight Of them left me wct-palmed with apprehension, but I walked forward, and passed into the circle. Voyager
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They were standing on the grass in front of the cleft stone, facing each other. Brianna heard my footsteps and whirled around to face me. 

I stared at her, speechless with astonishment. She was wearing a Jessica C,titenburg dress, very much like the one I had on, except that hers was a ,,iN-id lime green, with plastic jewels stitched across the bosom. 

-That's a perfectly horrible color for you," I said. 

,'It's the only one they had in a size sixteen," she answered calmly. -What in the name of goodness are you doing here?" I demanded, recovering some remnant of coherence. IIN,Ve came to see you off," she said, and a hint of a smile flickered on her lips. I looked at Roger, who shrugged slightly and gave me a lopsided smile of his own. 

,10h. Yes. Well," I said. The stone stood behind Brianna, twice the height of a man. I could took through the foot-widc crack, and see the faint morning sun shining on the grass outside the circle. 

"You're going," she said firmly, "or I am." "You! Are you out of your mind?" 

"No." She glanced at the cleft stone and swallowed. It might have been the lime-green dress that made her face look chalk-white. "I can do it-go through, I mean. I know I can. When Geilie Duncan went through the stones, I heard them. Roger did too." She glanced at him as though for reassurance, then fixed her gaze firmly on me. 

"I don't know whether I could find Jamie Fraser or not; maybe only you can. But if you won't try, then I will." 

My mouth openeu, but I couldn't find anything to say. 

11 Don't you see, Mama? He has to know-has to know he did it, he did "hat he meant to for us." Her lips quivered, and she pressed them together for a minutc.           W

"We owe it to him, Mama," she said softly. "Somebody has to find him, and tell him." Her hand touched my face, briefly. "Tell him I was born." "Oh, Bree," I said, my voice so choked I could barely speak. "Oh, Bree! She was holding my hands tight between her own, squeezing hard. 

"He gave you to me," she said, so low I could hardly hear her. "Now I have to give you back to him, Mama." 

The eyes that were so like Jamie's looked down at me, blurred by tears. "If you find him," she whispered, "when you find my father-give him this." She bent and kissed me, fiercely, gently, then straightened and turned me toward the stone. 

"Go, Mama," she said, breathless. "I love you. Go!" From the corner of my eye, I saw Roger move toward her. I took one step, and then another. I heard a sound, a faint roaring. I took the last step, and thl world disappeared. 


PART SIN

Edinburgh
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I

4

A. Malcolm, Printer

V first coherent thought was, "It's raining. This must be Scotland." My second thought was that this observation was no great improvement over the random images jumCD

bling around inside my head, banging into each other and setting off small sN,naptic explosions of irrelevance. 

I c)pcncd one cye, with some difficulty. The lid was stuck shut, and my entire face felt cold and puft7, like a submerged corpse's. I shuddered faintly at the thought, the slight movement making me aware of the sodden fabric A around Inc. 

it Nvas certainly raining-a soft, steady drum of rain that raised a faint mist of droplets above the green moor. I        sat up, feeling like a hippopotamus emerging from a bog, and promptly fell over backward. 

I blinked and closed my eyes against the downpour. Some small sense of who I was-and where I Nvas-was beginning to come back to me. Bree. Her face emerged suddenly into memory, with a jolt that made me gasp as though I'd been punche(, in the stomach. fagged images of loss and the rip of separation pulled at me, a faint echo of the chaos in the stone passage. 

Jamie. There it was; the anchor point to which I had clung, my single hold on sanity. I breathed slow a*8 deep, hands folded over my pounding heart, summoning Jamie's face. For a moment, I thought I had lost him, and then It came, clear and bold in my mind's eye. Once again, I struggled upright, and this time stayed, propped by my outstretched hands. Yes, certainly it was Scotland. It could hardly by anything else, of course, but it was also the Scotland of the past. At least, I hoped it was the past. It wasn't the Scotland I'd left, at anv rate. The trees and bushes grcNv in different patterns; there was a patch 'of maple saplings just

me that hadn't been there when I'd climbed the hill-when? That r1lorning" "F\\,o days ago? 

I had no idea hoNv much time had passed since 1 had entered the standing "Ones, or 11ONN' long I had lain unconscious on the hillside below the circle. Quite a while, judging from the sogginess of my clothing; I was soaked through to t11c  ,kin, and small chilly rivulets ran down my sides under my gown. 

()ne numbed check was beginning to tingle; putting my hand to it, I 250                         Diana Gabaldon

could feel a pattern of incised bumps. I looked down and saww aa layer ooff rowan berries, gleaming red and black among the grass. Very appr pria Opriat

thought, vaguely amused. I had fallen down under a rowan-the Highl protection against witchcraft and enchantment. 

I grasped the smooth trunk of the rowan tree, and laboriously haul myself to my feet. Still holding onto the tree for support, I looked t" northeast. The rain had faded the horizon to a gray invisibility, but I that Inverness lav in that direction. No more than an hour's trip by car, 0
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al modern roads. 

The road existed; I could see the outline of a rough track that led al the base of the hill, a dark, silvery line in the gleaming green wetness of moor plants. However, forty-odd miles on foot was a far cry from the jo ney by car that had brought me here. I was beginning to feel somewhat better, standing up. The weakness in limbs was fading, along with the feeling of chaos and disruption in my min It had been as bad as I'd feared, this passage; perhaps worse. I could feel terrible presence of the stones above me, and shuddered, my skin pric with cold. 

I was alive, though. Alive, and with a small feeling of certainty, like a 0 glowing sun beneath my ribs. He was here. I knew it now, though I ha known it when I threw myself between the stones; that had been a                 leap faith. But I had cast out my thought of Jamie like a lifeline tossed in raging torrent-and the line had tightened in my grasp, and pulled me

I was wet, cold, and felt battered, as though I had been washing abo the surf against a rocky shore. But I was here. And somewhere in this s country of the past was the man I had come to find. The memories of and terror were receding, as I realized that my die was cast. I could n back; a return trip would almost surely be fatal. As I realized that I was here to stay, all hesitations and terrors were superseded by a strange c almost exultant. I could not go back. There was nothing to               do b forward-to find him. Cursing my carelessness in not having thought to tell the tailor to my cloak with a waterproof layer between fabric and lining, I pulle water-soaked garment closer. Even wet, the wool held some warmth' began to move, I would grow warmer. A quick pat reassured me th bundle of sandwiches had made the trip with me. That was good, thought of walking forty miles on an empty stomach was a daunting

With luck, I wouldn't have to. I might find a village or a house thal 0 t, horse I could buy. But if not, I was prepared. My plan was to g         0 111V -by whatever means offered itself-and there take a public coach to burgh. 

There was no telling where Jamie was at the moment. He might. Edinburgh, where his article had been published, but he might eas

Voyager
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solnc,,Ihcre else. If I could not find him there, I could go to Lallybroch, his horne. Surely his family would know where he was-if any of them were left. The sudden thought chilled me, and I shivered. 

I thought of a small bookstore that I passed every morning on my way fron, the parking lot to the hospital. They had been having a sale on posters; I had seen the display of psychedelic examples when I left Joe's office for the last tirne-Today is the first day of the rest of your life," said one poster, above an illustration of a foolish-looking chick, absurdly poking its head out of an eggshell. In the other window, another poster showed a caterpillar, inching its way up a flower stalk. Above the stalk soared a brilliantly colored butterfly, and below was the motto "A journey of a thousand miles begins with a single step." 

The most irritating thing about clich6s, I decided, was how frequently they were true. I let go of the rowan tree, and started down the hill toward mv future. 
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it was a long, jolting ride from Inverness to Edinburgh, crammed cheek by jowl into a large coach with two other ladies, the small and whiny son of one of the ladies, and four gentlemen of varying sizes and dispositions. 

Mr. Graham, a small and vivacious gentleman of advanced years who was seated next to me, was wearijg a bag of camphor and asafoetida about his neck, to the evewatering discomfort of the rest of the coach. 

"Capital for dispelling the evil humors of influenza," he explained to me, waving the bag gently under mypose like a censer. "I have worn this daily through the autumn and winter months, and haven't been sick a day in nearly thirty years!" 

"Amazing! " I said politely, trying to hold my breath. I didn't doubt it; the fumes probably kept everyone at such a distance that germs couldn't reach him. 

The effects on the little boy didn't seem nearly so beneficial. After a number Of loud and injudicious remarks about the smell in the coach, Master Georgie had been muffled in his mother's bosom, from which he now peeped, looking rather green. I kept a close eye on him, as well as on the chamber Pot beneath the seat opposite, in case quick action involving a conjunction of the two should be called for. 

I gathered that the chamber pot was for use in inclement weather or other emergency, as normally the ladies' modesty required stops every hour or so, a which point the passengers would scatter into the roadside vegetation like ' covey Of quail, even those who did not require relief of bladder or bowels seeking 'Orne relief from the stench of Mr. Graham's asafoetida bag. 

,after oil, or two changes, Mr. Graham found his place beside me super252
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secled by Mr. Wallace, a plump young lawyer, returning to Edinburgh after seeing to the disposition of the estate of an elderlv relative in Inverness, as he explained to me. I didn't find the details of his legal practice nearly as fascinating as he did, but under the circumstances, his evident attraction to Me was mildly reassuring, and I passed several hours in playing with him upon a small chess set that he produced from a pocket and laid upon his knec. 

Mv attention was distracted both from the discomforts of the journey and ight find in Edinburgh. A. the intricacies of chess by anticipation of what I in Malcolm. The narne kept running through mv mind like an anthem of hope. A. Malcolm. It had to be Jamie, it simply had to! James Alexander Malcolm MacKenzie Fraser. 

"Considering the way the Highland rebels were treated after Culloden, it would be very reasonable for him to use an assumed name in a place like Edinburgh," Roger Wakefield had explained to me. "Particularly him-he was a convicted traitor, after all. Made rather a habit of it, too, it looks like," he had added critically, looking over the scrawled manuscript of the antitax diatribe. "For the times, this is bloody near sedition." 

"Yes, that sounds like Jamie," I had said dryly, but my heart had leapt at the sight of that distinctively untidv scrawl, with its boldiv worded sentiments. My Jamie. I touched the small hard rectangle in my skirt pocket, wondering how long it would be, before we reached Edinburgh. 
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The weather kept unseasonably fine, with no more than the occasional drizzle to hinder our passage, and we completed the journey in less than two days, stopping four times to change horses and refresh ourselves at posthouse taverns. 

The coach debouched into a yard at the back of Boyd's Whitehorse tavern, near the foot of the Royal Mile in Edinburgh. The passengers emerged into the watery sunshine like newly hatched chrysalids, rumpled of Nving and jerky in movement, unaccustomed to mobility. After the dimness of the coach, even the cloudy gray light of Edinburgh seemed blinding. I had pins and needles in my feet from so long sitting, but hurried nonetheless, hoping to escape from the courtyard while my erstwhile companions were busy with the retrieval of their belongings. No such luck; Mr. Wallace caught up with me near the street. 

"Mrs. Fraser!" he said. "Might I beg the pleasure of accompanying you tO your destination? You will surely require some assistance in the removal Of Your luggage." He looked over his shoulder toward the coach, where          . the ostlers were heaving the bags and portmanteaux apparently at random into the crowd, to the accompaniment of incoherent grunts and shouts. 

"Er . . ." I said. "Thank you, but I . . . er, I'm leaving my luggage in charge of the landlord. My . . . my            I groped franticallv. "My hill' band's servant will come fetch it later." Voyager
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His Plump face fell    slightly at the word "husband," but he rallied gal1,111tiv, taking my hand and bowing low over it. quite see. May I   'express my profound appreciation for the pleasure of 'oLir company on our   ourney, then, Mrs. Fraser? And perhaps we shall meet again.,, He straightened up, surveying the crowd that cdclied past us. "Is \Our husband meeting you? I should be delighted to make his acquaintance." 

While Mr. Wallace's ntercst in me had been rather flattering, it was rapidly becoming a nuisance. 

"No, I shall be joining him later," I said. "So nice to have met vou, Mr. Vallacc; I'll hope to see you again sometime." I shook Mr. Wallace's hand enthusiastically, which disconcerted him enough for me to slither off through the throng of passengers, ostlers and food sellers. I didn't dare pause near the coachyard for fear he would come out after rne. I turned and darted up the slope of the Royal Mile, moving as quickly as mN, voluminous skirts would allow, jostling and bumping my way through the crowd. I had had the luck to pick a market day for my arrival, and I was soon lost to sight from the coachyard among the luckenbooths and oyster sellers who lined the street. 

Panting like an escaped pickpocket, I stopped for breath halfway up the hill. There was a public fountain here, and I sat down on the rim to catch my breath. I was here. Really here. Vdinburgh sloped up behind me, to the glowering heights of Edinburgh Castle, and down before me, to the gracious majesty of Holyrood Palace at the foot of the city. 

The last time I had stood b

,,this fountain, Bonnie Prince Charlie had been addressing the gathered citizenry of Edinburgh, inspiring them with the sight of his royal presence. He had bounded exuberantly from the rim to the carved center finial of the fountain, one foot in the basin, clinging to one of the spouting heads for support, shouting "On to England!" The crowd had roared, pleased at this show of youthful high spirits and athletic prowess. I Would
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myself have been more impressed had I not noticed that the water in the fountain had been turned off in anticipation of the gesture. 

I wondered where Charlie was now. He had gone back to Italy after (Ulloden, I supposed, there to live whatever life was possible for rovalty in Permanent exile. What he was doing, I neither knew nor cared. He had Passed from the pages of history, and from my life as well, leaving wreck and r1lin in his wake. It remained to be seen what might be salvaged now. 

I was very hungry; I had had nothing to eat since a hasty breakfast of r1ugh parritch and boiled mutton, made soon after dawn at a posthouse in

1)"riclaff. I had one last sandwich remaining in my pocket, but had been rehictant to cat it in the coach, ander the curious gaze of my fellow travelers. 

Pulled it out and carefully unwrapped it, Peanut butter and jelly on white 254                        Diana Gabaldon

bread, it was considerably the worse for wear, with the purple stains of the jelly seeping through the limp bread, and the whole thing mashed into a flattened wodge. It was delicious. 

I ate it carcftilly, savoring the rich, oily taste of the peanut butter. How many mornings had I slathered peanut butter on bread, making sandwiches for Brianna's school lunches? 

Firmly suppressing the thought, I examined the passersby for distraction. They did look somewhat different from their modern equivalents; both men and women tended to be shorter, and the signs of poor nutrition were evident. Still, there was an overwhelming famfl. iarity to them-thcse were people I knew, Scots and English for the most part, and hearing the rich burring babble of voices in the street, after so many years of the flat nasal tones of Boston, I had quite an extraordinary feeling of coming home. I swallowed the last rich, sweet bite of my old life, and crumpled the wrapper in my hand. I glanced around, but no one was looking in my direction. I opened my hand, and let the bit of plastic film fall surreptitiously to the ground. Wadded up, it rolled a few inches on the cobbles, crinkling and unfolding itself as though alive. The light wind caught it, and the small transparent sheet took sudden wing, scudding over the gray stones like a leaf. The draft of a set of passing wheels sucked it under a drayman's cart; it winked once with reflected light, and was gone, disappearing without notice from the passersby. I wondered whether my own anachronistic presence would cause as little harm. 

"You are dithering, Beauchamp," I said to myself. "Time to get on." I took a deep breath and stood up. 

"Excuse me," I said, catching the sleeve of a passing baker's boy. "I'm looking for a printera Mr. Malcolm. Alexander Malcolm." A feeling of mingled dread and excitement gurgled through my middle. What if there was no printshop run by Alexander Malcolm in Edinburgh? 

There was, though; the boy's face screwed up in thought and then relaxed. "Oh, aye, mumjust down the way and to your left. Carfax Close." And hitching his loaves up under his arm with a nod, he plunged back into the crowded street. 

Carfax Close. I edged my way back into the crowd, pressing close to the buildings, to avoid the occasional shower of slops that splattered into the street from the windows high above. There were several thousand people in Edinburgh, and the sewage from all of them was
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running down the gutters of the cobbled street, depending on gravity and the frequent rain to keep the citv habitable. 

The low, dark opening to Carfax Close yawned just ahead, across the expanse of the Royal Mile. I stopped dead, looking at it, my heart beatilig hard enough to be heard a vard away, had anyone been listening. 

It wasn't raining, but was'just about to, and the dampness in the air Made voyager
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hair curl. I pushed it off my forehead, tidying it as best I could without a ,,Ilrror. Then I caught sight of a large plate-glass window up ahead, and

1,urried forward. 

The glass was misty with condensation, but provided a dim reflection, in NvIlich my face looked flushed and wide-eyed, but otherwise presentable. My

11,1ir, however, had seized the opportunity to curl madly in all directions, and ,as vrithing out of its hairpins in excellent imitation of Medusa's locks. I alikcd the pins out impatiently, and began to twist up my curls. 

There was a woman inside the shop, leaning across the counter. There Nverc three small children with her, and I watched with half an eye as she turned from her business to address them impatiently, swatting with her reticule at the middle one, a boy who was fiddling with scvcral stalks of fresh allisc that stood in a pail of water on the floor. it was an apothecary's shop; glancing up, I saw the name "Haugh" above the door, and felt a thrill of recognition. I had bought herbs here, during the brief time I had lived in Edinburgh. The decor of the window had been aLigincritcd sometime since by the addition of a large jar of colored water, in Nvhich floated something vaguely humanoid. A fctal pig, or perhaps an infant baboon; it had leering, flattened features that pressed against the rounded side of the )ar in a disconcerting fashion. 

"Wcll, at least I look better than you!" I mutterccl, shox-ing in a recalcitrant pin. I looked better than the woman inside, too, I thought. Her business Concluded, she was stuffing her purchase into the bag she carried, her thin face frowning as she did so. She had the rather pasty look of a city dweller, and her skin was deeply *ned, with sharp creases running from nose to Mouth, and a furrowed forehead. 

"Dc'il tak' ye, ve wee ratten," she was saying crossly to the little boy as they all clattered out of the shop together. "Have I no told ye time and again to keep yer paws in yet pockets?" 

"Excuse me." I stepped forward, interrupting, impelled by a sudden irresistible curiosity. 

"Ayc?" Distracted from maternal remonstration, she looked blankly at Me. Up close, she looked even more harried. The cornc-rs of her mouth were Pinched, and her lips folded inno doubt because of missing teeth. 

"I couldn't help admiring your children," I said, with as much pretense of adrniration as I could manage on short notice. I bcarned kindly at them. "Slich pretty babies! Tell me, how old arc they?" 

Her jaxv dropped, confirming the absence of several teeth. She blinked at .111c, then said, 

"Oh! Well, that's maist kind o'ye, mum. A-H . . . Maisri here 's tell," she said, nodding at the eldest girl, who was in the act of wiping her 'lose on her sleeve, "Joey's cight-tak' ycr finger out "' vcr nose, ye clattie
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imp!" she hissed, then turned and proudly patted her youngest on the head. "And wee Polly's just turned six this May." 

"Really!" I gazed at the woman, affecting astonishment. "You scarcely look old enough to have children of that age. You must have married very young." She preened slightly, smirking. 

"Och, no! Not so young as all that; why, I was all o' nineteen when Maisri was born." 

"Amazing," I said, meaning it. I dug in my pocket and offered the children each a penny, which they took with shy bobs of thanks. "Good day to you-and congratulations on your lovely family," I said to the woman, and walked away with a smile and a wave. Nineteen when the eldest was born, and Maisri was ten now. She was twenty-nine. And 1, blessed by good nutrition, hygiene, and dentistry, not worn down by multiple pregnancies and hard physical labor, looked a good deal younger than she. I took a deep breath, pushed back my hair, and marched into the shadows of Carfax Close. 

It was a longish, winding close, and the printshop was at the foot. There were thriving businesses and tenements on either side, but I had no attention to spare for anything beyond the neat white sign that hung by the door. 

A. MALCOLM


PRINTER AND BOOKSELLER

it said, and beneath this, Books, calling cards, pamphlets, broadsheets, letters, etc. I stretched out my hand and touched the black letters of the name. A. Malcolm. Alexander Malcolm. James Alexander Malcolm MacKenzie Fraser, Perhaps. 

Another minute, and I would lose my nerve. I shoved open the door and walked in. There was a broad counter across the front of the room, with an open flaP in it, and a rack to one side that held several trays of type. Posters and notices of all sorts were tacked up on the opposite wall; samples, no doubt. 

The door into the back room was open, showing the bulky angular frame of a printing press. Bent over it, his back turned to me, was Jamie. 

"Is that you, Geordie?" he asked, not turning around. He was dressed in shirt and breeches, and had a small tool of some kind in his hand, with which he was doing something to the innards of the press. "Took ye long enough, Did ye get the-" vuyager                                   25 7

-It isn't Geordie," I said. My voice was higher than usual. "It's me," I said. "Claire." He straightened up very slowly. He wore his hair long; a thick tail of a ,Icc oppcr. I had time to see that the neat ribbon ,p, rich auburn sparked with c that tied it back was green, and then he turned around. 

He stated at me without speaking. A tremor ran down the muscular throat lie swallowed, but still he didn't say anything. 

It was the same broad, good-humored face, dark blue eyes aslant the high, flat cheekbones of a Viking, long mouth curling at the ends as though always on the verge of smiling. The lines surrounding eyes and mouth were deeper, of course. The nose had changed just a bit. The knife-edge bridge was slight1v thickened near the base by the ridge of an old, healed fracture. It made him look fiercer, I thought, but lessened that air of aloof reserve, and lent his appearance a new rough charm. 
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I walked through the flap in the counter, seeing nothing but that unblinking stare. I cleared my throat. 

"When did you break your nose?" 

The corners of the wide mouth lifted slightly. 

"About three minutes after I last saw ye-Sassenach." 

There was a hesitation, almost a question in the name. There was no more than a foot between us. I reached out tentatively and touched the tiny line of the break, where the bone pressed white against the bronze of his skin. 

He flinched backward as though an electric spark had arced between us, and the calm expression s. -attered. 

"You're real," he whispered. I had thought him pale already. Now all \,cstiges of color drained from his face. His eyes rolled up and he slumped to the floor in a shower of papeTs and oddments that had been sitting on the press-he fell rather gracefully for such a large man, I thought abstractedly. 

It was only a faint; his eyelids were beginning to flutter by the time I knelt beside him and loosened the stock at his throat. I had no doubts at all by now, but still I looked automatically as I pulled the heavy linen away. It was there, of course, the small triangular scar just above the collarbone, left by the knife of Captain Jonathan Randall, Esquire, of His Majesty's Eighth Dragoons. 

His normal healthy color waF returning. I sat cross-legged on the floor and hoisted his head onto my thigh. His hair felt thick and soft in my hand. His eV  es opened. 

"That bad, is it?" I said, smilin1g, down at him with the same Xv ords he had used to me on the day of our wedding, holding my head in his lap, twentyodd years before. 

"That bad, and worse, Sassenach," he answered, mouth twitching with something almost a smile. He sat up abruptly, staring at me. 

"God in heaven, VOU are real!" 

258                         Diana Gabalaon

"So are you." I lifted my chin to look up at him. "I th-thought you were dead." I had meant to speak lightly, but my voice betrayed me. The tears spilled down my checks, only to soak into the rough cloth of his shirt as he pulled me hard against him. I shook so that it was some time before I realized that he was shaking, too, and for the same reason. I don't know how long we sat there on the dusty floor, crying in each other's arms with the longing of twenty years spilling down our faces. 

His fingers twined hard in my hair, pulling it loose so that it tumbled down my neck. The dislodged pins cascaded over my shoulders and pinged on the floor like pellets of hail. My own fingers were clasped around his forearm, digging into the linen as though I were afraid he would disappear unless physically restrained. 

As though gripped by the same fear, he suddenly grasped me by the shoulders and held me away from him, staring desperately into my face. He put his hand to my cheek, and traced the bones over and over again, oblivious to my tears and to my abundantly running nose. I sniffed loudly, which seemed to bring him to his senses, for he let go and groped hastily in his sleeve for a handkerchief, which he used clumsily to swab first my face, then his own. 
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"Give me that." I grabbed the erratically waving swatch of cloth and blew my nose firmly. 

"Now you." I handed him the cloth and watched as he blew his nose with a noise like a strangled goose. I giggled, undone with emotion. 

He smiled too, knuckling the tears away from his eyes, unable to stop staring at me. Suddenly I couldn't bear not to be touching him. I lunged at him, and he got his arms up just in time to catch me. I squeezed until I could hear his ribs crack, and felt his hands roughly caressing my back as he said my name over and over. 

At last I could let go, and sat back a little. He glanced down at the floor between his legs, frowning. 

"Did you lose something?" I asked, surprised. He looked up and smiled, a little shyly. 

"I was afraid I'd lost hold altogether and pissed myself, but it's all right. I've just sat on the alepot," 

Sure enough, a pool of aromatic brown liquid was spreading slowly beneath him. With a squeak of alarm, I scrambled to my feet and helped him up. After trying vainly to assess the damage behind, he shrugged and unfastened his breeches. He pushed the tight fabric down over his haunches, the,' stopped and looked at me, blushing slightly. 

"It's all right," I sa-id, feeling a rich blush stain my own cheeks. -We're married." I cast my eyes down, nonetheless, feeling a little breathless. "At least, I suppose we are." VUYUgVI                                   Z111Y

He stated at me for a long moment, then a smile curved his wide, soft 111outh. 

"Aye, we are," he said. Kcking free of the stained breeches, he stepped toward me. I stretched out a hand toward him, as much to stop as to welcome him. I ,vanted more than anything to touch him again, but was unaccountably shy. ,After so long, how were we to start again? 

He felt the constraint of mingled shyness and intimacy as well. Stopping a fe\v inches from me, he took my hand. He hesitated for a moment, then bent his head over it, his lips barely brushing my knuckles. His fingers touched the sil\,cr ring and stopped there, holding the metal lightly between thumb and forclinger. 

"I never took it off," I blurted. It seemed important he should know that. He squeezed my hand lightly, but didn't let go. 

"I want-" He stopped and swallowed, still holding my hand. His fingers found and touched the silver ring once more. "I want verra much to kiss ,ou," he said softly. "May I do that?" The tears were barely dammed. Two more welled up and overflowed; I felt them, ftill and round, roll down my cheeks. 

"Yes," I whispered. 

He drew me slowly close to him, holding our linked hands just under his breast. 

"I havcna done this for a verra long time," he said. I saw the hope and the fear dark in the blue of his eyes. I took the gift and gave it back to him. "Neither have I," I staid softly. His hands cupped my face with exquisite gentleness, and he set his mouth oii mine. I didn't know quite what I had been expecting. A reprise of the pounding fury that had accompanied our final parting? I had remembered that so often, lived it over in memory, helpless to change the outcome. The halfrough, timeless hours of mutual possession in the darkness of our marriage bed' I had longed for that, wakened often sweating and trembling from the Memory of it. 
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But we were strangers now, barely touching, each seeking the way toward joining, slowly, tentatively, seeking and giving unspoken permission with our sileot lips. My eyes were closed, and I knew without looking that Jamie's ,vere, as well. We were, quite simply, afraid to look at each other. 

Without raising his head, he began to stroke me lightly, feeling my bones through my clothes, familiarizing himself again with the terrain of my body. At last his hand traveled down my arm and caught my right hand. His fingers traced my hand until they found the ring again, and circled it, feeling the Interlaced silver of the Highland pattorn, polished with long wear, but still iistinct. 

His lips moved from mine, across - rriy cheeks and eyes. I gc-tlY stroked his back, feeling through his shirt the m -arks I couldn't see, the rmnants Of old scars, like my ring, worn but still di--7stinct. 

"I've seen ye so many times," he said, his voice whisperi.-.g Nvarm in my car. "You've come to mc so often. VVhen I dreamed sometincs. When I lay in fever. When I was so afraid and so lonely I knew I mu,t die. When I needed you, I would always see ve, s miling, with vour hair curling up about your face. But ye never spoke. And -ye never touched me." 

"I can touch you nov,,." I reached - up and drew my hand pntly down his temple, his ear, the check and jaw tha-t I could see. My hand vnt to the nape of his neck, under the clubbed bronz. e hair, and he raised his ..ad at last, and cupped my face between his hands, love glo-,ving strong it, the dark blue eyes. 

"Dinna be afraid," he said softly. "There's the two of Lis rov." Wc might have gone on standing there gazing at each otl..r indefinitely, had the shop bell over the door nc--)t rung. I let go of Jarrie and looked around sharply, to see a small, wiry niaan with coarse dark hair,randing in the door, mouth agape, holding a small parcel in one hand. 

"Oh, there ve are, Gcordie! What 's kept ye?" Jamie said. Geordic said nothing, but his eyc_--z; traveled dubiously ove, his employer, standing barclegged in his shirt in the middle of the shor. his breeches, shoes, and stockings discarded on tt--ic floor, and me in his -rins, with my gown all crumpled and my hair comir-ig down. Geordic's narrow-face creased into a censorious ftoxvn. 

"I quit," he said, in the rich tones of the West Highlands. -Thc printing's one thing-I'm Nvi' 

ye there, and vc--'Il no think otherwise-but I'm Free Church and my daddy before me and mygrandsircbcforchirr.lorkin'fora Papist is one thing-thc Pope's coin' s as good as any, ayc' 

r-Lit Nvorkin' for an immoral Papist is another. Do as v-,c like wi' your own soul, iian, but if it's come to orgies in the shop, it's comce too far, that's what 1 s_Y I quit!" He placed the package precisely in the center of the count,r, spun on his heel and stalked toward the door. On tside, the Town Clock or. the Tolbooth began to strike. Geordie turned in tf--ic doorvvav to glare accLIiigly at us. 

And it not even noon yet! " he saic-J. The shop door slammcA behind him. Jamie stared after him for a momcn t, then sank slowly doxN-P,,)nto the floor again, laughing so hard, the tears car-ric to his eyes. 

I 'And it's not even noon yet!" he rc--peated, wiping the tears )ff his cheeks. "Oh, God, Geordie!" He rocked baack and forth, grasping ils knees with both hands. I couldn't help laughing myself, th--iough I was rather worr.-d. 
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,11 didn't mean to cause vou trouble," I said. "Will he come back, do you think?" He sniffed and wiped his face carc.essly on the tail of his shirt. 

,,Oh, aye. He lives just across the vuy, in Wickham Wynd. I'll go and see 1,,hn in a bit, and . . . and explain," he said. He looked at me, realization davfling, and added, "God knows how!" It looked for a minute as though he might start laughing again, but he mastered the impulse and stood up. 

"Have you got another pair of breeches?" I asked, picking up the discarded ones and draping them across the counter to dry. 

"Aye, I havc--upstairs. Wait a bit, though." He snaked a long arm into the cupboard beneath the counter, and came out with a neatly lettered notice that said GONE OUT. Attaching this to the outside of the door, and firrnly bolting the inside, he turned to me. 

, 'Will ve step upstairs wi' me?" he said. He crooked an arm invitingly, eyes sparkling. "If ye dinna think it immoral?" 

"Why not?" 1 said. The impulse to explode in laughter was just below the surface, sparkling in my blood like champagne. "We're married, aren't we?" The upstairs was divided into two rooms, one on either side of the landing, and a small privy closet just off the landing itself. The back room was plainly devoted to storage for the printing business; the door was propped open, and I could see wooden crates tilled with books, towering bundles of pamphlets neatly tied with twine, barrels of alcohol and powdered ink, and a J.umble of odd-lookin*hardwarc that I assumed must be spare parts for a printing press. 

The front room was spare as a monk's cell. There was a chest of drawers Nvith a pottery candlestick on it, a washstand, a stool, and a narrow cot, little ruore than a camp bed. 1 let out my breath when I saw it, only then realizing that I had been holding it. He slept alone. A quick glance around confirmed that there was no sign of a feminine presence in the room, and my heart began to beat with a normal rhythm again. Plainly no one lived here but Jamie; he had pushed aside the curtain that blocked off a corner of the roorn, and the row of pegs revealed there supported no more than a couple of shirts, a coat and long waistcoat in sober gray, a gray wool cloak, and the spare pair of breeches he had come to fetch. 

He had his back turned to me as he tucked in his shirt and fastened the I'M' breeches, but I could see the self consciousness in the tense line of his shoulders. I could feel a similar tension in the back of my own neck. Given a Moment to recover from the shock of seeing each other, we were both stricken now with shyness. I saw his shoulders straighten and then he turned around to face me. The hysterical laughter had left us, and the tears, though his face still showed the marks of so much sudden feeling, and I knew mine did, too. 

"It's verra fine to see vc, Claire," he said softly. "I thought I never . . . 1 0 z                       "I an a q. a V a I a (in

well." He shrugged slightly, as though to ease the tightness of the linen shirt across his shoulders. He swallowed, then met my eyes directly. 

"The child?" he said. Everything he felt was evident on his face; urgent hope, desperate fear, and the struggle to contain both. 

I smiled at him, and put out my hand. "Come here." 
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I had thought long and hard about what I might bring with me, should my journey through the stones succeed. Given my previous brush with accusations of witchcraft, I had been very careful. But there was one thing I had had to bring, no matter what the consequences might be if anyone saw them. 

I pulled him down to sit beside me on the cot, and pulled out of my pocket the small rectangular package I had done up with such care in Boston. I undid its waterproof wrapping, and thrust its contents into his hands. "There," I said. He took them from me, gingerly, like one handling an unknown and possibly dangerous substance. His big hands framed the photographs for a moment, holding them confined. Brianna's round newborn face was oblivious between his fingers, tiny fists curled on her blanket, slanted eyes closed in the new exhaustion of existence, her small mouth slightly open in sleep. 

I looked up at his face; it was absolutely blank with shock. He held the pictures close to his chest, unmoving, wide-eyed and staring as though he had just been transfixed by a crossbow bolt through the heart-as I supposed he had. 

"Your daughter sent you this," I said. I turned his blank face toward me and gently kissed him on the mouth. That broke the trance; he blinked and his face came to life again. 

"My . . . she . . ." His voice was hoarse with shock. "Daughter. My daughter. She . . . knows?" 

"She does. Look at the rest." I slid the first picture from his grasp, revealing the snapshot of Brianna, uproariously festooned with the icing of her first birthday cake, a four-toothed smile of fiendish triumph on her face as she ,vaved a new plush rabbit overhead. Jamie made a small inarticulate sound, and his fingers loosened. I took the small stack of photographs from him and gave them back, one at a time. Brianna at two, stubby in her snowsuit, cheeks round and flushed as apples, feathery hair wisping from under her hood. Bree at four, hair a smooth bell-shaped gleam as she sat, one arilde propped on the opposite knee as she smiled for the photographer, proper and poised in a white pinafore. At five, in proud possession of her first lunchbox, waiting to board the school bus to kindergarten. 

"She wouldn't let me go with her; she wanted to go alone. She's very b-bravc, not afraid of anything . . ." I felt half-choked as I explained, dispja,cd, pointed to the changing images that fcll from his hands and slid do-,xii to the floor as he began to snatch each new picture. 

-Oh, God!" he said, at the picture of Bree at ten, sitting on the kitchen floor with her arms around Smoky, the big Newfoundland. That one was in ,Oior; her hair a brilliant shimmer against the dog's shiny black coat. 

His hands were shaking so badly that he couldn't hold the pictures anyrnore; I had to show him the last few-Brec full-grown, laughing at a string of fish she'd caught; standing at a window in secretive contemplation; redf,iccd and tousled, leaning on the handle of the ax she had been using to split kilidling. These showed her face in all the moods I could capture, always that face, long-nosed and wide-mouthed, with those high, broad, flat Viking cheekbones and slanted eyes-a fincr-boncd, more delicate version of her fatlicr's, of the man who sat on the cot beside me, mouth working wordtessiv, and the tears running soundless down his own checks. 
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He splayed a hand out over the photographs, trembling fingers not quite touching the shiny surfaces, and then he turned and leaned toward me, slowly, with the improbable grace of a tall tree falling. He buried his face in rnN, shoulder and went very quietly and thoroughly to pieces. 

I held him to my breast, arms tight around the broad, shaking shoulders, and my own tears fell on his hair, making small dark patches in the ruddy Nvaves. I pressed my check against the top of his head, and murmured small incoherent things to him as though he were Brianna. I thought to myself that perhaps it w* like surgery-cvcn when an operation is done to repair existing damage, the healing still is painful. 

"Her name?" He raised his face at last, wiping his nose on the back of his hand. He picked up the pictures again, gently, as though they might disintegrate at his touch. "What did yc name her?" 

"Brianna," I said proudly. 

"Brianna?" he said, frowning at the pictures. "What an awful name for a Nwe lassie! " I started back as though struck. "It is not awful!" I snapped. "It's a beautiftil name, and besides you told me to name her that! What do you niean, it's an awful name?" 

"I told ye to name her that?" He blinked. 

"You most certainly did! When wc-when we-the last time I saw you." I pressed my lips tightly together so I wouldn't cry again. After a moment, I had mastered my feelings enough to add, "You told me to name the baby for 'Otlr father. His name was Brian, wasn't it?" 

"Aye, it was." A smile seemed to be struggling for dominance of the other emotions on his face. "Ave," he said. "Ave, you're right, I did. It's only I thought it would be a boy, is all." 

"And you're sorry she wasn't?" I glared at him, and began snatching up the scattered photographs. His hands on my arms stopped me. 

"No," he said. "No, I'm not sorry. Of course not ::!" His mouth 7 itched slightly. "But I willna deny she's the hell of a shock, t Sassenach. So 1)OU.55

1 sat still for a moment, looking at him. I had f--iad months torepare mvself for this, and still my knees felt weak and my st=omach was cle,hed in knots. He had been taken completely unawares b-,v my appearan; little wonder if he was reeling a bit under the impact. 

"I expect I am. Are you sorry I came?" I asked. I swallowed. -.0-do you want me to go?" His hands clamped my arms so tightly that I let ou7-t a small yelp. Ealizing that he was hurting me, he loosened his grip, but keppt a firm hold rnetheless. His face had gone quite pale at the suggestion.      He took a deelbreath and let it out. 

"No," he said, with an approximation of calmneLss. "I don't. F' He broke off abruptly, law clamped. "No," he said agaiin, very definite, 

His hand slid down to take hold of mine, and wit --h the other he -ached down to pick up the photographs. He laid them on hi -s knee, looking,t them with head bent, so I couldn't see his face. 

"Brianna," he said softly. "Ye say it wrong, Sasse"ach. Her namt is Brianna." He said it with an odd Highland lilt, so thz--at the first sylla,le was accented, the second barely pronounced. Brecanah. 
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"Breeanah?" 1 said, amused. He nodded, eyes still fixed on the p):tures. "Brianna," he said. 

"It's a beautiful name." 

"Glad you like it," I said. 

He glanced up then, and met my eyes, with a smile hidden in the c(rnerof his long mouth. 

"Tell me about her." One forefinger traced the puc--igy features of te baby in the snowsuit. 

"What was she like as a wee lassie? What did she f,-st say, when she learned to speak?" His hand drew me closer, and I nestled close to him. He was Eg, and solid, and smelled of clean linen and ink, with a warn-n male scent tha: was as exciting to me as it was familiar. 

" 'Dog,' " I said. "That was her first word. The s. econd one was No!"' The smile widened across his face. "Aye, they all 1e. arn that one fast, She'll like dogs, then?" He fanned the pictures out like cz--ards, searching out the one with Smoky. "That's a lovely dog with her therce. What sort is that" 

"A Newfoundland." I bent forward to thumb                through the p:ctures. "There's another one here with a puppy a friend of mine gave her , . ." The dim gray daylight had begun to fade, and the tTain had been patteting

on the roof for some time, before our talk was intcrru-pted by a fiercewbterranean growl emanating from below the lace-trimme7--d bodice of myjessica Gutenburg. It had been a long time since the peanu t butter sand"i(h. 

"Hungry, Sassenach?" Jamie asked, rather unnece ssarily, I thouglit. "Well, ves, now that you mention it. Do you stil--l keep food in 1he top

,ira\vcr?" When we were first married, I had developed the habit of keeping sinall bits of food on hand, to supply his constant appetite, and the top clwvcr of any chest of drawers where we lived generally provided a selection ()f t-olls, small cakes, or bits of cheese. He laughed and strctclked. "Aye, I do. There's no much there just now, though, but a couple of stale bannocks. Better I take ye down to the tavern, aiid-" The look of happiness engendered by perusing the photographs of Briaima faded, to be replaced by a look of alarm. He glanced quickly at the \\,iiidow, where a soft purplish color was beginning to replace the pale gray, atid the look of alarm deepened. 

"Thc tavern! Christ! I've forgotten Mr. Willoughby!" He was on his feet atid groping in the chest for fresh stockings before I could say anything. Coming out with the stockings in one hand and two bannocks in the other, he tossed the latter into my lap and sat down on the stool, hastily yanking on the former. 

-Vho's Mr. Willoughby?" I bit into a bannock, scattering crumbs. "Damn," he said, more to himself than me, "I said I'd come for him at imon, but it went out o' my head entirely! It must be four o'clock by now!" 

"It is; I heard the clock strike a little while ago." 

"Damn!" he repeated. Thrusting his feet into a pair of pewter-buckled shoes, he rose, snatched his coat from the peg, and then paused at the door. "You'll come wl' me?" he asked anxiously. 

I licked my fingers and rose, pulling my cloak around me. "Vild horses couldn't stop me," I assured him. 

IHouse of foy
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C4

ho is Mr. Willoughby?" I inquired, as we paused under the arch of Carfax Close to peer out at the cobbled street. W

"Er . . . he's an associate of mine," Jamie replied, with a wary glance at me. "Best put up your hood, it's pouring." 

It was in fact raining quite hard; sheets of water fell from the arch overhead and gurgled down the gutters, cleansing the streets of sewage and rubbish. I took a deep breath of the damp, clean air, feeling exhilarated by the wildness of the evening and the closeness of Jamie, tall and powerful by my side. I had found him. I had found him, and whatever unknowns life now held, they didn't seem to matter. I felt reckless and indestructible. I took his hand and squeezed it; he looked down and smiled at me, squeezing back. 

"Where are we going?" 

"To The World's End." The roar of the water made conversation difficult. Without further speech, Jamie took me by the elbow to help me across the cobbles, and we plunged down the steep incline of the Royal Mile. 

Luckily, the tavern called The World's End was no more than a hundred yards away; hard as the rain was, the shoulders of my cloak were scarcely more than dampened when we ducked beneath the low lintel and into the narrow entry-hall. 

The main room was crowded, warm and smoky, a snug rcfuge from the storm outside. There were a few women seated on the benches that ran along the walls, but most of the patrons were men. Here and there was a man in the Nvell-kept dress of a merchant, but most men with homes to go to were in them at this hour; the tavern hosted a mix of soldiers, wharf rats, laborers and apprejitices, with here and there the odd drunkard for variety. 

Heads looked up at our appearance, and there were shouts of greeting, and a general shuffling and pushing, to make room at one of the long tables. Clearly Jamie was wellknown in The World's End. A few curious glances came myway, but no one said anything. I kept my cloak pulled close around me, and followed Jamie through the crush of the tavern. 

"Nav, mistress, we'll no be stayin'," he said to the young barmaid who bustled forward with an eager smile. "I've only come   for himself." 

voyager
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The girl rolled her eyes. "Oh, aye, and no before time, either! Mithcr's put hirn doon the stair." 

,,Aye, I'm late," Jamie said apologetically. "I had . . . business that kept The girl looked curiously at me I but then shrugged and dimpled at Jamie. "Och, it's no trouble, sir. Harry took him doon a stoup of brandy, and ,c've heard little more of him since." 

"Brandy, eh?" Jamie sounded resigned. "Still awake, is he?" He reached into the pocket of his coat and brought out a small leather pouch, from NNhich he extracted several coins, which he dropped into the girl's outstretched hand. 

"I expect so," she said cheerfully, pocketing the money. "I heard him singin' a whiles since. Thankee, sit!" 

With a nod, Jamie ducked under the lintel at the back of the room, motioning me to follow. A tiny, barrel-ceilinged kitchen lay behind the main taproom, with a huge kettle of
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what looked like oyster stew simmering in the hearth. It smelled delicious, and I could feel my mouth starting to water at the rich aroma. I hoped we could do our business with Mr. Willoughby over supper. 

A fat woman in a grimy bodice and skirt knelt by the hearth, stuffing billets of wood into the fire. She glanced up at Jamie and nodded, but made no move to get up. He lifted a hand in response, and headed for a small wooden door in the corner. He lifted the bolt and swung the door open to reveal a dark stairway leading down, apparently into the bowels of the earth. A light flickered somewhere far below, as though elves were mining diamonds beneath the tavern. 

Jamie's shoulders filled the narrow stairwell, obstructing my view of -whatever lay below us. When he stepped out into the open space below, I could see heavy oak rafters, and a row of huge casks, standing on a long plank set on hurdles against the stone wall. Only a single torch burned at the foot of the stair, The cellar was shadowy, and its cavelike depths seemed quite deserted. I listened, but didn't hear anything but the muffled racket of the tavern upstairs. Certainly no singing. 

11 Are you sure he's down here?" I bent to peer beneath the row of casks, wondering whether perhaps the bibulous Mr. Willoughby had been overcome with an excess of brandy and sought some secluded spot to sleep it off. 

"Oh, aye." Jamie sounded grim, but resigned. "The wee bugger's hiding, expect. He knows I dinna like it when he drinks in public houses." 

I raised an evebrow at this, but he merely strode into the shadows, muttering under his breath. The cellar stretched some way, and I could hear him, shuffling cautiously in the dark, long after I lost sight of him. Left in the circle of torchlight near the stairs, I looked around with interest. 

268                          iiiana Gavaiaon

Besides the row of casks, there were a number of wooden crates stacked near the center of the room, against an odd little chunk of wall that stood by itself, rising some five feet out of the cellar floor, running back into the darkness. 

I had heard of this feature of the tavern when we had stayed in Edinburgh twenty years before with His Highness Prince Charles, but what with one thing and another, I had never actually seen it before. It was the remnant of a wall constructed by the city fathers of Edinburgh, following the disastrous Battle of Flodden Field in 1513. Concluding-,vith some justice-that no good was likely to come of association with the English to the south, they had built a wall defining both the city limits and the limit of the civilized world of Scotland. Hence "The World's End," and the name had stuck through several versions of the tavern that had eventually been built upon the remnants of the old Scots' wishftil thinking. 

"Damned little bugger." Jamie emerged from the shadows, a cobweb stuck in his hair, and a frown on his face. "He must be back of the wall." Turning, he put his hands to his mouth and shouted something. it

sounded like incomprehensible gibberish-not even like Gaelic. I dug a finger dubiously into one ear, wondering whether the trip through the stones had deranged my hearing. A sudden movement caught the corner of my eye, causing me to look up, just in time to see a ball of brilliant blue fly off the top of the ancient wall and smack Jamie squarclv between the shoulderblades. 

He hit the cellar floor with a frightful thump, and I dashed toward his fallen body. 

PDF Transform

PDF Transform

Y

Y

Y

er

Y

er

B

2

B

2

B

.0

B

.0

A

A

Click here to buy

Click here to buy

w

w

w

w

w . 

w

A B B YY.com

.A B BYY.com

"Jamie' Are you all right?" 

The prone figure made a number of coarse remarks in Gaelic and sat up slowly, rubbing his forehead, which had struck the stone floor a glancing blow. The blue ball, meanwhile, had resolved itself into the figure of a very small Chinese, who was giggling in unhinged delight, sallow round face shining with glee and brandy. 

"Mr. Willoughby, I presume?" I said to this apparition, keeping a wary eyc out for further tricks. 

He appeared to recognize his name, for he grinned and nodded madly at me, his eves creased to gleaming slits. He pointed to himself, said something in Chinese, and then sprang into the air and executed several backffiPs in rapid succession, bobbing up on his feet in beaming triumph at the end. 

"Bloody flea." Jamie got up, wiping the skinned palms of his hands gingCrly on his coat. With a quick snatch, he caught hold of the Chinaman's collar and jerked him off his feet. 

"Come on," he said, parking the little man on the stairway and proddi,19 him firmly in the back. "We need to be going, and quick now." In response, voyager                                   dby

the little blue-clad figure promptly sagged into limpness, looking like a bag of laundry resting on the step. 

-He's all right when he's sober," Jamie explained apologetically to me, as tie hoisted the Chinese ovetr one shoulder. "But he rcal1v shouldna drink brandy. He's a terrible sot." 

,,So I see. Where on earth did you get him?" Fascinated, I follo-,vcd Jamie up the stairs, watching Mr. Willoughby's pigtail swing back and forth like a inctronome across the felted gray wool of Jamie's cloak. 

,,On the docks." But before he could explain further, the door above opened, and we were back in the tavern's kitchen. The stout proprietor saw us emerge, and came toward us, her fat checks puffed with disapproval. 

"Now, Mr. Malcolm," she began, frowning, "yc ken vcrra wcel as you're NNclcomc here, and ye'll ken as wccl that I'm no a fussy woman, such not bein' a convenient attitude when maintainin' a public hoose. kut I've telt ye before, yon wee yellow mannic is no-" 

"Ac, yc've mentioned it, Mrs. Patterson," Jamie interrupted. He dug in his pocket and came up with a coin, which he handed to the stout publican vith a bow. "And your forbearance is much appreciated. It willna happen again. I hope," he added under his breath. He placed his hat on his head, bowed again to Mrs. Patterson, and ducked under the low lintel into the main tavern. 

Our reentry caused another stir, but a negative one this time. People fcll silent, or muttered half-heard curses under their breath. I gathered that Mr. Willoughby was perhaps not this local's most popular patron. 

Jamie edged his way through the crowd, which gave way reluctantly. I followed as best I could, trying not to meet anyone's eyes, and trying not to breathe. Unused as I was to the unhygicnic miasma of the eighteenth century, the stench of so manv unwashed bodies in a small space was nearly overwhelming. 

Near the door, though, we met trouble, in the person of a buxom young Nvoman whose dress was a notch above the sober drab of the landlady and her daughter. Her neckline was a notch lower, and I hadn't much trouble in guessing her principal occupation. Absorbed in flirtatious conversation with a couple of apprentice lads when we emerged from the
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kitchen, she looked up as we passed, and sprang to her feet with a piercing scream, knocking over a cup of ale in the process. 

"It's him!" she screeched, pointing a wavering finger at Jamie. "The foul fiend!" Her eyes seemed to have trouble focusing; I gathered that the spilled ale wasn't her' first of the evening, early as it was. 

Rer companions stared at Jamie with interest, the more so when the Young ladv advanced, stabbing her finger in the air like one leading a chorus. "Kin! The xvcc poolic I tclt ye of-him that did the disgustin' thing to ine! " I joined the rest of the crowd in looking at Jamie with interest, but quickly 2 70                       Diana Gabaiaon

realized, as did they, that the young woman was not talking to him, but rather to his burden. 

"Yc neffit qurd!" she yelled, addressing her remarks to the seat of Mr. Willoughby's blucsilk trousers. "Hiddie-yke! Slug!" P, This spectacle of maiden1v distress was rousing her companions; one, a tall, burly lad, stood up, fists c1 criched, and leaned on the table, eyes gleaming with ale and aggro. 

"S'him, aye? Shall I knivvle him for ye, Maggie?" 

"Dinna try, laddie," Jamie advised him shortly, shifting his burden for better balance. 

"Drink your drink, and we'll be gone." 

"Oh, aye? And you're the little kcd's pimpmastcr, are ye?" The lad sneered unbecomingly, his flushed face turning in my direction. "At least vour other whore's no yellow-Ic's ha' a look at her." He flung out a paw and grabbed the edge of my cloak, revealing the low bodice of the Jessica Gutenburg. 

"Looks pink enough to me," said his friend, with obvious approval. "Is she like it all over?" Before I could move, he snatched at the bodice, catching the edge of the lace. Not designed for the rigors of eighteenth-century life, the flimsy fabric ripped halfway down the side, exposing quite a lot of pink. 

"Leave off, ye whoreson!" Jamie swung about, eyes blazing, free fist doubled in threat. 

"Who ye miscallin', ye skrae-shankit skoot?" The first youth, unable to get out from behind the table, leapt on top of it, and launched himself at Jamie, who neatly sidestepped the lad, allowing him to crash face-first into the wall. 

Jamie took one giant step toward the table, brought his fist down hard on top of the other apprentice's head, making the lad's jaw go slack, then grabbed me by the hand and dragged me out the door. 

"Come on!;, he said, grunting as he shifted the Chinaman's slippery form for a better grip. 

"They'll be after us any moment!" 

Thev were; I could hear the shouting as the more boisterous elements poured out of the tavern into the street behind us. Jamie took the first opening off the Royal Mile, into a narrow, dark wynd, and we splashed through mud and unidentifiable slops, ducked through an archway, and down another twisting alleyway that seemed to lead through the bowels Of Edinburgh. Dark walls flashed past, and splintered wooden doors, and thefl we were round a corner, in a small courtyard, where we paused for breath. 

"What . . . on earth . . . did he do?" I gasped. I couldn't imaol: what the little Chinese could have done to a strapping young wench like the recent Maggie. From all appearances, she could have squashed him like a fly. 
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"Well, it's the feet, ye ken," Jamie explained, with a glance of resigr1cd irritation at Mr. Willoughby. 

"Feet?" I glanced involuntarilv at the tiny Chinese man's feet, neat minia tures shod in feltsoled black satin. Voyager                                   271

-Not his," Jamie said, catching my glance. "The women's." -Whatwomcn?" I asked. 

,Vell, so far it's only becr whores," he said, glancing through the archin search of pursuit, 

"but ve canna tell what he mav try. No judgment," he c-plained briefly. "He's a heathen." 

-I see," I said, though so far, I didn't. "What-" 

"There they are!" A shout at the far end of the alley interrupted my qUcstion. 

"Damn, I thought they'd give it up. Come on, this way!" 

Nvc were off once more, down an alley, back onto the Royal Mile, a few steps down the hill, and back into a close. I could hear shouts and cries behind us on the main street, but Jamie grafped my arm and jerked me after him through an open doorway, into a yard full of casks, bundles, and crates. He looked frantically about, then heaved Mr. Willoughby's limp body into a large barrel filled with rubbish. Pausing only long enough to drop a piece of canvas on the Chinese's head for concealment, he dragged me behind a 'agon loaded with crates, and pulled me down beside him. 

I was gasping from the unaccustomed exertion, and my heart was racing from the adrenaline of fear. Jamie's face was flushed with cold and exercise, and his hair was sticking up in several directions, but he was scarcely breathing hard. 

"Do you do this sort of thing all the time?" I asked, pressing a hand to my bosom in a vain effort to make my heart slow down. 

"Not exactly," he said, peering warily over the top of the wagon in scarch of pursuit. The echo of pounding feet came faintIv, then disappeared, and everything N,as quiet, savc for the patter of rain on the boxes above us. 

"They've gone past. We'd best stay here a bit, to make sure, though." He lifted down a crate for me to sit on, procured another for himself, and sat down sighing, pushing the loose hair out of his face with one hand. 

He gave me a lopsided smile. "I'm sorry, Sasscnach. 1 didna think it would be quite so . . ." 

"Eventfal?" I finished for him. I smiled back and pulled out a handker,hief to wipe a drop of moisture from the end of my nose. "It's all right." I glanced at the large barrel, where stirrings and rustlings indicated that Mr. Nrilloughby was returning to a more or less conscious state. "Er . . . how do VOU know about the feet?" 

"He told me; he's a taste for the drink, ye ken," he explained, with a glancc at the barrel where his colleague lay concealed. "And when he's taken a drop too much, he starts talkin' 

about women's feet, and all the horrible things he wants to do wi' them." 

"What sort of horrible things can you do with a foot?" I was fascinated. "Sircly the possibilities are limited." 
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"No, thev aren't," Jamie said grimly. "But it isna something I want to be talking about in the public street." 
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A faint singsong came from the depths of the barrel behind us. It was hard to tell, amid the natural inflections of the language, but I thought Willoughby was asking a question of some sort. 

"Shut up, ye wee poutITorm," Jamie said rudely. "Another word, and 11 walk on vour damn face myself; see how yc like that." There was a high. pitched giggle, and the barrel fcll silent. 

"He wants someone to walk on his face?" I asked. 

"Aye. You," Jamie said briefly. He shrugged apologetically, and his cheeks flushed a deeper red. "I hadna time to tell him who ye were." 

"Does he speak English?" 

"Oh, aye, in a Nvay, but not many people understand him when he does. Mostly talk to him in Chinee." 

I stared at him. "You speak Chinese?" 

He shrugged, tilting his head with a faint smile. "Well, I speak Chince about as well as Mr. Willoughby speaks English, but then, he hasna got all that much choice in who he talks to, so he puts up wi' me." 

My heart showed signs of returning to normal, and I leaned back against the wagon bed, my hood farther forward against the drizzle. 

"Where on earth did he get a name like Willoughby?" I asked. While I was curious about the Chinese, I was even more curious about what a respectabk Edinburgh printer was doing with one, but I felt a certain hesitance in prying into Jamie's life. Freshly returned from the supposed dead-or its equivalent -1 could hardly demand to know all the details of his life on the spot. , 

Jamie rubbed a hand across his nose. "Aye, well. It's only that his rc#. name's Yi Tien Cho. He says it means 'Leans against heaven.' " 

"Too hard for the local Scots to pronounce?" Knowing the insular naturf of most Scots, I wasn't surprised that they were disinclined to venture inn strange linguistic waters. Jamie, with his    gift for tongues, was a genetic anomaly. 

He smiled, teeth a white gleam in the gathering darkness. "Well) it's an that, so much. It's only, if ye say his name just a wee bit off, like, it SO verra much like a coarse word in Gaelic. I thought Willoughby would rnaY14 do better." 

I

"I see. " I thought perhaps under the circumstances, I shouldn't ask ilo what the indelicate Gaelic word was. I glanced over my shoulder, but coast seemed clear. Jamie caught the gesture and rose, nodding. "Aye, we can go no'"'; lads will ha' gone back to the tavern by now." 

"Won't Nvc have to Pass by The World's End on the way back to the full darks*

printsliop?" I asked dubiously. "Or is there a back way?" It was Voyager                                             273

and the thought of stumbling through the middens and muddy back dinburgh was unappealing

passage, of E

,,,kh . . . no. We willna c going to the printshop." I couldn't                     see his face, Iut there seemed a certain reserve in his manner. Perhaps he had a ,,sidclicc somewhere else in the city? I felt a certain hollowness at the pros,,,t; the room above the printshop was very
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clearly a monk's cell; but perhaps he had an entire house somewhere elsc-with a family in it' There had been no tirric for any but the most essential exchange of information at the printshop. I had no way of knowing what he had done over the last twentv ,cars, or what he might now be doing. 

.Still, he had plainly been glad-to say the least-to see me, and the air of ftoNming consideration he Abw bore might well have to do with his inebriated associate, rather than with me. 

He bent over the barrel, saying something in Scots-accentcd Chinese. This .as one of the odder sounds 1 had ever heard; rather like the squeaks of a bagpipe tuning up, I thought, vastly entertained by the performance. 

Vhatcvcr he'd said, Mr. Willoughby replied to it volubly' interrupting himself with giggles and snorts. At last, the little Chinese climbed out of the barrel, his diminutive figure silhouetted by the light of a distant lantern in the alleyway. He sprang down with fair agility and promptly prostrated himself on the ground before me. 

Bearing in mind what Jamie had told me about the feet, I took a quick step back, but Jamie laid a reassuring hand on my arm. 

"Nay, it's all right ' Sasscnach," he said. "He's only makin' amends for his disrespect to yc earlier." 

"Oh. "IcIl.11  I looked dubiously at Mr. Willoughby, who was gabbling something to the ground under his face. At a loss for the proper etiquette, I st00Pcd clown and patted him on the head. Evidently that was all right, for he leapt to his feet and bowed to me several times, until Jamie told him Impatiently to stop, and we made our wav back to the Roval Mile. 

The building Jamie led us to was discreetly hidden down                .a small close just above the Kirk of the Canongate, perhaps a quartcr-mile above Holyrood Palace. I saw the lanterns mounted by the gates of the palace bclo ', and

Nv shl ered slightly at the sight. We had lived with Charles Stuart in the palace for nearly five ' 

uncle,.Ohnn  weeks, in the early, victorious phase of his short career. Jamie's MacKenzie, had died there. 

The door opened to Jamie's knock, and all thoughts of the past vanished. The Wornan who stood peering out at us, candle in hand, was petite, dark.aired and elegant. Seeing Jamie, she drew him in with a glad cry, and kissed 's check in greeting. My insides squeezed tight as a fist, but then relaxed aga"', as I heard him greet her as "Madame Jeanne." Not what one would

41 a\'if-nor yet, I hoped, a mistress. 

S611, there was'something about the ,,,,Oman that made MC Uneasy. She was 2 74                       Diana Gabaldon

clearly French, though she spoke English well-not so odd; Edinburgh was         a seaport, and a fairly cosmopolitan city. She was dressed soberly, but richly, in heavy silk cut with a flair, but she wore a good deal more rouge and powder than the average Scotswoman. What disturbed me was the way she was looking at me-frowning, with a palpable air of distaste. 

"Monsieur Fraser," she said, touching Jamie on the shoulder with a possessivc air that I didn't like at all, "if I might have a word in private with you? " 
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Jamie, handing his cloak to the maid who came to fetch it, took a quick look at me, and read the situation at once. 

"Of course, Madame Jeanne," he said courteously, reaching out a hand to draw me forward. "But first-allow me to introduce my wife, Madame Frascr." My heart stopped beating for a moment, then resumed, with a force that I was sure was audible to everyone in the small entry hall. Jamie's eyes met mine, and he smiled, the grip of his fingers tightening on my arm. 

"Your . . . wife?" I couldn't tell whether astonishment or horror was more pronounced on Madame Jeanne's face. "But Monsieur Fraser . . . you bring her here? I thought . . . a woman . . . well enough, but to insult our own jeu n e filles is not good . . . butthen . . . a wife       ."Her mouth hung open unbecomingly, displaying several decayed molars. Then she shook herself suddenly back into an attitude of flustered poise, and inclined her head to me with an attempt at graciousness. "Bonsoir . . . Madame. " 

"Likewise, I'm sure," I said politely. 

"Is my room ready, Madame?" Jamie said. Without waiting for an answer, he turned toward the stair, taking me with him. "We shall be spending the night. " He glanced back at Mr. Willoughby, who had come in with us. He had sat down at once on the floor, where he sat dripping rain, a dreamy expression on his small, flat face. 

"Er . . . ?" Jamie made a small questioning motion toward Mr. Willoughby, his eyebrows raised at Madame Jeanne. She stared at the little Chinese for a moment as though wondering where he had come from, then, returned to herself, clapped her hands briskly for the maid. 

"See if Mademoiselle Josie is at liberty, if you please, Pauline," she said"And then fetch up hot water and fresh towels for Monsieur Fraser and his . . .wife." She spoke the word with a sort of stunned amazement, as though she still didn't quite believe it. 

"Oh, and one more thing, if you would be so kind, Madame?" Jamie leaned over the banister, smiling down at her. "My wife will require a fresh gown; she has had an unfortunate accident to her wardrobe. If you could
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provide something suitable by morning? Thank you, Maclaine Jeanne. BonS011'. I didn't speak, as I followeq him up four flights of winding stairs to the top ()f the house. I was much too busy thinking, my mind in a whirl. the lad in the pub had called him. But surely that was only an

,,pithct-such a thing was absolutely impossible. For the Jamie Fraser I had kDoNvii, it was impossible, I corrected myself, looking up at the broad shoulciers under the dark gray serge coat. But for this man? 

I didn't know quite what I had been expecting, but the room was quite ordinary, small and clean-though that was extraordinary, come to think of it-ftirnished with a stool, a ample bed and chest of drawers, upon which stood a basin and ewer and a clay candlestick with a beeswax candle, which Janiie lighted from the taper he had carried up. He shucked off his wet coat and draped it carelessly on the stool, then sat dovll on the bed to remove his wet shoes. 

,,God," he said, "I'm starving. I hope the cook's not gone to bed yet." "Jamie . . ." I said. 

"Takc off your cloak, Sassenach," he said, noticing me still standing against the door. 

"You're soaked." 
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"Yes. Well . . . yes." I swallowed, then went on. "There's just . . . er . Jamie, why have you got a regular room in a brothel?" I burst out. He rubbed his chin, looking mildly embarrassed. "I'm sorry, Sassenach," 

he said. "I know it wasna right to bring ye here, but it was the only place I could think of where we might get your dress mended at short notice, besides finding a hot supper. And then I had to put Mr. Willoughby where he wouldna get in more trouble, and as we had to come here anyway . . . "ell"-he glanced at the bed-"it's a good deal more comfortable than my cot at the printshop. But perhaps it was a poor idea. We can leave, if yc feel it's not-" 

"I don't mind about that," I interrupted. "The question is-why have 'oii got a room in a brothel? Are you such a good customer that-'       ; 

"A customer?" He stared up at me, eyebrows raised. "Here? God, Sasscnach, what d'ye think I am?" 

"Damned if I know," I said. "That's why I'm asking. Are you going to 111swcr my question?" 

He stared at his stockinged feet for a moment, wiggling his toes on the floorboard. At last he looked up at me, and answered calmly, "I suppose so. 

1'111 'lot a customer of Jeanne's, but she's a customer of mine-and a good otie. She keeps a room for me because I'm often abroad late on business, and I'd as soon have a place I can come to where I can have food and a bed at any hour, and privacv. The room is part of mv arrangement with her." 

I had been holding my breath. No-vv I let out about half of it. "All right," I saicl. "Then I suppose the next question is, what business has the owner of a

2 76                      Diana Gabaldon

brothel got with a printer?" The absurd thought that perhaps he printed advertising circulars for Madame Jeanne flitted through my brain, to be instantly dismissed. 

"Well," he said slowly. "No. I dinna think that's the question." "It's not?" 

"No." With one fluid move, he was off the bed and standing in front of me, close enough for me to have to look up into his face. I had a sudden urge to take a step backward, but didn't, largely because there wasn't room. 

"The question is, Sassenach, why hake ye come back?" he said softly. "That's a hell of a question to ask rne!" My palms pressed flat against the rough wood of the door. "Why do you think I came back, damn you?" 

"I dinna kcn." The soft Scottish voice was cool, but even in the dim light, I could see the pulse throbbing in the open throat of his shirt. 

"Did ye come to be my wife again', Or only to bring me word of my daughter?" As though he sensed that his nearness unnerved me, he turned away suddenly, moving toward the window, where the shutters creaked in the wind. 

"You are the mother of my child-for that alone, I owe ye my soul-for the knowledge that my life hasna been in vain-that mv child is safe." He turned again to face me, blue eyes intent. 

"But it has been a time, Sassenach, since you and I were one. You'll have had your lifethen-and I have had mine here. You'll know nothing of what I've done, or been. Did ye come now because ye wanted to-or because ye felt ye must?" 

My throat felt tight, but I met his e 'yes. 

PDF Transform

PDF Transform

Y

Y

Y

er

Y

er

B

2

B

2

B

.0

B

.0

A

A

Click here to buy

Click here to buy

w

w

w

w

w . 

w

A B B YY.com

.A B BYY.com

"I came now because before            I thought you were dead. I thought you'd died at Culloden." 

His eyes dropped to the windowsill, where he picked at a splinter. 

"Aye I see," he said softly. "Well       I meant to be dead." He smiled, without  humor, eyes intent on the splinter. "I tried hard enough." He looked up at me again. 

"Ho,w did ye find out I hadna die& Or where I was, come to that?" "I had help. A young historian narned Roger Wakefield found the records; he tracked you to Edinburgh. And when I saw 'A. Malcolm,' I knew - - - I thought . . . it might be you," I ended lamely. Time enough for the details later. 

"Aye, I see. And then ve came, But still . . . whv?" 

I stared at him without'speaking for a moment. As though he felt the need of air, or perhaps only for something to do, he fumbled with the latch of the shutters and thrust them haffivay open, flooding the room with the sound of rushing water, and the cold, fresh sinell of rain. 

"Arc voU tr\  Ting to tell me you don't want me to stay?" I said, finaUY"Because if so . . . I mean, I know ou'll have a life now . . . maybe Y011
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hac . . . other ties        With unnaturally acute senses, I could hear the sn,all sounds of activity throughout the house below, even above the rush of the storm, and the pounding of my own heart. My palms were damp, and I "-ipcd them surreptitiously against my skirt. 

[4c turned from the window to state at me. 

-Christ!" he said. "Not want ye?" His face was pale now, and his eyes ,,11naturally bright. 

,,I have burned for you for twenty years, Sassenach," he said softly. "Do ,e not know that? 

Jesus!" The breeze stirred the loose wisps of hair around his Iacc, and he brushed them back impatiently. 

"But I'm no the man v(mkncw, twenty years past, am P" He turned awav, ,,ith a gesture of frustration. "We know each other now less than we did Nhen we wed." 

,,Do you want me to go?" The blood was pounding thickly in my cars. -No!" He swung quickly toward me, and gripped my shoulder tightlv, making me pull back involuntarily. 

"No," he said, more quietly. "I dinna Nunt ve to go. I told ve so, and I meant it. But . . . I must know." He bent his head toward me, his face alive with troubled question. 

"Do ye want me?" he whispered. "Sassenach, will yc take me-and risk the man that I am, for the sake of the man ye knew?" 

I felt a great wave of relief, mingled with fear. It ran from his hand on my shoulder to the tips of my toes, weakening my joints. 

"It's a lot too late to ask that," I said, and reached to touch his cheek, vherc the rough beard was starting to show. It was soft under my fingers, like stiff plush. "Because I've already risked everything I had. But whoever vou are now, Jamie Fraser-yes. Yes, I do want you

. 

The light of the candle flame glowed blue in his eyes, as he held out his hands to me, and I stepped wordless into his embrace. I rested my face against his chest, marveling at the feel of him in my arms; so big, so solid and varrn-Real, after the years of longing for a ghost I could not touch. 

Disentangling himself after a moment, he looked down at me, and tOuched my cheek, very gently. He smiled slightly. 
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"You've the devil's own courage, aye? But then, ye always did." I tried to smile at him, but my lips trembled. 

"What about you? How do you know what I'm like? You don't know ,,hat I've been doing for the last twenty years, either. I might be a horrible Persou, for all you know!" The smile on his lips moved into his eyes, lighting them with humor. "I IPPOsc ye might, at that. But, d'ye know, Sassenach-I dinna think I care?" I stood looking at him for another minute, then heaved a deep sigh that P'Vpvci a few more stitches '.n my gown. 

"Neither do L" 

It seemed absurd to be shy with him, but shy I was. The adventures of the 2 78                       Diana Gabaldon

evening, and his words to me, had opened up the chasm of reality-those twenty unsharcd years that gaped between us, and the unknown future that lay beyond. Now we had come to the place where we would begin to know each other again, and discover whether we were in fact the same two who had once existed as one flesh-and whether we might be one again. 

A knock at the door broke the tension. It was a small servingmaid, with a tray of supper. She bobbed shyly to me, smiled at Jamie, and laid both supper-cold meat, hot broth, and warm oatbread with butter-and the fire with a quick and practiced hand, then lcft us with a murmured "Good e'ell to ye. " 

We ate slowly, talking careftilly only of neutral things; I told him how I had made my way from Craigh na Dun to Inverness, and made him laugh with stories of Mr. Graham and Master Georgie. He in turn told me about Mr. Willoughby; how he had found the little Chinese, half-starved and dead drunk, lying behind a row of casks on the docks at Burntisland, one of the shipping ports near Edinburgh. 

We said nothing much of ourselves, but as we ate, I became increasingly conscious of his body, watching his fine, long hands as he poured 'Nine and cut meat, seeing the twist of his powerful torso under his shirt, and the graceful line of neck and shoulder as he stooped to retrieve a fallen napkin. Once or twice, I thought I saw his gaze linger on me in the same way-a sort of hesitant avidity-but he quickly glanced away each time, hooding his eyes so that I could not tell what he saw or fclt. 

As the supper concluded, the same thought was uppermost in both our minds. It could scarcely be otherwise, considering the place in which we found ourselves. A tremor of mingled fear and anticipation shot through me. 

At last, he drained his wineglass, set it down, and met my eyes directly. "Will ye . . ." He stopped, the flush deepening on his features, but met my eyes, swallowed once, and went on. "Will ye come to bed wi' me, then? I mean," he hurried on, "it's cold, and we're both damp, and-" 

"And there aren't any chairs," I finished for him. "All right." I pulled my hand loose from his, and turned toward the bed, feeling a queer mix Of excitement and hesitance that made my breath come short. 

He pulled off his breeches and stockings quickly, then glanced at me. "I'm sorry, Sasscnach; I should have thought yc'd need help wi' Your laces." So he didn't undress women often, I thought, before I could stop myself, and my lips curved in a smile at the thought. 
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"Well, it's not laces," I murmured, "but if you'd give a hand in the bad there . . ." I laid aside my cloak, and turned my back to him, liffing MY h3if to expose the neck of the dress. There was a puzzled silence. Then I felt a finger sliding slowly down the groove of my backbone. 
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-What's 11 that?" he said, sounding startled. 

6,lt's called a zipper," I said, smiling, though he couldn't see me. "See the little tab at the top? Just take hold of that, and pull it straight down." 

Tile zipper teeth parted with a muted ripping noise, and the remnants of jessica Gutenburg sagged free. I pulled my arms out of the sleeves and let the dress drop heavily around my feet, turning to face Jamie before I lost my nerve. 

He jerked back, startled by this sudden chrysalis -shedding. Then he blinked, and stared at me. 

1 stood in front of him in nothing but my shoes and gartered rose-silk stockings. I had an over4helming urge to snatch the dress back up, but I resisted it. I stiffened my spine, raised my chin, and waited. 

He didn't say a word. His eyes gleamed in the candlelight as he moved his head slightly, but he still had that trick of hiding all his thoughts behind an inscrutable mask. 

"Will you bloody say something?" I demanded at last, in a voice that shook oiliv a little. His mouth opened, but no words came out. He shook his head slowly from side to side. 

"Jesus," he whispered at last. "Claire . . . you are the most beautiftil wman I have ever seen." 

"You," I said with conviction, "are losing your eyesight. It's probably glaucoma; you're too young for cataracts." 

He laughed at that, a little unsteadily, and then 1 saw that he was in fact blindcd-his eyes shone with moisture, even as he smiled. He blinked hard, and held out his hand. 

"I," he said, with equal conviction, "ha' got eyes like a hawk, and always did. Come here to me." 

A little reluctantly, I took his hand, and stepped out of the inadequate shelter of the remains of my dress. He drew me gently in, to stand between his knees as he sat on the bed. Then he kissed me softly, once on each breast, and laid his head between them, his breath coming warm on my bare skin. 

"Your breast is like ivory," he said softly, the word almost "breest" in the Highland Scots that always grew broad when he was truly moved. His hand rose to cup one breast, his fingers tanned into darkness against my own pale gloNv. 

',Only to see them sac full and sac round-Christ, I could lay my head here forever. But to

'touch ye, my Sassenach . . . you wi' you'r skin like Wh1ite velvet, and the sweet long lines of your body .'. ." Hc'pauscd, and I "'Uld fècl the working of his throat muscles as he swallowed, his hand movN slo-ly down the curving slope of waist and hip, the swell and taper of huttock and thigh. 

"Dear God," he said, still softly. "I couldna look at ye, Sassenach, and 280
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keep my hands from you, nor have ye near me, and not want ye." He           lifted his head then, and planted a kiss over my heart, then let his hand float dow, the gentle curve of my belly, lightly tracing the small marks left there b Brianna's birth. 

"You . . . really don't mind?" I said hesitantly, brushing my own fingers over my stomach. He smiled up at me with something half-rucful in his expression. lit hesitated for a moment, then drew up the hem of his shirt. 

"Do you?" he asked. 

The scar ran from midthigh nearly to his groin, an eight-inch length of twisted, whitish tissue. I couldn't repress a gasp at its appearance, and dropped to my knees beside him. I laid my cheek on his thigh, holding tight to his leg, as though I would keep him now-as I had not been able to keep him then. I could feel the slow, deep pulse of the blood through his femoral artery under my fingersa bare inch away from the ugly gully of that twisting scar. 

"It doesna fright ye, nor sicken ye, Sassenach?" he asked, laying a hand on my hair. I lifted my head and stared up at him. 

"Of course not!" 

"Aye, well." He reached to touch my stomach, his eyes holding mine, "And if ye bear the scars of your own battles, Sassenach," he said softly, "they dinna trouble me, either." He lifted me to the bed beside him then, and leaned to kiss me. I kicked off my shoes, and curled my legs up, feeling the warmth of him through his shirt. My hands found the button at the throat, fumbling to open it. 

"I want to see you." 

"Well, it's no much to see, Sassenach," he said, with an uncertain laugh. "But whatever it is, it's yours-if ye want it." 

He pulled the shirt over his head and tossed it on the floor, then leaned back on the palms of his hands, displaying his body. 

I didn't know quite what I had been expecting. In fact, the sight of his naked body took my breath away. He was still tall, of course, and beautioY made, the long bones of his body sleek with muscle, elegant with strength. He glowed in the candlelight, as though the light came from within hinlHe had changed, of course, but the change was subtle; as though he h2d been put into an oven and baked to a hard finish. He looked as though botb muscle and skin had drawn in just a bit, grown closer to the bone, so he WO more tightly knit; he had never seemed gawky, but the last hint of boyisb looseness had vanished. 

His skin had darkened slightly, to a pale gold, burned to bronze on fcc and throat, paling down the length of his body to a pure white, tinged Witil blue veins, in the hollow of his thighs. His pubic hair stood out in a ferociOUS
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,uburn bush, and it was quite obvious that he had not been lying; he did ,,,aut 1lic, and very badly. 

,NIN-evcs met his, and his mouth quirked suddenly. 

-1 did sav once I would be honest with ye, Sasscnach." 

I laughed, feeling tears sting my eyes at the same time, a rush of confused enlotion surging up in me. 
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-So did U' I reached toward him, hesitant, and he took my hand. The strength and warmth of it were startling, and I jerked slightly. Then I tightencd Iny grasp, and he rose to his feet, facing me. 

NN,e stood still then, awkwardly hesitating. We were intensely aware of each 7

othcr-hoxv could we not be? It was quite a small room, and the available atniospherc was completely filled with a charge like static electricity, almost strong enough to be visible. I had a feeling of empty-bellied terror, like the rl

sort you get at the top of a roller coaster. 

"Are you as scared as I am?" I finally said, sounding hoarse to my own cars. He looked me over carefully, and raised one eyebrow. 

"I dinna think I can be," he said. "You're covered wi' gooseflesh. Are yc scairt, Sassenach, or on1v cold?" 

"Both," I said, and he laughed. 

"Get in, then," he said. He released my hand and bent to turn back the quilt. I didn't stop shaking \vhcn he slid under the quilt beside me, though the heat of his body was a physical shock. 

"God, you're not cold!" I blurted. I turned toward him, and the warmth of him shimmered against my skin from head to toes. Instinctively drawn, I pressed close against him, shivering. I could feel my nipples tight and hard against his chest, and the sudden shock of his naked skin against my own. 

He laughed a little uncertainly. "No, I'm not. I suppose I must be afraid, aye?" His arms came around me, gently, and I touched his chest, feeling hundreds of tiny goose bumps spring up under my fingertips, among the ruddy Curling hairs. 

11 When we xvcre afraid of each other before," I -whispered, "on our wedding night-you held my hands. You said it would be easier if we touched." He made a small sound as my fingertip found his nipple. 

"A.ve, I did," he said, sounding breathless. "Lord, touch me like that again.,, His hands tightened suddenly, holding me against him. 

"Touch me," he said again softly, "and let me touch you, my Sassenach." Ili, hand cupped me, stroking, touching, and my breast lay taut and heavy in his palin. I werit on trembling, but now he was doing it, too. 

"When Nve vcd," he whispered, his breath warm against my check, "and I sa,, N,c there, so bormy in your white drcss-I couldna think of anything but
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when we'd be alone, and I could undo your laces and have ye naked, next to me in the bcd." 

"Do you want me now?" I whispered, and kissed the sunburned flesh in the hollow above his collarbone. His skin was faintly salty to the taste, and his hair smelled of woodsmokc and pungent maleness. 

He didn't answer, but moved abruptly, so I felt the hardness of him, stiff against my belly. It was terror as much as desire that pressed me close against him. I wanted him, all right; my breasts ached and my belly was tight with it, the unaccustomed rush of arousal slippery between my legs, opening me for him. But as strong as lust, was the desire simply to be
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taken, to have him master me, quell my doubts in a moment of rough usage, take me hard and swiftly enough to make me forget myself. 

I could feel the urge to do it tremble in the hands that cupped my buttocks, in the involuntary jerk of his hips, brought up short as he stopped himself Do it, I thought, in an agony of apprehension. For God's sake, do it now and don't be gentle! 

I couldn't say it. I saw the need of it on his face, but he couldn't say it, either; it was both too soon and too late for such words between us. 

But we had shared another language, and my body still recalled it. I pressed my hips against him sharply, grasping his, the curves of his buttocks clenched hard under my hands. I turned my face upward, urgent to be kissed, at the same moment that he bent abruptly to kiss me. 

My nose hit his forehead with a sickening crunch. My eyes watered profiisely as I rolled away from him, clutching my face. 

"Ow!" "Christ, have I hurt ye, Claire?" Blinking away the tears, I could see Ms face, hovering anxiously over me. 

"No," I said stupidly. "My nose is broken, though, I think," 

"No, it isn't," he said, gently feeling the bridge of my nose. "When ye break your nose, it makes a nasty crunching sound, and ye bleed like a pig. It's all right." I felt gingerly beneath my nostrils, but he was right; I wasn't bleeding. The pain had receded quickly, too. As I realized that, I also realized that he was lying on me, my legs sprawled wide beneath him, his cock just touching me, no more than a hairsbreadth from the moment of decision. 

I saw the realization dawn in his eyes as well. Neither of us moved, barely breathing. Then his chest swelled as he took a deep breath, reached and took both my wrists in one hand. He pulled them up, over my head, and held MC there, my body arched taut and helpless under him. 

"Give me your mouth, Sassenach," he said soffly, and bent to me. 14i5 head blotted out the candlelight, and I saw nothing but a dim glow and the
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darkness of his flesh as his mouth touched mine. Gently, brushing, then pressing, warm, and I opened to him with a little gasp, his tongue seeking rnine. 

I bit his lip, and he drew back a little, startled. 

"Jamie," I said against his lips, my own breath warm between us. "Jarl 'Ile! That was all I could say, but my hips jerked against him, and jerked again, urging violence. I turned my head and fastened my teeth in the flesh of his shoulder. 

He made a small sound deep in his throat and came into me hard. I was tight as any virgin and ipied out, arching under him. 

11I)on't stop!" I said. "For God's sake, don't stop!" His body heard me and answered in the same language, his grasp of my Nvrists tightening as he plunged hard into me, the force of it reaching my N,omb with each stroke. Then he let go of my wrists and half-fell on me, the weight of him pinning me to the bed as he reached under, holding my hips hard, keeping me immobile. 

I kvhimpcred and writhed against him, and he bit my neck. 
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"Be still," he said in my ear. I was still, only because I couldn't move. We lay pressed tight together, shuddering. I could feel the pounding against my ribs, but didn't know whether it was my heart, or his. 

Then he moved in me, very slightly, a question of the flesh. It was enough; I convulsed in answer, held helpless under him, and felt the spasms of my release stroke him, stroke him, seize and release him, urging him to join me. 

He reared up on both hands, back arched and head thrown back, eyes closed and breathing hard. Then very slowly, he bent his head forward and opened his eyes. He looked down at me with unutterable tenderness, and the candlelight gleamed briefly on the wetness on his cheek, maybe sweat or maybe tears. 

"Oh, Claire," he whispered. "Oh, God, Claire." And his release began, deep inside me, without his moving, shivering through his body so that his arms trembled, the ruddy hairs quivering in the dim light, and he dropped his head with a sound like a sob, his hair hiding his face as he spilled himself, each jerk and pulse of his flesh between my legs rousing an echo in my own. 

When it was over, he held himself over me, still as stone for a long moment. Then, very gently, he lowered himself, pressed his head against mine, and lay as if dead. I stirred at last from a deep, contented stupor, lifting my hand to lay it Over the spot where his pulse beat slow and strong, just at the base of his breastbone. 284                        Diana Gabaldon

"It's like bicycle riding, I expect," I said. My head rested peacefully in the curve of his shoulder, my hand idly playing with the red-gold curls that sprang up in thickets across his chest. "Did you know you've got lots more hairs on your chest than you used to?" 

"No," he said drowsily, "I dinna usually count them. Have bye-sickles got lots of hair, then?" 

It caught me by surprise, and I laughed. 

"No," I said. "I just meant that we seemed to recA what to do all right.,, Jamie opened one eye and looked down at me consideringly. "It would take a real daftie to forget rbat, Sassenach," he said. "I may be lacking practice, but I havena lost all my faculties yet." We were still for a long time, aware of each other's breathing, sensitive to each small twitch and shifting of position. We fitted well together, my head curled into the hollow of his shoulder, the territory of his body warm under my hand, both strange and familiar, awaiting rediscovery. 

The building was a solid one, and the sound of the storm outside drowned most noises from within, but now and then the sounds of feet or voices were dimly audible below us; a low, masculine laugh, or the higher voice of a woman, raised in professional flirtation. Hearing it, Jamie stirred a little uncomfortablv. 

"I should maybe have taken ye to a tavcrn," he said. "It's only-" "It's all right," I assured him. "Though I must say, of all the places I'd imagined being with you again, I somehow never thought of a brothel." I hesitated, not wanting to pry, but curiosity got the best of me. "You          er . . .don't own this place, do you, Jamie?" He pulled back a little, staring down at me. 

"Me? God in heaven, Sassenach, what d'ye think I am?" 

"Well, I don't know, do P" I pointed out, with some asperity, "The first thing you do when I find you is faint, and as soon as I've got you back on your feet, you get me assaulted in a
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pub and chased through Edinburgh in company with a deviant Chinese, ending up in a brothel-whose madarn seems to be on awfully familiar terms with you, I might add." The tips of his ears had gone pink, and he seemed to be struggling between laughter and indignation. 

"You then take off your clothes, announce that vou're a terrible persoia with a depraved past, and take me to bed. What did you expect me to think?" Laughter won out. 

"Well, I'm no a saint, Sassenach," he said. "But I'm no a pimp, either." "Glad to hear it," I said. There was a momentary pause, and then I said, "Do you mean to tell me what you are, or shall I go on running down tht disreputable possibilities until I come close?" 

"Oh, aye?" he said, entertained by this suggestion. "What's your best guess?" 

I looked him over careftilly. He lay at case amid the tumbled sheets, one arni behind his head, grinning at me. 

-Vell, I'd bet my shift you're not a printer," I said. The grin widened. 

,,Whv not?" 

I poked him rudely in the ribs. "You're much too fit. Most men in their fortics have begun to go soft round the middle, and you haven't a spare ounce Oil Von." 

-That's mostly because I havena got anyone to cook for me," he said ruefully. "If you ate in taverns all the time, ye wouldna be fat, either. Luckily, it looks as though ye eat regularly." He patted my bottom familiarly, and then ducked, laughing, as I slapped at his hand. 

"Don't try to distract me," I said, resuming my dignity. "At any rate, you didn't get muscles like that slaving over a printing press." 

"Ever tried to work one, Sassenach?" He raised a derisive eyebrow. "No." I furrowed my brow in thought. "I don't suppose you've taken up highway, robbery?" 

"No," he said, the grin widening. "Guess again." "Embezzlement." 

"No.,, "Well, likely not kidnapping for ransom," I said, and began to tick other possibilities off on my fingers. "Petty thievery? No. Piracy? No, you couldn't possibly, unless you've got over being seasick. Usury? Hardly." I dropped my hand and stared at him. 

"You were a traitor when I last knew you, but that scarcely seems a good way of making a living." 

"Oh, I'm still a traitor," he assured me. "I just havena been convicted latelv." 

"Lately?" "I spent several years in prison for treason, Sassenach," he said, rather grimly. 

"For the Rising. But that was some time back." 

"yes, I knew that." 

His eyes widened. "Ye knew that?" 

"That and a bit more," I said. "I'll tell you later. But putting that all aside for the present and returning to the point at issue-what do you do for a k'ing these days?" 

"I'm a printer," he said, grinning widely. "And a traitor?" 

"And a traitor," he confirmed, nodding. "I've been arrested for sedition times in the last two years, and had my premises seized twice, but the Ourt Nvasna able to prove anything." 

"And what happens to you if they do prove it, one of these times?" "Oh," he said airily, waving his free hand in the air, "the pillory. Ear286                        Diana Gabaldon
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nailing. Flogging. Imprisonment. Transportation. That sort of thing. Likely not hanging." 

"What a relief," I said dryly. 1 felt a trifle hollow. I hadn't even tried to imagine -,,,,hat his life might be like, if I found him. Now that I had, I was a little taken aback. 

"I did Nvarn ye," he said. The teasing was gone now, and the dark blue eyes were serious and watchful.                A

"You did," I said, and took a deep breath. 

"Do ye_vanr to leave now?" He spoke casually enough, but I saw his fingers clench and tighten on a fold of the quilt, so that the knuckles stood out white against the sunbronzed skin. 

"No," I said. I smiled at him, as best 1 could manage. "I didn't come back just to make love with you once. I came to be with you-if you'll have me," 

1 ended, a little hesitantly. 

"If I'll have you!" He let out the breath he had been holding, and sat up to face me, crosslegged on the bed. He reached out and took my hands, engulfing them between his own. 

"I-canna even sav what I felt when I touched you today, Sassenach, and knew ye to be real," he said. His eyes traveled over me, and I fclt the heat of him, yearning, and my own heat, melting toward him. "To find you againand then to lose ye . . ." He stopped, throat working as he swallowed. 

I touched his face, tracing the fine, clean line of cheekbone and jaw. "You won't lose me," I said. "Not ever again." I smiled, smoothing back the thick ruff of ruddy hair behind his ear. 

"Not even if I find out you've been committing bigamy and public drunkenness." He jerked sharply at that, and I dropped my hand, startled. "What is it?" 

"Well-" he said, and stopped. He pursed his lips and glanced at me quickly. "It's just-" 

"Just what? Is there something else you haven't told me?" 

"Well, printing seditious pamphlets isna all that profitable," he said, in explanation. 

"I don't suppose so," I said, my heart starting to speed up again at the prospect of further revelations. "What else have you been doing?" 

"Well, it's just that I do a wee bit of smuggling," he said apologeticallY. "On the side, like." 

"A smttqq1er?-I stared. "Smuggling what?" 

"Well, whisky mostly, but rum now and then, and a fair bit of French wine and cambric." 

"So that's it!" I said. The pieces of the puzzle all settled into place-MrWilloughby, the Edinburgh docks, and the riddle of our present surroundings. "That's what your connection is with this placc-what you meant by saving Madame Jeanne is a customer?" Voyager                                   28 7

"That's it." He nodded, "It works verra well; we store the liquor in one of the cellars below when it conics in from France. Some of it we sell directly to jcannc; some she keeps for us until we can ship it on." 

"Um. And as part of the arrangements                 I said delicately, "you, cr . . . 

The blue eyes narrowed at me. 

"The -answer to what you're thinking, Sassenach, is no," he said verN firmly. 

"Oh, is it?" I said, feeling extremely pleased. "Mind reader, are you? And \vhat am I thinking?" 

"You were wondering do I take out my price in trade sometimes, aye?" He lifted one brow at me. 

PDF Transform

PDF Transform

Y

Y

Y

er

Y

er

B

2

B

2

B

.0

B

.0

A

A

Click here to buy

Click here to buy

w

w

w

w

w . 

w

A B B YY.com

.A B BYY.com

"Well, I was," I admitted. "Not that it's any of my business." 

"Oh, isn't it, then?" He raised both ruddy brows and took me by both Shoulders, leaning toward me. 

"Is it?" he said, a moment later. He sounded a little breathless. "Yes," I said, sounding equally breathless. "And you don't-" "I don't. Come here." He wrapped his arms around me, and pulled me close. The body's mcmory is different from the mind's. When I thought, and wondered, and worried, I was clumsy and awkward, fumbling my way. Without the interference of conscious thought, my body knew him, and answered him at once in tune, as though his touch had left me moments before, and not years. 

"I was more afraid this time than on our wedding night," I murmured, mN, eyes fixed on the slow, strong pulsebeat in the hollow of his throat. "Werc vc, then'," His arm shifted and tightened round me. "Do I frighten 'c, Sassenach?" 

"No." I put my fingers on the tiny pulse, breathing the deep musk of his effort. "It's only . . . the first time . . . I didn't think it would be forever. meant to go, then." He snorted faintly, the sweat gleaming lightly in the small hollow in the center of his chest. 

"A_nd vc did go, and came again," he said. "You're here; there's no more that matters, than that." 

raised myself slightly to look at him. His eyes were closed, slanted and catlike, his lashes that striking color I remembered so well because I had seen it so often; deep auburn at the tips, fading to a red so pale as nearly to be blond at the roots. 

"What did you think, the first tirne we lay together?" I asked. The dark bluc c%,cs opened slowly, and rested on me. 

"It has always been forever, for me, Sassenach," he said simply. Sometime later, we fell asleep ennvincd, with the sound of the rain falling

2 N 6                       uiana uavaiaon

soft against the shutters, mingling with the muffled sounds of commerce below. It was a restless night. Too tired to stay awake a moment longer, I was too happy to fall soundly asleep. Perhaps I was afraid he would vanish if 1 slept. Perhaps he felt the same. We lay close togetherb not awake, but too aware Of each other to sleep deeply. I felt every small twitch of his muscles, every movement of his breathing, and knew he was likewise aware of me. 

- Half-dozing, we turned and moved together, always touching, in a sleepy, slow-motion ballet, learning again in silence the language of our bodies. Somewhere in the deep, quiet hours of the night, he turned to me without a word, and I to him, and we made love to each other in a slow, unspeaking tenderness that left us lying still at last, in possession of each other's secrets. 

Soft as a moth flying in the dark, my hand skimmed his leg, and found the thin deep runnel of the scar. My fingers traced its invisible length and paused, with the barest of touches at its end, wordlessiy asking, "How?" 

His breathing changed with a sigh, and his hand lay over mine. "Culloden," he said, the whispered word an evocation of tragedy. Death. Futility. And the terrible parting that had taken me from him. 

"I'll never leave you," I whispered. "Not again." 
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His head turned on the pillow, his features lost in darkness, and his lips brushed mine, light as the touch of an insect's wing. He turned onto his back, shifting me next to him, his hand resting heavy on the curve of my thigh, keeping me close. 

Sometime later, I felt him shift again, and turn the bedclothes back a little way. A cool draft played across my forearm; the tiny hairs prickled upright, and then flattened beneath the warmth of his touch. I opened my eyes, to find him turned on his side, absorbed in the sight of my hand. It lay still on the quilt, a carved white thing, all the bones and tendons chalked in gray as the room began its imperceptible shift from night to day. 

"Draw her for me," he whispered, head bent as he gently traced the shapes of my fingers, long and ghostly beneath the darkness of his own touch. 

"What has she of you, of me? Can ye tell me? Are her hands like yours, Claire, or mine? 

Draw her for me, let me see her." He laid his own hand down beside my own. It was his good hand, the fingers straight and flatjointed, the nails clipped short, square and clean. 

"Like mine," I said. My voice was low and hoarse with waking, barely loud enough to register above the drumming of the rain outside. The house beneath was silent. I raised the fingers of my immobile hand an inch in illustration. 

"She has long, slim hands like mine-but bigger than mine, broad across Voyager                                   289

tilc backs, and a deep curve at the outside, near the wrist-like that. Like ,,ours; she has a pulse just there, where you do." I touched the spot where a Ncin crossed the curve of his radius, just where the wrist joins the hand. He ,,as so still I could feel his heartbeat under my fingertip. 

"Her nails arc like yours; square, not oval like mine. But she has the crooked little finger on her right hand that I have," I said, lifting it. "My n1othcr had it, too; Uncle Lambert told me." My own mother had died NN-licti I was five. I had no clear memory of her, but thought of her whenever I saxN iny own hand unexpectedly, caught in a moment of grace like this one. I laid the hand with the crooked finger on his, then lifted it to his face. 

"She has this line," I said softly, tracing the bold sweep from temple to chcck. "Your eyes, exactly, and those lashes and brows. A Fraser nose. Her rnouth is more like mine, with a full bottom lip, but it's wide, like yours. A pointed chin, like mine, but stronger. She's a big girl-nearly six feet tall." I felt his start of astonishment, and nudged him gently, knee to knee. "She has long legs, like yours, but very feminine." 

"And has she that small blue vein just there?" His hand touched my own face, thumb tender in the hollow of my temple. "And ears like tiny wings, Sassenach? " 

"She always complained about her ears-said they stuck out," I said, feeling the tears sting my eves as Brianna came suddenly to life between us. "They're pierced. You don't mind, do you?" I said, talking fast to keep the

tears at bay. "Frank did; he said it looked cheap, and she shouldn't, but she wanted to do it, and I let her, when she was sixteen. Mine were; it didn't seein right to say she couldn't when I did, and her friends all did, and I didn't-didn't want-" 

"Ye were right," he said, interrupting the flow of half-hystcrical words. "Ye did fine," he repeated, softly but firmly, holding me close. "Yc were a wonderful mother, I know it." I was crying again, quite soundlessly, shaking against him. He held me gelitly, stroking my back and murmuring. "Ye did well," he kept saying. "Ye did right." And after a little while, I stopped crying. 
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"Ye gave me a child, mo nigbean donn," he said softly, into the cloud of My hair. "We are together for always. She is safe; and we will live forever r0w, you and I." He kissed me, very lightly, and laid his head upon the Pillow next to me. "Brianna," he whispered, in that odd Highland way that made her name his own. He sighed deeply, and in an instant, was asleep. In another, I fell asleep myself, my last sight his wide, sweet mouth, relaxed in slccr, half-smiling. 

16. 

Whore's Brunch

rom years of answering the twin calls of motherhood and medicine, I had developed the ability to wake from even the soundest sleep at once and completely. I woke so now, immediately aware of the wom

linen sheets around me, the dripping of the eaves outside, and the warm scent of Jamie's body mingling with the cold, sweet air that breathed through the crack of the shutters above me. 

Jamie himself was not in bed; without reaching out or opening my eyes, I knew that the space beside me was empty. He was close by, though. There was a sound of stealthy movement, and a faint scraping noise nearby. I turned my head on the pillow and opened my eyes. 

The room was filled with a gray light that washed the color from everything, but left the pale lines of his body clear in the dimness. He stood out against the darkness of the room, solid as ivory, vivid as though he were etched upon the air. He was naked, his back turned to me as he stood in front of the chamber pot he had just pulled from its resting place beneath the washstand. 

I admired the squared roundness of his buttocks, the small muscular hollow that dented each one, and their pale vulnerability. The groove of his backbone, springing in a deep, smooth curve from hips to shoulders. As he moved slightly, the light caught the faint silver shine of the scars on his back, and the breath caught in my throat. He turned around then, face calm and faintly abstracted. He saw me watching him, and looked slightly startled. 

I smiled but stayed silent, unable to think of anything to say. I kept looking at him, though, and he at me, the same smile upon his lips. Without speaking, he moved toward me and sat on the bed, the mattress shifting under his weight. He laid his hand open on the quilt, and I put my own intO it without hesitation. 

"Sleep well?" I asked idiotically. 

A grin broadened across his face. "No," he said. "Did you?" 

"No." I could feel the heat of him, even at this distance, in spite of the chilly room. "Aren't you cold?" 

'No. We fell quiet again, but could not take our eyes away from each other. Voyager                                   291

looked him over carefully in the strengthening light, comparing memory to A narrow blade of early sun knifed through the shutters' crack, lighting a lock of hair like polished bronze, gilding the curve of his shoulder, the sn,ooth flat slope of his belly. He seemed slightly larger than I had rcmembercd, and one hell of a lot more immediate. 
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-You're bigger than I remembered," I ventured. He tilted his head, lookilig down at me in amusement. 

-YOU're a wee bit smaller, I think." 

His hand engulfed mine, fingers delicately circling the bones of my wrist. ,NIN, niouth was dry; I swallowed and licked my lips. 

"A long time ago, you asked me if I knew what it was between us," I said. His eves rested on mine, so dark a blue as to be nearly black in a light like this. 

"I remember," he said softly. His fingers tightened briefly on mine. ,What it is-when I touch you; when ye lie wi' me." 

"I said I didn't know." 

"I didna ken either." The smile had faded a bit, but was still there, lurking iii the corners of his mouth. 

"I still don't," I said. "But-" and stopped to clear mv throat. 

"But it's still there," he finished for me, and the smile moved from his lips, lighting his eyes. ,'Aye? 11

It was. I was still as aware of him as I might have been of a lighted stick of dmamite in mv immediate vicinity, but the feeling between us had changed. We had fallen asleep as one flesh, linked by the love of the child we had made, and had waked as two people-bound by something different. 

"Yes. Is it-1 mean, it's not just because of Brianna, do you think?" The pressure on my fingers increased. 

"Do I want ye because you're the mother of my child?" He raised one ruddy eyebrow in incredulity. "Well, no. Not that I'm no grateful," he added hastily. "But-no." He bent his head to look down at me intently, and the sun lit the narrow bridge of his nose and sparked in his lashes. 

"No," he said. "I think I could watch ye for hours, Sassenach, to see how You have changed, or how ye're the same. just to see a wee thing, like the lurve of your chin"-he touched my jaw gently, letting his hand slide up to cup mv head, thumb stroking my earlobe-"or your ears, and the bittie holes for your earbobs. Those are all the same, just as they were. Your hair-I called ye mo nigbean donn, d'ye recall? My brown one." His voice was little more than a whisper, his fingers threading my curls between them. 

"I expect that's changed a bit," I said. I hadn't gone gray, but there were Pal,, ,treaks where my normal light brown had faded to a softer gold, and here ancl there, the glint of a single silver strand. 

"Like bccchwood in the rain," he said, smiling and smoothing a lock with 2 Y 2                      Diana Gabalaon

one forefinger, "and the drops coming down from the leaves across the bark." I reached out and4Ktroked his thigh, touching the long scar that ran clown it. 

,,I wish I could have been there to take care of you," I said softly. "it was the most horrible thing I evcr did-Icaving you, knowing . . . that you meant to be killed." I could hardly bear to speak the word. 

"Well, I tried hard enough," he said, with a wry grimace that made me laugh, in spite of my emotion. "It Nvasna my fault I didna succeed." He glanced dispassionately at the long, thick scar that ran down his thigh. "Not the fault of the Sassenach wi' the bayonet, either." I heaved myself up on one elbow, squinting at the scar. "A bayonet did that?" 
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"Aye, well. It festered, ye see," he explained. 

"I know; we found the journal of the Lord Melton who sent you home from the battlefield. He didn't think vou'd make it." My hand tightened on his knee, as though to reassure myself that he was in fact here before me, alive. 

He snorted. "Well, I damn nearly didn't. I was all but dead when they pulled me out of the wagon at Lallybroch." His face darkened with memory. "God, sometimes I wake up in the night, dreaming of that wagon. It was

two days' journey, and I was fevered or chilled, or both together. I was covered wi' hay, and the ends of it sticking in my eyes and my ears and through my shirt, and fleas hopping all through it and eating me alive, and my leg killing me at every jolt in the road. It was a verra bumpy road, too," he added broodingly. 

"It sounds horrible," I said, feeling the word quite inadequate. He snorted briefly. 

"Aye. I only stood it by imagining what I'd do to Melton if I ever met him again, to get back at him for not shooting me." 

I laughed again, and he glanced down at me, a wry smile on his lips. "I'm not laughing because it's funny," I said, gulping a little. "I'm laughing because otherwise I'll cry, and I don't want to-not now, when it's over." 

"Aye, I know." He squeezed my hand. 

I took a deep breath. "1-I didn't look back. I didn't think I could stand to find out-what happened." I bit my lip; the admission seemed a betrayal. "It wasn't that I tried-that I wanted-to forget," I said, groping clumsily for words. "I couldn't forget you; you shouldn't think that. Not ever. But I-,, 

"Dinna fash yourself, Sassenach," he interrupted. He patted my hand gently. "I ken what ve mean. I try not to look back myself, come to that." 

VuYager                                    ZYj

"But if I had," I said, staring down at the smooth grain of the linen, "if I had-I might have found you sooner." 

The words hung in the air between us like an accusation, a reminder of the bitter ycars of loss and separation. Finally he sighed, deeply, and put a finger Lli,der rnv chin, lifting my face to his. 

,,And if yc had?" he said. "Would ye have left the lassie there without her mother? Or come to me in the time after Culloden, when I couldna care for but only watch ye suffer wi' the rest, and feel the guilt of bringing ye to

such a fate? Maybe see yc die of the hunger and sickness, and know I'd killed ," He raised one eyebrow in question, then shook his head. 

N,C "No. I told ye to go, and I told ye to forget. Shall I blame ye for doing as I said, Sassenach? No." 

"But we might have had more time!" I said. "We might have-" He stopped me by the simple expedient of bending and putting his mouth on niine. It was warm and very soft, and the stubble of his face was faintly scratchy on my skin. 

After a moment he released me. The light was growing, putting color in his face. His skin glowed bronze, sparked with the copper of his beard. He took a deep breath. 

"Aye, we might. But to think of that-we cannot." His eyes met mine steadily, searching. "I canna look back, Sassenach, and live," he said simply. "If we have no more than last night, and this moment, it is enough." 
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"Not for me, it isn't!" I said, and he laughed. "Grcedy wee thing, are ye no?" 11 "Yes, I said. The tension broken, I returned my attention to the scar on his leg, to keep away for the moment from the painful contemplation of lost time and opportunity. 

"You were telling me how you got that." 

"So I was." He rocked back a little, squinting down at the thin white line down the top of his thigh. 

"Well, it was Jenny-my sister, ye ken?" I did indeed remember Jenny; half her brother's size, and dark as he was blazing fair, but a match and more for him in stubbornness. 

"She said she wasna going to let me die," he said, with a rueful smile. "And she didn't. My opinion didna seem to have anything to do wi' the matter, so she didna bother to ask me." 

"That sounds like Jenny." I felt a small glow of comfort at the thought of MY sister-in-law. Jamie hadn't been alone as I feared, then; Jenny Murray Would have fought the Devil himself to save her brother-and evidently had. 

"She dosed me for the fever, and put poultices on my leg to draw the Poison, but nothing worked, and it only got worse. It swelled and stank, and then began to go black and rotten, so they thought they must take the leg (Iff, if I was to live." 

,: Y 4                      lu I U 11 U

4r     He recounted this quite matter-of-factly, but I felt a little faint at the thought. 

"Obviously they didn't," I said. "Why not?" 

Jamie scratched his nose and rubbed a hand back through his hair, wipinS the wild spill of it out of his eyes. "Well, that was Ian," he said. "lie ,vouldna let her do it. He said he kent well enough what it was like to live Wi' one leg, and while he didna mind it so much himself, he thought I wouldna like to-all things considered," he added, with a wave of the hand and a glance at me that encompassed everything-the loss of the battle, of the war, of me, of home and livelihood-of all the things of his normal life. I thought Ian might well have been right. 

"So instead Jenny made three of the tenants come to sit on me and hold me still, and then she slit my leg to the bone wi' a kitchen knife and washed the wound wi' boiling water," he said casuallv. 

"Jesus H. Christ!" I blurted, shocked into horror. 

He smiled faintly at my expression. "Aye, well, it worked." 1 swallowed heavily, tasting bile. "Jesus. I'd think you'd have been a cripple for life!" 

"Well, she cleansed it as best she could, and stitched it up. She said she wasna going to let me die, and she wasna going to have me be a cripple, and she wasna going to have me lie about all the day feelin' sorry for myself, and-" He shrugged, resigned. "By the time she finished tellin' me all the things she Nvouldna let me do, it seemed the only thing left to me was to get well." 

I echoed his laugh, and his smile broadened at the memory. "Once I could get up, she made Ian take me outside after dark and make me walk. Lord, we must ha' been a sight, Ian wi' his wooden leg, and me wi' my stick, limping up and down the road like a pair of lame cranes!" 

I laughed again, but had to blink back tears; I could see all too well the two tall, limping figures, struggling stubbornly against darkness and pain, leaning on each other for support. 
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"You lived in a cave for a time, didn't you? We found the story of it." His cyebrows went up in surprise. "A story about it? About me, ye mean?" "You're a famous Highland legend," I told him dryly, "or you will be, at least." 

"For living in a cave?" He looked half-pleased, half-embarrassed. "Well, that's a foolish thing to make a story about, aye?" 

"Arranging to have yourself betrayed to the English for the price on your head was maybe a little more dramatic," I said, still more dryly. "Taking rather a risk there, weren't you?" The end of his nose was pink, and he looked somewhat abashed. "Well," he said awkwardly, "I didna think prison would be verra dread", and everything considered. . . ." voyager                                 2Y5

spoke as calmly as I could, but I wanted to shake him, suddenly and ridiculously furious with him in retrospect. 

-Prison, my arse! You knew perfectly well you might have been hanged, didn't you? And you bloody did it anyway!" 

-I had to do something," he said, shrugging. "And if the English were fool enough to pay good money for my lousy carcass-well, there's nay law against takin' advantage of fools, is there?" One corner of his mouth quirked ,1p, and I was torn between the urge to kiss him and the urge to slap him. 

I did neither, but sat up in bed and began combing the tangles out of my hair with my fingers. 

"I'd say it's open to question who the fool was," I said, not looking at him, "but even so, vou should know that your daughter's very proud of Vou. 

"She is?" He sounded thundcrstruck, and I looked up at him, laughing despite my irritation. 

"NVcll, of course she is. You're a bloody hero, aren't you?" He went quite red in the face at this, and stood up, looking thoroughly disconcerted. 

"Me,' No!" He rubbed a hand through his hair, his habit when thinking or disturbed in his mind. 

"No. I mean," he said slowly, "I wasna heroic at all about it. It was only . I couldna bear it any longer. To see them all starving, I mean, and not be able to care for them-jenny, and Ian and the children; all the tenants and their families." He looked helplessly down at me. 

"I really didna care if the English hanged me or not," he said. "I didna think they would, because of what ye'd told me, but even if I'd known for sure it meant that-I would ha' done it, Sassenach, and not minded. But it wasna bravery-not at all." He thrcNv up his hands in frustration, turning away. "There was nothing else I could do!" 

"I sce," I said softly, after a moment. "I understand." He was standing by the chiffonier, still naked, and at this, he turned half-round to face me. "Do ye, then?" His face was serious. 

"I know you, Jamie Fraser." I spoke with more certainty than I had felt at any time since the moment I stepped through the rock. 

"Do yc, then?" he asked again, but a faint smile shadowed his mouth. "I think so." The smile on his lips widened, and he opened his mouth to reply. Before he could speak, though, there was a knock upon the chamber door, 

I started as though I had touc!lcd a hot stove. Jamie laughed, and bent to Pat My hip as he went to the door. 

PDF Transform

PDF Transform

Y

Y

Y

er

Y

er

B

2

B

2

B

.0

B

.0

A

A

Click here to buy

Click here to buy

w

w

w

w

w . 

w

A B B YY.com

.A B BYY.com

expect it's the chambermaid with our breakfast, Sassenach, not the constable. And we arc marrit, ave?" One eyebrow rose quizzically. 

"Even so, shouldn't you put something on?" I asked, as he reached for the doorknob. He glanced down at himself. 

"I shouldna think it's likely to come as a shock to anyone in this house Sassenach. But to honor your sensibilities-" He grinned at me, and taking a linen towel from the washstand, wrapped it casually about his loins before pulling open the door. 

I caught sight of a tall male figure standing in the hall, and promptly pulled the bedclothes over my head. This was a reaction of pure panic, for if it had been the Edinburgh constable or one of his minions, I could scarcely expect much protection from a couple of quilts. But then the visitor spoke, and I was glad that I was safely out of sight for the moment. 

"Jamie?" The voice sounded rather startled. Despite the fact that I had not heard it in twenty years, I recognized it at once. Rolling over, I surreptitiously lifted a corner of the quilt and peeked out beneath it. 

"Well, of course it's me," Jamie was saying, rarher testily. "Have ye no got eyes, man?" He pulled his brother-in-law, Ian, into the room and shut the door. 

"I see well enough it's you," Ian said, with a note of sharpness. "I just didna ken whether to believe my eyes!" His smooth brown hair showed threads of gray, and his face bore the lines of a good many years' hard work. But Joe Abernathy had been right; with his first words, the new vision merged with the old, and this was the Ian Murray I had known before. 

"I came here because the lad at the printshop said ye'd no been there last night, and this was the address Jenny sends your letters to," he was saying. He looked round the room with wide, suspicious eyes, as though expecting something to leap out from behind the armoire. Then his gaze flicked back to his brother-in-law, who was making a perfunctory effort to secure his makeshift loincloth. 

"I never thought to find ye in a kittle-hoosic, Jamie!" he said. "I wasna sure, when the . . . the lady answered the door downstairs, but then-" "It's no what ye think, Ian," Jamie said shortly. 

"Oh, it's not, ayc? And Jenny worrying that ye'd make yourself ill, living without a woman so long!" Ian snorted. "I'll tell her she needna concern herself wi' your welfare. And where's my son, then, down the hall with another o' the harlots?" 

"Your son?" Jamie's surprise was evident. "Which one?" Ian stared at Jamie, the anger on his long, half-homely face fading into alarm. 

"Ye havena got him? Wee Ian's not here?" 

"Young Ian? Christ, man, d'yc think I'd bring a fourtcen-year-old lad into a brothel?" Ian opened his mouth, then shut it, and sat down on the stool. 

Voyager                                    297

,,-fell ve the truth, Jamie, I canna sav what ve'd do anymore         he said le\,cliv. He looked up at his brother-in-law, Jaw set. "Once I could. But not

"And what the hell d'yc mean by that?" I could see the angry flush rising in jilnic', face. 
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jan glanced at the bed, and away again. The red flush didn't recede from lalnie's face, but I saw a small quiver at the corner of his mouth. He boNved el,lborately to his brother-inlaw. 

"Your pardon, Ian, I was forgettin' my manners. Allow me to introducc ye to ni\, companion." He stepped to the side of the bed and pulled back the quilts. 

"No"' Ian cried, jumping to his feet and looking frantically at the floor, the wardrobe, anywhcrc but at the bed. 

-What, will ye no givc your regards to my wife, Ian?" Jamie said. 1,N1,7ife,-Forgetting to look away, Ian goggled at Jamie in horror. "Ye've marrit a whore?" he croaked. 

"I wouldn't call it that, exactly," I said. Hearing my voice, Ian jerked his head in my direction. 

"Flullo," I said, waving cheerily at him from my nest of bedclothes. "Been a long time, hasn't it?" 

I'd always thought the descriptions of what people did when seeing ghosts rather exaggerated, but had been forced to revise my opinions in light of the responses I had been getting since my return to the past. Jamie had fainted dead away, and if Ian's hair was not literally standing on end, he assuredly looked as though he had been scared out of his wits. Eyes bugging out, he opened and closed his mouth, making a small gobbling noise that seemed to entertain Jamie quite a lot. 

"That'll teach ye to go about thinkin' the worst of my character," he said, Nk'ith apparent satisfaction. Taking pity on his quivering brother-in-law, Jamie Poured out a tot of brandy and handed him the glass. "Judge not, and ye'll no be judged, eh?" I thought Ian was going to spill the drink on his breeches, but he managed to get the glass to his mouth and swallow. 

"What-" he wheezed, eyes watering as he stared at me.         ,'How-?" "It's a long story," I said, with a glance at Jamie. He nodded briefly. We hael had other things to think about in the last twenty-four hours besides ho,,, to explain me to people, and under the circumstances, I rather thought Vlariatloris could wait. 

"I

1 don't believe I know Young Ian. Is he missing?" I asked politely. Ian nodded mechanically, not taking his eyes off me. 

"He stole axvav from home last Friday week," he said, sounding rather daze, 

-1. "I.cft a note that he'd gone to his uncle." He took another swig of d V N                      Diana Gabaldon

brandy, coughed and blinked several times, then wiped his eyes and sat up straighter, looking at me. 

"It'll no be the first time, ye see," he said to me. He seemed to be regaining his selfconfidence, seeing that I appeared to be flesh and blood, and showed no signs either of getting out of bed, or of putting my head under my arm and strolling round without it, in the accepted fashion of Highland ghosts. 

Jamie sat down on the bed next to me, taking my hand in his. 

"I've not seen Young Ian since I sent him home wl' Fergus six months ago," he said. He was beginning to look as worried as Ian. "You're sure he said he was coming to me?" 
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"Well, he hasna got any other uncles that I know of," Ian said, rather acerbically. He tossed back the rest of the brandy and set the cup down. "Fergus?" I interrupted. "Is Fergus all right, then?" I felt a surge of joy at

the mention of the French orphan whom Jamie had once hired in Paris as a pickpocket, and brought back to Scotland as a servant lad. 

Distracted from his thoughts, Jamie looked down at me. 

"Oh, aye, Fergus is a bormy man now. A bit changed, of course." A shadow seemed to cross his face, but it cleared as he smiled, pressing my hand. "He'll be fair daft at seein' you once more, Sassenach." 

Uninterested in Fergus, Ian had risen and was pacing back and forth across the polished plank floor. 

"He didna take a horse," he muttered. "So he'd have nothing anyone would rob him for." He swung round to Jamie. "How did ye come, last time yc brought the lad here? By the land round the Firth, or did ye cross by boat?" 

Jamie rubbed his chin, frowning as he thought. "I didna come to Lallybroch for him. He and Fergus crossed through the Carryarrick Pass and met me just above Loch Laggan. Then we came down through Struan and Weern and . . . aye, now I remember. We didna want to cross the Campbell lands, so we came to the east, and crossed the Forth at DonibristAc." 

"D've think he'd do that again?" Ian asked. "If it's the only way he knows?" Jamie shook his head doubtfully. "He might. But he kens the coast is dangerous." Ian resumed his pacing, hands clasped behind his back. "I beat him 'til he Could barely stand, let alone sit, the last time he ran off," Ian said, shaking his head. His lips were tight, and I g,,,thered that Young Ian was perhaps rather a trial to his father. "Ye'd think the wee fool would think better o' such tricks, aye?" 

Jamie snorted, but not without sympathy. 

"Did a thrashing ever stop you from doing anything you'd set your mind on?" Voyager                                    299

lail stopped his pacing and sat down on the stool again, sighing. 

"No," he said frankly, "but I expect it was some relief to my father." His face cracked into a reluctant smile, as Jamie laughed. 

,,He'll be all right," Jamie declared confidently. He stood up and let the to,cl drop to the floor as he reached for his breeches. "I'll go and put about tile x%,ord for him. If he's in Edinburgh, we'll hear of it bv nightfall." 

Ian cast a glance at me in the bed, and stood up hastily. -Fll go wi' ye." I thought 1 saw a shadow of doubt flicker across Jamie's face, but then he nodded and pulled the shirt over his head. 

"All right," he said, as his head popped through the slit. He frowned at rne. 

,,I'm afraid ye'll have to stay here, Sasscnach," he said. 

"I suppose 1 will," I said dryly. "Seeing that I haven't any clothes." The rnaid who brought our supper had removed my dress, and no replacement had as yet appeared. Ian's feathery brows shot up to his hairline, but Jamie merely nodded. "I'll tell Jeanne on the way out," he said. He frowned slightly, thinking. "It may be some time, Sassenach. There are things-well, I've business to take care of " He squeezed my hand, his expression softening as he looked at me. 
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"I dinna want to leave ye," he said softly. "But I must. You'll stay here until I come again?" 

"Don't worry," I assured him, waving a hand at the linen towel he had just discarded. "I'm not likely to go anywhere in that." 

The thud of their feet retreated down the hall and faded into the sounds of the stirring house. The brothel was rising, late and languid by the stern Scottish standards of Edinburgh. Below me I could hear the occasional slow rnuffled thump, the clatter of shutters thrust open nearby, a cry of "Gardyloo!" and a second later, the splash of slops flung out to land on the street far below. 

Voices somewhere far down the hall, a brief inaudible exchange, and the closing of a door. The building itself seemed to stretch and sigh, with a creaking of timbers and a squeaking of stairs, and a sudden puff of coal'Melling warm air came out from the back of the cold hearth, the exhalation of a fire lit on some lower floor, sharing my chimney. I relaxed into the pillows, feeling drowsy and heavily content. I was ,lightly and pleasantly sore in several unaccustomed places, and while I had heen reluctant to see Jamie go, there was no denying that it was nice to be alone for a bit to mull things over. I felt much like one who has been handed a sealed casket containing a 101-19-lost treasure. I could feel the satisfying weight and the shape of it, and 300                         Diana Gabaldon

know the great Joy of its possession, but still did not know exactly what was contained therein. 

I was dying to knoxv everything he had done and said and thought and been, through all the days between us. I had of course known that if he had survived Culloden, he would have a life-and knowing what I did of Jamie Fraser, it was unlikely to be a simple one. But knowing that, and being confronted with the reality of it, were two different things. He had been fixed in my memory for so long, glowing but static, like an insect frozen in amber. And then had come Roger's brief historical sightings, like peeks through a keN

Thole; separate pictures like punctuations, alterations; adjustments of memory, each showing the dragonfly's wings raised or low. erect at a different angle, like the single frames of a motion picture. Now time had begun to run again for us, and the dragonfly was in flight before me, flickering from place to place, so I saw little more yet than the glitter of its wings. 

There were so many questions neither of us had had a chance to ask yetwhat of his family at Lallybroch, his sister Jenny and her children? Obviously Ian was alive, and well, wooden leg notwithstanding-but had the rest of the family and the tenants of the estate survived the destruction of the Highlands? If they had, why was Jamie here in Edinburgh? 

And if they were alive-what would we tell them about my sudden reappearance? I bit my lip, wondering whether there was any explanation-short of the truth-which might make sense. It might depend on what Jamie had told them when I disappeared after Culloden; there had seemed no need to concoct a reason for my vanishing at the time; it would simply be assumed that I had perished in the aftermath of the Rising, one more of the nameless corpses lying starved on the rocks or slaughtered in a leafless glen. Well, Nve'd manage that when we came to it, I supposed. I was more curious just now about the extent and the danger of Jamie's less legitimate activities. Smuggling and sedition, was it? I was aware that smuggling was nearly as honorable a profession in the Scottish Highlands as cattle-stealii* had been twcritv years before, and might be
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conducted with relatively little risk. Sedition was something else, and seemed like an occupation of dubious safety for a convicted ex-Jacobite traitor. 

That, I supposed, was the reason for his assumed name-or one reason, anv rate. Disturbed and excited as I had been when we arrived at the bro the night before, I had noticed that Madame Jeanne referred to him bY own name. So presumably he smuggled under his own identity, but carri out his publishing activities-1cgal and illegal-as Alex Malcolm. I had seen, heard and felt enough, during the all too brief hours of night, to be fairly sure that the Jamie Fraser I had known still existed. 140 mariv other men he might be now remained to be seen. 
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-f here was a tentative rap at the door, interrupting my thoughts. Breakfast, thoUght, and not before time. I was ravenous. 

,,Come in," I called, and sat up in bed, pulling up the pillows to lean apnist. The door opened very slowly, and after quite a long pausc, a head poked its way through the opening, much in the manner of a snail emerging from its shell after a hailstorm. it was topped with an ill-cut shag of dark brown hair so thick that the cropped edges stuck out like a shelf above a pair of large ears. The face beneath was long and bony; rather pleasantly homely, save for a pair of beautiful brown eyes, soft and huge as a dccr's, that rested on me with a tningled expression of interest and hesitancv. The head and I regarded each other for a moment. "Arc vou Mr. Malcolm's . . . woman?" it asked. 

,11 suppose you could say so," I replied cautiously. This was obviously not the chambermaid with my breakfast. Neither was it likely to be one of the other employees of the establishment, being evidently male, though very ,oung. He seemed vaguely familiar, though I was sure I hadn't seen him before. I pulled the sheet a bit higher over my breasts. 

"And who are you?" I inquired. 

The head thought this over for some time, and finally answered, with equal caution, "Ian Murray." 

"Ian Murrav?" I shot up straight, rescuing the sheet at the last moment. "Come in here," I said peremptorily. "If you're who I think you are, why aren't you where you're supposed to be, and what are you doing here?" The face looked rather alarmed, and showed signs of withdrawal. 

"Stop!" 1 called, and put a leg out of bed to pursue him. The big brown Oles widened at the sight of my bare limb, and he froze. "Come in, I said." Slowly, I withdrew the leg beneath the quilts, and equally slowly, he followed it into the room. 

He was tall and gangly as a fledgling stork, with perhaps nine stone spread sparsely over a six-foot frame. Now that I knew who he was, the resemblance to his father was clear. He had his mother's pale skin, though, which blushed 'IiOusly red as it occurred to him suddenly that he was standing next to a

6cd containing a naked woman. 

"I - - . er . . . was looking for my . . . for Mr. Malcolm, I mean," he murinured, staring fixedly at the floorboards by his feet. 

"If VOU mean your uncle Jamie, he's not here," I said. 
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"No. No, I suppose not." He seemed unable to think of anything to add tO this, but remained staring at the floor, one foot twisted awkwardlv to the side, ,,, th ough he were about to draw it up under him, like the wading bird h so Much resembled. U :                     "iana uavaiaon

"Do yc ken where         ." he began, lifting his eyes, then, as he caught a glimpse of me, lowered them, blushed again and fell silent. 

"He's looking for you," I said. "With your father," I added. "They left here not half an hour ago." 

His head snappcd up on its skinny neck, goggling. 

"My father?" he gasped. "My father was here? Ye know him?" 

,,why, yes," I said, without thinking. "I've known Ian for quite a long time." He might be Jamie's nephew, but he hadn't Jamie's trick of inscrutability. Evcrything he thought showed on his face, and I could easily trace the progression of his expressions. Raw shock at learning of his father's presence in Edinburgh, then a sort of awestruck horror at the revelation of his father's long-standing acquaintance with what appeared to be a woman of a certain occupation, and finally the beginnings of angry absorption, as the young man began an immediate revision of his opinions of his father's character. 

"Er-" I said, mildly alarmed. "It isn't what you think. I mean, your father and I-it's really your uncle and 1, 1 mean-" I was trying to figure out how to explain the situation to him without getting into even deeper waters, N,,,hcn he whirled on his heel and started for the door. 

"Wait a minute," I said. He stopped, but didn't turn around. His wellscrubbed cars stood out like tiny wings, the morning light illuminating their delicate pinkness. "How old arc you?" I asked. 

He turned around to face me, with a certain painful dignity. "I'll be fifteen in three weeks," he said. The red was creeping up his cheeks again. "Dinna worry, I'm old enough to knowwhat sort of place this is, I mean." He jerked his head toward me in an attempt at a courtly bow. 

"Meaning no offense to ye, mistress. If Uncle Jamic-I mean, I-" he groped for suitable words, failed to find any, and finally blurted, "veirra pleased to meet vc, mum!" turned and bolted through the door, which shut hard enough to rattle in its frame. I fell back against the pillows, torn between amusement and alarm. I did wonder what the eldcr Ian was going to say to his son when they met-and vice versa. As long as I was wondering, I wondcred what had brought the younger Ian here in search of Jamie. Evidently, he knew where his uncle was likely to be found; yet judging from his diffident attitude, he had never before ventured into the brothel. 

Had he extracted the information from Geordic at the printshop? That seemed unlikclx  T. And yet, if he hadn't-then that meant he had learned of his uncle's connection with this place from some other source. Axid the most likely source was Jamie himself. But in that case, I reasoned, Jamie likclv a1rcadv knew that his nephew was in Edinburgh, so why prctend he hadn't seen the boy? Ian was Jamie's oldest
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frieiid; they had grown up together. If whatever Jamie was up to was worth the cost of deceiving his brother-in-law, it was something serious. 

I had got no further with my musings, when there came another knock on the door. 

-Come in," I said, smoothing out the quilts in anticipation of the breakfast trav to be placed thereon. 

when the door opened, I had directed my attention at a spot about five feet above the floor, where I expected the chambermaid's head to materialize. Upon the last opening of the door, I had had to adjust my vision upward a foot, to accommodate the appearance of Young Ian. This time, I was obliged to drop it. 

-Vhat in the bloody hell are you doing here?" I demanded as the diminutie figure of Mr. Willoughby entered on hands and knees. I sat up and hastily tucked my feet underneath me, pulling not only sheet but quilts well Lip around my shoulders. Iii answer, the Chinese advanced to within a foot of the bed, then let his head fall to the floor with a loud clunk. He raised it and repeated the process Nvith great deliberation, making a horrid sound like a inclon being cleaved Nvith an ax. 

"Stop that!" I exclaimed, as he prepared to do it a third time. "Thousand apology," he explained, sitting up on his heels and blinking at me. He was quite a bit the worse for wear, and the dark red mark Where his forehead had smacked the floor didn't add anything to his appearance. I trusted he didn't mean he'd been going to hit his head on the floor a thousand times, but I wasn't sure. He obviously had the hell of a hangover; for him to have attempted it even once was impressive. 

"That's quite all right," I said, edging cautiously back against the wall. "There's nothing to apologize for." 

"Yes, apology," he insisted. "Tsci-mi saying wife. Lady being most honorable First Wife, not stinking whore." 

"Thanks a lot," I said. "Tsei-mi? You mean Jamie? Jamie Fraser?" The little man nodded, to the obvious detriment of his head. He Clutched It With both hands and closed his eyes, which promptly disappeared into the creases of his checks. 

"Tsci-mi," he affirmed, eyes still closed. "Tsci-mi saying apology to most honored First Wife. Yi Tien Cho most humble servant." He bov,,ed deeply, still holding onto his head. "Yi Tien Cho," he added, opening his eyes and tapping his chest to indicate that that was his name, in case I should be co"filsilig him with any other humble servants in the vicinity. 

"That's quite all right," I said. "Er, pleased to meet you." Fvidentlv heartened by this, he slid bonclesslv onto his face, prostrating himself bef'ore me. 
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"Yi Tien Cho lady's servant," he said. "First Wife please to walk on humble servant, if like.,, 

"Ha," I said coldly. "I've heard about you. Walk on you, eh? Not bloody likely! " A slit of gleaming black eye showed, and he giggled, so irrepressibly that I couldn't help laughing myself. He sat up again, smoothing down the spikes of dirt-stifficncd black hair that sprang, porcupine-like, from his skull. 

"I xvash First Wife's feet?" he offered, grinning widely. 

"Certainly not," I said. "If you really want to do something helpful, go and tell someone to bring me breakfast. No, wait a minute," I said, changing my mind. "First, tell me where you met Jamic. If you don't mind," I added, to be polite. 
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He sat back on his heels, head bobbing slightly. "Docks," he said. "Two year ago. I come China, long way, no food. Hiding barrel," he explained, reaching his arms in a circle, to demonstrate his means of transportation. "A stowaway?" 

"Trade ship," he nodded. "On docks here, stealing food. Stealing brandy one night, getting stinking drunk. Very cold to sleep; die soon, but Tsei-ftli find." He jabbed a thumb at his chest once more. "Tsei-mi's humble servant. Humble servant First Wife." He bowed to me, swaying alarmingly in the process, but came upright again without mishap. 

"Brandy seems to be your downfall," I observed. "I'm sorry I haven't anything to give you for your head; I don't have any medicines with me at the moment." 

"Oh, not worry," he assured me. "I having healthy balls." 

"HoNv nice for you," I said, trying to decide whether he was gearing up for another attempt on my feet, or merely still too drunk to distinguish basic anatomy. Or perhaps there was some connection in Chinese philosophy, between the well-being of head and testicles? just in case, I looked round for something that might be used as a weapon, in case he showed a disposition to begin burrowing under the bedclothes. Instead, he reached into the depths of one baggy blue-silk sleeve and with the air of a conjuror, drew out a small white silk bag. He upended this, and two balls dropped out into his palm. They were larger than marbles and smaller than baseballs; about the size, in fact, of the average testicle. A good deal harder, though, being apparently made of some kind of polished stone, greenish in color. 

"Healthv balls," Mr. Willoughby explained, rolling them together in his palm. They made a pleasant clicking noise. "Streaked jade, from Canton, he said. "Best kind of healthy balls." 

"Really?" I said, fascinated. "And they're medicinal-good for you, thatIs what you're saying,"' 

He nodded vigorously, then stopped abruptly with a faint moan. After Voyager
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pa,,se, he spread out his hand, and rolled the balls to and fro, keeping them in JJJ0vCMCut with a dextrous circling of his fingers. 

-.Ml body one part; hand all parts," he said. He poked a finger toward his open palm) touching delicately here and there between the smooth green spheres, "Head there, stomach there, liver there," he said. "Balls make all good." I Suppose they're as portable as Atka-Seltzer," I said. Possibly it was the reference to stomach that caused my own to emit a loud growl at this point. 

"First Wife wanting food," Mr. Willoughby obscrved shrewdly. 

,IVerv astute Of vou," I said. "Ycs, I do want food. Do NIOU Suppose you COUld go and tell someone?" 

He dumped the healthy balls back into their bag at once, and springing to his feet, boxvcd deeply. 

"Humble servant go now," he said, and went, crashing rather heavily into the door post on his way out. 

This was becoming ridiculous, I thought. I harbored substantial doubt as to whether Mr. Willoughby's visit would result in food; he'd be lucky to make it to the bottom of the stair without falling on his head, if I was any judge of his condition. 
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Rather than go on sitting here in the nude, receiving random deputations from the outside world, I thought it time to take steps. Rising and carefully N'rapping a quilt around my body, I took a few, out into the corridor. 

The upper floor seemed deserted. Aside from the room I had left, there "erc only two other doors up here. Glancing up, I could      see unadorned rafters overhead. We were in the attic then; chances were     that the other rooms here were occupied by servants, who were presumably now employed doNvitstairs. 

I could hear faint noises drifting up the stairwell. Something else drifted up, as Nvell-thc scent of frying sausage. A loud gustatory rumble informed me that my stomach hadn't missed this, and ftirthcrmorc, that my innards considered the consumption of one peanut butter sandNvi  ch and one boNvI Of IOUP in one nventy-four-hour period a wholly inadequate level of nutrition. 

I tucked the ends of the quilt in, sarong-fashion, just above my breasts, and picking up my trailing skirts, followed the scent of food doxviistairs. The smell-and the clinking, clattering, sloshing noises of a number of

People cating-Nvere coming from a closed door on the first floor above 9'()Und level. I pushed it open, and found myself at the end of a long room equipped as a refectory. 

The table was surrounded bv twcnt-,,-odd Nvornen, a few gowned for day, b"t "lost of them in a state 'of dishabille that made iny quilt modest by
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comparison. A woman near the end of the table caught sight of me hoverina in the doorway, and beckoned, companionably sliding over to make roorn for me on the end of the long bench. 

"You'll be the new lass, aye?" she said, looking me over with interest. "You're a wee bit older than Madame usually takes on-she likes 'em no more than five and twenty. You're no bad at all, though," she assured me hastily. "I'm sure you'll do fine." 

"Good skin and a pretty face," observed the dark-haired lady across from us, sizing me up with the detached air of one appraising horseflesh. "And nice bubbies, what I can see." She lifted her chin slightly, peering across the table at what could be seen of my cleavage. 

"Madame doesna like us to take the kivvers off the beds," mv original acquaintance said reprovingly. "Ye should wear your shift, if ye havena something pretty to show yourself in yet." 

"Aye, be careful with the quilt," advised the dark-haired girl, still scrutinizing me. 

"Madame'll dock your wages, an' ve get spots on the bedclothes." 

"What's your name, my dearie?" A short, rather plump girl with a round, friendly face leaned past the dark girl's elbow to smile at me. "Here we're all chatterin' at ye, and not welcomed ye proper at all. I'm Dorcas, this is Peggy"-she jerked a thumb at the darkhaired girl, then pointed across the table to the fair-haired woman beside me-"and that's Mollie." 

"My name is Claire," I said, smiling and hitching the quilt a bit higher in selfconsciousness. I wasn't sure how to correct their impression that I was Madame Jeanne's newest recruit; for the moment, that seemed less important than getting some breakfast. 
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Apparently divining my need, the friendly Dorcas reached to the sideboard behind her, passed me a wooden plate, and shoved a large dish of sausages in my direction. The food was well-cooked and would have been good in any case; starved as I was, it was ambrosial. A hell of a lot better than the hospital cafeteria's breakfasts, I observed to myself, taking another ladle of fried potatoes. 

"Had a rough one for your first, aye?" Millie, next to me, nodded at rnY bosom. Glancing down, I was mortified to see a large red patch peeking above the edge of my quilt. I couldn't see my neck, but the direction of Millie's interested gaze made it clear that the small tingling sensations thec were evidence of further bite-marks. 

"Your nose is a wee bit puffed, too," Peggy said, frowning at me criticaUYShe reached across the table to touch it, disregarding the fact that the ges' ture caused her flimsy wrap to fall open to the waist. "Slap ye, did he? If they get too rough, ye should call out, ye know; Madame doesna allow the cus' tomers to mistreat us-give a good screech and Bruno will be in there if' a moment." 
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"Bruno?" 1 said, a little faintly. 

,'The porter," Dorcas explained, busily spooning eggs into her mouth. -Big as a bear-that's why we call him Bruno. What's his name really?" she ,isked the table at large, "Horace?" 

"Thcobald," corrected Millie. She turned to call to a servingmaid at the end of the room, 

"Janie, will ye fetch in more ale? The new lassie's had none

-A T, Peggy's right," she said, turning back to me. She wasn't at all pran 1, but had a nicely shaped mouth and a pleasant expression. "If ye get a man likes to play a bit rough, that's one thing-and don't sic Bruno on a good customer, or there'll be hell to pay, and you'll do the paying. But if ye think ye might really be damaged, then just give a good skelloch. Bruno's never far awav during the night. Oh, here's the ale," she added, taking a big pcvter mug from the servingmaid and plonking it in front of me. 

"She's no damaged," Dorcas said, having completed her survey of the Nisiblc aspects of my person. "A bit sore between the legs, though, aye?" she said shrewdly, grinning at me. 

"Ooh, look, she's blush*," said Mollie, giggling with delight. "Ooh, N-ou are a fresh one, aren't ye?" 

I took a deep gulp of the ale. It was dark, rich, and extremely welcome, as much for the width of the cup rim that hid my face as for its taste. 

"Never mind." Mollie patted my arm kindly. "After breakfast, I'll show Ve ivhcrc the tubs are. Yc can soak your parts in warm water, and they'll be good as new by tonight." 

"Be sure to show her where the jars are, too," put in Dorcas. "Sweet herbs," she explained to me. "Put them in the water before ve sit in it. Madame likes us to smell sweet." 

"Eef ze men want to lie wiz a feesh, zey would go to ze docks; cct Ces more cheap," Peggy intoned, in what was patently meant to be an imitation of Madame Jeanne. The table erupted in giggles, which were rapidly quelled by the sudden appearance of Madame herself, who entered through a door at the end of the room. 

Madame Jeanne was frowning in a worried fashion, and seemed too preoccuPied to notice the smothered hilarity. 

"Tsk!" murmured Mollie, seeing the proprietor. "An early customer. I hate it when they come in the middle o' breakfast," she grumbled. "Stop ye digesting your food proper, it does." 
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"Ye needn't worry, Mollie; it's Claire'll have to take him," Peggy said, tossing her dark plait out of the way. "Newest lass takes the ones no one Wants,-she informed me. 

"Stick your finger up his bum," Dorcas advised me. "That brings 'em off falter than anything. I'll save ye a bannock for after, if yc like." 

3 08

Diana Gabaldon

"Er       thanks," I said. just then, Madame Jeanne's eye lit upon in,, aild her mouth dropped open in a horrified "0." 

,what are 'vou doing here' , " she hissed, rushing up to grab me by the arm. "EatiDg," I said, in no mood to be snatched at. I detached my arm from hQr grasp and picked up my ale cup. 

1c,Wcrde!" she said. "Did no one bring you food this morning?" 

"No," I said. "Nor yet clothes." I gestured at the quilt, which was in iiiiminent danger of falling off

,,Nez de Cleopatre!" she said violently. She stood up and glanced around thc room, eyes flashing daggers. "I will have the worthless scum of a maid flayed for this! A thousand apologies, Madame!" 

That's quite all right," I said graciously, aware of the looks of astonishnient on the faces of my breakfast companions. "I've had a wonderful meal. Nice to have met you all, ladies," I said, rising and doing my best to bow graciously xvhilc clutching my qLillt. "Now, Madame

. . . about my govn?" 

Amid Madame Jeanne's agitated protestations of apology, and reiterated 1-iopes that I would not find it necessary to tell Monsieur Fraser that I had L'Neen cxposed to an undesirable intimacy with the working members of the establishment, I made my clumsy way up two more flights of stairs, and into a small room draped with hanging garments in various stages of completion, "Vith bolts of cloth stacked here and there in the corners of the chamber. 

"A nioment, please," Madame Jcanne said, and with a deep bow, left me to the company of a dressmaker's dummy, with a large number of pins Drotruding from its stuffed bosom. Apparently this was where the costuming of the inmates took place. I Walked around the roorn, quilt trailing, and observed several flimsy silk wrapP)ers under construction, together with a couple of elaborate gowns Arith '-ery low necks, and a number of rather imaginative variations on the basic ne shift from its hook, and put it on. 

'shift and camisole. I removed o

It was made of fine cotton, with a low, gathered neck, and embroidery in the form of multiple hands that curled enticingly under the bosom and down the sides of the waist, spreading out into a rakish caress atop the hips. It t iadn't been hemmed, but was otherwise complete, and gave me a great deal t-nore freedom of movement than had the quilt. 

I could hear voices in the next room, where Madame was apparentlY tiaraliguing Bruno-or so I deduced the identity of the male rumble. 

"I do not care jvhat the miserable girl's sister has done," she was sayi,191 "do ,ou not realize that the wife of Monsieur Jamie was left naked alld Ntarving-, 

"Are you sure she's his wife?" the deep male voice asked. "I had hear
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,,so had 1. But if he says this woman is his wife, 1 am not disl                     " n lest-ce pas?" Madame sounded impatient. "Now, as to thli Vl                  Ised t, ,ladclcine-" 

!tchec '. It,s not her fault, Madame," Bruno broke in. "Have you i1o, h(

news this morning-about the Fiend?"                                                      rd the Madame gave a small gasp. "No! Not another?" 

,yes, Madame." Bruno's voice was grim. "No more thar) a t,                        ' doors a",avabove the Green Owl tavern. The girl was Madeleine s priest brought the news just before breakfast. So you can see--,,                             the -Yes, I sec." Madame sounded a little breathless. "Yes, (,f

course. Was it-the same?" Her voice quivered with distaste.                                   OF -Yes, Madame. A hatchet or a big knife of some sort." Fic jovc, ,oicc, as people do when recounting horrid things. "The priest to],,                     r, 'i his her head had been completely severed. Her body was near the                              that room-and her hcad"-his voice dropped even lower, almost to a 1hj "her "hcr head was sitting on the mantelpiece, looking into the roo,,-fl. ":,                 h( 1"rlord swooned when he found her." indA heavy thud from the next room suggested that MadamQ fenr                           , done likewise. Gooseflesh rippled up my arms, and my own knu"s f It,                     had watery. I was beginning to agree with Jamie's fear that his inst'Jin                   rifle house of prostitution had been injudicious.                                              I a At any rate, I was now clad, if not entirely dressed, and I 11,1t,ni room next door, to find Madame Jeanne in semi-recline on ,,                             r) 11 'he small parlor, with a burly, unhappy-looking man sitting on the,as,)cl                 f, a her feet. ar Madame started up at the sight of me. "Madame Fraser! ()q,, sorry! I did not mean to leave you waiting, but I have had                               lc )o tated, looking for some delicate expression                      some distrong ie,       'i"I'd say so," I said. 

"What's this about a Fiend?" 

"You heard?" She was already pale; now her complexion shades whiter, and she wrung her hands. "What will he say e Wi furious!" she moaned. 

"Who?" I asked. "Jamic, or the Fiend?" 

"Your husband," she said. She looked about the parlor, distra,-,d., he hears that his wife has been so shameftilly neglected, rnistakcr,,r i0if and exposed to-to-" 

"I really don't think he'll mind," I said. "But I would like 11 -Qz.                 a the Fiend." 

"You would?" Bruno's heavy eyebrows rose. He was a bl"'-Ja sloping shoulders and long arms that made him look rather ]i1" relcniblance enhanced by a low brow and a receding chin. H' `k "'ntl\' suited to the role of bouncer in a brothel. 

"N'clt," he hesitated, glancing at Madame Jeanne for guidence but 310                       Diana Gabaldon

proprietor caught sight of the small enameled clock on the mantelpiece arid jumped to her feet with an exclamation of shock. 

"Crott'n!" she exclaimed. "I must go!" And with no more than a per ftinctorv wave in my direction, she sped from the room, leaving Bruno arid, me looking after her in surprise. 
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"Oh," he said, recovering himself. "That's right, it was coming at ten o'clock." It was a quarter-past ten, by the enamel clock. Whatever "it" was, I hoped it would wait. 

"Fiend," I prompted. 

Like most people, Bruno was only too willing to reveal all the gory details, once past a pro forma demur for the sake of social delicacy. 

The Edinburgh Fiend was-as I had deduced from the conversation thus far-a murderer. Like an early-day Jack the Ripper, he specialized in women of easy virtue, whom he killed with blows from a heavy-bladed instrument. In some cases, the bodies had been dismembered or otherwise "interfered with," as Bruno said, in lowered voice. The killings-cight in all-had occurred at intervals over the last two years. With one exception, the women had been killed in their own rooms; most lived alone-two had been killed in brothels. Hence Madame's agitation, I supposed. 

"What was the exception?" I asked. 

Bruno crossed himself. "A nun," he whispered, the words evidently still a shock to him. "A French Sister of Mercy." 

The Sister, coming ashore at Edinburgh with a group of nuns bound for London, had been abducted from the docks, without any of her companions noticing her absence in the confusion. By the time she was discovered in one of Edinburgh's wynds, after nightfall, it was far too late. 

"Raped?" I asked, with clinical interest. Bruno eyed me with considerable suspicion. 

"I do not know," he said formally. He rose heavily to his feet, his simian shoulders drooping with fatigue. I supposed he had been on duty all night; it must be his bedtime now. "If you will excuse me, Madame," he said, with remote formality, and went out. I sat back on the small velvet sofa, feeling mildly dazed. Somehow I hadn't realized that quite so much went on in brothels in the daytime. 

There was a sudden loud hammering at the door. It didn't sound ge knocking, but as though someone really were using a metal-headed hammer to demand admittance. I got to my feet to answer the summons, but withOllt fiirther warning, the door burst open, and a slender imperious figure strOCIC into the room, speaking French in an accent so pronounced and an attitude so furious that I could not follow it all. 

"Are you looking for Madame Jeanne?" I managed to put in, seizing 2 small pause when he stopped to draw breath for more invective. The visitOr

'A
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,as a \'OU11g man of about thirty, slightly built and strikingiv handsome, with thick black hair and brows. He glared at me under these, and as he got a aood look at me, an extraordinary change went across his face. The brows ,Ose, his black eyes grew huge, and his face went white. 

r -,lilady!-he exclaimed, and flung himself on his knees, embracing me aboUt the thighs as he pressed his face into the cotton shift at crotch level. 

"Let 90!-1 exclaimed, shoving at his shoulders to detach him. "I don't %wrk here. Let go, I say!" 

,\filacly!" he was repeating in tones of rapture. "Milady! You have come back! A miracle! 

God has restored you!" 
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fie looked up at me, smiling as tears streamed down his face. He had large ,,hite perfect teeth. Suddenly memory stirred and shifted, showing me the outlines of an urchin's face beneath the man's bold visage. 

"Fergus!" I said. "Fergus, is that really you? Get up, for God's sake-Ict me See VOU!" He rose to his feet, but didn't pause to let me inspect him. He gathered me into a ribcracking hug, and I clutched him in return, pounding his back in the excitement of seeing him again. He had been ten or so when I last saw him, just before Culloden. Now he was a man, and the stubble of his beard raspcd against my cheek. 

"I thought I was seeing a ghost!" he exclaimed. "It is really you, then?" "Yes, it's me," I assured him. 

"You have seen milord?" he asked excitedly. "He knows you arc here?" "Yes." 

"Oh!" He blinked and stepped back half a pace, as something occurred to him. "But-but what about-" He paused, clearly confused. 

'What about what?" 

"There yc arc! What in the name of God are ve doing up here, Fergus?" Jamic's tall figure loomed suddenly in the doorway. His cyes,,vidcncd at the sight of me in i-nv embroidered shift. "Where are your clothes?" he asked. "Never mind," he said then, waving his hand impatiently as I opened mN Month to answer. "I havena time just now. Come along, Fergus, there's eighteen ankers of brandy in the alleyway, and the excisemen on myheels!" And with a thunder of boots on the wooden staircase, they were gone, l,aving me alone once more. 

I I\asn't sure whether I should join the party downstairs or not, but Ictiriosit-\, got the better of discretion. After a quick visit to the seNving room

1arch of more extensive covering, I made my Nvav down, a large shawl 'Wf-c"Ibroidered with hollyhocks flung round my sho'ulders. 

.1 had gathered only a vague impression of the layout of the house the Right before, but the street noises that filtered through the windows made it
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clear which side of the building faced the High Street. I assumed the alleyway to which Jamie had referred must be on the other side, but wasn't sure. The houses of Edinburgh were frequently constructed with odd little wings and twisting walls, to take advantage of every inch of space. 

I paused on the large landing at the foot of the stairs, listening for the sound of rolling casks as a guide. As I stood there, I felt a sudden draft on my bare feet, and turned to see a man standing in the open doorway from the kitchen. 

He seemed as surprised as 1, but after blinking at me, he smiled and stepped forward to grip me by the elbow. 

"And a good morning to you, my dear. I didn't expect to find any of you ladies up and about so early in the morning." 

"Well, you know what they say about early to bed and early to rise," I said, trying to extricate my elbow. 

He laughed, showing rather badly stained teeth in a narrow jalK. "No, what do they say about it?" 
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"Well, it's something they say in America, come to think of it," I replied, suddenly realizing that Benjamin Franklin, even if currently publishing, probably didn't have a wide readership in Edinburgh. 

"Got a wit about you, chuckie," he said, with a slight smile. "Send you down as a decoy, did she?" 

"No. Who?" I said. 

"The madam," he said, glancing around. "Where is she?" "I have no idea," I said. "Let go!" Instead, he tightened his grip, so that his fingers dug uncomfortably into the muscles of my upper arm. He leaned closer, whispering in my car with a gust of stale tobacco fumes. 

"There's a reward, you know," he murmured confidentially. "A percentage of the value of the seized contraband. No one would need to know but you and me." He flicked one finger gently under my breast, making the nipple stand tip under the thin cotton. "What d'ye say, chuck?" 

I stared at him. "The exciscmen are on my heels," Jamie had said. This must be one, then; an officer of the Crown, charged with the prevention of smuggling and the apprehension of smugglers. What had Jamie said? "The pillory, transportation, flogging, imprisonment, ear-nailing," waving an airy hand as though such penalties were the equivalent of a traffic ticket. 

"Whatever are you talking about?" I said, trying to sound puzzled. "And for the last time, let go of me!" He couldn't be alone, I thought. How many others were there around the building? 

"Yes, please let go," said a voice behind me. I saw the exciscman's eves widen as he glanced over my shoulder. 

Mr. Willoughby stood on the second stair in rumpled blue silk, a large Voyager
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pistol gripped in both hands. He bobbed his head politely at the excise officcr. 

"Not stinking whore," he explained, blinking owlishly. "Honorable itc-11

The exciscman, clearly startled by the unexpected appearance of a Chiliesc, gawked from me to Mr. Willoughby and back again. 

"Wife?" he said disbelievingly. "You say she's your wife?" Mr. Willoughby, clearly catching only the salient word, nodded pleasantly. "Wife," he said again. "Please letting go." His eyes were mere bloodshot slits, and it was apparent to me, if not to the exciseman, that his blood was still approximately 80 proof T he exciscrnan pulled me toward himself and scowled at Mr. Willoughby. -Now, listen here-" he began. He got no hirther, for Mr. Willoughby, c\idcntly assurning that he had given fair warning, raised the pistol and Pulled the trigger. 

There was a loud crack, an even louder shriek, which must have been iuiric, and the landing was filled with a cloud of gray powder-smoke. The cxciseman staggered back against the paneling, a look of intense surprise on his face, and a spreading rosette of blood on the breast of his coat. 

Moving by rcflex, I leapt forward and grasped the man under the arms, casing him gently down to the floorboards of the landing. There was a flurry of iioise from above, as the inhabitants of the house crowded chattering and cxclaiming onto the upper landing, attracted by the shot. Bounding footsteps came up the lower stairs two at a time. 
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Fergus burst through what must be the cellar door, a pistol in his hand. "Milady," he gasped, catching sight of me sitting in the corner with the cxciscman's body sprawled across my lap. "What have you done?" 

"Me?" I said indignantly. "I haven't done anything; it's Jamie's pet Chiiiaman." 1 nodded bricflv toward the stair, where Mr. Willoughby, the pistol dropped unregarded by his feet, had sat down on the step and was now regarding the scene below with a benign and bloodshot eye. 

Fergus said something in French that was too colloquial to translate, but sounded highly uncomplimentary to Mr. Willoughby. He strode across the landing, and reached out a hand to grasp the little Chinaman's shoulder-or so I assumed, until I saw that the arm he extended did not end in a hand, but iii a hook of gleaming dark metal. 

"Fergus!" I was so shocked at the sight that I stopped my attempts to staiich the cxciscman's wound with my shawl. "What-what-" I said incoliercritly. 

"What?" lie said, glancing at me. Then, following the direction of my gaze, said, "Oh, that," and shrugged. "The English. Don't worry about it, milady, Nvc haven't time. You, canaille, get downstairs!" He jerked Mr. kvilloughby off the stairs, dragged him to the cellar door and shoved him
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through it, with a callous disregard for safety. I could hear a series of bumps, suggesting that the Chinese was rolling downstairs, his acrobatic skills having temporarily deserted him, but had no time to worry about it. 

Fergus squatted next to me, and lifted the exciseman's head by the hair. "How many companions are with you?" he demanded. "Tell me quickly, cocbon, or I slit your throat!" From the evident signs, this was a superfluous threat. The man's eyes were already glazing over. With considerable effort, the corners of his mouth drew back in a smile. 

"I'll see . . . you . . . burn . . . in . . . hell," he whispered, and with a last convulsion that fixed the smile in a hideous rictus upon his face, he coughed up a startling quantity of bright red foamy blood, and died in my lap. 

More feet were coming up the stairs at a high rate of speed. Jamie charged through the cellar door and barely stopped himself before stepping on the excise officer's trailing legs. His eyes traveled up the body's length and rested on my face with horrified amazement. 

"What have yc done, Sassenach?" he demanded. 

"Not her-the yellow pox," Fergus put in, saving me the trouble. He thrust the pistol into his belt and offered me his real hand. "Come, milady, you must get downstairs!" Jamie forestalled him, bending over me as he jerked his head in the direction of the front hall. 

"I'll manage here," he said. "Guard the front, Fergus. The usual signal, and keep your pistol hidden unless there's need." 

Fergus nodded and vanished at once through the door to the hall. Jamie had succeeded in bundling the corpse awkwardly in the shawl; he lifted it off me, and I scrambled to my feet, greatly relieved to be rid of it, in spite of the blood and other objectionable substances soaking the front of my shift. 

"Ooh! I think he's dead!" An awestruck voice floated down from above, and I looked up to see a dozen prostitutes peering down like cherubim from on high. 

"Get back to your rooms!" Jamie barked. There was a chorus of frightencd squeals, and they scattered like pigeons. 
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Jamie glanced around the landing for traces of the incident, but luckily there were nonethe shawl and I had caught everything. 

"Come on," he said. 

The stairs were dim and the cellar at the foot pitch-black. I stopped at the bottom, waiting for Jamie. The exciseman had not been lightly built, and Jamie was breathing hard when he reached me. 

"Across to the far side," he said, gasping. "A false wall. Hold my arm." With the door above shut, I couldn't see a thing; luckily Jamie seemed
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able to steer by radar. He led me unerringly past large objects that I bumped in passing, and finally came to a halt. I could smell damp stone, and putting out a hand, felt a rough wall before me. 

Jamie said something loudly in Gaelic. Apparently it,,vas the Celtic equivalent of "Open Sesame," for there was a short silence, then a grating noise, and a faint glowing line appeared in the darkness before me. The line ,viclcred into a slit, and a section of the wall swung out, revealing a small doorway, made of a wooden framework, upon which cut stones were mounted so as to look like part of the wall. 

The concealed cellar was a large room, at least thirty feet long. Several figures were moving about, and the air was ripely suffocating with the smell of brandy. Jamie dumped the body unceremoniously in a corner, then turned to me. 

"God, Sassenach, are ye all right?" The cellar seemed to be lighted with candles, dotted here and there in the dimness. I could just see his face, skin drawn tight across his cheekbones. 

"I'm a little cold," I said, trying not to let my teeth chatter. "My shift is soaked with blood. Otherwise I'm all right. I think." 

"Jeanne!" He turned and called toward the far end of the cellar, and one of the figures came toward us, resolving itself into a very worried-looking madam. He explained the situation in a few words, causing the worried expression to grow considerably worse. 

"Horreur!" she said. "Klled? On my premises? With ivitnesses? 

"Aye, I'm afraid so." Jamie sounded calm. "I'll manage about it. But in the meantime, ye must go up. He might not have been alone. You'll know what to do." His voice held a tone of calm assurance, and he squeezed her arm. The touch seemed to calm her-1 hoped that was why he had done it-and she turned to leave. 

"Oh, and Jeanne," Jamie called after her. "When ve come back, can ve bring down some clothes for my wife? If her gown's not ready, I think Daphne is maybe the right size." 

"Clothes?" Madame Jeanne squinted into the shadows where I stood. I helpfully stepped out into the light, displaying the results of my encounter with the exciseman. Madame Jeanne blinked once or twice, crossed herself, and turned without a word, to disappear through the concealed doorway, which swung to behind her with a muffled thud. 

I was beginning to shake, as much with reaction as with the cold. Accustomed as I was to emergency, blood, and even sudden death, the events of the morning had been more than a little harrowing. It was like a bad Saturday night in the emergency room. 

"Come along, Sasscnach," Jarnic said, putting a hand gently on the small
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of my back. "We'll get ye washed." His touch worked on me as well as it had on Madame Jeanne; I felt instantly better, if still apprehensive. 

"Washed? In what? Brandy" 

He gave a slight laugh at that. "No, water. I can offer ve a bathtub, bLjt I'm afraid it will be cold." 

It was extremely cold. 

"Wh-wh-where did this water come from?" I asked, shivering. "Off a glacier?" The water gushed out of a pipe set in the wall, normally kept plugged with an insanitary-looking wad of rags, wrapped to form a rough seal around the chunk of wood that served as a plug. I pulled my hand out of the chilly stream and wiped it on the shift, which was too far gone for anything to make much difference. Jamie shook his head as he maneuvered the big wooden tub closer to the spout. 

"Off the roof," he answered. "There's a rainwater cistern up there. The guttering pipe runs down the side of the building, and the cistern pipe is hidden inside it." He looked absurdly proud of himself, and I laughed. 

"Quite an arrangement," I said. "What do you use the water for?" 

,'To cut the liquor," he explained. He gestured at the far side of the room, where the shadowy figures were working with notable industry among a large array of casks and tubs. "It comes in a hundred and eighty degrees above proof. We mix it here wi' pure water, and recask it for sale to the taverns." 

He shoved the rough plug back into the pipe, and bent to pull the big tub across the stone floor. "Here, we'll take it out of the way; they'll be needing the water." One of the men was in fact standing by with a small cask clasped in his arms; with no more than a curious glance at me, he nodded to Jamie and thrust the cask beneath the stream of water. Behind a hastily arranged screen of empty barrels, I peered dubiously down into the depths of my makeshift tub. A single candle burned in a puddle of wax nearby, glimmering off the surface of the water and making it look black and bottomless. I stripped off, shivering violently, thinking that the comforts of hot water and modern plumbing had seemed a hell of a lot easier to renounce when they were close at hand. Jamie groped in his sleeve and pulled out a large handkerchief, at which he squinted dubiously. 

"Aye, well, it's mavbe cleaner than your shift," he said, shrugging. He handed it to me, then excused himself to oversee operations at the other end of the room. The water was freezing and so was the cellar, and as I gingerly sponged myself, the icy trickles running down my stomach and thighs brought Of, small fits of shivering. Thoughts of what might be happening overhead did little to case MY
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feelings of chilly apprehension. Presumably, we were safe enough for the rnoment, so long as the false cellar wall deceived any searching exciscmcD. 

But if the wall failed to hide us, our position was all but hopeless. There appeared to be no way out of this room but by the door in the false walland if that wall were breached, we would not only be caught red-handed in possession of quite a lot of contraband brandy, but also in custody of the body of a murdered King's Officer. 
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And surely the disappearance of that officer would provoke an intensive search? I had visions of excisemen combing the brothel, questioning and threatening the women, emerging with complete descriptions of myself, jamic, and Mr. Willoughby, as well as several eyewitness accounts of the murder. Involuntarily, I glanced at the far corner, where the dead man lay bencath his bloodstained shroud, covered with pink and yellow hollyhocks. The Chinaman was nowhere to be seen, having apparently passed out behind the ankcrs of brandy. 

"Here, Sassenach. Drink this; your teeth are chattering so, you're like to bite through your tongue." Jamie had reappeared by my seal hole like a St. Bernard dog, bearing a firkin of brandy. 

"Th-thanks." I had to drop the washcloth and use both hands to steady the wooden cup so it wouldn't clack against my teeth, but the brandy helped; it dropped like a flaming coal into the pit of my stomach and sent small curling tendrils of warmth through my frigid extremities as I sipped. 

"Oh, God, that's better," I said, stopping long enough to gasp for breath. "Is this the uncut version?" 

"No, that would likely kill ye. This is maybe a little stronger than what we sell, though. Finish up and put something on; then ye can have a bit more." Jamie took the cup from my hand and gave me back the handkerchief washcloth. As I hurriedly finished my chilly ablutions, I watched him from the corner of my eye. He was frowning as he gazed at me, clearly deep in thought. I had imagined that his life was complicated; it hadn't escaped me that my presence was undoubtedly complicating it a good bit more. I would have given a lot to know what he was thinking. 

"What are vou thinking about, Jamie?" I said, watching him sidelong as I sNvabbed the last of the smudges from my thighs. The water swirled around MV calves, disturbed by my movements, and the candlelight lit the waves With sparks, as though the dark blood I had washed from my body now glowed once more live and red in the water. The frown vanished momentarily as his eyes cleared and fixed on my face. "I am thinking that you're verra beautiful, Sassenach," he said softly. "Maybe if one has a taste for gooseflesh on a large scale," I said tartly, 

stepping out of the tub and reaching for the cup. 

He grinned suddenly at me, teeth flashing white in the dimness of the cellar. 3 1 8                       Diana Gabaldon

"Oh, aye," he said. "Well, you're speaking to the only man in Scotland who has a terrible cockstand at sight of a plucked chicken." 

I spluttcred in my brandy and choked, half-hysterical from tension and terror. Jamie quickly shrugged out of his coat and wrapped the garment around me, hugging me close against him as I shivered and coughed and gasped. "Makes it hard to pass a Poulterer's stall and stay decent," he murmured

in my ear, briskly rubbing my back through the fabric. "Hush, Sasscnach, hush now. It'll be fine." 

I ClUng to him, shaking. "I'm sorrv," I said. "I'm all right. It's my fault though. Mr. Willoughby shot the cxciseman because he thought he was making indecent advances to me." 
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Jamie snorted. "That docsna make it your fault, Sassenach," he said drvly. "And for what it's NXT orth, it's no the first time the Chinaman's done something foolish, either. When he's drink taken, he'll do anything, and never mind how mad it is.Suddcnlv Jamie's expression changed as he realized what I had said. He stated down at me, eves ,vidc. "Did vc say 'exciseman,' Sassenach?" 

"Yes, .vhy?" 

He didn't answer, but let go my shoulders and whirled on his heel, snatching the candle off the cask in passing. Rather than be left in the dark, I follow ed him to the corner where the corpse lay under its shawl. 

"Hold this." Jarme thrust the candle unceremoniously into my hand and knelt by the shrouded figure, pulling back the stained fabric that covercd the face. I had seen quite a few dead bodies; the sight was no shock, but it still wasn't pleasant. The evcs had rolled up beneath half-closcd lids, which did nothing to help the generally ghastly effect. Jamie frowned at the dead face, drop-jawed and waxy in the candlelight, and muttered something under his breath. 

"What's wrong?" I asked. I had thought I would never be warm again, but Jamie's coat was not only thick and wcll-madc, it held the remnants of his own considerable body heat. I was still cold, but the shivering had eased. 

"This isna an exciseman," Jamie said, still frowning. "I know all the Riding Officers in the district, and the superintencling officers, too. But I've no seen this fcllow before." With some distaste, he turned back the sodden flap of the coat and groped inside. He felt about gingerl\, but thoroughly inside the mail's clothing, emerging at last with a small penknife, and a small booklet bound in red paper. 

" 'New Testament,' " I read, with some astonishment. 

Jainie nodded, looking Lip at me with one brow raised. "Exciseman or no, it seems a peculiar thing to bring with ye to a kittlc-hoosic." He wiped the Voyager
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little booklet on the shawl, then drew the folds of fabric quite gently back Over the face, and rose to his feet, shaking his head. 

"That's the only thing in his pockets. Any Customs inspector or exciseruan must carry his warrant upon his person at all times, for otherwise he's no authoritv to carrv out a search of premises or seize goods." He glanced LIP, eyebrows raised. "Why did ye think he was an cxciscman?" 

I hugged the folds of Jamie's coat around myself, trying to remember what the man had said to me on the landing. "He asked me whether I was a decoy, and where the madam was. Then he said that there was a reNvard-a percentage of seized contraband, that's what he said-and that no one WOUld know but him and me. And you'd said there were excisemen after VOLI," I added. "So naturally I thought he was one. Then Mr. Willoughby turned up and things rather went to pot." 

Jarnie nodded, still looking puzzled. "Aye, well. I havcna got any idea who lie is, but it's a good thing that he isna an exciscman. I thought at first something had come verra badly unstuck, but it's likely all right." 

"UnStUck?" He smiled briefly. "I've an arrangement with the Superintencling Customs Officer for the district, Sassenach." 

I gapcd at hirn. "Arrangement?" 
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He shrugged. "Well, bribery then, if ye like to be straight out about it." He sounded faintly irritated. 

"No doubt that's standard business procedure.. I said, trying to sound tactful. One corner of his mouth twitched slightly. 

"Avc, it is. Well, in any case, there's an understanding, as ye might say, bCt\vccn Sir Percival Turner and myself, and to find him sending excise officers into this place would worry me considerably." 

"All right," I said slowly, mentally juggling all the half-understood events of the morning, and trying to make a pattern of them. "But in that case, what did you mean by telling Fergus the cxcisemen were on your heels? And why has everyone been racing round like chickens with their heads off?" 

"Oh, that." He smiled briefly, and took my arm, turning me away from the corpse at our feet. "Well, it's an arrangement, as I said. And part of it is that Sir Percival niust satisfv his own masters in London, bN  Tseizing sufficient amounts of contraband now and again. So we see to it that he's given the opportunity. Wall.v and the lads brought down two wagonloads from the coast; one of the best brandy, and the other filled with spiled casks and the punked wine, topped off with a few ankcrs of cheap swill, just to give it all flavor. 

"I met them ilist outside the Citv this morning, as we planned, and then \vc drove the wagons in, takin' care to attract the attention of the Riding Officer, who just happened to be passing with a small number of dragoons. Thcv came along and Nvc led them a canty chase through the allev\vavs, until
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the time for me and the good tubs to part company wi' Wally and his load of swill. Wally jumped off his wagon then, and made awa', and I drove like hell down here, wi' two or three dragoons following, just for show, like. Looks well in a report, ye ken." He grinned at me, quoting, " *7be smugglers escaped in spite of industrious pursuit, but His Majesty's valiant soldiers succeeded in capturing an entire wagonload of spirits, valued at sixty pounds, ten sbillings.' You'll know the sort of thing?" 

"I expect so," I said. "Then it was you and the good liquor that was arriving at ten? 

Madame Jeanne said-" 

"Ayc," he said, frowning. "She was meant to have the cellar door open and the ramp in place at ten sharp-we havena got long to get everything unloaded. She was bloody late this morning; I had to circle round twice to keep from bringing the dragoons straight to the door." 

"She was a bit distracted," I said, remembering suddenly about the Fiend. I told Jamie about the murder at the Green Owl, and he grimaced, crossing himself. 

"Poor lass," he said. 

I shuddered briefly at the memory of Bruno's description, and moved closer to Jamie, who put an arm about my shoulders. He kissed me absently on the forehead, glancing again at the shawl-covered shape on the ground. 

"Well, whoever he was, if he wasna an exciseman, there are likely no more of them upstairs. We should be able to get out of here soon." 

"That's good." Jamie's coat covered me to the knees, but I felt the covert glances cast from the far end of the room at my bare calves, and was all too uncomfortably aware that I was naked under it. "Will we be going back to the printshop? " What with one thing and
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another, I didn't think I wanted to take advantage of Madame Jeanne's hospitality any longer than necessary. 

"Maybe for a bit. I'll have to think." Jamie's tone was abstracted, and I could see that his brow was fiirrowed in thought. With a brief hug, he released me, and began to walk about the cellar, staring meditatively at the stones underfoot. 

"Er . . . what did you do with Ian?" 

He glanced up, looking blank; then his face cleared. 

"Oh, Ian. I left him making inquiries at the taverns above the Market Cross. I'll need to remember to meet him, later," he muttered, as though making a note to himself. 

"I met Young Ian, by the way," I said conversationally. Jamie looked startled. "He came here?" 

"He did. Looking for you-about a quarter of an hour after you left, in fact." 

"Thank God for small mercies!" He rubbed a hand through his hair, looking simultaneously amused and worried. "I'd have had the devil of a time explaining to Ian what his son was doing here." 
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nephew alone back to Lallybroch, and had not yet had time to escort him personally. 

"It's not that he canna look out for himself," Jamie explained, amusement winning in the struggle of expressions on his face. "He's a nice capable lad. It's just-well, ye ken how things just happen around some folk, without them seeming to have anything much to do wi' it?" 

"Now that you mention it, yes," I said wryly. "I'm one of them." He laughed out loud at that. "God, you're right, Sassenach! Maybe that's why I like Young Ian so well; he 'minds me of you." 

"He reminded me a bit of you," I said. 

Jamie snorted briefly. "God, Jenny will maim me, and she hears her baby son's been loitering about a house of ill repute. I hope the wee bugger has the sense to keep his mouth shut, once he's home." 

"I hope he gets home," I said, thinking of the gawky almost-fifteen-yearold I had seen that morning, adrift in an Edinburgh filled with prostitutes, excisemen, smugglers, and hatchct-wielding Fiends. "At least he isn't a girl," I added, thinking of this last item. "The Fiend doesn't seem to have a taste for young boys." 

"Aye, well, there are plenty of others who have," Jamie said sourly. "Between Young Ian and you, Sassenach, I shall be lucky if my hair's not gone white bv the time we get out of this stinking cellar." 

C'Me" I said in surprise. "You don't need to worry about me." Ill clon't?" He dropped my arm and rounded on me, glaring. "I dinna need to worry about ye? Is that what ye said? Christ! I leave ye safely in bed waiting for your breakfast, and not an hour later, I find ye downstairs in your shift, clutching a corpse to your bosom! And now you're standing in front of me bare as an egg, with fifteen men over there wondering who in hell ye are -and how d'ye think I'm going to explain ye to them, Sassenach? Tell me that, eh?" He shoved a hand through his hair in exasperation. 

"Sweet bleeding Jesus! And I've to go up the coast in two days without fail, but I canna leave yc in Edinburgh, not wi' Fiends creepin' about with hatchets, and half the people who've seen ye thinking you're a prostitute, and . . . and . . ." The lacing around his pigtail broke abruptly under the pressure, and his hair fluffed out round his head like a lion's
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mane. I laughed. He glared for a moment longer, but then a reluctant grin made its way slowly through the frown. 

"Aye, well," he said, resigned. "I suppose I'll manage," 

"I suppose you will," I said, and stood on tiptoe to brush his hair back behind his ears. Working on the same principle that causes magnets of opposing polarities to snap together when placed in close proximitry, he bent his head and kissed me. 

"I had forgotten," he said, a moment later. 

"Forgotten what?" His back was warm through the thin shirt. Voyager                                 323

-Fverything." He spoke very softly, mouth against my hair. "Joy. Fear. Fear, most of all." His hand came up and smoothed my curls away from his lJose. 

"I havena been afraid for a vcrra long time, Sassenach," he whispered. -But now I think I am. For there is something to be lost, now." 

I drew back a little, to look up at him. His arms were locked tight around niy Nvaist, his eyes dark as bottomless water in the dimness. Then his face changed and he kissed me quickly on the forehead. 

"Come along, Sassenach," he said, taking me by the arm. "I'll tell the men you're my wife. The rest of it will just have to bide." 

I

Up in Flames

he dress was a trifle lower-cut than necessary, and a bit tight in the bosom, but on the whole, not a bad fit. 

T

"And how did you know Daphne would be the right size?" I asked, spooning up my soup. 

" I said I didna bed wi' the lasses," Jamie replied circumspectly. "I never said I didna look at them." He blinked at me like a large red owl-some congenital tic made him incapable of closing one eye in a wink-and I laughed. 

"That gown becomes ye a good deal more than it did Daphne, though." He cast a glance of general approval at my bosom and waved at a scrvingmaid carrying a platter of fresh bannocks. 

Moubray's tavern was doing a thriving dinner business. Several cuts above the snug, smoky atmosphere to be found in The World's End and similar serious drinking establishments, Moubray's was a large and elegant place, with an outside stair that ran up to the second floor, where a commodious dining room accommodated the appetites of Edinburgh's prosperous tradesmen and public officials. 

"Who are you at the moment?" I asked. "I heard Madame Jeanne call you 'Monsieur Fraser'-are you Fraser in public, though?" 

He shook his head and broke a bannock into his soup bowl. "No, at the moment, I'm Sawney Malcolm, Printer and Publisher." 

"Sawney? That's a nickname for Alexander, is it? I should have thought 'Sandy' was more like it, especially considering your hair." Not that his hair was sandy-colored in the least, I reflected, looking at it. It was like Bree's hair -very thick, with a slight wave to it, and all the colors of red and gold mixed; copper and cinnamon, auburn and amber, red and roan and rufous, all mingled together. 
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I felt a sudden wave of longing for Brec; at the same time, I longed to untie Jamie's hair from its formal plait and run my hands up under it, to feel the solid curve of his skull, and the soft strands tangled in my fingers. I could still recall the tickle of it, spilling loose and rich across my breasts in the morning light. 

My breath coming a little short, I bent my head to my oyster stew. voyager                                  325

Jamie appeared not to have noticed; he added a large pat of butter to his boVd, shaking his head as he did so. 

"Sawney's what they say in the Highlands," he informed me. "And in the Isles, too. Sandy's more what ye'd hear in the Lowlands-or from an ignoralit Sassenach." He lifted one eyebrow at me, smiling, and raised a spoonfiil ()f the rich, fragrant stew to his mouth. 

,,,A,11 right," 1 said. "I suppose more to the point, though-who am P. He had noticed, after all. I felt one large foot nudge mine, and he smiled at Me over the rim of his cup. 

-You're my wife, Sassenach," he said gruffly. "Always. No matter who I may bc-you'rc my wife." 

I could feel the flush of pleasure rise in my face, and see the memories of the night before reflected in his own. The tips of his ears were faintly pink. "You don't suppose there's too much pepper in this stew?" I asked, swalIoNving another spoonful. "Are you sure, Jamie?" 

"Aye," he said. "Aye, I'm sure," he amended, "and no, the pepper's fine. I like a wee bit of pepper." The foot moved slightly against mine, the toe of his shoe barely brushing my ankle. 

"So I'm Mrs. Malcolm," I said, trying out the name on my tongue. The mere fact of saying

"Mrs." gave me an absurd little thrill, like a new bride. Involuntarily, I glanced down at the silver ring on my right fourth finger. Jamie caught the glance, and raised his cup to me. 

"To Mrs. Malcolm," he said softly, and the breathless feeling came back. He set down the cup and took my hand; his own was big and so warm that a general feeling of glowing heat spread rapidly through my fingers. I could feel the silver ring, separate from my flesh, its metal heated by his touch. 

"To have and to hold," he said, smiling. 

"From this day forward," I said, not caring in the least that we were attracting interested glances from the other diners. 

Jamie bent his head and pressed his lips against the back of my hand, an action that turned the interested glances into frank stares. A clergyman was seated across the room; he glared at us and said something to his companions, who turned round to stare. One was a small, elderly man; the other, I vas surprised to see, was Mr. Wallace, my companion from the Inverness coach. 

"There are private rooms upstairs," Jamie murmured, blue eyes dancing ovcr my knuckles, and I lost interest in Mr. Wallace. 

"How interesting," I said. "You haven't finished your stew." "Darnn the stew." 

"Here cornes the servingmaid with the ale." 

"Devil take her." Sharp white teeth closed gently on my knuckle, making Me jerk slightly in my seat. 

"People are watching you." 
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"Let them, and I trust they've a fine day for it." His tongue flicked gently between my fingers. "There's a man in a green coat coming this way." 

,'To hell-" Jamie began, when the shadow of the visitor fell upon the table. 

"A good day to you, Mr. Malcolm," said the visitor, bowing politely. "I trust I do not intrude," 

"You do," said Jarnic, straightening up but keeping his grip on my hand. He turned a cool gaze on the newcomer. "I think I do not know ye, sit?" The gentleman, an Englishman of maybe thirty-five, quietly dressed, bowed again, not intimidated by this marked lack of hospitality. 

"I have not had the pleasure of your acquaintance as yet, sit," he said deferentially. "My master, however, bade me greet you, and inquire whether Vou-and your companion-might be so agreeable as to take a little wine with him." 

The tiny pause before the word "companion" was barely discernible, but Jamie caught it. His eyes narrowed. 

My wife and I," he said, with precisely the same sort of pause before wife, I'll are otherwise engaged at the moment. Should your master wish to speak wi' me-" 

"It is Sir Percival Turner who sends to ask, sit," the secretary-for so he must bc-put in quickly. Well-bred as he was, he couldn't resist a tiny flick of one eyebrow, as one who uses a name he expects to conjure with. 

,'Indeed," said Jamie dryly. "Well, with all respect to Sir Percival, I am preoccupied at present. If you will convey him my regrets? " He bowed, with a politeness so pointed as to come within a hair of rudeness, and turned his back on the secretarv. That gentleman stood for a moment, his mouth slightly open, then pivoted smartly on his heel and made his way through the scatter of tables to a door on the far side of the dining room. 

"Where was l?" Jamie demanded. "Oh, aye-to hell wi' gentlemen in green coats. Now, about these private rooms-" 

"How are you going to explain me to people?" I asked. He raised one eyebrow. 11 Explain what?" He looked me up and down. "Why must I make excuses for ye' You're no missing any limbs; you're not poxed, hunchbacked, toothless or lamc-" 

"You know what I mean," I said, kicking him lightly under the table. The lady sitting near the wall nudged her companion and widened her eyes disapprovingly at us. I smiled nonchalantly at them. 

"Aye, I do," he said, grinning. "However, what wi' Mr. Willoughby's activities this morning, and one thing and another, I havena had much chance to think about the matter. Perhaps I'll just say-" 

"My dear fellow, so you arc married! Capital news! Simply capital! MY
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deepest congratulations, and may I bc-dare I hope to be?-thc first to extend my felicitations and best wishes to your lady,"' 

A sinall, elderly gentleman in a tidy Nvig leaned heavily on a gold-knobbed stick, beaming genially at us both. It was the little gentleman who had been sitting with Mr. Wallace and the clergyman. 

"You will pardon the minor discourtesy of in\, sending Johnson to fetch VOU earlier, I am sure," he said deprecatingly. "It is only that mv wretched infirmity prevents rapid movement, as you sec." 
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Jamie had risen to his feet at the appearance of the visitor,     and with a polite gesture, now drew out a chair. 

"You'll join us, Sir Percival?" he said. 

"Oh, no, no indeed! Shouldn't dream of intruding on your new happincss, my dear sit. Truly, I had no idea-" Still protesting gracefully, he sank down into the proffered chair, wincing as he extended his foot beneath the table. 

"I am a martyr to gout, my dear," he confided, leaning close enough for me to smell his foul old-i-nan's breath beneath the wintergreen that spiced his linen. He didn't look corrupt, I thought-breath notwithstanding-but then appearances could be deceiving; it was only about four hours since I had been mistaken for a prostitute. Making the best of it, Jamie called for wine, and accepted Sir Percival's continued effusions with some grace. 

"It is rather fortunate that I should have encountered you here, my dear fellow," the elderly gentleman said, breaking off his flowery compliments at last. He laid a small, manicured hand on Jamie's sleeve. "I had something particular to say to you. In fact, I had sent a note to the printshop, but my messenger failed to find you there." 

"Ah," Jamie cocked an eyebrow in question. 

"Yes," Sir Percival went on. "I believe you had spoken to me-some weeks ago, I scarce recall the occasion-of your intention to travel north on business. A matter of a new press, or something of the sort?" Sir Percival had quite a sweet face, I thought, handsomely patrician despite his years, with large, guileless blue cves. 

"Aye, that's so," Jamie agreed courteously. "I am invited by Mr. McLeod of, Perth, to see a new style of letterpress he's recently put in use." "Quite." Sir Percival paused to remove a snuffbox from his pocket, a

pretty thing enameled in green and gold, with cherubs on the lid. 

"I really should not advise a trip to the north just now," he said, opening the box and concentrating on its contents. "Really I should not. The Weather is like to be inclement at this season; I am sure it would not suit Mrs. Malcolm.-Smiling at me like an elderly angel, he inhaled a large pinch of snuff and paused, linen handkerchief at the ready. 

: 0                      Lj i a n a t a v a i a o n

Jamie sipped at his wine, his face blandly composed. 

-1 am grateful for your advice, Sir Percival," he said. "You'll perhaps have received word from your agents of recent storms to the north?" 

Sir Percival sneezed, a small, neat sound, like a mouse with a cold. He was rather like a white mouse altogether, I thought, seeing him dab daintily at his pointed pink nose. 

"Quite," he said again, putting away the kerchief and blinking benevolently at Jamie. "No, I would-as a particular friend with your welfare at heart-most strongly advise that you remain in Edinburgh. After all," he added, turning the beam of his benevolence on me, 

"you surely have an inducement to remain comfortably at home now, do you not? And now, my dear young people, I am afraid I must take my leave; I must not detain you any longer from what must be your wedding breakfast." 

With a little assistance from the hovering Johnson, Sir Percival got up and tottered off, his gold-knobbed stick tap-tapping on the floor. 

"He seems a nice old gent," I remarked, when I was sure he was far enough away not to hear me. 
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Jamie snorted. "Rotten as a worm-riddled board," he said. He picked up his glass and drained it. "Ye'd think otherwise," he said meditatively, putting it down and staring after the wizened figure, now cautiously negotiating the head of the stairs. "A man as close as Sir Percival is to Judgment Day, I mean. Ye'd think fear o' the Devil would prevent him, but not a bit." 

"I suppose he's like everyone else," I said cynically. "Most people think they're going to live forever." 

Jamie laughed, his exuberant spirits returning with a rush. 

"Aye, that's true," he said. He pushed my wineglass toward me. "And now you're here, Sassenach, I'm convinced of it. Drink up, Mo nighean donn, and we'll go upstairs." 

"Post coitum omne animalium triste est, " I remarked, with my eyes closed. There was no response from the warm, heavy weight on my chest, save the

gentle sigh of his breathing. After a moment, though, I felt a sort of subterrancan vibration, which I interpreted as amusement. 

"That's a verra peculiar sentiment, Sassenach," Jamie said, his voice blurred with drowsiness. "Not your own, 1 hope?" 

"No." I stroked the damp bright hair back from his forehead, and he turned his face into the curve of my shoulder, with a small contented snuffle. The private rooms at Moubray's left a bit to be desired in the way of

amorous accommodation. Still, the sofa at least offered a padded horizontal surface, which, if you came right down to it, was all that was necessary. While I had decided that I was not past wanting to commit passionate acts after all, I was still too old to want to commit them on the bare floorboards. 
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"I don't know who said it-some ancient philosopher or other. It was quoted in one of my medical textbooks; in the chapter on the human reprodL]Cti%'C

System." 

The vibration made itself audible as a small chuckle. 

"Ye'd seem to have applied yourself to your lessons to good purpose, Sassenach," he said. His hand passed down my side and wormed its way slo\v1y underneath to cup my bottom. He sighed with contentment, squcczing slightly. 

"I canna think when I have felt less triste," he said. 

"Me either," I said, tracing the whorl of the small cowlick that lifted the hair from the center of his forehead. "That's what made me think of it-I rather wondered what led the ancient philosopher to that conclusion." 

"I suppose it depends on the sorts of animaliae he'd been fornicating vith," Jamie observed. "Mavbe it was just that none o' them took to him, bLit lie must ha' tried a fair number, to make such a sweeping statement." 

He held tighter to his anchor as the tide of my laughter bounced him gently up and down. 

"Mind ye, dogs sometimes do look a trifle sheepish when they've done wi' niating," he said. 

"Mm. And how do sheep look, then?" 

"Aye, well, female sheep just go on lookin' like sheep-not havin' a great deal of choice in the matter, ye ken." 

"Oh? And what do the male sheep look like?" 

"Oh, they look fair depraved. Let their tongues hang out, drooling, and their eyes roll back, while they make disgusting noises. Like most male animals, aye?" I could feel the curve of
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his grin against my shoulder. He squeezed again, and I pulled gently on the ear closest to hand. 

"I didn't notice your tongue hanging out." "Yc kverena noticing; your eyes were closed." "I didn't hear any disgusting noises, either." 

"NVcll, I couldna just think of any on the spur of the moment," he admittcd. "Perhaps I'll do better next time. 

We laughed softly together, and then were quiet, listening to each other breathe. 

"Jamie," I said softly at last, smoothing the back of his head, "I don't think I've ever been so happy." 

He rolled to one side, shifting his weight careftilly so as not to squash me, and lifted himself to lie face-to-face with me. 

"Nor me, rny Sassenach," he said, and kissed me, very lightly, but lingerilig, so that I had time just to close my lips in a tiny bite on the ftillness of his IoNver lip. 

"It's no just the bedding, ye ken," he said, drawing back a little at last. His CVCS looked down at me, a soft deep blue like the warm tropic sea. 
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"No," I said, touching his cheek. "It isn't." 

"To have ye with me again-to talk wi' you-to know 1 can say anything, not guard my words or hide my thoughts-God, Sassenach," he said, "the Lord knows I am lust-crazed as a lad, and I canna keep my hands from youor anvthing else-" he added, wryly, "but I would count that all well lost, had I no more than the pleasure of havin' ye by me, and to tell ye all my heart." 

"It was lonely without you," I whispered. "So lonely." 

"And me," he said. He looked down, long lashes hiding his evcs, and hesitated for a moment. 

"I willna say that I have lived a monk," he said quietly. "When I had towhen I felt that I must or go mad-" 

I laid my fingers against his lips, to stop him. "Neither did I," I said. "Frank-" His own hand pressed gcntl, against my mouth. Both dumb, we looked at each other, and I could feel the smile growing behind my hand, and my own under his, to match it. I took my hand away. 

"It doesna signifil," he said. He took his hand off my mouth, 

"No," I said. "It doesn't matter." I traced the line of his lips with my finger. 

"So tell me all your heart," I said. "If there's time." He glanced at the window to gauge the light-we were to meet Ian at the print shop at five o'clock, to check the progress of the search for Young Ian -and then rolled carefully off me. 

"There's two hours, at least, before we must go. Sit up and put your clothes on, and I'll have them bring some wine and biscuits." 

This sounded wonderful. I seemed to have been starving ever since I found him. I sat up and began to rummage through the pile of discarded clothes on the floor, looking for the set of stays the low-necked gown required. 

"I'm no ways sad, but I do maybe feel a bit ashamed," Jamie observed, wriggling long, slender toes into a silk stocking. "Or I shc)uld, at least." "Why is that?" 

"Well, here I am, in paradise, so to speak, wi' you and vvinc and biscuits, while Ian's out tramping the pavements and worrying for his son." 
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"Are you worried about Young Ian?" I asked, concentrating on my laces. He frowned slightly, pulling on the other stocking. 

"Not so much worried for him, as afraid he may not turn up before tomorrow." 

"What happens tomorrow?" I asked, and then belatedlv recalled the encounter with Sir Percival Turner. "Oh, your trip to the north-that was supposed to be tomorrow?" He nodded. "Ave, there's a rendezvous set at Mullin's Cove, tomorrow 332                         Diana Gabaldon

reached up to smooth mV hair. He caught my hand, and kissed it gently. "Leave your curls be. 

"No," he said, holding my hands trapped while he looked me over, "no, a knifc is vcrra much what you arc, now I think of it. A clever-worked scabbard, and most gorgeous to see, Sassenach"-he traced the line of my lips with a finger, provoking a smile-"but tempered steel for a core . . . and a wicked sharp edge, I do think." 

"Wicked?" I said, surprised. 

"Not heartless, I don't mean," he assured me. His eyes rested on my face, intent and curious. A smile touched his lips. "No, never that. But you can be ruthless strong, Sassenach, when the need is on vc." 

I smiled, a little wryly. "I can," I said. 

"I have seen that in yc before, avc?" His voice grew softer and his grasp on my hand tightened. "But now I think yc have it much more than when ye were younger. You'll have needed it often since, no?" 

I realized quite suddenly why he saw so clearly what Frank had never seen at all. 

"You have it too," I said. "And you've needed it. Often." Unconsciously, my fingers touched the jagged scar that crossed his middle finger, twisting the distal joints. He nodded. 

"I have wondered," he said, so low I could scarcely hear him. "Wondered often, if I could call that edge to my service, and sheathe it safe again. For I have seen a great many men grow hard in that calling, and their steel decay to dull iron. And I have wondered often, was I master in my soul, or did I become the slave of my own blade? 

"T have thought again and again," he went on, looking down at our linked hands . . . "that I had drawn my blade too often, and spent so long in the service of strife that I wasna fit any longer for human intercourse." 

My lips tNN,Itchcd with the urge to make a remark, but I bit them instead. He saw it, and smiled, a little wryly. 

"I didna think I should ever laugh again in a woman's bed, Sassenach," he said. "Or even come to a woman, save as a brute, blind with need." A note of bitterness came into his voice. 

I liftcd his hand, and kissed the small scar on the back of it. 

"I can't see you as a brute," I said. I meant it lightly, but his face softened as he looked at me, and he answered seriously. 

"I know that, Sassenach. And it is that ve canna see me so that gives me hope. For I amand know it-and yet perhaps                He trailed off, watching me intently. 

"You have that-the strength. Yc have it, and your soul as well. So perhaps my own may be saved." 

I had no notion what to say to this, and said nothing for a while, but only
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held his hand, caressing the twisted fingers and the large, hard knuckles. it was a warrior's hand-but he was not a warrior, now. 

I turned the hand over and smoothed it on my knee, palm up. Slowly, I traced the deep lines and rising hillocks, and the tiny letter "C" at the base of his thumb; the brand that marked him mine. 

"I knew an old lady in the Highlands once, who said the lines in vour hand don't predict your life; they reflect it." 

"Is that so, then?" His fingers twitchcd slightly, but his palm lay still and open. 

"I don't know. She said you're born with the lines of your hand-with a iife-but then the lines change, with the things you do, and the person you arc." I knew nothing about palmistry, but I could see one deep line that ran from xvrist to midpalm, forking several times. 

"I think that might be the one they call a lifc-line," I said. "See all the forks, I suppose that would mean you'd changed your life a lot, made a lot of choices." He snorted briefly, but with amusement rather than derision. 

"Oh, aye? Well, that's safe enough to say." He peered into his palm, leaning over my knee. 

"I suppose the first fork would be when I met Jack Randall, and the second when I wcd you-sce, they're close together, there." 

"So they are." I ran my finger slowly along the line, making his fingers twitch slightly as it tickled. "And Culloden maybe would be another," "Perhaps." But he did not wish to talk of Culloden. His own finger

moved on. "And when I went to prison, and came back again, and came to Edinburgh." 

"And became a printer." I stopped and looked up at him, brows raised. "How on earth did you come to be a printer? It's the last thing I would have thought of." 

"Oh, that." His mouth widened in a smile. "Well-it was an accident, aye? " To start with he had only been looking for a business that would help to conceal and facilitate the smuggling. Possessed of a sizable sum from a recent profitable venture, he had determined to purchase a business whose normal operations involved a large wagon and team of horses, and some discreet premises that could be used for the temporary storage of goods in transit. 

Carting suggested itself, but was rejected precisely because the operations of that business made its practitioners subject to more or less constant scrutiny from the Customs. Likewise, the ownership of a tavern or inn, while superficially desirable because of the large quantities of supplies brought in, 
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was too vulnerable in its legitimate operation to hide an illegitimate one; tax collectors and Customs agents hung about taverns like fleas on a fat dog. "I thought of printing, when I went to a place to have some notices made

up," he explained. "As I was waiting to put in my order, I saw the wagon come rumbling up, all loaded wi' boxes of paper and casks of alcohol for the ink poNN,dcr, and I thought, by God, that's it! For cxcisemen would never be troubling a place like that." It was only after purchasing the shop in Carfax Close, hiring Geordie to run the press, and actually beginning to fill orders for posters, pamphlets, folios, and books, that the other possibilities of his new business had occurrcd to him. 
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"It was a man named Tom Gage," he explained. He loosed his hand from my grasp, growing eager in the telling, gesturing and rubbing his hands through his hair as he talked, disheveling himself with enthusiasm. 

"He brought in small orders for this or that-innocent stuff, all of it-but often, and staycd to talk over it, taking trouble to talk to me as well as to Geordie, though he must have seen I knew less about the business than he did himself." 

He smilcd at me wryly. 

"I didna ken much about printing, Sasscnach, but I do ken men." It was obvious that Gage was exploring the sympathies of Alexander Malcolm; hearing the faint sibilancc of Jamie's Highland speech, he had prodded delicately, mentioning this acquaintance and that whose Jacobite sympathies had led them into trouble after the Rising, picking up the threads of mutual acquaintance, skillftilly directing the conversation, stalking his prey. Until at last, the amused prcv had bluntlv told him to bring what he wanted made; no King's man would hear of it. 

"And he trusted you." It wasn't a question; the only man who had ever trusted Jamie Fraser in error was Charles Stuart-and in that case, the error was Jamie's. 

"He did." And so an association was begun, strictly business in the beginning, but deepening into friendship as time went on. Jamie had printed all the materials generated bv Gage's small group of radical political writersfrom publicly acknowledged articles to anonymous broadsheets and pamphlets filled with material incriminating enough to get the authors summarily jailed or hanged. 

"We'd go to the tavern down the street and talk, after the printing was done. I met a few of Tom's friends, and finally Tom said I should write a small piece myself. I laughed and told him that with my hand, by the time I'd pcimcd anything that could be read, we'd all be dead-of old age, not hanging. 

"I was standing by the press as we were talking, setting the type wi' my left hand, not even thinking. He just starccl at me, and then he started to laugh. 
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general color of the sunset sky, and seemed to flicker in an uneasy fashion most uncharacteristic of sunsets. 

"Fire," he said. "God, I think it's in Leith Wynd!" At the same moment, someone farther down the street raised the cry of "Fire!" and as though this official diagnosis had given them leave to run at last, the hurrying figures below broke loose and cascaded down the street like a herd of lemmings, anxious to fling themselves into the pyre. 

A few saner souls ran upwards, past us, also shouting "Fire!" but presumably with the intent of alerting whatever passed for a fire department. Jamie was already in motion, tugging me along as I hopped awkwardly on

one foot. Rather than stop, I kicked the other shoe off, and followed him, slipping and stubbing my toes on the cold wet cobbles as I ran. 

The fire was not in Leith Wynd, but next door, in Carfax Close. The mouth of the close was choked with excited onlookers, shoving and craning in an effort to see, shouting incoherent questions at one another. The smell of smoke struck hot and pungent through the damp evening air, and waves of crackling heat beat against my face as I ducked into the close. 
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Jamie didn't hesitate, but plunged into the crowd, making a path by main force. I pressed close behind him before the human waves could close again, and elbowed my way through, unable to see anything but Jamie's broad back ahead of me. 

Then we popped out in the front of the crowd, and I could see all too well. Dense clouds of gray smoke rolled out of both the printshop's lower windows, and I could hear a whispering, crackling noise that rose above the noise of the spectators as though the fire were talking to itself. 

"My press!" With a cry of anguish, Jamie darted up the front step and kicked in the door. A cloud of smoke rolled out of the open doorway and engulfed him like a hungry beast. I caught a brief glimpse of him, staggering from the impact of the smoke; then he dropped to his knees and crawled into the building. 

Inspired by this example, several men from the crowd ran up the steps of the printshop, and likewise disappeared into the smokc-filled interior. The heat was so intense that I felt my skirts blow against my legs with the wind of it, and wondered how the men could stand it, there inside. 

A fresh outbreak of shouting in the crowd behind me announced the arrival of the Town Guard, armed with buckets. Obviously accustomed to this task, the men flung off their wine-red uniform coats and began at once to attack the fire, smashing the windows and flinging pails of water through them with a fierce abandon. Meanwhile, the crowd swelled, its noise augmerited bv a constant cascade of pattering feet down the many staircases of the close, as families on the upper floors of the surrounding buildings hastily ushered hordes of excited children down to safety. 

I couldn't think that the efforts of the bucket brigade, valiant as they were, Voyager
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would have much effect on what was obviously a fire well underway. I -,vas edging back and forth on the pavement, trying vainly to see anything moving within, when the lead man in the bucket line uttered a startled cry and leaped back, just in time to avoid being crowned by a tray of lead type that whizzed through the broken window and landed on the cobbles with a crash, scattering slugs in all directions. 

Two or three urchins wriggled through the crowd and snatched at the slugs, only to be cuffed and driven off by indignant neighbors. One plump lady in a kertch and apron darted forward, risking life and limb, and took custody of the heavy typc-tray, dragging it back to the curb, -,vherc she crouched protectively over it like a hen on a nest. Before her companions could scoop up the fallen type, though, thev were driven back by a hail of objects that rained from both windows: more type trays, roller bars, inking pads, and bottles of ink, which broke on the pavenient, leaving big spidery blotches that ran into the puddles spilled by the fire fighters. 

Encouraged by the draft from the open door and windows, the voice of the fire had grown from a whisper into a self-satisfied, chuckling roar. Prevented from flinging water through the windows by the rain of objects being thrown out of them, the leader of the Town Guard shouted to his men, and holding a soaked handkerchief over his nose, ducked and ran into the building, followed by a half-dozen of his fellows. 

The line quickly re-formed, ftill buckets coming hand to hand round the corner from the nearest pump and up the stoop, excited lads snatching the empty buckets that bounced down the step, to race back with them to the pump for refilling. Edinburgh is a stone city, 
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but with so many buildings crammed cheek by jowl, all equipped with multiple hearths and chimneys, fire must be still a frequent occurrence. 

Evidently so, for a fresh commotion behind me betokcned the belated arrival of the fire engine. The waves of people parted like the Red Sea, to allow passage of the engine, drawn by a team of men rather than horses, which could not have negotiated the tight quarters of the wynds. 

The engine was a marvel of brass, glowing like a coal itself in the reflected flaincs. The heat was becoming more intense; I could feel my lungs dry and labor with each gulp of hot air, and was terrified for Jamie. How long could he breathe, in that hellish fog of smoke and heat, let alone the danger of the flaincs themselves? 

-JcsuF, Marv, and Joseph!" Ian, forcing his wav through the crowd dcspite his wooden leg, had appeared suddenly by my elbow. He grabbed n-iN arm to keep his balance as another rain of objects forced the people around us back again. 

"Where's Jamie?" lie shouted in my car. "In there!" I bellowed back, pointing. 338                       Diana GaVaiaon

There was a sudden bustle and commotion at the door of the printshop, with a conftised shouting that rose even over the sound of the fire. Several sets of legs appeared, shuffling to and fro beneath the emergent plume of smoke that billowed from the door. Six men emerged, Jamie among them, staggering under the weight of a huge piece of bulky machinery-Jamie's precious printing press. They eased it down the step and pushed it well into the crowd, then turned back to the printshop. 

Too late for any more rescue maneuvers; there was a crash from inside, a fresh blast of heat that sent the crowd scuttling backward, and suddenly the windows of the upper story were lit with dancing flames inside. A small stream of men issued from the building, coughing and choking, some of them crawling, blackened with soot and dampened with the sweat of their efforts. The engine crew pumped madly, but the thick stream of water from their hose made not the slightest impression on the fire. 

Ian's hand clamped down on my arm like the jaws of a trap. 

"Ian!" he shrieked, loud enough to be heard above the noises of crowd and fire alike. I looked up in the direction of his gaze, and saw a wraithlike shape at the second-story window. It seemed to struggle briefly with the sash, and then to fall back or be enveloped in the smoke. 

My heart leapt into my mouth. There was no telling whether the shape was indeed Young Ian, but it was certainly a human form. Ian had lost no time in gaping, but was stumping toward the door of the printshop with all the speed his leg would allow. 

"Wait!" I shouted, running after him. 

Jamie was leaning on the printing press, chest heaving as he tried to catch his breath and thank his assistants at the same time. 

"Jamie!" I snatched at his sleeve, ruthlessly jerking him away from a redfaced barber, who kept excitedly wiping sooty hands on his apron, leaving long black streaks among the smears of dried soap and the spots of blood. "Up there!" I shouted, pointing. "Young Ian's upstairs!" 

Jamie stepped back, swiping a sleeve across his blackened face, and stared wildly at the upper windows. Nothing was to be seen but the roiling shimmer of the fire against the panes. 
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Ian was struggling in the hands of several neighbors who sought to prevent his entering the shop. 

"No, man, ye carma go in!" the Guard captain cried, trying to grasp Ian's flailing hands. 

"The staircase has fallen, and the roof will go next!" Despite his stringy build and the handicap of his leg, Ian was tall and

vigorous, and the feeble grasp of his well-meaning Town Guard captorsmost1v retired pensioners from the Highland regiments-was no match for his mountain-hardened strength, reinforced as it was by parental desperation. Slowly but surely, the whole confused mass jerked by inches up the
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steps of the printshop as Ian dragged his would-be rescuers with him toward the flames. I felt Jamie draw breath, gulping air as deep as he could with his seared Itings, and then he was up the steps as well, and had Ian round the waist, dragging him back. 

"Come down, man!" he shouted hoarsely. "Ye'll no manage-the stair is gone!" He glanced round, saw me, and thrust Ian bodily backward, offbalance and staggering, into my arms. 

"Hold him," he shouted, over the roar of the flames. "I'll fetch down the lad!" With that, he turned and dashed up the steps of the adjoining building, pushing his way through the patrons of the ground-floor chocolate shop, who had emerged onto the pavement to gawk at the excitement, pewter cups still clutched in their hands. Following Jamie's example, I locked my arms tight around Ian's waist and didn't let go. He made an abortive attempt to follow Jamie, but then stopped and stood rigid in my arms, his heart beating wildly just under my check. 

"Don't worry," I said, pointlessly. "He'll do it; he'll get him out. He will. I know he will." Ian didn't answer-might not have heard-but stood still and stiff as a statue in my grasp, breath coming harshly with a sound like a sob. When I released my hold on his waist, he didn't move or turn, but when I stood beside him, he snatched my hand and held it hard. My bones would have ground together, had I not been squeezing back just as hard. It was no more than a minute before the window above the chocolate shop opened and Jamie's head and shoulders appeared, red hair glowing like a stray tongue of flame escaped from the main fire. He climbed out onto the sill, and cautiously turned, squatting, until he faced the building. 

Rising to his stockinged feet, he grasped the gutter of the roof overhead and pulled, slowly raising himself by the strength of his arms, long toes scrabbling for a grip in the crevices between the mortared stones of the housefront. With a grunt audible even over the sound of fire and crowd, he celed over the edge of the roof and disappeared behind the gable. A shorter man could not have managed. Neither could Ian, with his wooden leg. I heard Ian say something under his breath; a prayer I thought, but when I glanced at him, his jaw was clenched, face set in lines of fear. 

"What in hell is he going to do up there?" I thought, and was unaware that I had spoken aloud until the barber, shading his eyes next to me, replied. 

"There's a trapdoor built in the roof o' the printshop, ma'am. Nay doubt Mr. Malcolm means to gain access to the upper story so. Is it his 'prentice up there, d'vc know?" 

"No!" Ian snapped, hearing this. "It's my son!" 340                        Diana Gabaldon
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The barber shrank back before Ian's glare, murmuring "Oh, aye, just so, sit, just so!" and crossing himself. A shout from the crowd grew into a roar as two figures appeared on the roof of the chocolate shop, and Ian dropped my hand, springing forward. Jamie had his arm round Young Ian, who was bent and reeling from the smoke he had swallowed. It was reasonably obvious that neither of them was going to be able to negotiate a return through the adjoining building in his present condition. Just then, Jamie spotted Ian below. Cupping his hand around his mouth, he bellowed

"Rope!" 

Rope there was; the Town Guard had come equipped. Ian snatched the coil from an approaching Guardsman, leaving that worthy blinking in indignation, and turned to face the house. 

I caught the gleam of Jamie's teeth as he grinned down at his brothcr-inlaw, and the look of answering wryness on Ian's face. How many times had thev thrown a rope between them, to raise hay to the barn loft, or bind a load to the wagon for carrying? 

The crowd fell back from the whirl of Ian's arm, and the heavy coil flew up in a smooth parabola, unwinding as it went, landing on Jamie's outstretched arm with the precision of a bumblebee lighting on a flower. Jamie hauled in the dangling tail, and disappeared momentarily, to anchor the rope about the base of the building's chimney. A few precarious moments' work, and the two smoke-blackcned figures had come to a safe landing on the pavement below. Young Ian, rope slung under his arms and round his chest, stood upright for a moment, then, as the tension of the rope slackened, his knees buckled and he slid into a gangling heap on the cobbles, 

"Are ye all right? A bhalaich, speak to me!" Ian fell to his knees beside his son, anxiously trying to unknot the rope round Young Ian's chest, while simultaneously trying to lift up the lad's lolling head. 

Jamie was leaning against the railing of the chocolate shop, black in the face and coughing his lungs out, but otherwise apparently unharmed. I sat down on the boy's other side, and took his head on my lap. 

I wasn't sure whether to laugh or cry at the sight of him. When I had seen him in the morning, he had been an appealing-looking lad, if no great beauty, with something of his father's homely, good-natured looks. Now, at evening, the thick hair over one side of his forehead had been singed to a bleached red stubble, and his eyebrows and lashes had been burned off entirely. The skin beneath was the soot-smearcd bright pink of a suckling pig just off the spit. 

I felt for a pulse in the spindly neck and found it, reassuringly strong. His breathing was hoarse and irregular, and no wonder; I hoped the lining of his
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lungs had not been burned. He coughed, long and rackingly, and the thin body convulsed on my lap. 

.,Is he all right?" Ian's hands instinctively grabbed his son beneath the arrnpits and sat him up. His head wobbled to and fro, and he pitched for%%ard into my arms. 

,,I think so; I can't tell for sure." The boy was still coughing, but not fully conscious; I held him against my shoulder like an enormous baby, patting his back futilely as he retched and gagged. 

"Is he all right?" This time it was Jamie, squatting breathless alongside me. His voice was so hoarse I wouldn't have recognized it, roughened as it ,vas by smoke. 
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"I think so. What about you? You look like Malcolm X," I said, peering at him over Young Ian's heaving shoulder. 

"I do?" He put a hand to his face, looking startled, then grinned reassuringly. "Nay, I canna say how I look, but I'm no an ex-Malcolm yet; only a NN-ce bit singed round the edges." 

"Get back, get back!" The Guard captain was at my side, gray beard bristling with anxiety, plucking at my sleeve. "Move yourself, ma'am, the roof's going!" Sure enough, as we scrambled to safety, the roof of the printshop fell in, and an awed sound rose from the watching crowd as an enormous fountain of sparks whirled skyward, brilliant against the darkening sky. 

As though heaven resented this intrusion, the spume of fiery ash was answered by the first pattering of raindrops, plopping heavily on the cobbles all around us. The Edinburghians, who surely ought to have been accustomcd to rain by now, made noises of consternation and began to scuttle back into the surrounding buildings like a herd of cockroaches, leaving nature to complete the fire engine's work. 

A moment later, Ian and I were alone with Young Ian. Jamie, having dispensed money liberally to the Guard and other assistants, and having arranged for his press and its fittings to be housed in the barber's storeroom, trudged wearily toward us. 

"How's the lad?" he asked, wiping a hand down his face. The rain had begun to come down more heavily, and the effect on his soot-blackened countenance was picturesque in the extreme. Ian looked at him, and for the first time, the anger, worry and fear faded somewhat from his countenance. tic gave Jamie a lopsided smile. 

"He doesna look a great deal better than ye do yourself, man-but I think he'll do now. Give us a hand, aye?" 

Murmuring small Gaelic endearments suitable for babies, Ian bent over his son, who was by this time sitting up groggily on the curbstone, swaying to and fro like a heron in a high wind. 

By the time wc reached Madame Jeanne's establishment, Young Ian could 342                        Diana Gabaldon

walk, though still supported on either side by his father and uncle. Bruno, who opened the door, blinked incredulously at the sight, and then swung the door open, laughing so hard he could barclv close it after us. 

I had to admit that we were nothing much to look at, wet through and streaming with rain. Jamie and I were both barefoot, and Jamie's clothes were in rags, singed and torn and covered with streaks of soot. Ian's dark hair straggled in his eyes, making him look like a drowned rat with a wooden leg. 

Young Ian, though, was the focus of attention, as multiple heads came popping out of the drawing room in response to the noise Bruno was making. With his singed hair, swollen red face, bcaky nose, and lashicss, blinking eyes, he strongly resembled the fledgling young of some exotic bird species -a newly hatched flamingo, perhaps. His face could scarcely grow redder, but the back of his neck flamed crimson, as the sound of feminine giggles follo\,,,cd us up the stairs. 

Safcly ensconced in the small upstairs sitting room, with the door closed, Ian turned to face his hapless offspring. 

"Going to live, are ye, ye -,,,,cc bugger,"' he demanded. 

,'Aye, sirl" Young Ian replied in a dismal croak, looking rather as though he wished the answer were "No." 
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"Good," his father said grimly. "D've want to explain voursclf, or shall I Just belt hell out of yc now and save us both time?" 

Ye canna thrash someone who's just had his cvebrows burnt off, Ian," Jamie protested hoarsely, pouring out a glass of porter from the decanter on the table. "It Nvouldna be humane." He grinned at his nephew and handed him the glass, which the boy clutched with alacrlt\T. 

"Aye, well. Perhaps not," Ian agreed, surveying his son. One corner of his mouth t,vitched. Young Ian was a pitiable sight; he was also an extremely funny one. "That doesna mean ye aren't going to get your arse blistered later, mind," he warned the boy, "and that's besides whatever your mother means to do to Ve when she sees ve again. But for now, lad, take your case." 

Not noticeably reassured by the magnanimous tone of this last statement, Young Ian didn't answer, but sought refuge in the depths of his glass of porter. I took iny own glass with a good deal of pleasure. I had realized belatedly just why the citizens of Edinburgh reacted to rain with such repugnance; once one was wet through, it was the dcvil to get dry again in the damp confines of a stone house, with no change of clothes and no heat available but a small hearthfirc. 

I plucked the damp bodice away from my breasts, caught Young Ian's interested glance, and decided regretfully that I really couldn't take it off with the boy in the room. Jamie seemed to have been corrupting the lad to quite a sufficient extent already. I gulped the porter instead, fccling the rich flavor purl warmingly through my innards. Voyager                                   343

"D'vc fccl well enough to talk a bit, lad?" Jamie sat down opposite his nephew, next to Ian on the hassock. 

-Avc . . . I think so," Young Ian croaked cautiouslv. He cleared his throat like a bullfrog and repeated more firmly, "Aye, I can." 

"Good. Well, then. First, how did ye come to be in the printshop, and then, how did it come to be on fire?" 

Young Ian pondered that one for a minute, then took another gulp of his porter for courage and said, "I set it." 

Jamie and Ian both sat up straight at that. I could see Jamie rcvising his opinion as to the advisability of thrashing people without eyebrows, but he inastered his temper with an obvious effort, and said merely, "Why?" 

The boy took another gulp of porter, coughed, and drank again, appareiitly trying to decide what to say. 

LWell," he began uncertainly, "there was a man," and came to a dead stop. L'A man," Jamie prompted patiently when his nephew showed signs of having become suddenly deaf and dumb. "What man?" 

Young Ian clutched his glass in both hands, looking deeply unhappy. "Answer your uncle this minute, clot," Ian said sharplN        Or I'll take ye across my knee and tan ye right here." 

With a mixture of similar threats and promptings, the two men managed to extract a more or less coherent story from the boy. 

Young Ian had been at the tavern at Kerse that morning, where he had been told to meet Wally, who would come down from the rendezvous with the wagons of brandy, there to load the punked casks and spoiled wine to be used as subterftige. 
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"Told?" Ian asked sharply. "Who told ve?" 

'I did," Jamie said, before Young Ian could speak. He waved a hand at his brother-in-law, urging silence. "Aye, I kent he was here. We'll talk about it later, Ian, if yc please. It's important we know what happened today." 

Ian glared at Jamie and opened his mouth to disagree, then shut it with a siiap. He nodded to his son to go on. 

"I was hungry, ye see," Young Ian said. 

"When are ye not?" his father and uncle said together, in perfect unison. They looked at each other, snorted with sudden laughter, and the strained atmosphere in the room eased slightly. 

"So ye went into the tavern to have a bite," Jamie said. "That's all right, lad, no harm done. And what happened while ye were there?" 

That, it transpired, was where he had seen the man. A small, ratty-looking fcllow, with a seaman's pigtail, and a blind eye, talking to the landlord. "He was askin' for you, Uncle Jamie," Young Ian said, growing easier in

11is speech with repeated applications of porter. "By your own name." Jamie started, looking Surprised. "Jamie Fraser, yc mean?" Young Ian
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nodded, sipping. "Aye. But he knew your other name as wett-jarme Koy, I mean. 

"Jamie Koy?" Ian turned a puzzled glance on his brother-in-law, who shrugged impatiently. 

"It's how I'm known on the docks. Christ, Ian, ye know what I do!" "Aye, I do, but I didna ken the wee laddie was hclpin' ye to do it." Ian's thin lips pressed tight together, and he turned his attention back to his son. "Go on, lad. I wittria interrupt ye again." The seaman had asked the tavernkeeper how best an old seadog, down on his luck and looking for employment, might find one Jamie Fraser, who was known to have a use for able men. The landlord pleading ignorance of that name, the seaman had leaned closer, pushed a coin across the table, and in a lowered voice asked whether the name "Jamie Roy" was more familiar. 

The landlord remaining deaf as an adder, the seaman had soon left the tavern, with Young Ian right behind him. 

"I thought as how maybe it would be good to know who he was, and what he meant," the lad explained, blinking. 

"Ye might have thought to leave word wi' the publican for Wally," Jamie said. "Still, that's neither here nor there. Where did he go-"' 

Down the road at a brisk walk, but not so brisk that a healthy boy could not follow at a careful distance, An accomplished walker, the seaman had made his way into Edinburgh, a distance of some five miles, in less than an hour, and arrived at last at the Green Owl tavern, followed by Young Ian, near wilted with thirst from the walk. I started at the name, but didn't say anything, not wanting to interrupt the story. 

"It was terrible crowded," the lad reported. "Something happened in the morning, and everyone was talking of it-but they shut up whenever they saw me. Anyway, it was the same there." He paused to cough and clear his throat, "The seaman ordered clrinkbrandytheri asked the landlord was he acquainted wi' a supplier of brandy named Jamie Roy or Jamie Fraser." 

PDF Transform

PDF Transform

Y

Y

Y

er

Y

er

B

2

B

2

B

.0

B

.0

A

A

Click here to buy

Click here to buy

w

w

w

w

w . 

w

A B B YY.com

.A B BYY.com

"Did he, then?" Jamie murmured. His gaze was intent on his nephew, but I could see the thoughts working behind his high forehead, making a small crease between his thick brows. 

The man had gone methodically from tavern to tavern, dogged by his faithful shadow, and in each establishment had ordered brandy and repeated his question. 

"He must have a rare head, to be drinkin' that much brandy," Ian remarked. Young Ian shook his head. "He didna drink it. He only smelt it." His father clicked his tongue at such a scandalous waste of good spirit, bur Jamie's red brows climbed still higher. 

"Did he taste any of it?" he asked sharply. 
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"Aye. At the Dog and Gun, and again at the Blue Boar. He had nay more tlian a wee taste, though, and then lcft the glass untouched. He didna drink at all at the other places, and we went to five o' them, before            He traded off, and took another drink. Jamie's face underwent an astonishing transformation. From an expression of frowning puzzlement, his face went completely blank, and then resolved itself into an expression of revelation. 

"Is that so, now," he said softly to himself. "Indeed." His attention came back to his nephcw. "And then what happened, ]ad?" 

Young Ian was beginning to look unhappy again. He gulped, tlic tremor \,isible all the way down his skinny neck. 

"Well, it was a terrible long way from Kerse to Edinburgh," he began, ,land a terrible dry walk, too . . ." 

His father and uncle exchanged jaundiced glances. -Yc drank too much," Jamie said, resigned. 

"Well, I didna ken he was going to so many taverns, now, did 1?" Young Lin cried in selfdefense, going pink in the cars. 

"No, of course not, lad," Jamie said kindly, smothering the beginning of Ian's more censorious remarks. "How long did ye last?" 

Until midway down the Royal Mile, it turned out, where young Ian, overcome by the cumulation of early rising, a five-mile walk, and the effects of something like two quarts of ale, had dozed off in a corner, \vaking an hour later to firid his quarry long gone. 

"So I came here," he explained. "I thought as how Uncle Jamie should know about it. But he wasna here." The boy glanced at me, and his cars grew still pinkcr. 

"And just why did ve think he shoWd be here?" Ian favored his offspriDg with a gimlet eve, which then swiveled to his brother-in-law. The simmering aflgcr fan had been holding in check since the morning suddenly erupted. "I'lie filthy gall of ye, Jamie Fraser, takin' mv son to a bawdy house!" 

"A fine one You are to talk, Da!" Young Ian was on his feet, swaying a bit, but with his big, bony hands clenched at his sides. 

"XIc? And what d'ye mean by that, ye %vee gomerel?" Ian cried, his eyes going wide with outrage. 

"I mean You're a damned hypocrite!" his son shouted hoarsely. "I'reachin' to me and Michael about purity and keepin' to one Nvornan, and all the time ye're slinkin' about the city, sniffin' after whores!" 
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"What?" fan's face had gone entirely purple, I looked in some alarm to iannc, who appeared to be finding something funny in the present situation. "You're a . . . a . . . goddamned whited sepulchre!" Young Ian came

LIP With the simile triumphantly, then paused as though trying to think Of another to equal it. His mouth opened, though nothing emerged but a soft bocil, 346                        Diana Gabaldon

"That boy is rather drunk," I said to Jamie. 

He picked up the decanter of porter, eyed the level within, and set it down, 

"You're right," he said. "I should ha' noticed sooner, but it's hard to tell, scorched as he is." The elder Ian wasn't drunk, but his expression strongly resembled his offspring's, what with the suffused countenance, popping eyes, and straining neck cords. 

"What the bloody, stinking hell d'ye mean by that, ye whelp?" he shouted. He moved menacingly toward Young Ian, who took an involuntary step backward and sat down quite suddenly as his calves met the edge of the sofa. 

"Her," he said, startled into monosyllables. He pointed at me, to make it clear. "Her! You deceivin' my Mam wi' this filthy whore, that's what I mean! " Ian fetched his son a clout over the car that knocked him sprawling on the sofa. 

"Ye great clot!" he said, scandalized. "A fine way to speak o' your auntie Claire, to say nothing o' me and your Mam! " 

"Aunt?" Young Ian gawped at me from the cushions, looking so like a nestling begging for food that I burst out laughing despite myself. 

"You left before I could introduce myself this morning," I said. "But you're dead," he said stupidly. 

"Not yet," I assured him. "Unless I've caught pneumonia from sitting here in a damp dress." 

His eyes had grown perfectly round as he stared at me. Now a fugitive gleam of excitement came into them. 

"Some o' the auld women at Lallybroch say ye were a wisewoman-a white lady, or maybe even a fairy. When Uncle jarnic came home from Culloden without ye, they said as how ye'd maybe gone back to the fairies, -,,,,here ye maybe came from. Is that true? D'ye live in a dun?" 

I exchanged a glance with Jamie, who rolled his eyes toward the ceiling. "No," I said. "I . . . er, I . . ." 

"She escaped to France after Culloden," Ian broke in suddenly, with great firmness. "She thought your uncle Jamie was killed in the battle, so she went to her kin in France. She'd been one of Prince Tearfach's particular friendsshe couldna come back to Scotland after the war without puttin' herself in sore danger. But theri she heard of your uncle, and as soon as she kent that her husband wasna deid after all, she took ship at once and came to firld him." 

Young Ian's mouth hung open slightly. So did mine. "Er, yes," I said, closing it. "That's what happened." The lad turned large, shining eyes from me to his uncle. Voyager                                  347

"So ye've come back to him," he said happily. "God, that's romantic!" The tension of the moment was broken. Ian hesitated, but his eyes softcried as he looked from Jamie to me. 

"Aye," he said, and smiled reluctantly. "Aye, I suppose it is." 
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"I didna expect to be doing this for him for a good two or three years yet," Jamie remarked, holding his nephew's head with an expert hand as young Ian retched painfully into the spittoon I was holding. 

"Aye, well, he's always been forward," Ian answered resignedly. "Learrit to walk before he could stand, and was forever tumblin' into the fire or the ivashpot or the pigpen or the cowbyre." He patted the skinny, heaving back. ,,There, ]ad, let it come." A little more, and the lad was deposited in a wilted heap on the sofa, there to recover from the effects of smoke, emotion, and too much porter under the censoriously mingied gaze of uncle and father. 

"Where's that darnn tea I sent for?" Jamie reached impatiently for the bell, but I stopped him. The brothel's domestic arrangements ivere evidently still disarranged from the excitements of the morning. 

"Don't bother," I said. "I'll go down and fetch it." I scooped up the spittoon and carried it out with me at arm's length, hearing Ian say behind rue, in a reasonable tone of voice, 

"Look, fool-" 

I found my way to the kitchen with no difficulty, and obtained the rieccssari, supplies. I hoped Jamie and Ian would give the boy a few minutes' respite; not only for his own sake, but so that I would miss nothing of his storv. 

I had clearly missed somethin

,g; when I returned to the small sitting room, an air of constraint hung over the room like a cloud, and Young Ian glanced up and then quickly away to avoid my eye. Jamie was his usual imperturbable self, but the elder Ian looked almost as flushed and uneasy as his son. He hurried forward to take the tray from me, murmuring thanks, but would not meet my eye. 

I raised one eyebrow at Jamie, who gave me a slight smile and a shrug. I shrugged back and picked up one of the bowls on the tray. 

"Bread and milk," I said, handing it to Young Ian, who at once looked happier. 

"Aot tea," I said, handing the pot to his father, 

"Whisky," I said, handing the bottle to Jamie, "and cold tea for the burns," I whisked the lid off the last bo,,vJ, in which a number of napkins Were soaking in cold tea. 

"Cold tea?" larme's ruddy brows lifted. "Did the cook have no butter?" "I'ou don't put butter on burns," I told him. "Aloe juice, or the juice of a 348                        Diana Gabaldon

plantain or plantago, but the cook didn't have any of that. Cold tea is the best we could manage." 

I poulticcd Young Ian's blistered hands and forearms and blotted his scarlet face gently with the tca-soaked napkins while Jamie and Ian did the honors with teapot and whisky bottle, after which we all sat down, somewhat restored, to hear the rest of Ian's story. 

"Well," he began, "I walked about the city for a bit, tryin' to think what best to do. And finally my head cleared a bit, and I reasoned that if the man I'd been following was goin' 

from tavern to tavern down the High Street, if I went to the other end and started up the street, I could maybe find him that way. I I

"That was a bright thought," Jamie said, and Ian nodded approvingly, the frown lifting a bit from his face. "Did ye find him?" 

Young Ian nodded, slurping a bit. "I did, then." 
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Running down the Royal Mile nearly to the Palace of Holyrood at the foot, he had toiled his way painstakingly up the street, stopping at each tavern to inquire for the man with the pigtail and one eye. There was no word of his quarry anywhere below the Canongate, and he was beginning to despair of his idea, when suddenly he had seen the man himself, sitting in the taproom of the Holyrood Brewery. 

Presumably this stop was for respite, rather than information, for the seaman was sitting at his ease, drinking beer. Young Ian had darted behind a hogshead in the yard, and remained there, watching, until at length the man rose, paid his score, and made his leisurely way outside. 

"He didna go to any more taverns," the boy reported, -,viping a stray drop of milk off his chin. "He went straight to Carfax Close, to the printshop." Jamie said something in Gaelic under his breath. "Did he? And what then?" 

"Well, he found the shop shut up, of course. When he saw the door was locked, he looked careful like, up at the windows, as though he was maybe thinking of breaking in. But then I saw him look about, at all the folk coming and going-it was a busv time of day, wi' all the folk coming to the chocolate shop. So he stood on the stoop a moment, thinking, and then he set off back up the close-I had to duck into the tailor's shop on the corner so as not to be seen." 

The man had paused at the entrance of the close, then, making up his mind, had turned to the right, gone down a few paces, and disappeared into a small alley. 

"I kent as how the alley led up to the court at the back of the close," Young Ian explained. 

"So I saw at once what he meant to be doing." "There's a wee court at the back of the close," Jamie explained, seeing my

puzzled look. "It's for rubbish and deliveries and such-but there's a back door out of the printshop opens onto it." 
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Young Ian nodded, putting down his empty bowl. "Aye. I thought it must bc that he meant to get into the place. And I thought of the new pamphlcts." 

"Jesus," Jamie said. He looked a little pale. 

"Pamphlets?" Ian raised his brows at Jamie. "What kind of pamphlets?" "The new printing for Mr. Gage," Young Ian explained. 

Ian still looked as blank as I felt. 

"Politics," Jamie said bluntly. "An argument for repeal of the last Stamp Act-with an exhortation to civil opposition-by violence, if necessary. Five thousand of them, freshprinted, stacked in the back room. Gage was to conic round and get them in the morning, tomorrow." 

"Jesus," Ian said. He had gone even paler than Jamie, at whom he stared in a sort of mingled horror and awe. "Have ye gone straight out o' your mind?" he inquired. "You, wi' 

not an inch on your back unscarred? Wi' the ink scarce dry on your pardon for treason? 

You're mixed up wi' Tom Gage and his seditious society, and got my son involved as well?" His voice had been rising throughout, and now he sprang to his feet, fists clenched. 

"How could ye do such a thing, Jamic-how? Have we not suffered enough for your actions, Jenny and me? All through the war and afterChrist, I'd think you'd have your fill of prisons and blood and violence!" 

"I have," Jamie said shortly. "I'm no part of Gage's group. But my business is printing, aye? He paid for those pamphlets." 
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Ian threw up his hands in a gesture of vast irritation. "Oh, aye! And that will mean a great deal when the Crown's agents arrest ye and take ye to London to be hangit! If those things were to be found on your premisesStruck by a sudden thought, he stopped and turned to his son. 

"Oh, that was it?" he asked. "Ye kent what those pamphlets were-that's why ye set them on fire?" 

Young Ian nodded, solemn as a young owl. 

"I couldna move them in time," he said. "Not five thousand. The manthe seaman-he'd broke out the back window, and he was reachin' in for the doortatch." Ian whirled back to face Jamie. 

"Damn you!" he said violently. "Damn ye for a reckless, harebrained fool, Jamie Fraser! 

First the Jacobites, and now this!" 

Jamie had flushed up at once at Ian's words, and his face grew darker at this. 

"Am I to blame for Charles Stuart?" he said. His eyes flashed angrily and he set his teacup down with a thump that sloshed tea and whisky over the polished tabletop. "Did I not try all I could to stop the wee fool? Did I not give up evervthing in that fight-everything, Ian! 

My land, my freedom, my \vife-to try to save us all?" He glanced at me briefly as he spoke, and I
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caught one very small quick glimpse of just what the last twenty years had cost him. He turned back to Ian, his brows lowering as he went on, voice growing hard. 

"And as for what I've cost your family-xvhat have ye profited, Ian? Lallybroch belongs to wcc James now, no? To your son, not mine!" 

Ian flinched at that. "I never asked-" he began. 

"No, ye didn't. I'm no accusing ye, for God's sake! But the fact's thereLallybroch's no mine anymore, is it? My father left it to me, and I cared for it as best I could-took care o' the land and the tcnants-and yc helped me, Ian." His voice softened a bit. "I couldna have managed without you and jcnnv. I dinna begrudge deeding it to Young jamie-it had to be done. But still       He turned away for a moment, head bowed, broad shoulders knotted tight beneath the linen of his shirt. 

I was afraid to move or speak, but I caught Young Ian's eye, filled with infinite distress. I put a hand on his skinny shoulder for mutual reassurance, and felt the steady pounding of the pulse in the tender flesh above his collarbone. He set his big, bony paw on my hand and held on tight. 

Jamie turned back to his brother-in-law, struggling to keep his voice and temper under control. "I swear to ye, Ian, I didna let the lad be put in danger. 1 kept him out of the way so much as I possibly could-didna let the shorcmcn see him, or let him go out on the boats Nvi' Fergus, hard as he begged me." He glanced at Young Ian and his expression changed, to an odd mixture of affection and irritation. 

"I didna ask him to come to me, Ian, and I told him he must go home again. " 

"Ye didna make him go, though, did you?" The angry color was fading from Ian's face, but his soft brown eyes were still narrow and bright with furv. "And ye didna send word, either. For God's sake, Jamie, jenny hasna slept at night anytime this month!" Jamie's lips pressed tight. "No," he said, letting the words escape one at a time. "No. I didn't. I-" He glanced at the boy again, and shrugged uncomfortably, as though his shirt had grown suddenly too tight. 
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"No," he said again. "I meant to take him home myself." 

"He's old enough to travel by himself," Ian said shortly. "He got here alone, no," 

"Aye. It xvasna that." Jamie turned aside restlessly, picking up a teacup and rolling it to and fro between his palms. "No, I meant to take him, so that I could ask your permissionyours and Jcnny's-for the lad to come live wi' me for a time." Ian uttered a short, sarcastic laugh. "Oh, aye! Give our permission for him to be hangit or transported alongside you, eh?" 
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The anger flashed across Jamie's features again as he looked up from the CLIp in his hands. 

-Yc know I wouldna let any harm come to him," he said. "For Christ's sake, Ian, I care for the lad as though he were my own son, and well ve ken it-, too!" Ian's breath was coming fast; I could hear it from my place behind the _q)ta. "Oh, I ken it well enough," he said, staring hard into Jamie's face. -But lie's not your son, avc? He's mine." 

Jamie stared back for a long moment, then reached out and gently set the teacup back on the table. "Aye," he said quietly. "He is." 

Ian stood for a moment, breathing hard, then wiped a hand carelessly across his forehead, pushing back the thick dark hair. 

-Well, then," he said. He took one or two deep breaths, and turned to his Son. 

"Come along, then," he said. "I've a room at Halliday's." Young Ian's bony fingers tightened on mine. His throat worked, but he didn't move to rise from his seat. 

"No, Da," he said. His voice quivered, and he blinked hard, not to cry. "I'm no going wi' 

yc." 

Ian's face went quite pale, with a deep red patch over the angular checkbones, as though someone had slapped him hard on both cheeks. 

"Is that so?" he said. 

Young Ian nodded, swallowing. "I-I'll go wi've in the morning, Da; I'll go home wi' ye. But not now." 

Ian looked at his son for a long moment without speaking. Then his shoulders slumped, and all the tension went out of his body. 

"I see," he said quietly. "Well, then. Well." 

Without another word, he turned and left, closing the door very carefulIN behind him. I could hear the awkward thump of his wooden leg on each step, as he made his wav down the stair. There was a brief sound of shuffling as lie reached the bottom, then Bruno's voice in farewell, and the thud of the niain door shutting. And then there was no sound in the room but the hiss of the hearthfirc behind me. 

The boy's shoulder was shaking under my hand, and he was holding tighter than ever to my fingers, crN Ting without making a sound. 

Jamie came slowly to sit beside him, his face full of troubled helplessness. "Ian, oh, wee Ian," he said. "Christ, laddie, ye shouldna have done that." "I had to." Ian gasped and gave a sudden snufflc, and I realized that he

had been holding his breath. He turned a scorched countenance on his L111clc, ra -Vv features contorted in anguish. 

"I didna want to hurt Da," he said. "I didn't!" 
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Jamie patted his knee absently. "I know, laddie," he said, "but to say such ,1 thing to him-" 352

Diana Gabaldon

"I couldna tell him, though, and I had to tell you, Uncle Jamie!" Jamie glanced up, suddenly alert at his nephew's tone, 

"Tell me? Tell me what," 

"The man. The man wi' the pigtail." "What about him?" Young Ian licked his lips, steeling himself. "I think I kilt him," he whispered. Startled, Jamie glanced at me, then back at Young Ian. "How?" he asked. 

"Well . . . I lied a bit," Ian began, voice trembling. The tears were still welling in his eyes, but he brushed them aside. "When I went into the printshop-I had the key ye gave me-the man was already inside." 

The seaman had been in the backmost room of the shop, where the stacks of newly printed orders were kept, along with the stocks of fresh ink, the blotting papers used to clean the press, and the small forge where worn slugs were melted down and recast into fresh type. 

"He was taking some o' the pamphlets from the stack, and putting them inside his jacket," Ian said, gulping. "When I saw him, I screeched at him to put them back, and he whirled round at me wi' a pistol in his hand." 

The pistol had discharged, scaring Young Ian badly, but the ball had gone wild. Little daunted, the seaman had rushed at the boy, raising the pistol to club him instead. 

"There was no time to run, or to think," he said. He had let go my hand by now, and his fingers twisted together upon his knee. "I reached out for the first thing to hand and threw it." 

The first thing to hand had been the Icad-dipper, the long-handled copper ladle used to pour molten lead from the melting pot into the casting molds. The forge had been still alight, though well-bankcd, and while the melting pot held no more than a small puddle, the scalding drops of lead had flown from the dipper into the seaman's face. 

"God, how he screamed!" A strong shudder ran through Young Ian's slender frame, and I came round the end of the sofa to sit next to him and take both his hands. The seaman had reeled backward, clawing at his face, and upset the small forge, knocking live coals everywhere. 

"That was what started the fire," the boy said. "I tried to beat it out, but it caught the edge of the fresh paper, and all of a sudden, something went jvhoosb! in my face, and it was as though the whole room was alight." 

"The barrels of ink, I suppose," Jamie said, as though to himself. "The powder's dissolved in alcohol." 

The sliding piles of flaming paper fell between Young Ian and the back door, a wall of flarne that billowed black smoke and threatened to collapse upon him. The seaman, blinded and screaming like a banshee, had been of, 
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his hands and knees between the boy and the door into the front room of the printshop and safety. 

"I-I couldna bear to touch him, to push him out o' the way," he said, shuddering again. 
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Losing his head completely, he had run up the stairs instead, but then found himself trapped as the flames, racing through the back room and drawing up the stair like a chimney, rapidly filled the upper room with blinding smoke. 

"Did ve not think to climb out the trapdoor onto the roof?" Jamie asked. Young Ian shook his head miserably. "I didna ken it was there." 

"Whv ivas it there?" I asked curiously. 

Jamie gave me the flicker of a smile. "In case of need. It's a foolish fox has but one exit to his bolthoic. Though I must say, it wasna fire I was thinking of when I had it made." He shook his head, ridding himself of the distraction. 

"But yc think the man didna escape the fire?" he asked. 

"I dinna see how he could," Young Ian answered, beginning to sniffle again. "And if he's dead, then I killed him. I couldna tell Da I was a m-mur -nmr-" He was crying again, too hard to get the word out. 

"You're no a murderer, Ian," Jamie said firmly. He patted his nephew's shaking shoulder. 

"Stop now, it's all right-ye havena done wrong, laddic, Yc haven't, d'ye hear, "' 

The boy gulped and nodded, but couldn't stop crying or shaking. At last I put my arms around him, turned him and pulled his head down onto my shoulder, patting his back and making the sort of small soothing noises one makes to little children. He fclt very odd in my arms; nearly as big as a full-grown man, but with file, light bones, and so little flesh on them that it was like holding a skeleton. He was talking into the depths of my bosom, his voice so disjointed by eniotion and muffled by fabric that it was difficult to make out the words. L

. . . mortal sin          he seemed to be saying,            damned to hell . . .couldna tell Da . . . afraid . . . canna go home ever . . ." 

Jamie raised his brows   at me, but I only shrugged helplessly, smoothing the thick, bushy hair on   the back of the boy's head. At last Jamie leaned forward, took him firmly   by the shoulders and sat him up. 

"Look ye, Ian," he said. "No, look-look at me!" BN dint of supreme effort, the bov straightened his drooping neck and fixed brimming, red-rimmed eyes on his uncle's face. 

"Now then." Jamie took hold of his nephew's hands and squeezed them lightINI. "First-it's no a sin to kill a man that's trying to kill you. The Church allows yc to kill if ye must, in defense of yourself, your family, or your COLIntry. So ve haveria committed mortal sin, and you're no damned." 
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"I'm not?" Young Ian sniffed mightily, and mopped at his face with a sleeve. 

"No, you're not." Jamie let the hint of a smile show in his eyes. "We'll go together and call on Father Hayes in the morning, and ve'll make your confession and be absolved then, but he'll tell ye the same as I have." 

"Oh." The syllable held profound relief, and Young Ian's scrawny shoulders rose perceptibly, as though a burden had rolled off of them. 

Jamie patted his nephew's knee again. "For the second thing, ye needna fear telling your father." 

"No?" Young Ian had accepted Jamie's word on the state of his soul without hesitation, but sounded profoundly dubious about this secular opinion. 
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"Well, I'll not say he'll no be upset," Jamie added fairly. "In fact, I expect it will turn the rest of his hair white on the spot. But he'll understand. He isna going to cast ye out or disown ye, if that's what you're scairt of." 

"You think he'll understand?" Young Ian looked at Jamie with eyes in which hope battled with doubt. "I-1 didna think he . . . has my Da ever killed a man?" he asked suddenly. Jamie blinked, taken aback by the question. "Well," he said slowly, "I suppose-I mean, he's fought in battle, but I-to tell ye the truth, Ian, I dinna ken." He looked a little helplessly at his nephew. 

"It's no the sort of thing men talk much about, aye? Except sometimes soldiers, when they're deep in drink." 

Young Ian nodded, absorbing this, and sniffed again, with a horrid gurgling noise. Jamie, groping hastily in his sleeve for a handkerchief, looked up suddenly, struck by a thought. 

"That's why ye said ye must tell me, but not your Da? Because ye knew I've killed men before?" 

His nephew nodded, searching Jamie's face with troubled, trusting eyes. "Aye. I thought . . 

. I thought ye'd know what to do." 

"Ah." Jamie drew a deep breath, and exchanged a glance with me. "Well . . ." His shoulders braced and broadened, and I could see him accept the burden Young Ian had laid down. He sighed. 

"What ye do," he said, "is first to ask yourself if yc had a choice. You didn't, so put your mind at ease. Then ye go to confession, if ye can; if not, say a good Act of Contrition-that's good enough, when it's no a mortal sin. Ye harbor no fault, mind," he said earnestly, "but the contrition is because ye greatly regret the necessity that fcll on ye. It does sometimes, and there's no preventing it. 

"And then say a prayer for the soul of the one you've killed," he went on, "that he may find rest, and not haunt ye. Ye ken the prayer called Soul Peace? Use that one, if vc have leisure to think of it. In a battle, when there is no

Voyager                 355

time, use Soul Leading-'Bc this soul on Thine arm, 0 Christ, Thou King of the City of Heaven, Amen.' " 

"Be this soul on Thine arm, 0 Christ, Thou King of the City of Heaven, Amen," Young Ian repeated under his breath. He nodded slowly. "Aye, all right. And then?" jaruie reached out and touched his nephew's cheek with great gentleness. "Then ve live with it, laddic," he said softly. "That's all." 

18

Virtue's Guardian

on think the man Young Ian followed has something to do with Sir Percival's warning?" I lifted a cover on the supper tray that

1J had just been delivered and sniffcd appreciatively; it seemed a very long time since Moubray's stew. 

Jamie nodded, picking up a sort of hot stuffed roll. 


"I should be surprised if he had not," he said dryly. "While there's likely more than one man willing to do me harm, I canna think it likely that gangs o' them are roaming about Edinburgh." He took a bite and chewed industriously, shaking his head. 

"Nay, that's clear enough, and nothing to be greatly Nvorrit over." 
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"It's not?" I took a small bite of my own roll, then a bigger one. "This is delicious. What is it?" 

Jamie lowered the roll he had been about to take a bite of, and squinted at it. "Pigeon minced wi' truffles," he said, and stuffed it into his mouth whole. 

"No," he said, and paused to swallow. "No," he said again, more clearly. "That's likely just a matter of a rival smuggler. There are two gangs that I've had a wee bit of difficulty with now and then." He waved a hand, scattering crumbs, and reached for another roll. 

"The way the man bchaved-smellin' the brandy, but seldom tasting ithe may be a dgustareur de vin; someone that can tell from a sniff where a wine was made, and from a taste, which year it was bottled. A vcrra valuable fcllow," he added thoughtfully, "and a choice hound to set on my troil." 

Wine had come along with the supper. I poured out a glass and passed it under my own nose. 

"He could track you-you, personally-through the brandy?" I asked curiously. 

"More or less. You'll remember my cousin Jared?" 

"Of course I do. You mean he's still alive?" After the slaughter of Culloden and the erosions of its aftermath, it was wonderfully heartening to hear that Jared, a wealthN Scottish émigré with a prosperous wine business in Paris, was still among the quick, and not the dead. 

"I expect they'll have to head him up in a cask and toss him into tile Seine to get rid of him," Jamie said, teeth gleaming white in his soot-stained

y . 5 V I                           j 11, /

countenance. "Aye, he's not only alive, but enjoying it. Where d'ye think I get the French brandy I bring into Scotland?" 

The obvious answer was "France," but I refrained from saving so. "Jared, I suppose?" I said instead. 

Jamie nodded, mouth full of another roll. "Hey!" He leaned forward and snatched the plate out from under the tentative reach of Young Ian's skinny fingers. "You're no supposed to be eating rich stuff like that when your Nvarnc's curdled," he said, frowning and chewing. He swallowed and licked his lips. "I'll call for more brcad and milk for ye." 

"But Uncle," said Young Ian, looking longingly at the savory rolls. "I'm awfully hungry." Purged by confession, the boy had recovered his spirits considerably, and evidently, his appetite as well. 

Jamie looked at his nephew and sighed. "Aye well. Yc swear you're no going to vomit on me?" 

"No, Uncle," Young Ian said meekly. 

"All right, then." Jamie shoved the plate in the boy's direction, and returned to his explanation. 

"Jared scrids me mostly the second-quality bottling from his own vineyards in the Moselle, kcepin' the first quality for sale in France, where they can tell the difference." 

"So the stuff you bring into Scotland is identifiable?" 

He shrugged, reaching for the wine. "Only to a nez, a dgustateur, that is. But the fact is, that wee Ian here saw the man taste the wine at the Dog and Gun and at the Blue Boar, and those arc the two taverns on the High Street that buy brandy from me exclusively. Several others buy from me, but from others as well. 
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"In any case, as I say, I'm none so concerned at havin' someone look for Jamie Roy at a tavern." He lifted his wineglass and passed it under his own nose by reflex, made a slight, unconscious face, and drank. "No," he said, lowering the glass, "what worries me is that the man should have found his way to the printshop. For I've taken considerable pains to make sure that the folk who see Jamie Roy on the docks at Burntisland are not the same ones who pass the time o' day in the High Street with Mr. Alec Malcolm, the printer." I knitted my brows, trying to work it out. 

"But Sir Percival called you Malcolm, and he knows you're a smuggler," I protested. Jamie nodded patiently. "Half the men in the ports near Edinburgh arc smugglers, Sassenach," he said. "Aye, Sir Percival kens fine I'm a smuggler, but he docsna ken I'm Jamie Roy-let alone James Fraser. He thinks I bring in bolts of undeclared silk and velvet from Holland-bccause that's what I pay him in." He smiled wryly. "I trade brandy for them, to the tailor on the corncr. Sir Percival's an eye for fine cloth, and his lady even more. But he
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doesna ken I've to do xvi' the liquor-let alone how much-or he'd be wanting a great deal more than the odd bit of face and yardage, I'll tell vc." "Could one of the tavern owners have told the seaman about you? Surely they've seen you." 

He ruffled a hand through his hair, as he did when thinking, making a few short hairs on the crown stand up in a whorl of tiny spikes. 

"Aye, thev've seen me," he said slowly, "but only as a customer. Fergus handles the business dealings wi' the taverns-and Fergus is careful never to go near the printshop. He always mects me here, in private." He gave me a crooked grin. "No one questions a man's reasons for visiting a brothel, aye?" 

"Could that be it?" I asked, struck by a sudden thought. -Ax1V man can come here without question. Could the seaman Young Ian followed have seen you hcre-you and Fergus? Or heard your description from one of the girls? After all, you're not the most inconspicuous man I've ever seen." He wasn't, either. While there might be any number of redheaded men in Edinburgh, few of them towered to Jamie's height, and fewer still strode the streets with the unconscious arrogance of a disarmed warrior. 

"That's a verra useful thought, Sassenach," he said, giving me a nod. "It will be easy enough to find out whether a pigtailed seaman with one eye has been here recently; I'll have Jeanne ask among her lassies." 

He stood up, and stretched rackingly, his hands nearly touching the wooden rafters. 

"And then, Sassenach, perhaps we'll go to bed, aye?" He lowered his arms and blinked at rne with a smile. "What wi' one thing and another, it's been the bloody hell of a day, no?" 

"It has, rather," I said, smiling back. 

Jeanne, summoned for instructions, arrived together with Fergus, who opened the door for the madam with the easy familiarity of a brother or cousin. Little wonder if he fclt at home, I supposed; he had been born in a Paris brothel, and spent the first ten years of his life there, sleeping in a cupboard beneath the stairs, when not making a living by picking pockets on the street. 

"The brandy is gone," he reported to Jamie. "I have sold it to MacAlpine -at a small sacrifice in price, I regret, milord. I thought a quick sale the best." 

"Better to have it off the premises," Jamie said, nodding. "What have ye done wi' the body?" 

PDF Transform

PDF Transform

Y

Y

Y

er

Y

er

B

2

B

2

B

.0

B

.0

A

A

Click here to buy

Click here to buy

w

w

w

w

w . 

w

A B B YY.com

.A B BYY.com

Fergus smiled briefly, his lean face and dark forelock lending him a distinctly piratical air. 

"Our intruder also has gone to MacAlpine's tavern, milord-suitably disguised." 

"As what?" I demanded. 
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The pirate's grin turned on me; Fergus had turned out a very handsome inan, the disfigurement of his hook nonvithstan ding. 

"As a cask of creme de mcnthe, milady," he said. 

"I do not suppose anyone has drunk cremc dc menthe in Edinburgh any time in the last hundred years," observed Madame Jeanne. "The heathen Scots are not accustomed to the use of civilized liqueurs; I have never seen a customer here take anything beyond whisky, beer, or brandywinc." 

"Exactly, Madame," Fergus said, nodding. "We do not want Mr. MacAlpine's tapmen broaching the cask, do we?" 

"Surely somebody's going to look in that cask sooner or later," I said. "Not to be indelicate, but-" 

"Exactly, milady," Fergus said, with a respectful bow to me. "Though cr&mc de menthe has a very high content of alcohol. The tavern's cellar is but a temporary resting place on our unknown friend's journey to his eternal rest. He goes to the docks tomorrow, and thence to somewhere quite far away. It is only that I did not want him cluttering up Madame Jeanne's premises in the meantime." 

Jeanne addressed a remark in French to St. Agnes that I didn't quite catch, but then shrugged and turned to go. 

"I will make inquiries of lesfilles concerning this seaman tomorrow, Monsicur, when they are at leisure. For now-" 

"For now, speaking of leisure," Fergus interrupted, "might Mademoiselle Sophie find herself unemployed this evening?" 

The madam favored him with a look of ironic amusement. "Since she saw you come in, mon petit saucisse, I expect that she has kept herself available." She glanced at Young Ian, slouched against the cushions like a scarecrow from which all the straw stuffing has been removed. "And will I find a place for the young gentleman to sleep?" 

"Oh, ayc." Jamie looked consideringly at his nephew. "I suppose ye can laN a pallet in my room." 

Oh, no!" Young Ian blurted. "You'll want to be alone wi' your wife, will ye not, Uncle?" 

"What?" Jamie stated at him uncomprehendingly. 

"Well, I mean . . ." Young Ian hesitated, glancing at me, and then hastily a%vay. "I mean, nay doubt you'll be wanting to . . . cr . . . mrnphm?" A Highlander born, he managed to infuse this last noise with an amazing vcalth of implied indelicacy. Jamie rubbed his knuckles hard across his upper lip. 

"Well, that's vcrra thoughtful of yc, Ian," he said. His voice quivered slightlv with the effort of not laughing. "And I'm flattered that ye have such a high opinion of my virility as to think I'm capable of anything but sleeping iii bed after a day like this. But I think perhaps I can forgo the satisfaction of

13 U U                    - I . 1. . - . 
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my carnal desires for one night-fond as I am of your auntic," he added, giving me a faint grin. 

"But Bruno tells me the establishment is not busy tonight," Fergus put in, glancing round in some bewilderment. "Why does the boy not-" "Because he's no but fourteen, for God's sake!" Jamie said, scandalized. "Almost fifteen!" Young Ian corrected, sitting up and looking interested. "Well, that is certainly sufficient," Fergus said, with a glance at Madame

Jeanne for confirmation. "Your brothers were no older when I first brought them here, and they acquitted themselves honorably." 

"You what?" Jamie goggled at his protege. 

"Well, someone had to," Fergus said, with slight impatience. "Normally, a boy's fathcr-but of course, le Monsieur is not-meaning no disrespect to your esteemed father, of course," he added, with a nod to Young Ian, who nodded back like a mechanical toy, "but it is a matter for experienced judgment, you understand?" 

"Now"-he turned to Madame Jeanne, with the air of a gourmand consulting the wine steward-" Dorcas, do you think, or Penelope?" 

"No, no," she said, shaking her head decidedly, "it should be the second Mary, absolutely. The small one." 

"Oh, with the yellow hair? Yes, I think you are right," Fergus said approvingly. "Fetch her, then." 

Jeanne was off before Jamie could manage more than a strangled croak in protest. 

"But-but-the lad canna-" he began. 

"Yes, I can," Young Ian said. "At least, I think I can." It wasn't possible for his face to grow any redder, but his ears were crimson with excitement, the traumatic events of the day completely forgotten. 

"But it's-that is to say-I canna be letting yc-" Jamie broke off and stood glaring at his nephew for a long moment. Finally, he threw his hands up in the air in exasperated defeat. 

"And what am I to say to your mother?" he demanded, as the door opened behind him. Framed in the door stood a very short young girl, plump and soft as a partridge in her blue silk chemise, her round sweet face beaming beneath a loose cloud of yellow hair. At the sight of her, Young Ian froze, scarcely breathing. 

When at last he must draw breath or die, he drew it, and turned to Jamie. With a smile of surpassing sweetness, he said, "Well, Uncle Jamie, if I were you"-his voice soared up in a sudden alarming soprano, and he stopped, clearing his throat before resuming in a respectable baritone-"I wouldna tell her. Good night to yc, Auntie," he said, and walked purposeftilly forward. 
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"I canna decide whether I must kill Fergus or thank him." Jamie was sitting on the bed in our attic room, slowly unbuttoning his shirt. 

I laid the damp dress over the stool and knelt down in front of him to unbuckle the knee buckles of his breeches. 

"I suppose he was trying to do his best for Young Ian." 

"Aye-in his bloody immoral French way." Jamie reached back to untie the lace that held his hair back. He had not plaited it again when we Icft IvIoubray's, and it fell soft and loose
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on his shoulders, framing the broad cheekbones and long straight nose, so that he looked like one of the fiercer Italian angels of the Renaissance. 

"Was it the Archangel Michael who drove Adam and Eve out of the Garden of Eden?" I asked, stripping off his stockings. 

He gave a slight chuckle. "Do I strike ye so-as the guardian o' virtue? And Fergus as the wicked serpent?" His hands came under my elbows as he bent to lift me up. "Get up, Sassenach; ye shouldria be on your knees, serving me." 

"You've had rather a time of it today yourself," I answered, making him stand up with me. 

"Even if you didn't have to kill anyone." There were large blisters on his hands, and while he had wiped away most of the soot, there was still a streak down the side of his jaw. 

"Mm." My hands went around hiswaist to help with the waistband of his breeches, but he held them there, resting his check for a moment against the top of mv head. 

"I wasna quite honest wi' the lad, ve kcn," he said. 

"No? I thought you did wonderfully with him. He felt better after he talked to you, at least." 

"Aye, I hope so. And may be the prayers and such will help-thcy canna liurt him, at least. But I didna tell him everything." 

"What else is there?" I tilted up my face to his, touching his lips softly with my own. He smelled of smoke and sweat. 

11 What a man most often does, when he's soul-sick wi' killing, is to find a woman, Sassenach," he answered softly. "His own, if he can; another, if he rilust. For she can do what he cannot-and heal him." 

My fingers found the lacing of his fly; it came loose with a tug. "That's why you let him go with the second Mary?" 

He shrugged, and stepping back a pace, pushed the breeches down and off. "I couldna stop him. And I think perhaps I was right to let him, young as he is." He smiled crookedly at me. "At least he'll not be fashing and fretting himself over that seaman tonight." 

"I don't imagine so. And what about you?" I pulled the chemise off over my head. 362                       Diana Gabaldon

"Me?" He stared down at me, eyebrows raised, the grimy linen shirt hanging loose upon his shoulders. 

I glanced behind him at the bed. 

"Ycs. You haven't killed anyone, but do you want to . . . mmphm?" I met his gaze, raising my own brows in question. 

The smile broadened across his face, and any resemblance to Michael, stern guardian ofvirtue, vanished. He liftcd one shoulder, then the other, and let them fall, and the shirt slid down his arms to the floor. 

"I expect I do," he said. "But you'll be gentle wi' me, aye?" 19

Culloden's Last Victim

n the morning, I saw Jamie and Ian off on their pious errand, and then set off myself, stopping to purchase a large wicker basket from a vendor in the street. It was time I began to equip myself again, with whatever I I
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could find in the way of medical supplies. After the events of the preceding day, I was beginning to fear I would have need of them before long. Haugh's apothecary shop hadn't changed at all, through English occupation, Scottish Rising, and the Stuart's fall, and my heart rose in delight as I stepped through the door into the rich, familiar smells of hartshorn, pepperinint, almond oil, and anise. 

The man behind the counter was Haugh, but a much younger Haugh than the middle-aged man I had dealt with twenty years before, when I had patronized this shop for tidbits of military intelligence, as well as for nostrums and herbs. 

The younger Haugh did not know me, of course, but went courteously about the business of finding the herbs I wanted, among the neatly ranged jars on his shelves. A good many were common-rosemary, tansy, marigold -but a few on my list made the young Haugh's ginger eyebrows rise, and his lips purse in thoughtfulness as he looked over the jars. There was another customer in the shop, hovering near the counter, where tonics were dispensed and compounds ground to order. He strode back and forth, hands clasped behind his back, obviously impatient. After a moment, he came up to the counter. 

"How long?" he snapped at Mr. Haugh's back. 

"I canna just say, Reverend," the apothecary's voice was apologetic. "Louisa did say as

'twould need to be boiled." 

The only reply to this was a snort, and the man, tall and narrow-shouldered in black, resumed his pacing, glancing from time to time at the doorway to the back room, where the invisible Louisa was presumably at work. The man looked slightly familiar, but I had no time to think where I had seen him before. 

Mr. Haugh was squinting dubiously at the list I had given him. "Aconite, now," he muttered. "Aconite. And what might that be, I wonder?" "Well, it's poison, for one thing," I said. Mr. Haugh's mouth dropped open momentarily. 
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"It's a medicine, too," I assured him. "But you have to be careful in the use of it. Extcrnally, it's good for rheumatism, but a very tiny amount taken by mouth will lower the rate of the pulse. Good for some kinds of heart trouble." 

"Rcallv," Mr. Haugh said, blinking. He turned to his shelves, looking rather helpless. "Er, do ye ken what it smells like, maybe?" 

Taking this for invitation, I came round the counter and began to sort through the jars. Thcy,,vere all carefully labeled, but the labels of some were Clearly old, the ink faded, and the paper peeling at the edges. 

"I'm afraid I'm none so canny xvi' the medicines as my Da yet," young Mr. Haugh was saying at my elbow. "He'd taught me a good bit, but then he passed on a year ago, and there's things here as I dinna ken the use of, I'm afraid." 

"Well, that one's good for cough," I said, taking down a jar of elecampane with a glance at the impatient Reverend, who had taken out a handkerchief and was wheezing asthmatically into it. "Particularly sticky-sounding coughs. " I frowned at the crowded shelves. Everything was dusted and immaculate, but evidently not filed according either to alphabetical or botanical order. Had old Mr. Haugh merely remembered where things were, or had he a system of some kind? I closed my eyes and tried to remember the last time II had been in the shop. 
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To my surprise, the image came back easily. I had come for foxglove then, to make the infusions for Alex Randall, younger brother of Black Jack Randall-and Frank's six-times grcat-grandfathcr. Poor boy, he had been dead now twenty years, though he had lived long enough to sire a son. I felt a twinge of curiosity at the thought of that son, and of his mother, who had been my friend, but I forced my mind away from them, back to the image of Mr. Haugh, standing on tiptoe to reach up to his shelves, over near the right-hand side . 

. . 

"There." Sure enough, my hand rested near the jar labeled FOXGLOVE. To one side of it was a jar labeled HORSETAIL, to the other, LILY OF THE VALLY ROOT. I hesitated, looking at them, running over in my mind the possible uses of those herbs. Cardiac herbs, all of them. If aconite was to be found, it would be close by, then. It was. I found it quickly, in a jar labeled AULD WrVES HULD. 

"Be careful with it." I handed the Jar gingerly to Mr. Haugh. "Even a bit of it will make your skin go numb. Perhaps I'd better have a glass bottle for it." Most of the herbs I'd bought had been wrapped Lip in squares of gauze or twisted in screws of paper, but the young Mr. Haugh nodded and carried the jar of aconite into the back room, held at arm's length, as though he expected it to explode in his face. 
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"Ye'd seem to know a good deal more about the medicines than the lad," said a deep, hoarse voice behind me. 

,,Well, I've somewhat more experience than he has, likely." I turned to find the minister leaning on the counter, watching me under thick brows NN,ith pale blue eyes. I realized with a start where I had seen him; in ,loubray's, the day before. He gave no sign of recognizing me; perhaps because my cloak covered Daphne's dress. I had noticed that many men took relatively little notice of the face of a woman en dcolletqqe, though it seemed a regrettable habit in a clergyman. He cleared his throat. 

"Mmphm. And d'ye ken what to do for a nervous complaint, then?" "What sort of nervous complaint?" 

He pursed his lips and frowned, as though unsure whether to trust me. The upper lip came to a slight point, like an owl's beak, but the lower was thick and pendulous. 

"Well . . . 'tis a complicated case. But to speak generally, now"-hc eyed me carefully-"what would yc give for a sort of . . . fit"Epileptic seizure? Where the person falls down and twitches?" He shook his head, showing a reddened band about his neck, where the high white stock had chafed it. 

"No, a different kind of fit. Screaming and staring." "Screaming and staring?" 

"Not at once, ye ken," he added hastily. "First the one, and then the othcr-or rather, roundabout. First she'll do naught but stare for days on end, not speaking, and then of a sudden, she'll scream fit to wake the deid." 

"That sounds very trying." It did; if he had a wife so afflicted, it could easily explain the deep lines of strain that bracketed his mouth and eyes, and the blue circles of exhaustion beneath his eyes. 

I tapped a finger on the counter, considering. "I don't know; I'd have to see the patient." 
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The minister's tongue touched his lower lip. "Perhaps . . . would ye be willing maybe, to come and see her? It isn't far," he added, rather stiffly. Pleading didn't come naturally to him, but the urgency of his request communicated itself despite the stiffness of his figure. 

"I can't, just now," I told him. "I have to meet my husband. But perhaps this afternoon-" 

"Two o'clock," he said promptly. "Hendcrson's, in Carrubber's Close. Campbell is the name, the Reverend Archibald Campbell." 

Before I could say yes or no, the curtain between the front room and the back twitched aside, and Mr. Haugh appeared with two bottles, one of Which he handed to each of us, The Reverend eyed his with suspicion, as he groped in his pocket for a coin. 

"Weel, and there's your price," he said ungraciously, slapping it on the 366                       Di an a Ga 0 a I don

counter. "And we'll hope as you've given me the right one, and no the lady's poison." The curtain rustled again and a woman looked out after the departing form of the minister. 

"Good riddance," she remarked. "Happcncc for an hour's work, and insult on the top of it! 

The Lord might ha' chosen better, is all I can say! 'I "Do you knoxv him,"' I asked, curious whether Louisa might have any helpful information about the afflicted Nvife. 

"Not to say I ken him wecl, no," Louisa said, staring at me in frank curiosity. "He's one o' 

they Free Church mcenisters, as is always rantin' on the corner by the Market Cross, tellin' 

folk as their behavior's of nay conseqUcnce at all, and all that's needful for salvation is that they shall 'Come to grips wi' Jesus'-like as if Our Lord was to be a fair-day -vvrcstler!" She sniffed disdainfully at this heretical viewpoint, crossing herself against contamination. 

"I'm surprised the likes of the Reverend Campbell should come in our shop, hcarin' what he thinks o' Papists by and large." Her eyes sharpened at me. 

"But you'll maybe be Free Church yourscl', ma'am; meanin' no offense to ye, if SO." 

"No, I'm a Catholic-er, a Papist, too," I assured her. "I was only wondcring whctlier you knew anything about the Reverend's wife, and her condition." 

Louisa shook her head, turning to deal with a new customer. 

"Nay, I'vc nc'er seen the lady. But whatever's the matter with her," she added, froxviiing after the departed Reverend, "I'm sure that livin' wi' him doesna improve it any!" The weatlier was chill but clear, and only a faint hint of smoke lingered in the Rectory garden as a reminder of the fire. Jamie and I sat on a bench against the \ull, absorbing the palc ,vinter sunshine as we waited for Young Ian to finish his confession. 

"Did you tell Ian that load of rubbish he gave Young Ian yesterday? About where I'd bcen all this time?" 

"Oh, aye," he said. "lan's a good deal too canny to believe it, but it's a likely enougli story, and he's too good a friend to insist on the truth." 

11 1 SUPPOSC it will do, for general consumption," I agreed. "But shouldn't you have toli it to Sir Percival, instead of letting him think we were newlyweds?" He shook Iiis head decidedly. "Och, no. For the one thing, Sir Percival has no notion o1 Mv real name, though IT lav a year's takings he knows it isna Malcolm. I dinna want him to be thinking of me and Culloden together, by
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any means. And for another, a story like the one I gave Ian would cause the c1cviI of a lot more talk than the news that the printer's taken   a "vi fc. " 

" 'Oh, what a tangled web we weave,' " I intoned, " 'NN,hcn first we practicc to deceive.' " He gave me a quick blue glance, and the corner of his            MOLIth liftcd slightly. 

"It gets a bit easier with practice, Sassenach," he said. "Try living wl' me for a time, and ye'll find yourself spinning silk out of your arse easy as sh-, cr, easy as kiss-my-hand." I burst out laughing. 

"I want to see you do that," I said. 

"You already have." He stood up and craned his neck, ti-ving to see over the wall into the Rectory garden. 

"Young Ian's being the devil of a time," he remarked, sitting down again. "How can a lad not yet fiftcen have that much to confess?" 

"After the day and night he had yesterday? I suppose it depends how much detail Father Hayes wants to hear," I said, with a vivid recollection of my breakfast with the prostitutes. 

"Has he been in there all this time?" 

"Er, no." The tips of Jamie's cars grew slightly pinker in the morning light. "I, er, I had to go first. As an example, ye ken." 

"No wonder it took some time," I said, teasing. "How long has it been since you've been to confession?" 

,,I told Father Hayes it was six months." "And was it?" 

"No, but I supposed if he was going to shrive me for thieving, assault, and profane language, he might as well shrive me for lying,     too." 

"What, no fornication or impure thoughts?" 

"Certainly not," he said austerely. "Ye can think any     manner of horrible things without sin, and it's to do wi' yourwife. It's only if you're thinking it about other ladies, it's impure." 

"I had no idea I was coming back to save your soul," I said primly, "but it's nice to be useful." 

He laughed, bent and kissed me thoroughly. 

"I wonder if that counts as an indulgence,     ;1 he said, pausing for breath. "It ought to, no? 

It does a great deal more to keep a man from the fires of

11cll than saying the rosary does. Speaking of which," he added, digging into his pocket and coming out with a rather chewcd-looking wooden rosarv, 

remind me that I Must say my penance sometime today. I was about to start on it, when ye came up." 

"How many Hail Marys are you supposed to say?" I asked, fingering the heads. The chewed appearance ,vasn't illusion; there were definite small toothmarks on most of the beads. 

"I met a jc-,v last year," he said, ignoring the question. "A natural philoso368                        Diana Gabaldon plier, who'd sailed round the world six times. He told me that in both the Musselman faith and the Jewish teachings, it was considered an act of virtue for a man and his wife to lie wi' 

each other. 

"I wonder if that has anything to do wi' both Jews and Musselmen being circumcised?" he added thoughtfiffly. "I never thought to ask him thatthough perhaps he would ha' found it indelicate to say." 

"I shouldn't think a foreskin more or less would impair the virtue," I assured him, 
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"Oh, good," he said, and kissed me once more. 

"What happened to your rosary?" I asked, picking up the string where it had fallen on the grass *"It looks like the rats have been at it." 

"Not rats," he said. "Bairns." "What bairns?" 

"Oh, any that might be about." He shrugged, tucking the beads back in his pocket. "Young Jamie has three now, and Maggie and Kitty two each. Wee Michael's lust married, but his wife's breeding." The sun was behind him, darkening his face, so that his teeth flashed suddenly white when he smiled. "Ye didna ken ye were a great-aunt seven times over, aye?" 

"A great-aunt?" I said, staggered. 

"Well, I'm a great-uncle," he said cheerfully, "and I havena found it a terrible trial, except for having my beads gnawed when the weans are cutting teeth-that, and bcin' expected to answer to 'Nunkie' a lot." 

Sometimes twenty years seemed like an instant, and sometimes it seemed like a very long time indeed. 

"Er . . . there isn't a feminine equivalent of 'Nunkie,' I hope?" 

"Oh, no," he assured me. "They'll all call ye Great-Auntie Claire, and treat ve wi' the utmost respect." 

"Thanks a lot," I muttered, with visions of the hospital's geriatric wing fresh in my mind. Jamie laughed, and with a lightness of heart no doubt engendered by being newly freed from sin, grasped me around the waist and lifted me onto his lap, 

"I've never before seen a great-auntie wi' a lovely plump arse like that," he said with approval, bouncing me slightly on his knees. His breath tickled the back of my neck as he leaned forward. I let out a small shriek as his teeth closed lightly on my ear. 

"Are ve all right, Auntic?" said Young Ian's voice just behind us, ftill of concern. Jamie started convulsively, nearly unshipping me from his lap, then tightened his hold on my waist. 

"Oh, aye," he said. "It's just your auntie saw a spider." "Where?" said Young Ian, peering interestedly over the bench. 

"Up there." Jamie rose, standing me on my feet, and pointed to the lime Voyager                                     369

trce, wherc-sure cnough-thc web of an orb weaver stretched across the crook of two branches, sparkling with damp. The weaver herself sat in the center, round as a cherry, wearing a gaudy pattern of green and vclloxN, on her back. 

"I was telling your auntie," Jamie said, as Young Ian examined the web in lashlcss fascination, "about a Jew I met, a natural philosopher. He'd made a studv of spiders, it seems; in fact, he was in Edinburgh to deliver a learned papc r to the Royal Society, in spite of being a Jew." 

LIRcally? Did he tell ye a lot about spiders?" Young Ian asked eagerly. L'A lot more than I cared to know," Jamie informed his nephew. "There are times and places for talkin' of spiders that lay eggs in caterpillars so the 'OLing hatch out and devour the poor beast while it's still alive, but during Supper isna one of them. He did say one thing I thought vcrra interesting, though," he added, squinting at the web. He blew gently on it, and the spider scuttled briskly in o hiding. 

"He said that spiders spin two kinds of silk, and if yc have a lens-and can make the spider sit still for it, I suppose-yc can see the two places where the silk comes out; spinnerets, he
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called them. In any case, the one kind of silk is sticky, and if a wee bug touches it, he's done for. But the other kind is dry silk, like the sort ye'd embroider with, but fincr." The orb weaver was advancing cautiously toward the center of her web again. 

"See where she walks?" Jamie pointed to the web, anchored by a number of spokes, supporting the intricate netlike whorl. "The spokes there, those are spun of the dry silk, so the spider can walk over it hr-rself NATi' no trouble. But the rest o' the web is the sticky kind of silk-or mostly so-and if ye watch a spider careful for quite a long time, you'll see that she goes only on the dry strands, for if she walked on the sticky stuff, she'd be stuck herself." 

"Is that so?" Ian breathed reverently on the web, watching intently as the spider moved away along her nonskid road to safetv. 

"I suppose there's a moral there for web weavers,    ;1 Jamie observed to me, sotto voce. 

"Be sure ye know which of your strands are sticky." 

"I suppose it helps even more if you have the kind of luck that will conjure up a handy spider when you need one," I said dryly. 

He laughed and took my arm. 

"That's not luck, Sasscnach," he told me. "It's watchfulness. Ian, are yc coming?" 

"Oh, aye." Young Ian abandoned the web with obvious reluctance and folloved Lis to the kirkyard gate. 

"Oh, Uncle Jamie, I meant to ask, can I borrow your rosary?" he said, as we emerged onto the cobbles of the Royal Mile. "The priest told me I must say five decades for my penance, and that's too many to keep count of on My fingers." 
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"Surely." Jamie stopped and fished in his pocket for the rosary. "Be sure to give it back, though." 

Young Ian grinned. "Aye, I reckon you'll be needing it yourself, Uncle Jamie. The priest told me he was verra wicked," Young Ian confided to me, with a lashless wink, "and told me not to be like him." 

"Mmphm." Jamie glanced up and down the road, gauging the speed of an approaching handcart, edging its way down the steep incline. Freshly shaved that morning, his cheeks had a rosy glow about them. 

"How many decades of the rosary are you supposed to say as penance?" I asked curiously. 

"Eighty-fivc," he muttered. The rosiness of his freshly shaved cheeks deepened. Young Ian's mouth dropped open in awe. 

"How long has it been since ye went to confession, Uncle?" he asked. "A long time," Jamie said tersely. "Come on!" 

Jamie had an appointment after dinner to meet with a Mr. Harding, representative of the Hand in Hand Assurance Society, which had insured the premises of the printshop, to inspect the ashy remains with him and verify the loss. 

"I willna need ye, laddie," he said reassuringly to Young Ian, who looked less than enthusiastic about the notion of revisiting the scene of his adventures. "You go wi' your auntie to see this madwoman." 

"I canna tell how ye do it," he added to me, raising one brow. "You're in the city less than two days, and all the afflicted folk for miles about are clutching at your hems." 

"Hardly all of them," I said dryly. "It's only one woman, after all, and I haven't even seen her yet." 
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"Aye, well. At least madness isna catching-I hope." He kissed me briefly, then turned to go, clapping Young Ian companionably on the shoulder. "Look after your auntic, Ian." Young Ian paused for a moment, looking after the tall form of his departing uncle. 

"Do you want to go with him, Ian?" I asked. "I can manage alone, if Von-" 

"Oh, no, Auntie!" He turned back to me, looking rather abashed. "I dinna want to go, at all. It's only-I was wondcring-well, what if they . . . find anything? In the ashes?" 

"A body, you mean," I said bluntly. I had realized, of course, that the distinct possibility that Jamie and Mr. Harding would find the body of the one-eycd seaman was the reason Jamie had told Ian to accompany me. 
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The boy nodded, looking ill at ease. His skin had faded to a sort of rosy tan, but was still too dark to show any paleness due to emotion. 

"I don't know," I said. "If the fire was a very hot one, there may be nothing much left to find. But don't worry about it." I touched his arm in rcassurance. "Your uncle will know what to do." 

"Aye, that's so." His face brightened, ftill of faith in his uncle's ability to handle any situation whatever. I smiled when I saw his expression, then realized with a small start of surprise that I had that faith, too. Be it drunken Chinese, corrupt Customs agents, or Mr. Harding of the Hand in Hand Assurance Society, I hadn't any doubt that Jamie would manage. 

"Come on, then," I said, as the bell in the Canongate Kirk began to ring. "It's just on two now.11

Despite his visit to Father Hayes, Ian had retained a certa-in air of dreamy bliss, which returned to him now, and there was little conversation as we made our way up the slope of the Royal Mile to Henderson's lodging house, in Carrubber's Close. It was a quiet hotel, but luxurious by Edinburgh standards, with a patterned carpet on the stairs and colored glass in the street window. It seemed rather rich surroundings for a Free Church minister, but then I knew little about Free Churchmen; perhaps they took no vow of poverty as the Catholic clergy did. 

Showed up to the third floor by a young boy, we found the door opened to us at once by a heavyset woman wearing an apron and a worried expression. I thought she might be in her mid-twenties, though she had already lost several of her front teeth. 

"You'll be the lady as the Reverend said would call?" she asked. Her expression lightened a bit at my nod, and she swung the door wider. 

"Mr. Campbell's had to go oot the noo," she said in a broad Lowland accent, "but he said as how he'd be most obliged to hae yer advice regardin' his sister, mum." Sister, not wife. "Well, I'll do my best," I said. "May I see Miss Campbell?" Leaving Ian to his memories in the sitting room, I accompanied the woman, who introduced herself as Nellie Cowden, to the back bedroom. Miss Campbell was, as advertised, staring. Her pale blue eyes were wide

open, but didn't seem to be looking at anything-certainly not at me. She sat in the sort of wide, low chair called a nursing chair, with her back to the fire. The room was dim, and the backlighting made her features indistinct, except for the unblinking eyes. Seen closer to, her features were still indistinct; she had a soft, round face, undistinguished by any apparent bone structure, and baby-fine brown hair, neatly
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brushed. Her nose was small and snub, her chin double, and her mouth hung pinkiv open, so slack as to obscure its natural lines. 
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"Miss Campbell?" I said cautiously. There was no response from the plump figure in the chair. Her eyes did blink, I saw, though much less frequently than normal. 

"She'll nae answer ye, whilst she's in this state," Nellie Cowden said behind me. She shook her head, wiping her hands upon her apron. "Nay, not a word." 

"How long has she been like this?" I picked up a [imp, pudgy hand and felt for the pulse. It was there, slow and quite strong. 

"Oh, for twa days so far, this time." Becoming interested, Miss Cowden 1e

-aned forward, peering into her charge's face, "Usually she stays like that for a week or more-thirtcen days is the longest she's done it." 

Moving slowly-though Miss Campbell seemed unlikely to be alarmed-1 began to examine the unresisting figure, meanwhile asking questions of her attendant. Miss Margaret Campbell was thirty-scven, Miss Cowden told me, the only relative of the Reverend Archibald Campbell, with whom she had lived for the past twenty years, since the death of their parents. 

"What starts her doing this? Do you know?" 

Miss Cowden shook her head. "No tellin', Mum. Nothin' seems to start it. One minute she'll be lookin' aboot, talkin' and laughin', eatin' her dinner like the sweet child she is, and the next-wheesht! " She snapped her fingers, then, for effect, leaned forward and snapped them again, deliberately, just under Miss Campbell's nose. 

"See?" she said. "I could hae six men wi' trumpets pass through the room, and she'd pay it nay more mind." 

I was reasonably sure that Miss Campbell's trouble was mental, not physicat, but I made a complete examination, anyway-or as complete as could be managed without undressing that clumsy, inert form. 

"It's when she comes oot of it that's the worst, though," Miss Cowden assured me, squatting next to me as I knelt on the floor to check Miss Campbett's plantar reflexes. Her feet, loosed from shoes and stockings, were damp and smelled musty. I drew a fingernail firmly down the sole of each foot in turn, checking for a Babinski rcflcx that might indicate the presence of a brain lesion. Nothing, though; her toes curled under, in normal start1cment. 

"What happens then? Is that the screaming the Reverend mentioned?" I rose to my feet. 

"Will you bring me a lighted candle, please?" 

"Oh, aye, the screamin'." Miss Cowden hastened to oblige, lighting a wax taper from the fire. "She do shriek somethin' awful then, on and on 'til she's worn herself oot. Then she'll fall asleep-sleep the clock around, she willand wake as though nothin' had happened." 

"And she's quite all right when she wakes?" I asked. I moved the candle flame slowly back and forth, a few inches before the patient's eyes. The pupils shrank in automatic response to the light, but the irises stayed fixed, 

Voyager                                  373

not following the flame. My hand itched for the solid handle of an ophthalinoscope, to examine the retinas, but no such luck. 
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"Well, not to say all right," Miss Cowden said slowlv. I turned from the patient to look at her and she shrugged, massive shoulders powerful under the linen of her blouse. 

"She's saft in the heid, puir dear," she said, matter-of-factly. "Has been for nigh on twenty year." 

"You haven't been taking care of her all that time, surely?" 

"Oh, no! Mr. Campbell had a woman as cared for her where they lived, in Burntisland, but the woman was none so young, and didna wish to leave her home. So when the Reverend made up his mind to take up the Missionary Society's r.-fer, and to take his sister wi' him to the West Indies-why, he advertised for a strong woman o' good character who wouldna mind travel to be an abigail for her . . . and here I am." Miss Cowden gave me a gaptoothed smile in testimony to her own virtues. 

"The West Indies, He's planning to take Miss Campbell on a ship to the West Indies?" I was staggered; I knew just enough of sailing conditions to think that any such trip would be a major ordeal to a woman in good health. This woman-but then I reconsidered. All things concerned, Margaret Campbell might endure such a trip better than a normal woman-at least if she remained in her trance. 

"He thought as the change of climate might be good for her," Miss Cowden was explaining. 

"Get her away from Scotland, and all the dreadful memories. Ought to ha' done it long since, is what I say." 

"What sort of dreadful memories?" I asked. I could see by the gleam in Miss Cowden's eye that she was only too ready to tell me. I had finished the examination by this time, and concluded that there was little physically Nvrong with Miss Campbell save inactivity and poor diet, but there was the chance that something in her history might suggest some treatment. 

"Weel," she began, sidling toward the table, where a decanter and several glasses stood on a tray, "it's only what Tilly Lawson told me, her as looked after Miss Campbell for sae long, but she did swear it was the truth, and her a aodlv woman. If ye'd care to take a drop of cordial, mum, for the sake o' the n    I

Reverend's hospitality?" 

The chair Miss Campbell sat on was the only one in the room, so Miss Cowden and I perched inelegantly on the bed, side by side, and watched the silclit figure before us, as we sipped our blackberry cordial, and she told me Margaret Campbell's story. Margaret Campbell had been born in Burntisland, no more than five miles froin Edinburgh, across the Firth of Forth. At the time of the '45, when Charles Stuart had marched into Edinburgh to reclaim his father's throne, she had been seventeen. 

"Her father was a Royalist, o' course, and her brother in a government 3 74                        Diana Gabaldon

regiment, marching north to put down the wicked rebels," said Miss Cowden, taking a tiny sip of the cordial to make it last. "But not Miss Margaret. Nay, she was for the Bonnie Prince, and the Hiclan' men that followed him." 

One, in particular, though Miss Cowden did not know his name. But a fine man he must have been, for Miss Margaret stole away from her home to incet him, and told him all the bits of information that she gleaned from listening to her father and his friends, and from her brother's letters home. 

But then had come Falkirk; a victory, but a costly one, followed by retreat. Rumor had attended the flight of the Prince's army to the north, and not a soul doubted but that their

PDF Transform

PDF Transform

Y

Y

Y

er

Y

er

B

2

B

2

B

.0

B

.0

A

A

Click here to buy

Click here to buy

w

w

w

w

w . 

w

A B B YY.com

.A B BYY.com

flight led to destruction. Miss Margaret, desperate at the rumors, left her home at dead of night in the cold March spring, and went to find the man she loved. Now here the account had been uncertain-whether it was that she had found the man and he had spurned her, or that she had not found him in time, and been forced to turn back from Cullodcn Moor-but in any case, turn back she did, and the day after the battle, she had fallen into the hands of a band of English soldiers. 

"Dreaciftil, what they did to her," Miss Cowden said, lowering her voice as though the figure in the chair could hear. "Dreadful!" The English soldiers, blind with the lust of the hunt and the kill, pursuing the fugitives of Culloden, had not stopped to ask her name or the sympathies of her family. They had known by her speech that she was a Scot, and that knowledge had been enough. 

They had left her for dead in a ditch half fiill of freezing water, and only the fortuitous presence of a family of tinkers, hiding in the nearby brambles for fear of the soldiers, had saved her. 

"I canna help but think it a pity they did save her, un-Christian thing it is to say," Miss Cowden whispered. "If not, the puir lamb might ha' slippit her earthly bonds and gone happy to God. But as it is-" She gestured clumsily at the silent figure, and drank down the last drops of her cordial. 

Margaret had lived, but did not speak. Somewhat recovered, but silent, she traveled with the tinkers, moving south with them to avoid the pillaging of the Highlands that took place in the wake of Culloden. And then one day, sitting in the yard of a pothouse, holding the tin to collect coppers as the tinkers busked and sang, she had been found by her brother, who had stopped with his Campbell regiment to refresh themselves on the way back to their quarters at Edinburgh. 

"She kent him, and him her, and the shock o' their meeting gave her back her voice, but not her mind, puir thing. He took her home, o' course, but she was always as though she was in the past-sometimc before she met the Hielan' man. Her father was dead then, from the influenza, and Tilly Lawson

Voyager                                  375

said as the shock o' seeing her like that kilt her mother, but could be as that N,crc the influenza, too, for there was a great deal of it about that year." The whole affair had left Archibald Campbell deeply embittered against both Highland Scots and the English army, and he had resigned his commission. With his parents dead, he found himself middling well-to-do, but the sole support of his damaged sister. 

"He couldna marry," Miss Cowden explained, "for what woman would have him, and she"with a nod toward the fire--was thrown into the bargain?" In his difficulties, he had turned to God, and become a minister. Unable to leave his sister, or to bear the confinement of the family house at Burntisland wi-.1 her, he had purchased a coach, hired a woman to look after Margaret, and begun to make brief journeys into the surrounding countryside to preach, often taking her with him. 

In his preaching he had found success, and this year had been asked by the Society of Presbyterian Missionaries if he would undertake his longest jourliev N'Ct, to the West Indies, there to organize churches and appoint elders on the colonies of Barbados and Jamaica. Prayer had given him his answer, and he had sold the family property in Burntisland and moved his sister to Edinburgh while he made preparations for the journey. 
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I glanced once more at the figure by the fire. The heated air from the hearth stirred the skirts about her feet, but beyond that small movement, she inight have been a statue. 

"Well," I said with a sigh, "there's not a great deal 1 can do for her, I'm afraid. But I'll give you some prescriptions-receipts, I mean-to have made up at the apothecary's before you go." 

If they didn't help, they couldn't hurt, I reflected, as I copied down the short lists of ingredients. Chamomile, hops, rue, tansy, and verbena, with a strong pinch of peppermint, for a soothing tonic. Tea of rose hips, to help correct the slight nutritional deficiency I had noted-sponpy, bleeding gums, and a pale, bloated look about the face. 

"Once you reach the Indies," I said, handing Miss Cowden the paper, you must see that she cats a great deal of fruit-oranges, grapefruit, and lemons, particularly. You should do the same," I added, causing a look of profound suspicion to flit across the maid's wide face. I doubted she ate any 'egctable matter beyond the occasional onion or potato, save her daily parritch. 

The Reverend Campbell had not returned, and I saw no real reason to \vait for him. Bidding Miss Campbell adieu, I pulled open the door of the bedroom, to find Young Ian standing on the other side of it. 

"Oh!" he said, startled. "I was just comin' to find vc, Auntic. It's nearIN fial past three, and Uncle Jamie said-" 

"Jamie?" The voice came from behind me, from the chair beside the fire. 3 76                       Diana Gabaldon

Miss Cowden and I whirled to find Miss Campbell sitting bolt upright, eyes still wide but focused no,,,,,. They were focused on the doorway, and as Young Ian stepped inside, Miss Campbell began to scream. 

Rather unsettled by the encounter with Miss Campbell, Young Ian and I made our way thankfully back to the reftige of the brothel, where we were greeted matter-of-factly by Bruno and taken to the rear parlor. There we found Jamie and Fergus deep in conversation. 

"True, we do not trust Sir Percival," Fergus was saying, "but in this case, what point is there to his telling you of an ambush, save that such an ambush is in fact to occur?" 

"Damned if I ken why," Jamie said frankly, leaning back and stretching in his chair, "And that being so, we do, as ye say, conclude that there's meant to be an ambush by the excisemen. Two days, he said. That would be Mullen's Cove." Then, catching sight of me and Ian, he half-rose, motioning us to take seats. 

"Will it be the rocks below Balcarres, then?" Fergus asked. Jamie frowned in thought, the two stiff fingers of his right hand drumming slowly on the tabletop. 

"No," he said at last. "Let it be Arbroath; the wee cove under the abbey there. Just to be sure, aye?" 

"All right." Fergus pushed back the half-empty plate of oatcakes from which he had been refreshing himself, and rose. "I shall spread the word, milord. Arbroath, in four days." With a nod to me, he swirled his cloak about his shoulders and went out. 

"Is it the smuggling, Uncle?" Young Ian asked eagerly. "Is there a French lugger coming?" He picked up an oatcake and bit into it, scattering crumbs over the table. Jamie's eyes were still abstracted, thinking, but they cleared as he glanced sharply at his nephew. "Aye, it is. And you, Young Ian, are having nothing to do with it." 
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"But I could help!" the boy protested. "You'll need someone to hold the mules, at least!" 

"After all your Da said to you and me yesterday, wee Ian?" Jamie raised his brows. "Christ, ye've a short memory, lad!" 

Ian looked mildly abashed at this, and took another oatcake to cover his confusion. Seeing him momentarily silent, I took the opportunity to ask my own questions. 

"You're going to Arbroath to meet a French ship that's bringing in smuggled liquor?" I asked. "You don't think that's dangerous, after Sir Percival's warning?" Voyager                                   377

Jamie glanced at me with one brow still raised, but answered patiently cnough. 

"No; Sir Percival was warning me that the rendezvous in two days' time is kiiown. That was to take place at Mullen's Cove. I've an arrangement wi' Jared and his captains, though. If a rendezvous canna be kept for some

1-cason, the lugger will stand offshore and come in again the next night-but to a different place. And there's a third fallback as well, should the second

111ecting not come off." 

"But if Sir Percival knows the first rendezvous, won't he know the others, too?" I persisted. Jamie shook his head and poured out a cup of wine. He quirked a brow at ,,ic to ask whether I wanted any, and upon my shaking my head, sipped it

11iniself. 

"No," he said. "The rendezvous points are arranged in sets of three, bct\vecn me and Jared, sent by scaled letter inside a packet addressed to Jeanne, here. Once I've read the letter, I burn it. The men who'll help meet the lugger,,vill all knoxv the first point, of coursc-I suppose one o' them will liavc let something slip," he added, frowning into his cup. "But no onenot even Fergus-kens the other two points unless xvc need to make use of one. And when we do, all the men ken well enough to guard their tongues." 

"But then it's bound to be safe, Uncle!" Young Ian burst out. "Please let me come! I'll keep well back out o' the way," he promised. 

Jamie gave his nephew a slightly jaundiced look. 

"Avc, ve will"' he said. "You'll come ,vi' me to Arbroath, but you and 'Mr aLintic will stay at the inn on the road above the abbey until we've finishcd. I've got to take the laddic home to Lallybroch, Claire," he explairied, turning to me. "And mend things as best I can with his parents." Tlic elder Ian had left Halliday's that morning before Jamie and Young Ian arrived, leaving no message, but presumably bound for home. "Ye wilIna iiiind the journey? I wouldna ask it, and you just over your travel from Inverriess"-his eyes met mine with a small, conspiratorial smile-"but I must take him back as soon as inay be." 

"I don't mind at all," I assured hirn. "It will be good to see Jennv and the rest of your family again." 

"But Uncle-" Young Ian blurted. "What about-" 

"Be still!" Jamie snapped. "That will be all from you, laddie. Not another %\,ord, aye? " Young Ian looked wounded, but took another oatcake and inserted it into Iiis mouth in a marked manner, signi!ing his intention to remain completely silcut. Jamie relaxed then, and smiled at me. 

"Wcll, and how was \,our visit to the madwoman?" 

3 78                       Diana Gabaldon

"Very interesting," 1 said. "Jamie, do you know anv people named Campbell?" 
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"Not above three or four hundred of them," he said, a smile twitching his long mouth. 

"Had ye a particular Campbell in mind," 

"A couple of them." I told him the story of Archibald Campbell and his sister, Margaret, as related to me by Nellie Cowden. 

He shook his head at the tale, and sighed. For the first time, he looked truly older, his face tightened and lined by memory. 

"It's no the worst tale I've heard, of the things that happened after Culloden," he said. "But I dinna think-,,vait." He stopped, and looked at me, eyes narrowed in thought. "Margaret Campbell. Margaret. Would she be a bormy wee lass-perhaps the size o' the second Mary? 

And wi' soft brown hair like a wren's feather, and a verra sweet face?" 

"She probably was, twenty years ago," I said, thinking of that still, plump figure sitting bv the fire. "Why, do you know her after all?" 

"Aye, I think I do." His brow was furrowed in thought, and he looked down at the table, drawing a random line through the spilled crumbs. "Aye, if I'm right, she was Ewan Cameron's sweetheart. You'll mind Ewan?" 

"Of course." Ewan had been a tall, handsome joker of a man, who had worked with Jamie at Holyrood, gathering bits of intelligence that filtered through from England. "What's become of Ewan? Or should I not ask?" I said, seeing the shadow come over Jamie's face. 

"The English shot him," he said quietly. "Two days after Culloden." He closed his eyes for a moment, then opened them and smiled tiredlN at me. "Well, then, may God bless the Reverend Archie Campbell. I'd heard of

him, a time or two, during the Rising. He was a bold soldier, folk said, and a brave one-and I suppose he'll need to be now, poor man." He sat a momerit longer, then stood up with decision. 

"Aye, well, there's a great deal to be done before we leave Edinburgh. Ian, you'll find the list of the printshop customers upstairs on the table; fetch it down to me and I'll mark off for ve the ones with orders outstanding. Ye must go to see each one and offer back their money. Unless they choose to wait until I've found new premises and laid in new stockthat might take as much as two, months, though, tell them." He patted his coat, where something made a small jingling sound. "Luckily the assurance money will pay back the customers, and have a bit left over. Speaking of which"-he turned and smiled at me-"your job, Sassenach, is to find a dressmaker who will manage vc a decent go-,vn in two days' time. For I expect Daphne would like her dress back, and I canna take ye home to Lallybroch naked." 

0

3

Rendezvous

he chief entertainment of the ride north to Arbroath was watching the conflict of wills between Jamie and Young Ian. I knew from long experience that stubbornness was one of the major

components of a Fraser's character. Ian seemed not unduly handicapped in that respect, though only half a Fraser; either the Murrays were no slouches with regard to stubbornness, or the Fraser genes were strong ones. 

Havin had the opportunity to observe Brianna at close range for many
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9                                                                      1 years, I had my own opinion about that, but kept quiet, merely enjoying the spectacle of Jamie having for once met his match. By the time we passed Balfour, he was wearing a distinctly hunted look. 

This contest between immovable object and irresistible force continued until early evening of the fourth day, when we reached Arbroath to find that the inn where Jamie had intended to leave Ian and myself no longer existed. No more than a tumbled-down stone wall and one or two charred roofbeams remained to mark the spot; otherwise, the road was deserted for miles in either direction. 

Jamie looked at the heap of stones in silence for some time. It was reasonably obvious that he could not just leave us in the middle of a desolate, muddy road. Ian, wise enough not to press the advantage, kept also silent, though his skinny frame fairly vibrated with eagerness. 

"All right, then," Jamie said at last, resigned. "Ye'll come. But only so far as the cliff's edge, Ian-d'yc hear? You'll take care of your auntie." 

"I hear, Uncle Jamie," Young Ian replied, with deceptive meekness. I caught Jamie's wry glance, though, and understood that if Ian was to take care of auntie, auntie was also to take care of Ian. I hid a smile, nodding obediently. 

The rest of the men were timely, arriving at the rendezvous point on the cliftside just after dark. A couple of the men seemed vaguely familiar, but Most were just muffled shapes; it was two days past the dark of the moon, but the tiny sliver rising over the horizon made conditions here little more illuminating than those obtaining in the brothel's cellars. No introductions were made, the men greeting Jamie with unintelligible mutters and grunts. There was one unmistakable figure, though. A large muic-drawn wagon appeared, rattling its way down the road, driven by Fergus and a diminutive
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object that could only be Mr. Willoughby, whom I had not seen since he had shot the mysterious man on the stairs of the brothel. 

"He hasn't a pistol with him tonight, I hope," I murmured to Jamie. "Who?" he said, squinting into the gathering gloom. "Oh, the Chinee? No, none of them have." Before I could ask why not, he had gone forward, to help back the wagon around, ready to make a getaway toward Edinburgh, so soon as the contraband should be loaded. Young [an pressed his way forward, and 1, mindful of my job as custodian, followed him. Mr. Willoughby stood on tiptoe to reach into the back of the wagon, emerging with an oddlooking lantern, fitted with a pierced metal top and sliding metal sides. 

"Is that a dark lantern?" I asked, fascinated. 

"Aye, it is," said Young Ian, importantiv. "Ye keep the slides shut until we see the signal out at sea." He reached for the lantern. "Here, give it me; I'll take it-I ken the signal." Mr. Willoughby merely shook his head, pulling the lantern out of Young Ian's grasp. "Too tall, too young," he said. "Tsei-mi say so," he added, as though that settled the matter once and for all. 

"What?" Young Ian was indignant. "What d'ye mean too tall and too young, ye wee-" 

"He means," said a level voice behind us, "that whoever's holding the lantern is a bonnv target, should we have visitors. Mr. Willoughby kindly takes the risk of it, because he's the smallest man among us. You're tall enough to see against the sky, wee Ian, and young enough to have nay sense yet. Stay out o' the way, aye?" 
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Jamie gave his nephew a light cuff over the ear, and passed by to kneel on the rocks by Mr. Willoughby. He said something tow-voiced in Chinese, and there was the ghost of a laugh from the Chinaman. Mr. Willoughby opened the side of the lantern, holding it conveniently to Jamie's cupped hands. A sharp click, repeated twice, and I caught the flicker of sparks struck from a flint. 

It was a wild piece of coast-not surprising, most of Scotland's coast was wild and rockyand I wondered how and where the French ship would anchor. There was no natural bay, only a curving of the coastline behind a jutting cliff that sheltered this spot from observation from the road. 

Dark as it was, I could see the white lines of the surf purting in across the small half-moon beach. No smooth tourist beach this-smatt pockets of sand lay ruffled and churned between heaps of seaweed and pebbles and juts of rock. Not an easy footing for men carrying casks, but convenient to the crevices in the surrounding rocks, where the casks could be hidden. 

Another black figure loomed up suddenly beside me. "Everyone's settled, sir," it said softly. 

"Up in the rocks." 

"Good, Joey." A sudden flare lit Jamie's profile, intent on the newly 382                        Diana Gabaldon

"But-" I said. 

"Uncle!" Young Ian said. 

"Do it," said Jamie, in tones of steel, and turned aside, the discussion concluded. Young Ian was grim on the trip up the cliff trail, but did as he was told, dutifully escorting me some distance past the gorse bushes and finding a small promontory where we might see out some way over the water. 

"We can see from here," he whispered unnecessarily. 

We could indeed. The rocks fell away in a shallow bowl beneath us, a broken cup filled with darkness, the light of the water spilling from the broken edge where the sea hissed in. Once I caught a tiny movement, as a metal buckle caught the faint light, but for the most part, the ten men below were completely invisible. 

I squinted, trying to pick out the location of Mr. Willoughby with his lantern, but saw no sign of light, and concluded that he must be standing behind the lantern, shielding it from sight from the cliff. 

Young Ian stiffened suddenly next to me. 

"Someone's coming!" he whispered. "Quick, get behind me!" Stepping courageously out in front of me, he plunged a hand under his shirt, into the band of his breeches, and withdrew a pistol; dark as it was, I could see the faint gleam of starlight along the barrel. He braced himself, peering into the dark, slightly hunched over the gun with both hands clamped on the weapon. 

"Don't shoot, for God's sake!" I hissed in his car. I didn't dare grab his arm for fear of setting off the pistol, but was terrified lest he make any noise that might attract attention to the men below. 

"I'd be obliged if ye'd heed your auntie, Ian," came Jamie's soft, ironic tones from the blackness below the cliff edge. "I'd as soon not have ye blow my head off, aye?" Ian lowered the pistol, shoulders slumping with what might have been a sigh either of relief or disappointment. The gorse bushes quivered, and then Jamie was before us, brushing gorse prickles from the sleeve of his coat. 
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"Did no one tell ye not to come armed?" Jamie's voice was mild, with no more than a note of academic interest. "It's a hanging offense to draw a weapon against an officer of the King's Customs," he explained, turning to me. "None o' the men are armed, even wi' so much as a fish knife, in case they're taken." 

"Aye, well, Fergus said they wouldna hang me, because my beard's not grown yet," Ian said awkwardly. "I'd only be transported, he said." 

There was a soft hiss as Jamie drcNN, in his breath through his teeth in exasperation. 

"Oh, ave, and I'm sure vour mother will be verra pleased to hear ve've 384                       Diana Gabaldon

4irich 'illean!" he bellowed. "Suas am bearrach is teich!" Then he turned to Young Ian and me. "Go!" he said. 

The noise suddenly increased as the clatter of falling rocks joined the shouting. Suddenly a dark figure shot out of the gorse by my feet and made off through the dark at high speed. Another followed, a few feet away. 

A high-pitched scream came from the dark below, high enough to be heard over the other noises. 

"That's Willoughby!" Young Ian exclaimed. "They've got him!" ignoring Jamie's order to go, we both crowded forward to peer through the screen of gorse. The dark-lantern had fallen atilt and the slide had come open, shooting a beam of light like a spotlight over the beach, where the shallow graves in which the Customs men had buried themselves gaped in the sand. Black figures swayed and struggled and shouted through the wet heaps of seaweed. A dim glow of light around the lantern was sufficient to show two figures clasped together, the smaller kicking wildly as it was lifted off its feet. 

"I'll get him!" Young Ian sprang forward, only to be pulled up with a jerk as Jamie caught him by the collar. 

"Do as you're told and see my wife safe!" 

Gasping for breath, Young Ian turned to me, but I wasn't going anywhere, and set my feet firmly in the dirt, resisting his tug on my arm. Ignoring us both, Jamie turned and ran along the clifftop, stopping several

vards away. I could see him clearly in silhouette against the sky, as he dropped to one knee and readied the pistol, bracing it on his forearm to sight downward. The sound of the shot was no more than a small cracking noise, lost amid the tumult. The result of it, though, was spectacular. The lantern exploded in a shower of burning oil, abruptly darkening the beach and silencing the shouting. 

The silence was broken within seconds by a howl of mingled pain and indignation. My eyes, momentarily blinded by the flash of the lantern, adapted 4ulckly, and I saw another glow-the light of several small flames, which seemed to be moving erratically up and down. As my night vision cleared, I saw that the flames rose from the coat sleeve of a man, who was dancing up and down as he howled, beating ineffectually at the fire started by the burning oil that had splashed him. 

The gorse bushes quivered violently as Jamie plunged over the cliffside and Nvas lost to view below. 

"Jamie! " 

Roused by my cry, Young Ian yanked harder, pulling me half off my feet and forcibly dragging me away from the cliff

"Come on, Auntie! They'll be up here, next thing!" 
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This was undeniably true; I could hear the shouts on the beach coming Voyager                                   385

closer, as the men swarmed up the rocks. I picked up my skirts and went, following the boy as fast as we could go through the rough marrow-grass of the clifftop. I didn't know where we were going, but Young Ian seemed to. He had taken off his coat and the white of his shirt was easily visible before me, floating like a ghost through the thickets of alder and birch that grew farther inland. 

"Where are we?" I panted, coming up alongside him when he slowed at the bank of a tiny stream. 

"The road to Arbroath's just ahead," he said. He was breathing heavilv, and a dark smudge of mud showed down the side of his shirt. "lt'll be easier going in - moment. Are ye all right, Auntic? Shall I carry ye across?" 

I politely declined this gallant offer, privately noting that I undoubtedly weighed as much as he did. I took off my shoes and stockings, and splashed iny way knee-deep across the strcamlet, feeling icy mud well up between my toes. 

I was shivering violently when I emerged, and did accept Ian's offer of his coat-excited as he was, and heated by the exercise, he was clearly in no need of it. I was chilled not only by the water and the cold November wind, but by fear of what might be happening behind us. We emerged panting onto the road, the wind bloAing cold in our faces. My nose and lips were numb in no time, and my hair blew loose behind me, hcav, on my neck. It's an ill wind that blows nobodv good, though; it carried the sound of voices to us, moments before we would have walked into them. 

"Any signal from the cliff?" a deep male voice asked. Ian stopped so abruptly in his tracks that I bumped into him. 

"Not yet," came the reply. "I thought I heard a bit of shouting that way, but then the wind turned." 

"Well, get up that tree again then, heavy-arse," the first voice said impatiently. "If any o' 

the whorcsons get past the beach, we'll nibble 'em here. Better us get the headmoney than the buggers on the beach." 

"It,s cold," grumbled the second voice. "Out in the open where the wind gnaws your bones. Wish we'd drawn the watch at the abbcy-at least it Would be warm there." Young Ian's hand was clutching my upper arm tight enough to leave bruises. I pulled, trying to loosen his grip, but he paid no attention. 

"Ave, but less chance o' catching the big fish," the first voice said. "Ah, and what I might do with fifty pound!" 

"A,,vright," said the second voice, resigned. "Though how we're to see red hair in the dark, I've no notion." 

"Just lav 'cm by the heels, Oakie; we'll look at their heads later." 5 0                       uiana cavaiaon

Young Ian was finally roused from his trance by my tugging, and stumbled after me off the road and into the bushes. 

"What do they mean by the watch at the abbey?" I demanded, as soon as I thought we were out of earshot of the watchers on the road. "Do you know? " Young Ian's dark thatch bobbed up and down. "I think so, Auntie. it must be Arbroath abbey. That's the meeting point, aye?" 
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"Meeting point?" 

"If something should go wrong," he explained. "Then it's every man for himself, all to meet at the abbey as soon as they can." 

"Well, it couldn't go more wrong," I observed. "What was it your uncle shouted when the Customs men popped up?" 

Young Ian had half-turned to listen for pursuit from the road; now the pale oval of his face turned back to me. "Oh-lic said, 'Up, lads! Over the cliff and run!' " 

"Sound advice," I said dryly. "So if they followed it, most of the men may have gotten away." 

"Except Uncle Jamie and Mr. Willoughby." Young Ian was running one hand nervously through his hair; it reminded me forcibly of Jamie, and I wished he would stop. 

"Yes." I took a deep breath. "Well, there's nothing we can do about them just now. The other men, though-if they're headed for the abbey-" "Aye," he broke in, "that's what I was tryin' to decide; ought I do as

Uncle Jamie said, and take ye to Lallybroch, or had I best try to get to the abbey quick and warn the others as they come?" 

"Get to the abbey," I said, "as fast as you can." 

"Well, but-I shouldna like to leave ye out here by yourself, Auntie, and Uncle Jamie said-" 

"There's a time to follow orders, Young Ian, and a time to think for voursclf," I said firmly, tactfiilly ignoring the fact that I was in fact doing the thinking for him. "Does this road lead to the abbey?" 

"Aye, it does. No more than a mile and a quarter." Already he was shifting to and fro on the balls of his feet, eager to be gone. 

"Good. You cut round the road and head for the abbey. I'll walk straight along the road, and see if I can distract the excisemen until you're safely past. I'll meet you at the abbey. Oh, wait-you'd best take your coat." 

I surrendered the coat reluctantly; besides being loath to part with its Nvarmth, it felt like giving up my last link with a friendly human presence. Once Young Ian was away, I would be completely alone in the cold dark of the Scottish night. 

"Ian?" I held his arm, to keep him a moment longer. "Aye ?11

"Be careful, won't you?" On impulse, I stood on tiptoe and kissed his cold voyager                                   3 N 7

cheek. I was near enough to see his brows arch in surprise. He smiled, and then he was gone, an alder branch snapping back into place behind him. 

it was very cold. The only sounds were the whish of the wind through the bushes and the distant murmur of the surf. I pulled the woolen shawl tightly round my shoulders, shivering, and headed back toward the road. 

ought I to make a noise? I wondered. If not, I might be attacked without Nvarning, since the waiting men might hear my footsteps but couldn't see that I ,vasn't an escaping smuggler. On the other hand, if I strolled through singing a jaunty tune to indicate that I was a harmless woman, they might just lie hidden in silence, not wanting to give away their presence-and giving away their presence was exactly what I had in mind. I bent and picked up a rock from the side of the road. Then, feeling even colder than before, I stepped out onto the road and walked straight on, without a word. 

I
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3

Smugglers' Moon

he wind was high enough to keep the trees and bushes in a constant stir, masking the sound of my footsteps on the roadT

and those of anyone who might be stalking me, too. Less than a fortnight past the feast of Samhain, it was the sort of wild night that made one easily believe that spirits and evil might well be abroad. 

It wasn't a spirit that grabbed me suddenly from behind, hand clamped tight across my mouth. Had I not been prepared for just such an eventuality, I would have been startled senseless. As it was, my heart gave a great leap and I jerked convulsively in my captor's grasp. 

He had grabbed me from the left, pinning my left arm tight against my side, his right hand over my mouth. My right arm was free, though. I drove the heel of my shoe into his kneecap, buckling his leg, and then, taking advantage of his momentary stagger, leaned forward and smashed backward at his head with the rock in my hand. It was of necessity a glancing blow, but it struck hard enough that he grunted with surprise, and his grip loosened. I kicked and squirmed, and as his hand slipped across my mouth, I got my teeth onto a finger and bit down as hard as I could. 

"The maxillary muscles run from the sagittal crest at the top of the skull to an insertion on the mandible," I thought, dimly recalling the description from Grey's Anatomy. "This gives the jaw and teeth considerable crushing power; in fact, the average human jaw is capable of exerting over three hundred pounds of force." 

I didn't know whether I was bettering the average, but I was undeniably having an effect. My assailant was thrashing frantically to and fro in a filtile effort to dislodge the death grip I had on his finger. 

His hold on my arm had loosened in the struggle, and he was forced to lower me. As soon as my feet touched the dirt once more, I let go of his hand, whirled about, and gave him as hearty a root in the stones with my knee as I could manage, given my skirts. Kicking men in the testicles is vastly overrated as a means of defense. That is to say, it does work-and spectacularly xvcll-but it's a more difficult maneuver to CarrV out than one might think, particularly when one is xvearvoyager                                  389

ing heavy skirts. Men are extremely careful of those particular appendages, and thoroughly wary of any attempt on them. 

In this case, though, my attacker was off guard, his legs wide apart to keep his balance, and I caught him fairly. He made a hideous wheezing noise like a strangled rabbit and doubled up in the roadway. 

"Is that you, Sassenach?" The words were hissed out of the darkness to Iny left. I leaped like a startled gazelle, and uttered an involuntary scream. For the second time within as many minutes, a hand clapped itself over my mouth. 

"For God's sake, Sassenach!" Jamie muttered in mv car. "It's me." I didn't bite him, though I was strongly tempted to. 

"I know," I said, through my teeth, when he released me. "Who's the other fellow that grabbed me, though?" 
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"Fergus, I expect." The amorphous dark shape moved away a few feet and seemed to be prodding another shape that lay on the road, moaning faintly. "Is it you, Fergus?" he whispered. Receiving a sort of choked noise in response, he bent and hauled the second shape to its feet. 

"Don't talk!" I urged them in a whisper. "There are exciscmen just ahead! " 

"Is that so?" said Jamie, in a normal voice. "They're no verra curious about the noise we're making, are they?" 

He paused, as though waiting for an answer, but no sound came but the low keening of the wind through the alders. He laid a hand on my arm and shouted into the night. 

"MacLeod! Raeburn!" 

"Aye, Roy," said a mildly testy voice in the shrubbery. "We're here. Innes, too, and Meldrum, is it?" 

"Aye, it's me." 

Shuffling and talking in low voices, more shapes emerged from the bushes and trees. 11 ' * *four, five, six," Jamie counted. "Where arc Hays and the Gordons? 11

"I saw Hays go intae the water," one of the shapes volunteered. "He'll ha' gone awa' round the point. Likely the Gordons and Kennedy did, too. I didna hear anything as though they'd been taken." 

"Well enough," Jamie said. "Now, then, Sasscnach. What's this about cxcisemcn?" Given the nonappearance of Oakic and his companion, I was beginning to feel rather foolish, but I recounted what Ian and I had heard. 

"Aye?" Jamie sounded interested. "Can ye stand yet, Fergus? Ye can? Good lad. Well, then, perhaps we'll have a look. Meldrum, have ye a flint about ye?" A few moments later, a small torch struggling to stay alight in his hand, he strode down the road, and around the berid. The smugglers and I waited in tense silence, ready either to run or to rush to his assistance, but there were no noises of ambush. After what seemed like an eternity, Jamie's voice floated back along the road. 

"Come along, then," he said, sounding calm and collected. He was standing in the middle of the road, near a large alder. The torchlight fell round him in a flickering circle, and at first I saw nothing but Jamie. Then there was a gasp from the man beside me, and a choked sound of horror from another. 

Another face appeared, dimly lit, hanging in the air just behind Jamie's left shoulder. A horrible, congested face, black in the torchlight that robbed everything of color, with bulging eyes and tongue protruding. The hair, fair as dry straw, rose stirring in the wind. I felt a fresh scream rise in my throat, and choked it off

"Ye were right, Sassenach," Jamie said. "There was an exciseman." He tossed something to the ground, where it landed with a small plop! "A warrant," he said, nodding toward the object. "His name was Thomas Oakie. Will any of ye ken him?" 

"Not like he is now," a voice muttered behind me. "Christ, his mither wouldna ken him!" There was a general mutter of negation, with a nervous shuffling of feet. Clearly, everyone was as anxious to get away from the place as I was. 

"All right, then." Jamie stopped the retreat with a jerk of his head. "The cargo's lost, so there'll be no shares, aye? Will anyone need money for the present?" He reached for his pocket. "I can provide enough to live on for a bit-for I doubt we'll be workin' the coast for a time." 
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One or two of the men reluctantly advanced within clear sight of the thing hanging from the tree to receive their money, but the rest of the smugglers melted quietly away into the night. Within a few minutes, only Fcrgus-still white, but standing on his own-Jamie, and I were left. 

'Jesu! "Fergus whispered, looking up at the hanged man. "Who will have done it?" 

"I did-or so I expect the tale will be told, aye?" Jamie gazed upward, his face harsh in the sputtering torchlight. "We'll no tarry longer, shall we?" "What about Ian?" I said, suddenly remembering the boy. "He went to the abbey, to warn you!" 

-He did?" Jamie's voice sharpened. "I came from that direction, and didna meet him. Which way did he go, Sassenach?" 

"That way," I said, pointing. 

Fergus made a small sound that might have been laughter. 

'The abbcv's the other way," Jamie said, sounding amused. "Come on, then; we'll catch him up when he realizes his mistake and comes back." 

V U y a g V F                         j y I

"Wait," said Fergus, holding up a hand. There was a cautious rustling in tilc shrubbery, and Young Ian's voice said, "Uncle Jamie?" 

"Ave, Ian," his uncle said drylv. "It's me." 

The boy emerged from the bushes, leaves stuck in his hair, eyes wide with excitement. 

"I saw the light, and thought I must come back to see that Auntle Claire was all right," he explained. "Uncle Jamie, ye mustna linger about wi' a torch-there are excisemen about!" Jamie put an arm about his nephew's shoulders and turned him, before he should notice the thing hanging from the alder tree. 

"Dinna trouble yourself, Ian," he said evenly. "They've gone." S-,vinging the torch through the wet shrubbery, he extinguished it with a hiss. 

"Let's go," he said, his voice calm in the dark. "Mr. Willoughby's down the road wi' the horses; we'll be in the Highlands by clawn." 


PART SCVCN

Home Again


2V

3

t was there were

The Prodigal's Return

a four-day journey on horseback to Lallybroch from Arbroath, and was little conversation for most of it. Both Young Ian and Jamie preoccupied, presumably for different reasons. For myself, I was

kept busy wondering, not only about the recent past, but about the immediate future. Ian must have told Jamie's sister, Jenny, about me. How would she take my reappearance? 
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Jenny Murray had been the nearest thing I had ever had to a sister, and by far the closest woman friend of my life. Owing to circumstance, most of my close friends in the last fifteen years had been men; there were no other female doctors, and the natural gulf between nursing staff and medical staff prevented more than casual acquaintance with other women working at the hospital. As for the women in Frank's circle, the departmental secretaries and university wives . . . 

More than any of that, though, was the knowledge that of all the people in the world, Jenny was the one who might love Jamie Fraser as much-if not more-than I did. I was eager to see Jenny again, but could not help wondering how she would take the story of my supposed escape to France, and my apparent desertion of her brother. The horses had to follow each other in single file down the narrow track. My own bay slowed obligingly as Jamie's chestnut paused, then turned aside at his urging into a clearing, half-hidden by an overhang of alder branches. 

A gray stone cliff rose up at the edge of the clearing, its cracks and bumps and ridges so furred with moss and lichen that it looked like the face of an ancient man, all spotted with whiskers and freckled with warts. Young Ian slid down from his pony with a sigh of relief, we had been in the saddle since dawn. 

"Oof!" he said, frankly rubbing his backside. "I've gone all numb." "So have I," I said, doing the same. "I suppose it's better than being saddlesore, though." Unaccustomed to riding for long stretches, both Young Ian and I had suffered considerably during the first two days of the journey; in fact, too stiff to dismount by myself the first night, I had had to be ignominiously hoisted off my horse and carried into the inn by Jamie, much to his amusement. 

y 0                      uiana uavaiaon

"How does Uncle Jamie do it?" Ian asked me. "His arse must be made of leather." 

"Not to look at," I replied absently. "Where's he gone, though?" The chestnut, already hobbled, was nibbling at the grass under an oak to one side of the clearing, but of Jamie himself, there was no sign. 

Young Ian and I looked blankly at each other; I shrugged, and went over to the cliff face, where a tricklc of water ran down the rock. I cupped my hands beneath it and drank, grateful for the cold liquid sliding down my dry throat, in spite of the autumn air that reddened my checks and numbed my nose. 

This tiny glen clearing, invisible from the road, was characteristic of most of the Highland scenery, I thought. Deceptively barrFn and severe, the crags and moors were full of secrets. If you didn't know where you were going, YOU Could walk within inches of a deer, a grouse, or a hiding man, and never know it. Small wonder that many of those who had taken to the heather after Culloden had managed to escape, their knowledge of the hidden places making them invisible to the blind eyes and clumsy feet of the pursuing English. Thirst slaked, I turned from the cliff face and nearly ran into Jamie, who had appeared as though sprung out of the earth by magic. He was putting his tinderbox back into the pocket of his coat, and the faint smell of smoke clung to his coat. He dropped a small burnt stick to the grass and ground it to dust with his foot. 

"Where did you come from?" I said, blinking at this apparition. "And where have you been?" 
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"There's a wee cave just there," he explained, jerking a thumb behind him. "I only wanted to see whether anyone's been in it." 

"Have they?" Looking closely, I could see the edge of the outcrop that concealed the cave's entrance. Blending as it did with the other deep cracks in the rock face, it wouldn't be visible unless you were deliberately looking for it. 

"Aye, they have," he said. His brows were slightly furrowed, not in worry, but as though he were thinking about something. "There's charcoal mixed Nvi' the earth; someone's had a fire there." 

"Who do you think it was?" I asked. I stuck my head around the outcrop, but saw nothing but a narrow bar of darkness, a small rift in the face of the mountain. It looked thoroughly uninviting. 

I wondered whether any of his smuggling connections might have traced him all the way from the coast to Lallybroch. Was he worried about pursuit, or an ambush? Despite myself, I looked over my shoulder, but saw nothing but the alders, dry leaves rustling in the autumn breeze. 

"I dinna kcn," he said absentlv. "A hunter, I suppose; there arc grouse bones scattered about, too." 

Voyager                                  397

Jamie didn't seem perturbed by the unknown person's possible identity, and I relaxed, the feeling of security engendered by the Highlands wrapping itself about me once more. Both Edinburgh and the smugglers' cove seemed a long way away. Young Ian, fascinated by the revelation of the invisible cave, had disappcarccl through the crevice. Now he reappeared, brushing a cobweb out of his hair. 

"Is this like Cluny's Cage, Uncle?" he asked, eyes bright. 

"None so big, Ian," Jamie answered with a smile. "Poor Cluny would scarce fit through the entrance o' this one; he was a stout big fellow, forbye, near twice my girth." He touched his chest rueffilly, where a button had been torn loose by squeezing through the narrow entrance. 

"What's Cluny's Cage?" I asked, shaking the last drops of icy water from my hands and thrusting them under my armpits to thaw out. 

"Oh-that's Cluny MacPherson," Jamie replied. He bent his head, and splashed the chilly water up into his face. Lifting his head, he blinked the sparkling drops from his lashes and smiled at me. "A vcrra ingenious man, Cluny. The English burnt his house, and pulled down the foundation, but Cluny himself escaped. He built himself a wee snuggery in a nearby cavern, and sealed over the entrance wi' willow branches all ,voven together and chinked wi' mud. Folk said ye could stand three feet away, and no notion that the cave was there, save the smell of the smoke from Cluny's pipe." 

"Prince Charles stayed there too, for a bit, when he was hunted by the English," Young Ian informed me. "Cluny hid him for days. The English bastards hunted high and low, but never found His Highness-or Cluny, either!" he concluded, with considerable satisfaction. 

"Come here and wash yourself, Ian," Jamie said, with a hint of sharpness that made Young Ian blink. "Ye canna face your parents covered wl' filth." Ian sighed, but obediently bent his head over the trickle of water, sputtering and gasping as he splashed his face, which while not strictly speaking filthy, undeniably bore one or two small stains of travel. 
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I turned to Jamie, who stood watching his nephew's ablutions with an air of abstraction. Did he look ahead, I wondered, to what promised to be an awkward meeting at Lallybroch, or back to Edinburgh, with the smoldering remains of his printshop and the dead man in the basement of the brothel? Or back further still, to Charles Edward Stuart, and the days of the Rising,' 

"What do you tell your nieces and nephews about him?" I asked quietly, under the noise of Ian's snorting. "About Charles?" 

Jamie's gaze sharpened and focused on me; I had been right, then. His cyes warmed slightly, and the hint of a smile acknowledged the success of my rnind-reading, but then both warmth and smile disappeared. 

"I never speak of him," he said, just as quietly, and turned away to catch the horses. 3 98                      Diana Gabaldon

Three hours later, we came through the last of the windswept passes, and out onto the final slope that led down to Lallvbroch. Jamie, in the lead, drew up his horse and waited for me and Young Ian to come up beside him. 

"There it is," he said. He glanced at me, smiling, one eyebrow raised. "Much changed, is it?" 

I shook my head, rapt. From this distance, the house seemed completely unchanged. Built of white harled stone, its three stories gleamed immaculately amid its cluster of shabby outbuildings and the spread of stone-dyked brown fields. On the small rise behind the house stood the remains of the ancient broch, the circular stone tower that gave the place its name. 

On closer inspection, I could see that the outbuildings had changed a bit; Jamie had told me that the English soldiery had burned the dovecote and the chapel the year after Culloden, and I could see the gaps where they had been. A space -,vhcrc the wall of the kailyard had been broken through had been repaired with stone of a different color, and a new shed built of stone and scrap lumber was cvidcntly serving as a dovecote, judging from the row of plump feathered bodies lined up on the rooftree, enjoying the late autumn sun. 

The rose brier planted by Jamie's mother, Ellen, had grown up into a great, sprawling tangle latticed to the wall of the house, only now losing the last of its leaves. A plume of smoke rose from the western chimney, carrying away toward the south on a wind from the sea. I had a sudden vision of the fire in the hearth of the sitting room, its light rosy on Jenny's clear-cut face in the evening as she sat in her chair, reading aloud from a novel or book of poems while Jamie and Ian sat absorbed in a game of chess, listening with half an car. How manv cvcnings had we spent that way, the children upstairs in their beds, and me sitting at the rosewood secretary, writing down receipts for medicines or doing some of the interminable domestic mending? 

"Will we live here again, do you think?" I asked Jamie, careful to keep any trace of longing from my voice. More than any other place, the house at Lallybroch had been home to me, but that had been a long time ago-and any nurnbcr of things had changed since then. He paused for a long minute, considering. Finally he shook his head, gathering up the rcins in his hand. "I canna say, Sasscnach," he said. "It would be pleasant, but-I dinna ken how things may be, aye?" There was a small frown on his face, as he looked down at the house. 
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"It's all right. If we live in Edinburgh-or even in France-it's all right, Jamie." I looked up into his face and touched his hand in reassurance. "As long as we're together." Voyager                                     399

Tlle faint look of worry lifted momentarily, lightening his features. He took my hand, raised it to his lips, and kissed it gently. 

"I dinna mind much else myself, Sasscnach, so long as ye'll stay by me." Nk'c sat gazing into each other's eves, until a loud, self-conscious cough

1'ronl behind alerted us to Young Ian  ;s presence. Scrupulously carcftil of our he had been embarrassingly circumspect on the trip from EdinprivacN, bUrgh, crashing off through the heather to a great distance when we camped, and taking remarkable pains so as not inadvertently to surprise us in aii indiscreet embrace. Jamie grinned and squeezed my hand before letting it go and turning to his nephew. 

-Almost there, Ian," he said, as the boy negotiated his pony up beside us. -Wc'll be there well before supper if it docsna rain," he added, squinting under his hand to gauge the possibilities of the clouds drifting slowly over the Monadhliath Mountains. 

"Mmphm." Young Ian didn't sound thrilled at the prospect, and I glanced at him sympathetically. 

- 'Home is the place where, when you have to go there, the), have to take you in,' " I quoted. 

Young Ian gave me a wry look. "Ave, that's what I'm afraid of, Auntie." Jamie, hearing this exchange, glanced back at Young Ian, and blinked solemnly-his own version of an encouraging wink. 

"Dinna be downhearted, Ian. Remember the story o' the Prodigal Son, aye? Your Main will be glad to see ye safe back." 

Young Ian cast him a glance of profound disillusion. 

"If vC expect it's the fatted calf that's like to be kilt, Uncle Jamie, ye dinna kcii My Mother so well as yc think." 

T he lad sat gnawing his lower lip for a moment, then drew himself Lip in the saddle with a deep breath. 

"Best get it over, aye?" he said. 

"Will his parents really be hard on him?" I asked, watching Young Ian pick his way carefully down the rocky slope. 

Jamie shrugged. 

"Well, they'll forgive him, of course, but he's like to get a rare ballocking and his backside tanned before that. IT be lucky to get off wi' the same," he verra pleased Nvi' me, either, added Nvrvlv. -jenny and Ian are no going to be

Prn aftaid.,, He kicked up his mount, and started down the slope. "Come along, Sasscnach. Best get it over, aye?" 

I wasn't sure what to expect in terms of a reception at Lallvbroch, but in the event, it was reassuring. As on all previous arrivals, our presence was

400                       Diana Gabaldon

heralded by the barking of a miscellaneous swarm of dogs, who galloped out of hedge and field and kailyard, yapping first with alarm, and then with joy. Young Ian dropped his reins and slid down into the furry sea of welcome, 
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dropping into a crouch to greet the dogs who leapt on him and licked his face. He stood up smiling with a half-grown puppy in his arms, which he brought over to show me. 

"This is Jocky," he said, holding up the squirming brown and white body. "He's mine; Da gave him to me." 

"Nice doggie," I told Jocky, scratching his floppy ears. The dog barked and squirmed ecstatically, trying to lick me and Ian simultaneously. "You're getting covered wi' dog hairs, Ian," said a clear, high voice, in

tones of marked disapproval. Looking up from the dog, I saw a tall, slim girl of seventeen or so, rising from her scat by the side of the road. 

"Well, you're covered wl' foxtails, so there!" Young Ian retorted, swinging about to address the speaker. 

The girl tossed a hcadful of dark brown curls and bent to brush at her skirt, which did indeed sport a number of the bushy grass-heads, stuck to the homespun fabric. 

"Da says ye dinna deserve to have a dog," she remarked. "Running off and leaving him like ve did." 

Young Ian's face tightened defensively. "I did think o' taking him," he said, voice cracking slightly. "But I didna think he'd be safe in the city." He hugged the dog tighter, chin resting between the ftirry ears. "He's grown a bit; I suppose he's been eating all right?" 

"Come to greet us, have ye, wee Janet? That's kind." Jamie's voice spoke P, easantly from behind me, but with a cynical note that made the girl glance up sharply and blush at the sight of him. 

"Uncle Jamie! Oh, and . . ." Her gaze shifted to me, and she ducked her head, blushing more furiously. 

"Ayc, this is your auntie Claire." Jamie's hand was firm under my elbow as he nodded toward the girl. "Wee Janet wasna born yet, last ye were here, Sasscnach. Your mother will be to home, I expect?" he said, addressing Janet. 

The girl nodded, wide-eyed, not taking her fascinated gaze from my face. I leaned down from my horse and extended a hand, smiling. 

"I'm pleased to meet you," I said. 

She stared for a long moment, then suddenly remembered her manners, and dropped into a curtsy. She rose and took my hand gingerly, as though afraid it might come off in her grasp. I squeezed hers, and she looked faintly reassured at finding me merclv flesh and blood. 

I'm . . . pleased, mum," she murmured. 

"Are Main and Da vcrra angry, Jen?" Young Ian gently put the puppy on Voyager
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tile ground near her feet, breaking her trance. She glanced at her younger brother, her expression of impatience tinged with some sympathy. 

"Well, and why wouldn't they be, clot-heid?" she said. "Main thought 'd mavbe met a boar in the wood, or been taken by p ies. She scarcely N,c                                                         ypsi slept until they found out where ye'd gone," she added, frowning at her brother. Ian pressed his lips tight together, looking down at the ground, but didn't ,Ijiswcr. She moved closer, and picked disapprovingly at the damp yellow leaves adhering to the sleeves of his coat. Tall as she was, he topped her by a good six inches, gangly and
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ra,,vboned next to her trim competence, the rcsembLrice between them limited to the rich darkness of their hair and a fugitive siti)ilarity of expression. 

"you; rc a sight, lan. Have yc been sleepin' in your clothes'  ', 

"Wetl, of course I have," he said impatiently. "What d'ye think, I ran away Nvi' a nightshirt and changed into it every night on the moor?" 

She gave a brief snort of laughter at this picture, and his expression of annoyance faded a bit. 

110h, come on, then, gowk," she said, taking pity on him. "Come into the scullery wi' me, and we'll get yc brushed and combed before Main and Da see Ve. 11

He glared at her, then turned to look up at me, with an expression of mingled bewilderment and annoyance. "Why in the name o' heaven," he demanded, his voice cracking with strain, "does everyone think bein' clean Nvill help?" Jamie grinned at him, and dismounting, clapped him on the shoulder, raising a small cloud of dust. 

"it canna hurt anything, Ian. Go along wi' ye; I think perhaps it's as well if ,oLir parents havena got so many things to deal with all at once-and they'll be wanting to see your auntie first of all." 

"Minphin." With a morose nod of assent, Young lan moved reluctantly off toward the back of the house, towed by his determined sister. 

"What have ye been eating?" I heard her say, squinting up at him as they went. "You've a great smudge of filth all round your mouth.      11

'It isna filth, it's whiskers!" he hissed furiously under his breath, with a quick backward glance to see whether Jamie and I had heard this exchange. His sister stopped dead, peering up at him. 

"Whiskers?"   she said loudly and incredulously. "You?" 

"Come on!" Grabbing her by the elbow, he hustled her off through the kailyard gate, his shoulders hunched in self-consciousness. 

Jamie lowered his head against my thigh, face buried in my skirts. To the casual observer, he might have been occupied in loosening the saddlebags, 
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but the casual observer couldn't have seen his shoulders shaking or felt the vibration of his soundless laughter. 

"It's all right, they're gone," I said, a moment later, gasping for breath myself from the strain of silent mirth. 

Jamie raised his face, red and breathless, from my skirts, and used a fold of the cloth to dab his eyes. 

"Whiskers? You?" he croaked in imitation of his niece, setting us both off again. He shook his head, gulping for air. "Christ, she's like her mother! That's just what Jenny said to me, in just that voice, when she caught me shavin' for the first time. I nearly cut my throat." He wiped his eyes again on the back of his hand, and rubbed a palm tenderly across the thick, soft stubble that coated his own jaws and throat with an auburn haze. 4' Do you want to go and shave yourself before we meet Jenny and Ian?" I asked, but he shook his head. 

"No," he said, smoothing back the hair that had escaped from its lacing. "Young Ian's right; bein' clean won't help." 
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They must have heard the dogs outside; both Ian and Jenny were in the sitting room when we came in, she on the sofa knitting woolen stockings, while he stood before the fire in plain brown coat and brecks, warming the backs of his legs. A tray of small cakes with a bottle of home-brewed ale was set out, plainly in rcacliness for our arrival. It was a very cozy, 1x,elcoming scene, and I fcIt the tiredness of the journey drop away as we entered the room. Ian turned at once as we came in, selfconscious but smiling, but it was Jenny that I looked for. 

She was looking for me, too. She sat still on the couch, her eyes wide, turned to the door. My first impression was that she was quite different, the second, that she had not changed at all. The black curls were still there, thick and lively, but blanched and streaked with a deep, rich silver. The bones, too, were the same-the br-oad, high cheekbones, strong jaw, and long nose that she shared with Jamie. It was the flickering firelight and the shadows of the gathering afternoon that gave the strange impression of change, one moment deepening the lines beside her eyes and mouth 'til she looked like a crone; the next erasing them with the ruddy glow of girlhood, like a 3-1) picture in a box of Cracker Jack. On our first meetirig in the brothel, Ian had acted as if I were a ghost. Jenny did much the same now, blinking slightly, her mouth slightly open, but not otherwise changing expression as I crossed the room toward her. 

Jamie was just behirld me, his hand at my elbow. He squeezed it lightly as we reached the sofa, then let go. I felt rather as though I were being presented at Court, and resisted the impulse to curtsy. 

"We're home, Jenny," he said. His hand rested reassuringly on my back. Voyager
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She glanced quickly at her brother, then stared at me again. 

"It's you, then, Claire?" Her voice was soft and tentative, familiar, but not the strong voice of the woman I remembered. 

"Yes, it's me," 1 said. I smiled and reached out my hands to her. "It's good to see you, Jenny." 

She took my hands, lightly. Then her grip strengthened and she rose to her feet. "Christ, it is you!" she said, a little breathless, and suddenly the woman I had known was back, dark blue eyes alive and dancing, searching my face with curiosity. 

"Well, of course it is," Jamie said grufflv. "Sureiv Ian told vc; did ve think he was lying?" 

-Y( u'll scarce have changed," she said, ignoring her brother as she touched my face wonderingly. "Your hair's a bit lighter, but my God, ye look the same!" Her fingers were cool; her hands smelled of herbs and redcurrant jam, and the faint hint of ammonia and lanolin from the dyed wool she was knitting. 

The long-forgotten smell of the wool brought everything back at onceso many memories of the place, and the happiness of the time I had lived here-and my eyes blurred with tears. She saw it, and hugged me hard, her hair smooth and soft against my face. She was much shorter than 1, fine-boned and delicate to look at, but still I had the feeling of being enveloped, warmly supported and strongly held, as though by someone larger than myself. She released me after a moment, and stood back, half-laughing, "God, ye even smell the same!" she exclaimed, and I burst out laughing, too. 
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Ian had come up; he leaned down and embraced me gently, brushing his lips against my cheek. He smelled faintly of dried hay and cabbage leaves, with the ghost of peat smoke laid over his own deep, musky scent. 

"It's good to see ye back again, Claire," he said. His soft brown eyes smiled at me, and the sense of homecoming deepened. He stood back a little awkwardly, smiling. "Will ye eat something, maybe?" He gestured toward the tray on the table. 

I hesitated a moment, but Jamie moved toward it with alacrity. 

"A drop wouldna come amiss, Ian, thank ye kindly," he said. "You'll have some, Claire?" Glasses were filled, the biscuits passed, and small spoken pleasantries mur1-flurcd through mouthftils as we sat down around the fire. Despite the outWard cordiality, I was strongly aware of an underlying tension, not all of it to do with Mv Sudden reappearance. 

Jamie, seatcd beside me on the oak settle, took no more than a sip of his ale, and the oatcake sat untastcd ort his knee. I knew he hadn't accepted the refreshments out of hunger, but in order to mask the fact that neither his sister nor his brother-in-law had offered him a welcoming embrace. 
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I caught a quick glance passing between Ian and Jenny; and a longer stare, unreadable, exchanged between Jenny and Jamie. A stranger here in more ways than one, I kept my own eyes cast down, observing under the shelter of my lashes. Jamie sat to my left; I could feel the tiny movement between us as the two stiff fingers of his right hand drummed their small tattoo against his thigh. 

The conversation, what there was of it, petered out, and the room fcll into an uncomfortable silence. Through the faint hissing of the peat fire, I could hear a few distant thumps in the direction of the kitchen, but nothing like the sounds I remembered in this house, of constant activity and bustling movement, feet always pounding on the stair, and the shouts of children and squalling of babies splitting the air in the nursery overhead. 

"How are all of your children?" I asked Jenny, to break the silence. She started, and I realized that I had inadvertently asked the wrong question. "Oh, they're well enough," she replied hesitantly. "All verra bormy. And

the grandchildren, too," she added, breaking into a Sudden smile at the thought of them. 

"They've mostly gone to Young Jamie's house," Ian put in, answering my real question. 

"His wife's had a new babe just the week past, so the three girls have gone to help a bit. And Michael's up in Inverness just now, to fetch down some things come in from France." Another glance flicked across the room, this one between Ian and Jamie. I felt the small filt of Jamie's head, and saw Ian's not-quite-nod in response. And what in hell was that about? I wondered. There were so many invisible cross-currents of emotion in the room that I had a sudden impulse to stand up and call the meeting to order, just to break the tension. 

Apparently Jamie felt the same. He cleared his throat, looking directly at Ian, and addressed the main point on the agenda, saving, "We've brought the lad home with us." Ian took a deep breath, his long, homely face hardening slightly. "Have ye, then?" The thin laver of pleasantry spread over the occasion vanished suddenly, like morning dew. I could feel Jamie beside me, tensing slightly as he prepared to defend his nephew as best he might. 

"He's a good lad, Ian," he said. 
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"Is he, so?" It was Jenny who answered, her fine black brows drawn down in a frown. "Ye couldna tell, the way he acts at home. But pcrhaps he's different wi' you, Jamie." There was a strong note of accusation in her words, and I felt Jamie tense at my side. 

"It's kind of ve to speak up for the lad, Jamie," Ian put in, with a cool nod in his brother-inlaw's direction. "But I think we'd best hear from Young Ian himself, if ye please. Will he be upstairs?" 

A muscle near Jamie's mouth t,vitched, but he answered noncommittally. Voyager
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"In the scullery, I expect; he wanted to tidy himself a bit before seein' ye." His right hand slid down and pressed against my leg in warning. He hadn't mentioned meeting Janet, and I understood; she had been sent away with her siblings, so that Jenny and Ian could deal with the matters of my appear,nice and their prodigal son in some privacy, but had crept back unbeknownst to her parents, wanting either to catch a glimpse of her notorious aunt Claire, or to offer succor to her brother. 

I lowered my eyelids, indicating that I understood. No point in mentioning the girl's presence, in a situation already so fraught with tension. 

The sound of feet and the regular thump of Ian's wooden leg sounded in the uncarpcted passage. Ian had left the room in the direction of the scullery; now h returned, grimly ushering Young Ian before him. 

The prodigal was as presentable as soap, water, and razor could make him. His bony jaws were reddened with scraping and the hair on his neck was clotted in wet spikes, most of the dust beaten from his coat, and the round neck of his shirt neatly buttoned to the collarbone. There was little to be done about the singed half of his head, but the other side was neatly combed. He had no stock, and there was a large rip in the leg of his breeks, but all things considered, he looked as well as someone could who expects momentarily to be shot. 

"Mam," he said, ducking his head awkwardly in his mother's direction. "Ian," she said softly, and he looked up at her, clearly startled at the gentleness of her tone. A slight smile curved her lips as she saw his face. "I'm glad you're safe home, mo chridbc," she said. The boy's face cleared abruptly, as though he had just heard the reprieve read to the firing squad. Then he caught a glimpse of his father's face, and stiffened. He swallowed hard, and bent his head again, staring hard at the floorboards. 

"Mmphm," Ian said. He sounded sternly Scotch; much more like the Reverend Campbell than the easygoing man I had known before. "Now then, I want to hear what ye've got to say for yourself, laddie." 

"Oh. Well . . . I . . ." Young Ian trailed off miserably, then cleared his throat and had another try. "Well . . . nothing, really, Father," he murmured. 

"Look at me!" Ian said sharply. His son reluctantly raised his head and looked at his father, but his gaze kept flicking away, as though afraid to rest vcry long on the stern countenance before him. 

11 D'ye ken what ve did to your mother?" Ian demanded. "Disappeared and left her thinkin

;ye dead or hurt? Gone off without a word, and not a sinell of yc for three days, until Joe Fraser brought down the letter ye left? Can ye even think what those three days were like for her?" 
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Either Ian's expression or his words seemed to have a strong effect on his errant offispring; Young Ian bowed his head again, eyes fixed on the floor. 406                        Diana Gabaldon

"Aye, well, I thought Joe would bring the letter sooner," he muttered. "Aye, that letter!" Ian's face was growing more flushed as he talked. 'Gone to Edinburgh,' it said, cool as dammit." He slapped a hand flat on

the table, with a smack that made everyone jump. "Gone to Edinburgh! Not a 'by your leave,' not an 'I'll send word,' not a thing but 'Dear Mother, I have gone to Edinburgh. Ian'!" 

Young Ian's head snapped up, eyes bright with anger. 

"That's not true! I said 'Don't worry for me,' and I said 'Love, Ian'! I did! Did I no, Mother?" For the first time, he looked at Jenny, appealing. 

She had been still as a stone since her husband began to talk, her face smooth and blank. Now her eyes softened, and the hint of acurve touched her wide, full mouth again. 

"Ye did, Ian," she said softly. "It was kind to say-but 1 did worry, ave?" His eyes fell, and I could see the oversized Adam's apple bobble in his lean throat as he swallowed. 

"I'm sorry, Mam," he said, so low I could scarcely hear him. "I-I didna mean . . ." his words trailed off, ending in a small shrug. 

Jenny made an impulsive movement, as though to extend a hand to him, but Ian caught her eye, and she let the hand fall to her lap. 

"The thing is," Ian said, speaking slowly and precisely, "it's no the first time, is it, Ian?" The boy didn't answer, but made a small twitching movement that might have been assent. Ian took a step closer to his son. Close as they were in height, the differences between them were obvious. Ian was tall and lanky, but firmly muscled for all that, and a powerful man, wooden leg or no. By comparison, his son seemed almost frail, fledgling-boned and gawky. 

"No, it's not as though ye had no idea what ye were doing; not like we'd never told ye the dangers, not like we'd no forbidden ye to go past Broch Mordha-not like ye didna ken we'd worry, aye? Ye kent all that-and ye did it anyway." 

This merciless analysis of his behavior caused a sort of indefinite quiver, like an internal squirm, to go through Young Ian, but he kept up a stubborn silence. 

"Look at me, laddie, when I'm speakin' to ye!" The boy's head rose slowly. He looked sullen now, but resigned; evidently he had been through scenes like this before, and knew where they were heading. 

"I'm not even going to ask your uncle what ye've been doing," Ian said. "I can onlv hope ve weren't such a fool in Edinburgh as ve've been here. But ye'vc disobeyed me outright, and broken your mother's heart, whatever else yc've done." 

Jenny moved again, as though to speak, but a brusque movement of Ian's hand stopped her. 
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"And what did I tell ye the last time, wee Ian? What did I say when I gave ,c your whipping? You tell me that, Ian!" 

The bones in Young Ian's face stood out, but he kept his mouth shut, scaled in a stubborn line. 

"Tell me!" Ian roared, slamming his hand on the table again. 
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Young Ian blinked in reflex, and his shoulder blades drew together, then apart, as though he were trying to alter his size, and unsure whether to grow larger or try to be smaller. He swallowed hard, and blinked once more. 

"Ye said-ve said ye'd skin me. Next time." His voice broke in a ridiculous squeak on the last word, and he clamped his mouth hard shut on it. 

Ian shook his head in heavy disapproval. "Aye. And I thought yc'd have enough sense to see there was no next time, but I was wrong about that, hm?" He breathed in heavily and let it out with a snort. 

"I'm fair disgusted wi' ye, Ian, and that's the truth." He jerked his head toward the doorway. "Go outside. I'll see ye by the gate, presently." There was a tense silence in the sitting room, as the sound of the miscreant's dragging footsteps disappeared down the passage. I kept my own eyes careftilly on my hands, folded in my lap. Beside me, Jamie drew a slow, deep breath and sat up straighter, steeling himself

"Ian." Jamie spoke mildly to his brother-in-law. "I wish ve wouldna do that." 

"What?" Ian's brow was still furrowed with anger as he       turned toward Jamie. "Thrash the lad? And what have you to say about it,     ayc? 

Jamie's jaw tensed, but his voice stayed calm. 

"I've nothing to say about it, Ian-he's your son; you'll do as ye like. But mavbc you'll let me speak for the way he's acted?" 

"How he's acted?" Jenny cried, starting suddenly to life. She might leave dealing with her son to Ian, but when it came to her brother, no one was likelv to s eak for her. "Sneakin' 

away in the night like a thief, yc mean? Or P

perhaps ye'll mean consorting wi' criminals, and risking his neck for a cask of brandy! " Ian silenced her with a quick gesture. He hesitated, still frowning, but then nodded abruptly at Jamie, giving permission. 

"Consorting wi' criminals like me?" Jamie asked his sister, a definite edge to his voice. His eyes met hers straight on, matching slits of blue. 

-D've ken where the money comes from, Jenny, that keeps you and your bairns and everyone here in food, and the roof from fallin' in over your head? It's not from me printing up copies o' the Psalms in Edinburgh!" 

"And did I think it was?" she flared at him. "Did I ask ye what vc did?" "No, vc didn't," he flashed back. "I think ye'd rather not know-but ve do know, don't you?" 

"And will yc blame me for what ye do? It's my fault that I've children, and 408
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that they must cat?" She didn't flush red like Jamie did; when Jenny lost her temper, she went dead white with fury. 

I could see him struggling to keep his own temper. "Blame ye? No, of course I dinna blame ye-but is it right for you to blame me, that Ian and I canna keep ye all just working the land?" 

Jenny too was making an effort to subdue her rising temper. "No," she said. "Ye do what ye must, Jamie. Ye ken verra well I didna mean you when I said 'criminals,' but-" 

"So ve mean the men who work for me? I do the same things, Jenny. If they're criminals, what am 1, then?" He glared at her, eyes hot with resentment. 
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"You're my brother," she said shortly, "little pleased as I am to say so, sometimes. Damn your eyes, Jamie Fraser! Yc ken quite well I dinna mean to quarrel wi' whatever ye see fit to do! If ye robbed folk on the highway, or kept a whorehousc in Edinburgh, 'twould be because there was no help for it. That doesna mean I want ve takin' my son to be part of it!" 

Jamie's eyes tightened slightly at the corners at the mention of whorehouses in Edinburgh, and he darted a quick glance of accusation at Ian, who shook his head. He looked mildly stunned at his wife's ferocity. 

"I've said not a word," he said briefly. "Ye ken how she is." Jamie took a deep breath and turned back to Jenny, obviously determined to be reasonable. 

"Aye, I see that. But vc canna think I would take Young Ian into dangerGod, Jenny, I care for him as though he were my own son!" 

"Aye?" Her skepticism was pronounced. "So that's why ye encouraged him to run off from his home, and kept him with yc, wi' no word to case our minds about where he was?" Jamie had the grace to look abashed at this. 

"Aye, well, I'm sorry for that," he muttered. "I meant to-" He broke off with an impatient gesture. "Well, it doesna matter what I meant; I should have sent word, and I didna. But as for encouraging him to run off-" 

"No, I dinna suppose ye did," Ian interrupted. "Not directly, anyway." The anger had faded from his long face. He looked tired now, and a little sad. The bones in his face were more pronounced, leaving him hollowchecked in the waning afternoon light. 

"It's only that the lad loves yc, Jamie," he said quietly. "I see him listen when ve visit, and talk of what ve do; I can see his face. He thinks it's all excitement and adventure, how ye live, and a good long way from shoveling goat-shit for his mother's garden." He smiled briefly, despite himself. 

Jamie gave his brother-in-law a quick smile in return, and a lifted shoulder. "Well, but it's usual for a lad of that age to want a bit of adventure, no? You and I were the same." 

"Whether he wants it or no, he shouldna be having the sort of adventures Voyager                                    409

lic'll get with you," Jenny interrupted sharply. She shook her head, the line bctween her brows growing deeper as she looked disapprovingly at her brother. "The good Lord kens as there's a charm on your life, Jamie, or ye'd lia' been dead a dozen times." 

"Ayc, well. I suppose He had something in mind to preserve me for." Jamie glanced at me with a brief smile, and his hand sought mine. Jenny darted a glance at me, too, her face unreadable, then returned to the subject at hand. 

-Wcll, that's as may be," she said. "But I canna say as the same's true for Young Ian." Her expression softened slightly as she looked at Jamie. 

"I dinna ken everything about the way ye live, Jamie-but I ken you well cnough t ) say it's likely not the way a wee laddie should live." "Mi-riphin." Jamie rubbed a hand over his stubblcd jaw, and tried again, 

"A\,e, well, that's what I mean about Young Ian. He's carried himself like a man this last week. I dinna think it right for yc to thrash him like a wee laddic, Ian." Jenny's eyebrows rose, graceful wings of scorn. 

"A man, now, is he? Why, he's but a baby, Jamie-hc's not but fourteen! Despite his annoyance, one side of Jamie's mouth curled slightly. 
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"I was a man at fourteen, Jenny," he said softly. 

She snorted, but a film of moisture shone suddenly over her eyes. 

"Ye thought ye were." She stood and turned away abruptly'            blinking. -Avc, I mind ve then," she said, face turned to the bookshelf She reached Out a hand as though to support herself, grasping the edge. 

"Ye were a bonny lad, Jamie, riding off wi' Dougal to your first raid, and \,our dirk all bright on your thigh. I was sixteen, and I thought I'd never seen a sight so fair as you on your pony, so straight and tall. And I mind yc coming back, too, all covered in mud, and a scratch down the side of your face from falling in brambles, and Dougal boasting to Da how brawly yc'd doiie-drivcn off six kinc by yourself, and had a clunt on the head from the flat of a broadsword, and not made a squeak about it." Her face once more tinder control, she turned back from her contemplation of the books to face her brother. "That's what a man is, aye?" 

A hint of humor stole back into Jamie's face as he met her gaze. -Ave, well, there's niavbc a bit more to it than that," he said. 

"Is there," she said, more dryly still. "And what will that be? To be able to bcd a girl? Or to kill a man?" 

I had always thought Janet Fraser had something of the Sight, particularly %\1icrc her brother was concerned, Evidently the talent extended to her son, as well. The flush over Jamie's cheekbones deepened, but his expression didn't change. 

She shook her head slowly, looking steadily at her brother. "Nay, Young 410                        Diana Gabaldon

Ian's not a man yet-but you arc, Jamie; and ye ken the difference verra well." Ian, who had been watching the fireworks between the two Frascrs with the same fascination as I had, now coughed briefly. 

"Be that as it may," he said dryly. "Young Ian's been waiting for his whipping for the last quarter-hour. Whether or not it's suitable to beat him, to make him wait any longer for it is a bit cruel, aye?" 

"Have ye really got to do it, Ian?" Jamie made one last effort, turning to appeal to his brother-in-law. 

"Well," said Ian slowly, "as I've told the lad he's going to be thrashed, and he kens verra well he's earned it, I canna just go back on my word. But as for me doing it-no, I dinna think I will." A faint gleam of humor showed in the soft brown eyes. He reached into a drawer of the sideboard, drew out a thick leather strap, and thrust it into Jamie's hand. 

"You do it." 

"Me?" Jamie was horror-struck. He made a fiitile attempt to shove the strap back into Ian's hand, but his brother-in-law ignored it. "I canna thrash the lad"' 

"Oh, I think ye can," Ian said calmly, folding his arms. "Ye've said often enough ye care for him as though he were your son." He tilted his head to one side, and while his expression stayed mild, the brown eyes were implacable. "Well, I'll tell ye, Jamie-it's no that easy to be his Da; best ye go and find that out now, aye?" 

Jamie stared at Ian for a long moment, then looked to his sister, She raised one eyebrow, staring him down. 

"You deserve it as much as he does, Jamie. Get ye gone." 
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Jamie's lips pressed tight together and his nostrils flared white. Then he whirled on his heel and was gone without speaking. Rapid steps sounded on the boards, and a muffled slam came from the far end of the passage. 

Jenny cast a quick glance at Ian, a quicker one at me, and then turned to the window. Ian and 1, both a good deal taller, came to stand behind her. The light outside was failing rapidly, but there was still enough to see the wilting figure of Young Ian, leaning dispiritedly against a wooden gate, some twenty yards from the house. Looking around in trepidation at the sound of footsteps, he saw his uncle approaching and straightened up in surprise. 

"Uncle Jamie!" His eye fell on the strap then, and he straightened a bit more. "Are . . . are you goin' to whip me?" 

It was a still evening, and I could hear the sharp hiss of air through Jamie's teeth. 

"I suppose I'll have to," he said frankly. "But first I must apologize to ye, Ian." 

"To me?" Young Ian sounded mildly dazed. Clearly he wasn't used to Voyager                                    411

having his elders think they owed him an apology, especially before beating him. "Ye dinna need to do that, Uncle Jamie." 

The taller figure leaned against the gate, facing the smaller one, head bent. "Aye, I do. It was wrong of me, Ian, to let vC stay in Edinburgh, and it was inaybe wrong, too, to tell ye stories and make ye think of running away to start with. I took ye to places I shouldna, and might have put ye in danger, and I've caused more of a moil wi' your parents than maybe ye should be in by yourself. I'm sorry for it, Ian, and I'll ask yc to forgive me." 

"Oh." The smaller figure rubbed a hand through his hair, plainly at a loss for words. "Well . 

. . aye. Of course 1 do, Uncle." 

"Thank yc, Ian." 

They stooc in silence for a moment, then Young Ian heaved a sigh and straightened his drooping shoulders. 

"I suppose we'd best do it, then?" 

"I expect so." Jamie sounded at least as reluctant as his nephew, and I heard Ian, next to me, snort slightly, whether with indignation or amuscment, I couldn't tell. Resigned, Young Ian turned and faced the gate without hesitation. Jamie followed more slowly. The light was nearly gone and we could see no more than the outlines of figures at this distance, but we could hear clearly from our position at the window. Jamie was standing behind his nephew, shifting uncertainly, as though unsure what to do next. 

"Mmphm. Ah, what does your father . . " 

"It's usually ten, Uncle." Young Ian had shed his coat, and tugged at his waist now, speaking over his shoulder. "Twelve if it's pretty bad, and fifteen if it's really awful." 

"Was this only bad, would ye say, or pretty bad?" There was a brief, unwilling laugh from the boy. 

"If Father's makin' you do it, Uncle Jamie, it's really awful, but I'll settle for pretty bad. Ye'd better give me twelve." 

There was another snort from Ian at my elbow. This time, it was definitely amusement. 

"Honest lad," he murmured. 

"All right, then." Jamie drew in his breath and pulled his arm back, but was interrupted by Young Ian. 

"Wait, Uncle, I'm no quite ready. 
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"Och, ve've got to do that?" Jamie's voice sounded a bit strangled. 'Aye. Father says only girls are whipped wi' their skirts down," Young Ian explained. "Men must take it barearscd." 

"He's damn well right about that one," Jamie muttered, his quarrel with Jenny obviouslv still rankling. "Ready now?" 

The necessary adjustments made, the larger figure stepped back and swung. There was a loud crack, and Jenny winced in sympathy with her son. 
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Beyond a sudden intake of breath, though, the lad was silent, and stayed so through the rest of the ordeal, though I blanched a bit myself. 

Finally Jamie dropped his arm, and wiped his brow. He held out a hand to Ian, slumped over the fence. "All right, lad?" Young Ian straightened up, with a little difficulty this time, and pulled up his breeks. "Aye, Uncle. Thank ye." The boy's voice was a little thick, but calm and steady. He took Jamie's outstretched hand. To my surprise, though, instead of leading the boy back to the house, Jamie thrust the strap into Ian's other hand. 

"Your turn," he announced, striding over to the gate and bending over. Young Ian was as shocked as those of us in the house. 

"What!" he said, stunned. 

"I said it's your turn," his uncle said in a firm voice. "I punished you; now you've got to punish me." 

"I canna do that, Uncle!" Young Ian was as scandalized as though his uncle had suggested he commit some public indecency. 

"Aye, ye can," said Jamie, straightening up to look his nephew in the eye. "Ye heard what I said when I apologized to yc, did yc no?" Ian nodded in a dazed fashion. "Weel, then. I've done wrong just as much as you, and I've to pay for it, too. I didna like whipping you, and ye're no goin' to like whipping me, but we're both goin' through wi' it. Understand?" 

"A-Aye, Uncle," the boy stammered. 

"All right, then." Jamie tugged down his breeches, tucked up his shirttail, and bent over once more, clutching the top rail. He waited a second, then spoke again, as Ian stood paralyzed, strap dangling from his nerveless hand. 

"Go on." His voice was steel; the one he used with the whisky smugglers; not to obey was unthinkable. Ian moved timidly to do as he was ordered. Standing back, he took a halfhearted swing. There was a dull thwacking sound. 

"That one didna count," Jamie said firmly. "Look, man, it was just as hard for me to do it to you. Make a proper job of it, now." 

The thin figure squared its shoulders with sudden determination and the leather whistled through the air. It landed with a crack like lightning. There was a startled yelp from the figure on the fence, and a suppressed giggle, at least half shock, from jenny. Jamie cleared his throat. "Aye, that'll do. Finish it, then." We could hear Young Ian counting carefully to himself under his breath between strokes of the leather, but aside from a smothered "Christ!" at number nine, there was no further sound from his uncle. 

With a general sigh of relief from inside the house, Jamie rose off the fence after the last stroke, and tucked his shirt into his breeks. He inclined his head formally to his nephew. 

"Thank vc, Ian." Dropping the formality, he then rubbed his backside, saying in a tone of ruefiil admiration, "Christ, man, 
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"So've you, Uncle," said Ian, matching his uncle's wry tones. The two figures, barely visible now, stood laughing and rubbing themselves for a moment. Jamie flung an arm about his nephew's shoulders and turned him toward the house. "If it's all the same to you, Ian, I dinna want to have to do that again, ayc?" he said, confidentially. 

"It's a bargain, Uncle Jamie." 

A moment later, the door opened at the end of the passage, and with a look at each other, Jenny and Ian turned as one to greet the returning prodigals. 

33
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ou look rather like a baboon," I observed. 

"Oh, aye? And what's one of those?" In spite of the freezing November air pouring in through the half-open window, Jamie showed no signs of discomfort as he dropped his shirt onto the small pile of clothing. 

He stretched luxuriously, completely naked. His joints made little popping noises as he arched his back and stretched upward, fists resting easily on the smoke-dark beams overhead. 

"Oh, God, it feels good not to be on a horse!" 

"Mm. To say nothing of having a real bed to sleep in, instead of wet heather." I rolled over, luxuriating in the warmth of the heavy quilts, and the relaxation of sore muscles into the ineffable softness of the goose-down mattress. 

"D'vc mean to tell me what's a baboon, then?" Jamie inquired, "Or are ve Just makin' 

observations for the pleasure of it?" He turned to pick up a frayed willow twig from the washstand, and began to clean his teeth. I smiled at the sight; if I had had no other impact during my earlier sojourn in the past, I had at least been instrumental in seeing that virtually all of the Frasers and Murrays of Lallybroch retained their teeth, unlike most Highlandersunlike most Englishmen, for that matter. 

"A baboon," I said, enjoying the sight of his muscular back flexing as he scrubbed, "is a sort of very large monkey with a red behind," 

He snorted with laughter and choked on the willow twig. "Well," he said, removing it from his mouth, "I canna fault your observations, Sassenach." He grinned at me, showing brilliant white teeth, and tossed the nvig aside. "It's been thirty years since anyone took a tawse to me," he added, passing his hands tenderly over the still-glowing surfaces of his rear. "I'd forgot how much it stings," 

"And here Young Ian was speculating that your arse was tough as saddle le

'ather," I said, amused. "Was it worth it, do you thinV' 

"Oh, aye," he said, matter-of-factly, sliding into bed beside me. His body was hard and cold as marble, and I squeaked but didn't protest as he gathcred me firmly against his chest. 

"Christ, you're warm," he murniurccl. 
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"Come closer, Inn?" His legs insinuated themselves between mine, and he cupped my bottom, drawing me in. 

He gave a sigh of pure content, and I relaxed against him, feeling our temperatures start to equalize through the thin cotton of the nightdress Jenny had lent me. The peat fire in the
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hearth had been lit, but hadn't been able to do much yet toward dispelling the chill. Body heat was Much more effective. 

"Oh, aye, it was worth it," he said. "I could have beaten Young Ian halfscnselcss-his father has, once or twice-and it would ha' done nothing but make him more determined to run off, once he got the chance. But he'll walk through hot coals before he risks havin' to do something like that again." 

He spoke with certainty, and I thought he was undoubtedly right. Young Ian, looking bemused, had received absolution from his parents, in the form of a kiss from his mother and a swift hug from his father, and then retired to his bed with a handful of cakes, there no doubt to ponder the curious consequences of disobedience. 

Jamie too had been absolved with kisses, and I suspected that this was more important to him than the effects of his performance on Young Ian. "At least jenny and Ian aren't angry with you any longer," I said. 

"No. It's no really that they were angry so much, I think; it's only that they dirma ken what to do wl' the lad," he explained. "They've raised two sons already, and Young Jamie and Michael are fine lads both; but both of them are more like Ian-soft-spoke, and easy in their manner. Young Ian's quiet enough, but he's a great deal more like his mother-and me." 

"Frasers are stubborn, eh?" I said, smiling. This bit of clan doctrine was one of the first things I had learned when I met Jamie, and nothing in my subsequent experience had suggested that it might be in error. 

He chuckled, soft and deep in his chest. 

"Aye, that's so. Young Ian may look like a Murray, but he's a Fraser born, all right. And it's no use to shout at a stubborn man, or beat him, either; it only makes him more set on having his way." 

"I'll bear that in mind," I said dryly. One hand was stroking my thigh, gradually inching the cotton nightdress upward. Jamie's internal furnace had resumed its operations, and his bare legs were warm and hard against mine. One knee nudged gently, seeking an entrance between my thighs. I cupped his buttocks and squeezed gently. 

"Dorcas told me that a number of gentlemen pay very well for the priviIcgc of being smacked at the brothel. She says they find it . . . arousing." Jamie snorted briefly, tensing his buttocks, then relaxing as I stroked them lightly. 

"Do they, then? I suppose it's true, if Dorcas says   so, but I canna see it, myself. There arc a great many more pleasant ways to get a cockstand, if vc
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ask me. On the other hand," he added fairly, "perhaps it makes a difference if it's a bormy wee lassie in her shift on the other end o' the strap, and not your father-or your nephew, come to that." 

"Perhaps it does. Shall I try sometime?" The hollow of his throat lay just by my face, sunburned and delicate, showing the faint white triangle of a scar just above the wide arch of his collarbone. I set my lips on the pulsebeat there, and he shivered, though neither of us was cold any longer. 

"No," he said, a little breathless. His hand fumbled at the neck of my shift, pulling loose the ribbons. He rolled onto his back then, lifting me suddenly above him as though I weighed nothing at all. A flick of his finger brought the loosened chemise down over my shoulders, and my nipples rose at once as the cold air struck them. 
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His eyes were more slanted than usual as he smiled up at me, half-lidded as a drowsing cat, and the warmth of his palms encircled both breasts. 

"I said I could think of more pleasant ways, aye?" 

The candle had guttered and gone out, the fire on the hearth burned low, and a pale November starlight shone through the misted window. Dim as it was, my eyes were so adapted to the dark that I could pick out all the details of the room; the thick white porcelain jug and basin, its blue band black in the starlight, the small embroidered sampler on the wall, and the rumpled heap of Jamie's clothes on the stool by the bed. Jamie was clearly visible, too; covers thrown back, chest gleaming faintly from exertion. I admired the long slope of his belly, where small whorls of dark auburn hair spiraled up across the pale, fresh skin. I couldn't keep my fingers from touching him, tracing the lines of the powerfully sprung ribs that shaped his torso. 

"It's so good," I said dreamily. "So good to have a man's body to touch." "D'vc like it still, then?" He sounded half-shy, half-pleased, as I fondled him. His own arm came around my shoulder, stroking my hair. 

"Mm-hm." It wasn't a thing I had consciously missed, but having it now reminded me of the joy of it; that drowsy intimacy in which a man's body is as accessible to you as your own, the strange shapes and textures of it like a sudden extension of your own limbs. I ran my hand down the flat slope of his belly, over the smooth jut of hipbone and the swell of muscled thigh. The remnants of firelight caught the red-gold fuzz on arms and legs, and glowed in the auburn thicket nested between his thighs. 

"God, you are a wonderfiil hairy creature," I said. "Even there." I slid my hand down the smooth crease of his thigh and he spread his legs obligingly, letting me touch the thick, springy curls in the crease of his buttocks. 

"Aye, well, no one's hunted me yet for my pelt," he said comfortably. His hand cupped my own rear firmly, and a large thumb passed gently over the
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rounded surface. He propped one arm behind his head, and looked lazily down the length of my body. 

"You're even less worth the skinning than I am, Sassenach." 

"I should hope so." I moved slightly to accommodate his touch as he extended his explorations, enjoying the warmth of his hand on my naked back. 

"Ever seen a smooth branch that's been in still water a long time?" he asked. A finger passed lightly up my spine, raising a ripple of gooseflesh in its wake. "There are tiny wee bubbles on it, hundreds and thousands and millions of them, so it looks as though it's furred all about wi' a silver frost." His fingers brushed my ribs, my arms, my back, and the tiny down-hairs rose everyw ierc in the wake of his touch, tingling. 

"That's what ye look like, my Sassenach," he said, almost whispering. "All smooth and naked, dipped in silver." 

Then we lay quiet for a time, listening to the drip of rain outside. A cold autumn air drifted through the room, mingling with the fire's smoky warmth. He rolled onto his side, facing away from me, and drew the quilts up to cover us. 

I curled up behind him, knees fitting neatly behind his own. The firelight shone dully from behind me now, gleaming over the smooth round of his shoulder and dimly illuminating his back. I could see the faint lines of the scars that webbed his shoulders, thin streaks of silver on his flesh. At one time, I had known those scars so intimately, I could have traced
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them with my fingers, blindfolded. Now there was a thin half-moon curve I didn't know; a diagonal slash that hadn't been there before, the remnants of a violent past I hadn't shared. 

I touched the half-moon, tracing its length. 

"No one's hunted you for your pelt," I said softly, "but they've hunted you, haven't they?" His shoulder moved slightly, not quite a shrug. "Now and then," he said. "Now?" I asked. He breathed slowly for a moment or two before answering. "Aye," he said. "I think so." My fingers moved down to the diagonal slash. It had been a deep cut; old and well-healed as the damage was, the line was sharp and clear beneath my fingcrfips. 

"Do vou know who?" 

C'No. ;1 He was quiet for a moment; then his hand closed over my own, where it lay across his stomach. "But I maybe ken why." 

The house was very quiet. With most of the children and grandchildren gone, there were only the far-off servants in their quarters behind the kitchen, Ian and Jenny in their room at the far end of the hall, and Young Ian

41 8                       Diana Gabaldon

somewhere upstairs-all asleep. We could have been alone at the end of the world; both Edinburgh and the smugglers' cove seemed very far away. "Do ve recall, after the fall of Stirling, not so long before Culloden, when

all of a sudden there was gossip from evcrywhcrc, about gold being sent from France?" 

"From Louis? Yes-but he never sent it." Jamie's words summoned up those brief frantic days of Charles Stuart's reckless rise and precipitous fall, when rumor had been the common currency of conversation. "There was always gossip-about gold from France, ships from Spain, weapons from Holland-but nothing came of most of it." 

"Oh, something came-though not from Louis-but no one kent it, then." He told me then of his meeting with the dying Duncan Kerr, and the wanderer's whispered words, heard in the inn's attic under the watchful eye of an English officer. 

"He was fevered, Duncan, but not crazed wi' it. He kent he was dying, and he kent me, too. It was his only chance to tell someone he thought he could trust-so he told me." 

"White witches and seals?" I repeated. "I must say, it sounds like gibberish. But you understood it?" 

"Well, not all of it," Jamie admitted. He rolled over to face me, frowning slightly. "I've no notion who the white witch might be. At the first, I thought he meant you, Sassenach, and my heart nearly stopped when he said it." He smiled rueftilly, and his hand tightened on mine, clasped between us. 

"I thought all at once that perhaps something had gone wrong-maybe ye'd not been able to go back to Frank and the place ye came from-maybe ye'd somehow ended in France, maybe yc were there right then-all kinds o' fancies went through my head." 

"I wish it had been true," I whispered. 

He gave me a lopsided smile, but shook his head. 

"And me in prison? And Brianna would be what-just ten or so? No, dinna waste your time in regretting, Sasscnach. You're here now, and ye'll never leave me again." He kissed me gently on the forehead, then resumed his tale. 

"I didna have any idea where the gold had come from, but I kent his telling me where it was, and why it was there. It was Prince Tcarlacb's, sent for him. And the bit about the
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silkies-" He raised his head a little and nodded toward the window, where the rose brier cast its shadows on the glass. 

"Folk said when my mother ran away from Leoch that she'd gone to live wi' the silkies; only because the maid that saw my father when he took her said as he looked like a great silkie who'd shed his skin and come to walk on the land like a man. And he did." Jamie smiled and passed a hand through
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his own thick hair, remembering. "He had hair thick as mine, but a black like jet. It would shine in some lights, as though it was wet, and he moved quick and sleckit, like a seal through the water." He shrugged suddenly, shaking off the recollection of his father. 

"Well, so. When Duncan Kerr said the name Ellen, I kcnt it was my mother he meant-as a sign that he knew my name and my family, kent who I was; that he wasna raving, no matter how it sounded. And knowin' that-" He shrugged again. "The Englishman had told me where they found Duncan, near the coast. There are hundreds of bittie isles and rocks all down that coast, but only one place where the silkies live, at the ends of the MacKenzie lands, off Coigach." 

"So you w mt there?" 

"Aye, I did." He sighed deeply, his free hand drifting to the hollow of my waist. "I wouldna have done it-left the prison, I mean-had I not still thought it maybe had something to do wi' you, Sassenach." 

Escape had been an enterprise of no great difficulty; prisoners were often taken outside in small gangs, to cut the peats that burned on the prison's hearths, or to cut and haul stone for the ongoing work of repairing the walls. 

For a man to whom the heather was home, disappearing had been easy. He had risen from his work and turned aside by a hummock of grass, unfastcning his breeches as though to relieve himself. The guard had looked politely away, and looking back a moment later, beheld nothing but an empty moor, holding no trace of Jamie Fraser. 

"See, it was little trouble to slip off, but men seldom did," he explained. "None of us were from near Ardsmuir-and had we been, there was little left for most o' the men to gang to." The Duke of Cumberland's men had done their work well. As one contemporary had put it, evaluating the Duke's achievement later, "He created a desert and called it peace." This modern approach to diplomacy had left some parts of the Highlands all but deserted; the men killed, imprisoned, or transported, crops and houses burned, the women and children turned out to starve or seek refiigc elsewhere as best they might. No, a prisoner escaping from Ardsmuir would have been truly alone, without kin or clan to turn to for succor. Jamie had known there would be little time before the English commander realized where he must be heading and organized a party of pursuit. On the other hand, there were no real roads in this remote part of the kingdom, and a man who knew the country was at a greater advantage on foot than were the pursuing outlanders on horseback. He had made his escape in midafternoon. Taking his bearings by the stars, he had walked through the night, arriving at the coast near dawn the next day. 
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"See, I kent the silkics' place; it's well known amongst the MacKenzics, and I'd been there once before, wi' Dougal." 
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The tide had been high, and the seals mostly out in the water, hunting crabs and fish among the fronds of floating kelp, but the dark streaks of their droppings and the indolent forms of a few idlers marked the seals' three islands, ranged in a line just inside the lip of a small bay, guarded by a clifflike headland. 

By Jamie's interpretation of Duncan's instructions, the treasure lay on the third island, the farthest away from the shore. It was nearly a mile out, a long swim even for a strong man, and his own strength was sapped from the hard prison labor and the long walk without food. He had stood on the clifftop, wondering whether this was a .vild-goose chase, and whether the treaSUre-if there was onc-was worth the risk of his life. 

"The rock was all split and broken there; when I came too close to the edge, chunks would fall awa' from my feet and plummet down the cliff. I didna see how I'd ever reach the water, let alone the seals' isle. But then I was minded what Duncan said about Ellen's tower," Jamie said. His eyes were open, fixed not on me, but on that distant shore where the crash of falling rock was lost in the smashing of the waves. 

The "tower" was there; a small spike of granite that stuck up no more than five feet from the tip of the headland. But below that spike, hidden by the rocks, was a narrow crack, a small chimney that ran from top to bottom of the eighty-foot cliff, providing a possible passage, if not an easy one, for a determined man. 

From the base of Ellen's tower to the third island was still over a quartermile of heaving green water. Undressing, he had crossed himself, and commending his soul to the keeping of his mother, he had dived naked into the waves. 

He made his way slowly out from the cliff, floundering and choking as the waves broke over his head. No place in Scotland is that far from the sea, but Jamie had been raised inland, his experience of swimming limited to the placid depths of lochs and the pools of trout streams. 

Blinded by salt and deafened by the roaring surf, he had fought the waves for what seemed hours, then thrust his head and shoulders free, gasping for breath, only to see the headland looming-not behind, as he had thought, but to his right. 

"The tide was goin' out, and I was goin' with it," he said NN,rvl\,. "I thought, well, that's it, then, I'm gone, for I knew I could never make my way back. I hadna eaten anything in two days, and hadn't rriuch strength left." 

He ceased swimming then, and simply spread himself on his back, giving himself to the embrace of the sea. Light-headed from hunger and effort, he
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had closed his eyes against the light and searched his mind for the words of the old Celtic prayer against drowning. 

He paused for a moment then, and was quiet for so long that I wondered whether something was wrong. But at last he drew breath and said shyly, "I expect ye'll think I'm daft, Sasscnach. I havena told anyone about it-not even fenny. But-I heard my mother call me, then, right in the middle of praying." He shrugged, uncomfortable. 

"It was maybe only that I'd been thinking of her when I left the shore," he said. "And yet-" He fell silent, until I touched his face. 

"What did she say?" I asked quietly. 

"She said, 'Come here to me, Jamie-come to me, laddie!' " He drew a deep breoh and let it out slowly. "I could hear her plain as day, but I couldna see anything; there was no one there, not even a silkic. I thought perhaps she was callin' me from Heaven-and I was so
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tired I really would not ha' minded dying then, but I rolled myself over and struck out toward where I'd heard her voice. I thought I would swim ten strokes and then stop again to rcst-or to sink." 

But on the eighth stroke, the current had taken him. 

"It was just as though someone had picked me up," he said, sounding still surprised at the memory of it. "I could feel it under me and all around; the water was a bit warmer than it had been, and it carried me with it. I didna have to do anything but paddle a bit, to keep my head above water." 

A strong, curling current, eddying between headland and islands, it had taken him to the edge of the third islet, where no more than a few strokes brought him within reach of its rocks. 

It was a small lump of granite, fissured and creviced like all the ancient rocks of Scotland, and slimed with seaweed and seat droppings to boot, but he crawled on shore with all the thankfulness of a shipwrecked sailor for a land of palm trees and white-sand beaches. He fell down upon his face on the rocky shelf and lay there, grateful for breath, half-dozing with exhaustion. 

"Then I felt something looming over me, and there was a terrible stink o' dead fish," he said. "I got up onto my knees at once, and there he was-a great bull seal, all sleek and wet, and his black eyes starin' at me, no more than a yard away." 

Neither fisher nor seaman himself, Jamie had heard enough stories to know that bull seals were dangerous, particularly when threatened by intrusions upon their territory. Looking at the open mouth, with its fine display of sharp, peglikc teeth, and the burly rolls of hard fat that girdled the cnormous body, he was not disposed to doubt it. 

"He weighed more than twenty stone, Sasscnach," he said. "If he wasna inclined to rip the flesh off my bones, still he could ha' knocked me into the sea wi' one swipe, or dragged me under to drown." 

"Obviously he didn't, though," I said dryly. "What happened?" 4 Z 2                      L)iana Gabaiaon

He laughed. "I think I was too mazcd from tiredness to do anything sensible," he said. "I just looked at him for a moment, and then I said, 'It's all right; it's only me.' )' 

"And what did the seal do?" 

Jamie shrugged slightly. "He looked me over for a bit longer-silkies dinna blink much, did vc know that', It's verra unnerving to have one look at ye for long-then he gave a sort of a grunt and slid off the rock into the Nvater." 

Left in sole possession of the tiny islet, Jamie had sat blankly for a time, recovering his strength, and then at last began a methodical search of the crevices. Small as the area was, it took little time to find a deep split in the rock that led down to a wide hollow space, a foot below the rocky surface. Floored with dry sand and located in the center of the island, the hollow would be safe from flooding in all but the worst storms. 

"Well, don't keep me in suspense," I said, poking him in the stomach. "Was the French gold there?" 

"Well, it was and it wasn't, Sassenach," he answered, neatly sucking in his stomach. "I'd been expecting gold bullion; that's what the rumor said that Louis would send. And thirty thousand pounds' worth of gold bullion would make a good-sized hoard. But all there was in the hollow was a box, less than a foot long, and a small leather pouch. The box did have gold in it, though-and silver, too." 
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Gold and silver indeed. The wooden box had contained two hundred and five coins, gold ones and silver ones, some as sharply cut as though newminted, some with their markings worn nearly to blankness. 

"Ancient coins, Sassenach." 

"Ancient? What, you mean very old-" 

"Greek, Sasscnach, and Roman. Verra old indeed." 

We lay staring at each other in the dim light for a moment, not speaking. "That's incredible," I said at last. "It's treasure, all right, but not-" "Not what Louis would send, to help feed an army, no," he finished for

me. "No, whoever put this treasure there, it wasna Louis or any of his ministers." 

"What about the bag?" I said, suddenly remembering. "What was in the pouch you found?" 

"Stories, Sassenach. Gemstones. Diamonds and pearls and emeralds and sapphires. Not many, but nicely cut and big enough." He smiled, a little grimly. "Aye, big enough." He had sat on a rock under the dim gray sky, turning the coins and the jewels over and over between his fingers, stunned into bewilderment. At last, roused by a sensation of being watched, he had looked up to find himself surrounded by a circle of curious seals. The tide was out, the females had
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come back from their fishing, and twenty pairs of round black eyes surveyed him cautiously. 

The huge black male, emboldened by the presence of his harem, had come back too. He barked loudly, darting his head threateningly from side to side, and advanced on Jamie, sliding his three -hundred -pound bulk a few feet closer with each booming exclamation, propelling himself with his flippers across the slick rock. 

"I thought I'd best leave, then," he said. "I'd found what I came to find, after all. So I put the box and the pouch back where I'd found them-I couldna carry them ashore, after all, and if I did-what then? So I put them back, and crawled down into the water, half-frozen wi' cold." 

A few strokes from the island had taken him again into the current heading landward; it was a circular current, like most eddies, and the gyrc had carried him to the foot of the headland within half an hour, where he crawled ashore, dressed, and fell asleep in a nest of marrow grass. 

He paused then, and I could see that while his eyes were open and fixed on me, it wasn't me they saw. 

"I woke at dawn," he said softly. "I have seen a great many dawns, Sassenach, but never one like that one. 

"I could feel the earth turn beneath me, and my own breath coming wi' the breathing of the wind. It was as though I had no skin nor bone, but only the light of the rising sun inside me." 

His eves softened, as he left the moor and came back to me. 

"So then the sun came up higher," he said, matter-of-factly. "And when it warmed me enough to stand, I got up and went inland toward the road, to meet the English." 

"But why did you go back?" I demanded. "You were free! You had money! And-" 

"And where would I spend such money as that, Sassenach?" he asked. "Walk into a cottar's hearth and offer him a gold denarius, or a wee emerald?" He smiled at my indignation and shook his head. 
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"Nay," he said gently, "I had to go back. Aye, I could ha' lived on the moor for a time-halfstarvcd and naked, but I might have managed. But they were hunting me, Sassenach, and hunting hard, for thinking that I might know where the gold was hid. No cot near Ardsmuir would be safe from the English, so long as I was free, and might be thought to seek refuge there. 

"I've seen the English hunting, ye ken," he added, a harder note creeping into his voice. 

"Ye'll have seen the panel in the entry hall?" 

I had; one panel of the glowing oak that lined the hall below had been smashed in, perhaps by a heavy boot, and the crisscross scars of saber slashes marred the paneling from door to stairs. 

444                         uiana tavaiaon

"We keep it so to remember," he said. "To show to the weans, and tell them when they askthis is what the English are." The suppressed hate in his voice struck me low in the pit of the stomach. Knowing what I knew of what the English army had done in the Highlands, there was bloody little I could say in argument. I said nothing, and he continued after a moment. 

"I wouldna expose the folk near Ardsmuir to that kind of attention, Sassenach." At the word "Sassenach," his hand squeezed mine and a small smile curved the corner of his mouth. Sassenach I might be to him, but not English. 

"For that matter," he went on, "were I not taken, the hunt would likely come here again-to Lallybroch. If I would risk the folk near Ardsmuir, I would not risk my own. And even without that-" He stopped, seeming to struggle to find words. 

"I had to go back," he said slowly. "For the sake of the men there, if for nothing else." 

"The men in the prison?" I said, surprised. "Were some of the Lallybroch men arrested with you?" 

He shook his head. The small vertical line that appeared between his brows when he thought hard was visible, even by starlight. 

"No. There were men there from all over the Highlands-from every clan, almost. Only a few men from each clan-remnants and ragtag. But the more in need of a chief, for all that." 

"And that's what you were to them?" I spoke gently, restraining the urge to smooth the line away with my fingers. 

"For lack of any better," he said, with the flicker of a smile. He had come from the bosom of family and tenants, from a strength that had sustained him for seven years, to find a lack of hope and a loneliness that would kill a man faster than the damp and the filth and the quaking ague of the prison. 

And so, quite simply, he had taken the ragtag and remnants, the castoff survivors of the field of Culloden, and made them his own, that they and he might survive the stones of Ardsmuir as well. Reasoning, charming, and cajoling where he could, fighting where he must, he had forced them to band together, to face their captors as one, to put aside ancient clan rivalries and allegiances, and take him as their chieftain. 

"They were mine," he sa-id softly. "And the having of them kept me alive." But then they had been taken from him and from each otherwrenched apart and sent into indenture in a foreign land. And he had not been able to save them. 

"You did your best for them. But it's over now," I said softly. We ]a,,, in each other's arms in silence for a long time, letting the small noises of the house wash over us. Different from the comfortable commer-PDF Transform

PDF Transform

Y

Y

Y

er

Y

er

B

2

B

2

B

.0

B

.0

A

A

Click here to buy

Click here to buy

w

w

w

w

w . 

w

A B B YY.com

.A B BYY.com

Voyager                                    425

cial bustle of the brothel, the tiny creaks and sighing spoke of quiet, and home, and safety. For the first time, we were truly alone together, removed from danger and distraction. There was time, now. Time to hear the rest of the story of the gold, to hear what he had done with it, to find out what had happened to the men of Ardsmuir, to speculate about the burning of the printshop, Young Ian's oneeyed scaman, the encounter with His Majesty's Customs on the shore by Arbroath, to decide what to do next. And since there was time, there was no riced to speak of anv of that, now. 

The last peat broke and fcll apart on the hearth, its glowing interior hissing red in t.ic cold. I snuggled closcr to Jamie, burying my face in the side of his neck. He tasted faintly of grass and swcat, -with a whiff of brandy. 

He shifted his body in response, bringing us together all down our naked lengths. 

"What, again?" I murmured, amused. "Men your age aren't supposed to do it again so soon." 

His teeth nibbled gently on my earlobe. "Well, you're doing it too, Sasscnach," he pointed out. "And you're older than I am." 

"That's different," I said, gasping a little as he MONT  cd suddenly over me, his shoulders blotting out the starlit window. "I'm a woman." 

"And if ye weren't a woman, Sassenach," he assured me, settling to his work, "I NNTOUldna be doing it either. Hush, now." 

I wokc Just past dawn to the scratching of the rose brier against the window, and the mufflcd thump and clang of breakfast fixing in the kitchen below. Peering over Jamie's sleeping form, I saw that the fire was dead out. I slid out of bed, quietly so as not to wake him. The floorboards werc icy under my feet and I reached, shivering, for the first available garment. 

Swathed in the folds of Jamie's shirt, I krielt on the hearth and went about the laborious business of rekindling the fire, thinking rather wistfully that I might have included a box of safety matches in the short list of items I had thought worthwhile to bring. Striking sparks from a flint to catch kindling does work, but not usually on the first try. Or the second. Or . 

. . 

Somewhere around the dozenth attempt, I was rc,varclcd by a tiny black spot on the twist of tow I was using for kindling. It grew at once and blossomed into a tinv flame. I thrust it hastlIN, but carcfullv beneath the little tent of twigs I had prepared, to shelter the blooming flame from the cold breeze. 

I had lcft the window ajar the night before, to insure not being suffocated by the smokcpcat fires burned hot, but dully, with a lot of smoke, as the blackened beams overhead attested. Just nmv, though, I thought Nvc could dispense with fresh air-at least until I got the fire thoroughly under way. 
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The pane was rimed at the bottom with a light frost; winter was not far off. The air -,vas so crisp and fresh that I paused before shutting the window, breathing in great gulps of dead leaf, dried apples, cold earth, and damp, sweet grass. The scene outside was perfect in its still clarity, stone walls and dark Pines drawn sharp as black quillstrokes against the gray overcast of the morning. 
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A movement drew my eye to the top of the hill, where the rough track led to the village of Broch Mordha, ten miles distant. One by one, three small Highland ponies came up over the rise, and started down the hill toward the farmhouse. 

They were too far away for me to make out the faces, but I could see by the billowing skirts that all three riders were women. Perhaps it was the girls -Maggie, Kitty, and Janetcoming back from Young Jamie's house. My own Jamie would be glad to see them. I pulled the shirt, redolent of Jamie, around me against the chill, deciding to take advantage of what privacy might remain to us this morning by thawing out in bed. I shut the window, and paused to lift several of the light peat bricks from the basket by the hearth and feed them carefully to my fledgling fire, before shedding the shirt and crawling under the covers, numb toes tingling with delight at the luxurious warmth. Jamie fclt the chill of my return, and rolled instinctively toward me, gathering me neatly in and curling round me spoon-fashion. He sleepily rubbed his face against my shoulder. 

"Sleep well, Sassenach?" he muttered. 

"Never better," I assured him, snuggling my cold bottom into the warm hollow of his thighs. "You?" 

"Mmmmm." He responded with a blissftil groan, wrapping his arms about me. "Dreamed like a fiend." 

"What about," 

"Naked women, mostly," he said, and set his teeth gently in the flesh of my shoulder. 

"That, and food." His stomach rumbled softly. The scent of biscuits and fried bacon in the air was faint but unmistakable. 

"So long as you don't conftise the two," I said, twitching my shoulder out of his reach. 

"I can tell a hawk from a handsaw, when the wind sets north by nor'wcst," he assured me, 

"and a sweet, plump lassie from a salt-cured ham, too, appearances notwithstanding." He grabbed my buttocks with both hands and squeezed, making me yelp and kick him in the shins. 

"Beast!" 

"Oh, a beast, is it?" he said, laughing. "Well, then          Growling deep in his throat, he dived under the quilt and proceeded to nip and nibble his way up the insides of my thighs, blithely ignoring my squeaks and the hail of kicks on his back and shoulders. Dislodged by our struggles, the quilt slid off
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onto the floor, revealing the tousled mass of his hair, flying wild over my thighs. 

"Perhaps there's less difference than I thought," he said, his head popping up between my legs as he paused for breath. He pressed my thighs flat against the mattress and grinned up at me, spikes of red hair standing on end like a porcupine's quills. "Ye do taste a bit salty, come to try it. What do ve-1)

He was interrupted by a sudden bang as the door flew open and rebounded from the wall. Startled, we turned to look. In the doorway stood a young girl I had never seen before. She was perhaps fifteen or sixteen, with long flaxen hai. and big blue eyes. The eyes were somewhat bigger than normal, and filled with an expression of horrified shock as she stared at me. Her gaze moved slowly from my tangled hair to my bare breasts, and down the slopes of my naked body, until it encountered Jamie, lying prone betwcen my thighs, white-faced with a shock equal to hers. 

"Daddy!" she said, in tones of total outrage. "Who is that woman?" 
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Daddy

addy?" I said blankly. "Daddy?" 

Jamie had turned to stone when the door opened. Now he shot bolt upright, snatching at the fallen quilt. He shoved the disheveled hair out of his face, and glared at the girl. 

"What in the name of bloody hell are you doing here?" he demanded. Red-bearded, naked, and hoarse with ftiry, he was a formidable sight, and the girl took a step backward, looking uncertain. Then her chin firmed and she glared back at him. 

"I came with Mother!" 

The effect on Jamie could not have been greater had she shot him through the heart. He jerked violently, and all the color went out of his face. 

It came flooding back, as the sound of rapid footsteps sounded on the wooden staircase. He leapt out of bed, tossing the quilt hastily in my direction, and grabbed his breeks. He had barely pulled them on when another female figure burst into the room, skidded to a halt, and stood staring, bug-eyed, at the bed. 

"It's true!" She whirled toward Jamie, fists clenched against the cloak she still Nvore. "It's true! It's the Sasscnach witch! How could ye do such a thing to me, Jamie Fraser?" 

"Be still, Laoghairc!" he snapped. "I've done nothing to ye!" I sat up against the wall, clutching the quilt to my bosom and staring. It was only when he spoke her name that I recognized her. Twenty-odd years ago, Laoghaire MacKenzie had been a slender sixteen-year-old, with rosepetal skin, moonbeam hair, and a violent-and unrequited-passion for Jamie Fraser. EvidentIv, a few things had changed. She was nearing forty and no longer slender, having thickened considerably. The skin was still fair, but weathered, and stretched plumply over checks flushed with anger. Strands of ashy hair straggled out from under her respectable white kertch. The pale blue eyes were the same, though-they turned on me again, with the same expression of hatrcd I had seen in them long ago. 

"He's mine!" she hissed. She stamped her foot. "Get ve back to the hell that vc came from, and leave him to me! Go, I say!" 

As I made no move to obey, she glanced Nvildly about in search of a Voyager                                    429

weapon. Catching sight of the blue-banded ewer, she seized it and dre'.v back her arm to fling it at me. Jamie plucked it ncatIv frorn her hand, set it back on the bureau, and grasped her by the upper arm, hard enough to make her squeal. 

He turned her and shoved her roughly toward the door. "Get ye downstairs," he ordered. 

"I'll speak wi' ye presently, Laoghairc." 

"You'll speak wi' me? Speak wi' me, is it!" she cried. Face contorted, she swung her free hand at him, raking his face from eye to chin with her nails. He grunted, grabbed her other wrist, and dragging her to the door, 

pushed her out into the passage and slammed the door to and turned the key. By the time he turned around again, I was sitting on the edge of the bed, fumbling with shaking hands as I tried to pull my stockings on. 

"I can explain it to yc, Claire," he said. 

"I cl-clon't think so," I said. My lips were numb, along with the rest of me, and it was hard to form words. I kept my eyes fixed on my feet as I triedand failed-to tie my garters. 
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"Listen to me!" he said violently, bringing his fist down on the table with a crash that made me jump. I jerked my head up, and caught a glimpse of him towering over me. With his red hair tumbled loose about his shoulders, his face unshaven, bare-chested, and the raw marks of Laoghaire's nails down his cheek, he looked like a Viking raider, bent on mavhem. I turned away to look for rny shift. 

It was lost in the bedclothes; I scrabbled about among the sheets. A considerable pounding had started up on the other side of the door, accompanied by shouts and shrieks, as the commotion attracted the other inhabitants of the house. 

"You'd best go and explain things to your daughter," I said, pulling the crumpled cotton over my head. 

"She's not my daughter!" 

"No?" My head popped out of the neck of the shift, and I lifted my chin to state up at him. 

"And I suppose you aren't married to Laoghaire, either? " "I'm married to you, damn it!" he bellowed, striking his fist on the table again. 

"I don't think so." I felt very cold, My stiff fingers couldn't manage the lacing of the stays; I thrcw tbcm aside, and stood up to look for mv gown, which was somewhere on the other side of the room-bchind Jamie. 

"I need my dress." 

"You, rc no going anywhere, Sasscnach. Not until-" 

"Don't call mc that!" I shrieked it, surprising both of us. He stared at me for a moment, then nodded. 

"All right," he said quietly. He glanced at the door, now reverberating 430                       Diana Gabaldon

under the force of the pounding. He drew a deep breath and straightened, squaring his shoulders. 

"I'll go and settle things. Then we'll talk, the two of us. Stay here, SassClaire." He picked up his shirt and yanked it over his head. Unlocking the door, he stepped out into the suddenly silent corridor and closed it behind him. 

I managed to pick up the dress, then collapsed on the bed and sat shaking all over, the green wool crumpled across my knees. 

I couldn't think in a straight line. My mind spun in small circles around the central fact; he was married. Married to Laoghaire! And lie had a family. And yet lie had wept for Brianna. 110h, Bree!" I said aloud. "Oh, God, Bree!" and began to cry-partly from shock, partly at the thought of Brianna. It wasn't logical, but this discovery seemed a betrayal of her, as much as of me-or of Laoghaire. 

The thought of Laoghaire turned shock and sorrow to rage in a moment. I rubbed a fold of green wool savagely across my face, leaving the skin red and prickly. Damn him! HoNv dare he? If he had married again, thinking me dead, that was one thing. I had half-cxpected, half-feared it. But to marry that woman -that spiteful, sneaking little bitch who had tried to murder me at Castle Leoch . . . but he likely didn't know that, a small voice of reason in my head pointed out. 

"Well, he should have known!" I said, "Damn him to hell, how could he take her, anyway?" The tears were rolling heedlessly down my face, hot spurts of loss and fury, and my nose was running. I groped for a handkerchief, found none, and in desperation, blew my nose at last on a corner of the sheet. 
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It smelled of Jamie. Worse, it smelled of the two of us, and the faint, musky lingerings of our pleasure. There was a small tingling spot on the inside of my thigh, where Jamie had nipped me, a few minutes before. I brought the flat of my hand down hard on the spot in a vicious slap, to kill the feeling. 

" Liar! " I screamed. I grabbed the pitcher Laoghaire had tried to throw at me, and hurled it mvself. It crashed against the door in an explosion of splinters. I stood in the middle of the room, listening. It was quiet. There was no sound from below; no one was coming to see what had made the crash. I imagined they were all much too concerned with soothing Laoghaire to worry about me. 

Did they live here, at Lallvbrochr' I recalled Jamie, taking Fergus aside, sending him ahead, ostensibly to tell Ian and jermv we were coming. And, 
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presumably, to warn them about me, and get Laoghaire out of the Nva before I arrived. What in the name of God did Jenny and Ian think about this? Clcarlv they must know about Laoghaire-and yet they had received me last night, with no sign of it on their faces. But if Laoghaire had been sent away-why did she come back? Even trying to think about it made my temples throb. 

The act of violence had drained enough rage for me to be able once more to control my shaking fingers. I kicked the stays into a corner and pulled the green gown over my head. I had to get out of there. That was the only fialf-cohercnt thought in my head, and I clung to it. I had to leave. I couldn't stay, not with Laoghaire and her daughters in the house. They belonged therc-1 didnt. 

I managed to tic up the garters this time, do up the faces of the dress, fasten the multiple hooks of the ovcrskirt, and find my shoes. One was under the washstand, the other by the massive oak armoirc, where I had kicked them the night before, dropping my clothes carelessly anywhere in my eagerness to crawl into the welcoming bed and nestle warmly in Jarnie's arms. 

I shivered. The fire had gone out again, and there was an icy draft from the window. I felt chilled to the bone, despite my clothes. 

I wasted some time in searching for my cloak before realizing that it was downstairs; I had left it in the parlor the day before. I pushed my fingers through my hair, but was too upset to look for a comb. The strands crackled with electricity from having the woolen dress pulled over niv head, and I slapped irritably at the floating hairs that stuck to my face. Ready. Ready as I'd be, at least. I paused for one last look around, then heard footsteps coming up the stair. 

Not fast and light, like the last ones. These were heavier, and slow, delibcrate. I knew without seeing him that it was Jamie coming-and that he Nvasn't anxious to see me. Fine, I didn't want to see him, either. Better just to leave at once, without speaking. What was there to say? 

I backed away as the door opened, unaware that I was moving, until my legs hit the edge of the bed. I lost my balance and sat down. Jamie paused in the doorway, looking down at me. 

He had shaved. That was the first thing I noticed. In echo of Young Ian the dav before, he had hastily shaved, brushed his hair back and tidied hin-iself before facing trouble, He seemed to know what I was thinking; the ghost of a smile passed over his face, as he rubbed his freshly scraped chin. "D'ye think it will help?" he asked. 
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I swallowed, and licked dry, lips, but didn't answer, He sighed, and answered himself. 

"No, I suppose not." He stepped into the room and closed the door. He 432                         Diana Gabaldon

stood awk-,vardfy for a moment, then moved toward the bed, one hand extended toward me. "Claire-" 

"Don't touch me!" I leapt to my feet and backed away, circling toward the door. His hand felt to his side, but he stcpped in front of me, blocking the way. 

"Wilt ye no let me explain, Claire,"' 

"It seems to be a little late for that," I said, in what I meant to be a cold, disdainfiil tone. Unfortunately, my voice shook. 

He pushed the door shut behind him. 

"Ye never used to be unreasonable," he said quietly. 

"And don't tell me what I used to be!" The tears were much too near the surface, and I bit my lip to hold them back. 

"All right." His face was very pale; the scratches Lao-haire had given him showed as three red lines, livid down his cheek. 

"I dinna five with her," he said. "She and the girls live at Balriggan, over near Broch Mordha." He watched me closely, but I said nothing. He shrugged a little, settling the shirt on his shoulders, and went on. 

"It was a great mistake-the marriage between us." 

"With two children? Took you a while to realize, didn't it?" I burst out. His lips pressed tight together. 

"The lassies aren't mine; Laoghaire was a widow wi' the two bairns when I wed her." 

"Oh." It didn't make any real difference, but still, I fclt a small wave of something like relief, on Brianna's behalf. She was the sole child of Jamie's heart, at least, even if I"I've not lived wi' them for some time; I live in Edinburgh, and send money to them, but-" 

"You don't need to tell me," I interrupted. "It doesn't make any difference. Let me by, please-I'm going." 

The thick, ruddy brows drew sharply together. "Going where?" 

"Back. Away. I don't know-Ict me by!" 

"You aren't going anNr\vhcre," he said definitely. "You can't stop me!" He reached out and grabbed me by both arms. 

"Aye, I can," he said. He could; I jerked fiiriously, but couldn't budge the iron grip on my biceps. 

"Let go of me this minute!" 

"No, I won't!" He glared at me, cves narrowed, and I suddenly realized that calm as he might seem out,,vardlv, he was very nearly as upset as I was. I saw the muscles of his throat move as he swallowed, controlling himself enough to speak again. 

"I Nvillna let ye go until I've explained to ye, why
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"What is there to explain?" I demanded furiously. "You married again! What else is there?" The color was rising in his face; the tips of his cars were already red, a sure sign of impending fury. 

"And have you lived a nun for twenty years?" he demanded, shaking me slightly. "Have ye?" 
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"No!" I flung the word at his face, and he flinched slightly. "No, I bloody haven't! And I don't think you've been a monk, eithcr-I never did!" "Then-" he began, but I was much too furious to listen anymore. "You lied to me, damn you!" 

"I never did!" I ie skin was stretched tight over his cheekbones, as it was when he was very angry indeed. 

"You did, you bastard! You know you did! Let go!" I kicked him sharplN in the shin, hard enough to numb my toes. He exclaimed in pain, but didn          It let go. Instead, he squeezed harder, making me yelp. 

"I never said a thing to ye-" 

"No, you didn't! But you lied, anyway! You let me think you weren't married, that there wasn't anyone, that you-that you-" I was half-sobbing with rage, gasping between words. 

"You should have told me, the minute I came! Why in hell didn't you tell me?" His grip on my arms slackened, and I managed to wrench myself free. He took a step toward me, eyes glittering with fury. I wasn't afraid of him; I drew back my fist and hit him in the chest. 

"Why?" I shrieked, hitting him again and again and again, the sound of the blows thudding against his chest. "Why, why, iphy!" 

"Because I was afraid!" He got hold of my wrists and threw me backward, so I fell across the bed. He stood over me, fists clenched, breathing hard. "I am a coward, damn you! I couldna tell ye, for fear yc would leave me, and unmanly thing that I am, I thought I couldna bear that!" 

"Unmanly? With two wives? Ha!" 

I really thought he would slap me; he raised his arm, but then his open palm clenched into a fist. 

"Am I a man? To want you so badly that nothing else matters? To see you, and know I would sacrifice honor or family or life itself to lie wi' you, even though ye'd left me?" 

"You have the filthy, unmitigated, bleeding gall to say such a thing to me?" My voice was so high, it came out as a thin and vicious whisper. "You'll blame me?" He stopped then, chest heaving as he caught his breath. 

"No. No, I canna blame you." He turned aside, blindly. "Ho-vv could it have been your fault? Ye wanted to stay         ine, to die with me." 

"I did, the more fool I,-I said. "You sent me back, you made me go! And now vou want to blame me for going?" 

He turned back to me, eyes dark with desperation. 
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"I had to send ye awav! I had to, for the bairn's sake!" His eyes went involuntarily to the hook where his coat hung, the pictures of Brianna in its pocket. He took one deep, quivering breath, and calmed himself with a visible effort. 

"No," he said, much more quietly. "I canna regret that, whatever the cost. I would have given my life, for her and for you. If it took my heart and soul, too . - ." He drew a long, quivering breath, mastering the passion that shook him. "I canna blame ye for going." 

"You blame me for coming back, though." He shook his head as though to clear it. "No, God no!" 

He grabbed my hands tight between his own, the strength of his grip grinding the bones together. 
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"Do ve know what it is to live twenty years without a heart? To live half a man, and accustom yourself to living in the bit that's left, fitting in the cracks wi' what mortar comes handy?" 

"Do I know,"' I echoed. I struggled to loose myself, to little effect. "Yes, you bloody bastard, I know that! What did you think, I'd gone straight back to Frank and lived happy ever after?" I kicked at him as hard as I could. He flinched, but didn't let go. 

"Sometimes I hoped ve did," he said, speaking through clenched teeth. "And then sometimes I could see it-him with you, day and night, lyin' with ye, taking your body, holding my child! And God, I could kill ye for it!" 

Suddenly, he dropped my hands, whirled, and smashed his fist through the side of the oak armoire. It was an impressive blow; the armoire was a sturdy piece of furniture. It must have bruised his knuckles considerably, but without hesitation, he drove the other fist into the oak boards as well, as though the shining wood were Frank's face-or mine. 

"Feel like that about it, do you?" I said coldly, as he stepped back, panting. "I don't even have to imagine you with Laoghaire-I've bloody seen her! " 

"I dinna care a fig for Laoghaire, and never have!" 

"Bastard!" I said again. "You'd marry a woman without wanting her, and then throw her aside the minute-" 

"Shut up!" he roared. "Hold your tongue, ye wicked wee bitch!" He slammed a fist down on the washstand, glaring at me. "I'm damned the one way or the other, no? If I felt anything for her, I'm a faithless womanizer, and if I didn't, I'm a heartless beast." 

"You should have told me!" 

"A,nd if I had?" He grabbed my hand and jerked me to my feet, holding me eye to eye with him. "You'd have turned on your heel and gone without
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a word. And having seen ye again-I tell ye, I would ha' done far worse than lie to keep you!" 

He pressed me tight against his body and kissed me, long and hard. My knees turned to water, and I fought to keep my feet, buttressed by the vision of Laoghaire's angry eyes, and her voice, echoing shrill in my ears. He's mine! 

"This is senseless," I said, pulling away. Fury had its own intoxication, but the hangover was setting in fast, a black dizzy vortex. My head swam so that I could hardly keep my balance. "I can't think straight. I'm leaving." 

I lurched toward the door, but he caught me by the waist, yanking me back. He whirled me toward himself and kissed me again, hard enough to leave a quicksilver taste of blood in my mouth. It was neither affection nor desire, but a blind passion, a determination to possess me. He was through talking. 

So was 1. 1 pulled my mouth away and slapped him hard across the face, fingers curved to rake his flesh. 

He jerked back, check scraped raw, then twisted his fingers tight in my hair, bent and took my mouth again, deliberate and savage, ignoring the kicks and blows I rained on him. He bit my lower lip, hard, and when I opened my lips, gasping, thrust his tongue into my mouth, stealing breath and words together. 

He threw me bodily onto the bed where we had lain laughing an hour before, and pinned me there at once with the weight of his body. 
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He was most mightily roused. So was 1. 

Mine, he said, without uttering a word. Mine! 

I fought him with boundless fi-iry and no little skill, and Yours, my body echoed back. Yours, and may you be damned for it! 

I didn't feel him rip'my gown, but I fclt the heat of his body on my bare breasts, through the thin linen of his shirt, the long, hard muscle of his thigh straining against my own. He took his hand off my arm to tear at his breeches, and I clawed him from ear to breast, striping his skin with pale red. 

We were doing our level best to kill each other, fueled by the rage of years apart-mine for his sending me away, his for my going, mine for Laoghairc, his for Frank. 

"Bitch!" he panted. "Whore!" 

"Damn you!" I got a hand in his own long hair, and yanked, pulling his face down to me again. We rolled off the bed and landed on the floor in a tangled heap, rolling to and fro in a welter of half-uttered curscs and broken words. 

I didn't hear the door open. I didn't hear anything, though she must have called out, more than once. Blind and deaf, I knew nothing but Jamie until
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the shower of cold water struck us, sudden as an electric shock. Jamie froze. All the color left his face, leaving the bones jutting stark beneath the skin. I lay dazed, drops of water dripping from the ends of his hair onto my

breasts. Just behind him, I could see lenny, her face as white as his, holdin 9 an empty pan in her hands. 

"Stop it!" she said. Her eyes were slanted with a horrified anger. "How could ye, Jainic? 

Rutting like a wild bcast, and not carin' if all the house hears ye! " He moved off me, slowly, clumsy as a bear, Jenriv snatched a quilt from the bed and flung it over my body. 

On all fours, he shook his head like a dog, sending droplets of water flying. Then, very slowly, he got to his feet, and pulled his ripped breeches back into place. 

"Are ye no ashamed?" she cried, scandalized. 

Jamie stood looking down at her as though he had never seen any creature quite like her, and was making up his mind what she might be. The wet ends of his hair dripped over his bare chest. 

"Yes," he said at last, quite mildly. "I am." 

He seemed dazed. He closed his eyes and a brief, deep shudder wcrit over him. Without a word, he turned and went out. 

Flight from Eden

enny helped me to the bed, making small clucking noises; whether of shock or con(_rn, I couldn't tell. I was vaguely conscious of hovering figures in the doorway-servants, I supposed-but wasn't disposed to pay much attention. 

"I'll find ye something to put on," she murmured, fluffing a pillow and pushing me back onto it. "And perhaps a bit of a drink. You're all right?" "Where's Jamie?" She glanced at me quickly, sympathy mixed with a gleam of curiosity. "Dinna be afraid; I'll no let him at ye again." She spoke firmly, then pressed her lips tight together, frowning as she tucked the quilt around me. "How he could do such a thing!" 

PDF Transform

PDF Transform

Y

Y

Y

er

Y

er

B

2

B

2

B

.0

B

.0

A

A

Click here to buy

Click here to buy

w

w

w

w

w . 

w

A B B YY.com

.A B BYY.com

"It wasn't his fault-not this." I ran a hand through my tangled hair, indicating my general dishevelment. "I mean-I did it, as much as he did. It was both of us. He-I-" I let my hand fall, helpless to explain. I was bruised and shaken, and my lips were swollen. 

"I see," was all fenny said, but she gave me a long, assessing look, and I thought it quite possible that she did see. 

I didn't want to talk about the recent happenings, and she seemed to sense this, for she kept quiet for a bit, giving a soft-voiced order to someone in the hall, then moving about the room, straightening furniture and tidying things. I saw her pause for a moment as she saw the holes in the armoire, then she stooped to pick up the larger pieces of the shattered ewer. 

As she dumped them into the basin, there was a faint thud from the house below; the slam of the big main door. She stepped to the window and pushed the curtain aside. 

"It's Jamie," she said. She glanced at me, and let the curtain fall. "He'll be going up to the hill; he goes there, if he's troubled. That, or he gets drunk wi' Ian. The hill's better." I gave a small snort. 

"Yes, I expect he's troubled, all right." 

There was a light step in the hallway, and the younger Janet appeared, carefully balancing a tray of biscuits, whisky, and water. She looked pale and scared. 

"Are ye . . . well, Aunt?" she asked tentatively, setting down the tray. 438                        Diana Gabaldon

"I'm fine," I assured her, pushing myself upright and reaching for the whiskv decanter. A scarp glance having assured Jenny of the same, she patted her daughter's arm and turned toward the door. 

"Stay wi' your auntie," she ordered. "I'll go and find a dress." Janet nodded obediently, and sat down by the bed on a stool, watching me as I ate and drank. 

I began to feel physically much stronger with a little food inside me. Internally, I felt quite numb; the recent events seemed at once dreamlike and yet completely clear in my mind. I could recall the smallest details; the blue calico bows on the dress of Laoghaire's daughter, the tiny broken veins in Laoghaire's cheeks, a rough-torn fingernail on Jamie's fourth finger. 

"Do you know where Laoghaire is?" I asked Janet. The girl had her head down, apparently studying her own hands. At my question, she jerked upright, blinking. 

"Oh!" she said. "Oh. Ave, she and Marsali and Joan went back to Balriggan, where they live. Uncle Jamie made them go." 

"Did he," I said flatly. 

Janet bit her lip, twisting her hands in her apron. Suddenly she looked up at me. 

"Aunt-I'm so awfully sorry!" Her eyes were a warm brown, like her father's, but swimming now with tears. 

"It's all right," I said, having no idea what she meant, but trying to be soothing. 

"But it was me!" she burst out. She looked thoroughly miserable, but determined to confess. "I-I told Laoghaire yc were here. That's why she came." 

"Oh." Well, that explained that, I supposed. I finished the whisky and set the glass carefully back on the tray. 

"I didna think-I mean, I didna have it in mind to cause a kebbie-lebbie, truly not. I didna ken that you-that she-" 
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"It's all right," I said again. "One of us would have found out sooner or later." It made no difference, but I glanced at her with some curiosity. "Why did you tell her, though?" The girl glanced cautiously over her shoulder, hearing steps start up from below. She leaned close to me. 

"Mother told me to," she whispered. And with that, she rose and hastily left the room, brushing past her mother in the doorway. 

I didn't ask. Jenny had found a dress for me-one of the elder girls'-and there was no conversation beyond the necessary as she helped me into it. When I was dressed and shod, my hair combed and put up, I turned to her. 

"I want to go," I said. "Now." 

Voyager                                   439

She didn't argue, but only looked me over, to see that I was strong enough. She nodded then, dark lashes covering the slanted blue eyes so like her brother's. 

"I think that's best," she said quietly. 

It was late morning when I left Lallybroch for what I knew would be the last time. I had a dagger at my waist, for protection, though it was unlikely I would need it. My horse's saddlebags held food and several bottles of ale; enough to see me back to the stone circle. I had thought of taking back the pictures of Brianna from Jamie's coat, but after a moment's hesitation, had lcft them. She 'clongecl to him forever, even if I didn't. It was a cold autumn day, the morning's gray promise fulfillcd with a mourning drizzle. No one was in sight near the house, as Jenny led the horse out of the stable, and held the bridle for me to mount. 

I pulled the hood of my cloak farther forward, and nodded to her. Last time, we had parted with tears and embraces, as sisters. She let go the reins, and stood back, as I turned the horse's head toward the road. 

"Godspeed!" I heard her call behind me. I didn't answer, nor did I look back. I rode most of the day, without really noticing where I was going; taking heed only for the general direction, and letting the gelding pick his own way through the mountain passes. I stopped when the light began to go; hobbled the horse to graze, lay down wrapped in my cloak, and dropped straight asleep, unwilling to stay awake for fear 1 might think, and remember. Numbness was my only refuge. I knew it would go, but I clung to its gray comfort so long as I might. 

It was hunger that brought me unwillingly back to life the next day. I had not paused to cat through all the day before, nor when rising in the morning, but by noon my stomach had begun to register loud protests, and I stopped in a small glen beside a sparkling burn, and unwrapped the food that Icnnv had slipped into my saddlebag. 

There were oatcakes and ale, and several small loaves of fresh-baked bread, slit down the middle, stuffed with sheepmilk cheese and homemade pickle. Highland sand-,vichcs, the hearty fare of shepherds and warriors, as charactcristic of Lallybroch as peanut butter had been of Boston. Very suitable, that my quest should end with one of these. I ate a sandwich, drank one of the stone bottles of ale, and swung back into the saddle, turning the horse's head to the northeast once more. UnfortLinately, while the food had brought fresh strength to my body, it had given fresh life to my feelings as well. As we climbed higher and higher into the clouds, my spirits fcll lowcr-and the), hadn't been high to begin with. 
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The horse was willing enough, but I wasn't. Near midafternoon, I felt that I simply couldn't go on. Leading the horse far enough into a small thicket that it wouldn't be noticeable from the road, I hobbled it loosely, and walked farther under the trees myself, 'tit I came to the trunk of a fallen aspen, smooth-skinned, stained green with moss. 

I sat slumped over, elbows on my knees and head on my hands. I ached in every joint. Not really from the encounter of the day before, or from the rigors of riding; from grief. Constraint and judgment had been a great deal of my life. I had learned at some pains the art of healing; to give and to care, but always stopping short of that danger point where too much was given to make me effective. I had learned detachment and disengagement, to my cost. 

With Frank, too, I had learned the balancing act of civility; kindness and respect that did not pass those unseen boundaries into passion. And Brianna? Love for a child cannot be free; from the first signs of movement in the womb, a devotion springs up as powerful as it is mindless, irresistible as the process of birth itself But powerffil as it is, it is a love always of control; one is in charge, the protector, the watcher, the guardian-there is great passion in it, to be sure, but never abandon. 

Always, always, I had had to balance compassion with wisdom, love with judgment, humanity with ruthlessness. 

Only with Jamie had I given everything I had, risked it all. I had thrown away caution and judgment and wisdom, along with the comforts and constraints of a hard-won career. I had brought him nothing but myself, been nothing but myself with him, given him soul as welt as body, let him see me naked, trusted him to see me whole and cherish my frailtiesbecause he once had. I had feared he couldn't, again. Or wouldn't. And then had known those few days of perfect joy, thinking that what had once been true was true once more; I was free to love him, with everything I had and was, and be loved with an honesty that matched my own, The tears slid hot and wet between my fingers. I mourned for Jamie, and for what I had been, with him. 

Do you know, his voice said, whispering, wbat it means, to say a

gain "I love you, " and to mean it? 

I knew. And with my head in my hands beneath the pine trees, I knew I would never mean it again. 

Sunk as I was in miserable contemplation, I didn't hear the footsteps until he was nearly upon me. Startled by the crack of a branch nearby, I rocketed off the fallen tree like a rising pheasant and whirled to face the attacker, heart in my mouth and dagger in hand. Voyager                                   441

"Christ!" My stalker shied back from the open blade, clearly as startled as I was. 

"What the bell are you doing here?" I demanded. I pressed my free hand to my chest. My heart was pounding like a kettledrum and I was sure I was as white as he was. 

"Jesus, Auntie Claire! Where'd ye learn to pull a knife like that, Ye scairt hell out of me." Young Ian passed a hand over his broxv, Adam's apple bobbing as he swallowed. 

"The feeling is mutual," I assured him. I tried to sheathe the dagger, but my hand was shaking too Much with reaction to manage it. Knees wobbling, I sank back on the aspen trunk and laid the knife on my thigh. 
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"I repeat," I said, trying to gain mastery of myself, "what arc you doing here?" I had a bloody good idea what he was doing there, and I wasn't having any. On the other hand, I needed a moment's recovery from the fright before I could reliably stand up. Young Ian bit his lip, glanced around, and at my nod of permission, sat down awkwardly on the trunk beside me. 

"Uncle Jamie sent Me-" he began. I didn't pause to hear more, but got Lip at once, knees or no knees, thrusting the dagger into my belt as I turned away. 

"Wait, Aunt! Please!" He grabbed at mv arm, but I jerked loose, pulling away from him. 

"I'm not interested," I said, kicking the fronds of bracken aside. "Go home, wee Ian. I've places to go." I hoped I had, at least. 

"But it isn't what you think!" Unable to stop me leaving the clearing, he was following me, arguing as he ducked low branches. "He needs you, Aunt, really he does! Ye must come back wi' me!" 

I didn't answer him; I had reached my horse, and bent to undo the hobbles. 

"Auntie Claire! Will ye no listen to me?" He loomed up on the far side of the horse, gawky height pecring at me over the saddle, He looked very much like his father, his goodnatured, half-homely face creased with anxiety. 

"No," I said briefly. I stuffed the hobbles into the saddlebag, and put my foot into the stirrup, swinging up with a satisfyingly majestic swish of skirts and petticoats. My dignified departure was hampered at this point by the fact that Young Ian had the horse's reins in a death grip. 

"Let go," I said peremptorily. 

"Not until ye hear me out,'   I he said. He glared up at me, jav,, clenched with stubbornness, soft brown eyes ablaze. I glared back at him. Gangling as he was, he had Ian's skinny muscularity; unless I -,vas prepared to ride him down, there seemed tittle choice but to listen to him. 

All right, I decided. Fat lot of good it Would do, to him or his doubledealing uncte, but I'd listen. 
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"Talk," I said, mustering what patience I could. 

He drew a deep breath, eyeing me warily to see whether I meant it. Deciding that I did, he blew his breath out, making the soft brown hair over his broxv flutter, and squared his shoulders to begin. 

"Well," he started, seeming suddenly unsure. "It . . . I . . . he I made a low sound of exasperation in my throat, "Start at the beginning," I said. "But don't make a song and dance of it, hm?" 

He nodded, teeth set in his upper lip as he concentrated. 

"Well, there was the hell of a stramash broke out at the house, after ve left, when Uncle Jamie came back," he began. 

"I'll just bet there was," I said. Despite myself, I was conscious of a small stirring of curiosity, but fought it down, assuming an expression of complete indifference. 

"I've never seen Uncle Jamie sae furious," he said, watching my face carefully. "Nor Mother, either. They went at it hammer and tongs, the two o' them. Father tried to quiet them, but it was like they didna even hear him. Uncle Jamie called Mother a meddling besom, and a lang-nebbit . . . and . . .and a lot of worse names," he added, flushing. 
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"He shouldn't have been angry with Jennv," I said. "She was only trying to help-I think." I felt sick with the knowledge that I had caused this rift, too. Jenny had been Jamie's mainstay since the death of their mother when both were children. Was there no end to the damage I had caused bv coming back? 

To my surprise, Jenny's son smiled briefly. "Well, it wasna all one-sided," he said dryly. 

"My mother's no the person to be taking abuse tying down, ye ken. Uncle Jamie had a feNv toothmarks on him before the end of it." He swallowed, remembering. 

"In fact, I thought they'd damage each other, surely; Mother went for Uncle Jamie wi' an iron girdle, and he snatched it from her and threw it through the kitchen window. Scairt the chickens out o' the yard," he added, with a feeble grin. 

"Less about chickens, Young Ian," I said, looking down at him coldly. "Get on with it; I want to leave." 

"Well, then Uncle Jamie knocked over the bookshelf in the parlor-I dinna think he did it on purpose," the lad added hastily, "he was just too fashed to see straight-and went out the door. Father stuck his head out the window and shouted at him where was he going, and he said he was going to find you." 

"Then why are you here, and not him?" I was leaning forward slightly, watching his hand on the reins; if his fingers showed signs of relaxation, perhaps I could twitch the rein out of his grasp. 

Young Ian sighed. "Well, just as Uncle Jamie was setting out on his horse, Voyager                                  443

Aunt   . . .er . . . I mean his wi-" He blushed miserably. "Laoghaire. She  . . . she came down the hill and into the dooryard." 

At this point, I gave up pretending indifference. I'And what happened then?" He frowned. "There was an awful collieshangie, but I couldna hear much. Auntie . . . I mean Laoghairc-she doesna seem to know how to fight properly, like my Main and Uncle Jamie, She just weeps and wails a lot. Main says she snivels," he added. 

.,Mmphm," I said. "And so?" 

Laoghaire had slid off her own mount, clutched Jamie by the leg, and more or less diagged him off as well, according to Young Ian. She had then subsided into a puddle in the dooryard, clutching Jamie about the knees, weeping and wailing as was her usual habit. Unable to escape, Jamie had at last hauled Laoghaire to her feet, flung her bodily over his shoulder, and carried her into the house and up the stairs, ignoring the fascinated gazes of his family and servants. 

'Right," I said. I realized that I had been clenching my jaw, and consciously unclenched it. 

"So he sent you after me because he was too occupied with his -wife. Bastard! The gall of him! He thinks he can )ust send someone to fetch me back, like a hired girl, because it doesn't suit his convenience to come himself? He thinks he can have his cake and cat it, does he? Bloody arrogant, selfish, overbearing . . . Scot!" Distracted as I was by the picture of Jamie carrying Laoghaire upstairs, "Scot" was the worst epithet I could come up with on short notice. 

My knuckles were white where my hand clutched the edge of the saddle. Not caring about subtlety any more, I leaned down, snatching for the reins. "Let go!" 

"But Auntie Claire, it's not that!" 

PDF Transform

PDF Transform

Y

Y

Y

er

Y

er

B

2

B

2

B

.0

B

.0

A

A

Click here to buy

Click here to buy

w

w

w

w

w . 

w

A B B YY.com

.A B BYY.com

"What's not that?" Caught by his tone of desperation, I glanced up. His long, narrow face was tight with the anguished need to make me understand. "Uncle Jamie didna stay to tend Laoghaire!" 

"Then why did he send you?" 

He took a deep breath, rencwing his grip on my reins. "She shot him. He sent me to find yc, because he's dying." 

CLIf you're lying to me, Ian Murray," I said, for the dozenth time, "you'll regret it to the end of your life-which will be short!" 

I had to raise my voice to be heard. The rising wind came whooshing past me, lifting my hair in streamers off my shoulders, whipping my skirts tight around my legs. The weather was suitably dramatic; great black clouds choked the mountain passes, boiling over the crags like scafoam, with a faint distant rumble of thunder, like far-off surf on packed sand. 444                        Diana Gabaldon

Lacking breath, Young Ian merely shook his bowed head as he leaned into the wind. He was afoot, leading both ponies across a treacherously boggy stretch of ground near the edge of a tiny loch. I glanced instinctively at my wrist, missing my Rolex. It was difficult to tell where the sun was, with the in-rolling storm filling half the western sky, but the upper edge of the dark-tinged clouds glowed a brilliant white that was almost gold. I had lost the knack of telling time bN sun and sky, but thought it was no more than midafternoon. 

Lallybroch lay several hours ahead; I doubted we would reach it by dark. Mcaching My way reluctantly toward Craigh na Dun, I had taken nearly two days to reach the small wood where Young Ian had caught Lip with me. He had, he said, spent only one day in the pursuit; he had known roughiNT where I was headed, and he himself had shod the pony I rode; my tracks had been plain to him, where they showed in the mud-patches among the heather on the open moor. 

Two days since I had left, and one-or more-on the journey back. Three days, then, since Jamie had been shot. 

I could get few useful details from Young Ian; having succeeded in his mission, he wanted only to return to Lallybroch as fast as possible, and saw no point in further conversation. Jamie's gunshot vound was in the left arm, he said. That was good, so far as It went. The ball had penetrated into Jamie's side, as well. That Nvasn't good. Jamie was conscious when last seen -that was good-but was starting a fever. Not good at all. As to the possible effects of shock, the type or seventy of the fever, or \vhat treatment had so far been administered, Young Ian mereh, shrugged. 

So perhaps Jamie was dying; perhaps he wasn't. It Nvasn't a chance I could take, as Jamie himself would know perfectly well. I wondered momentarily whaher he might conceivably have shot himself, as a means of forcing me to return. Our last interview could have left him in little doubt as to mv response had he come after me, or used force to make me return. 

It was beginning to rain, in soft spatters that caught in my hair and lashes, blurring my sight like tears. Past the boggy spot, Young Ian had mounted again, leading the way upward to the final pass that led to Lallybroch. 

Jamie was devious enough to have thought of such a plan, all right, and certainly courageous enough to have carried it out. On the other hand, I had never known him to be reckless. He had taken plenty of bold risks-marrying me being one of them, I thought
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ruefulINI-but never without an estimation of the cost, and a willingness to pay it. Would he have thought drawing me back to Lallybroch worth the chance of actually dying? That hardly seemed logical, and Jamie Fraser was a very logical man. 

I pulled the hood of my cloak further over my head, to keep the increasing downpour out of my face. Young Ian's shoulders and thighs,,vere dark with wet, and the rain dripped from the brim of his slouch hat, but lie sat straight

Voyager                                  445

in the saddle, ignoring the weather with the stoic nonchalance of a trueborn Scot. Very well, Given that Jamie likely hadn't shot himself, was he shot at all? He might have made up the story, and sent his nephew to tell it. On consideration, though, I thought it highly unlikely that Young Ian Could have delivered the news so convincingly, were it false. 

I shrugged, the movement sending a cold rivulet down inside the front of iny cloak, and set myself to wait with what patience I could for the journey to be ended. Years in the practice of medicine had taught me not to anticipate; the reality of each case was bound to be unique, and so must be my response to it. My emotions, however, were much harder to control than my professional reactions. 

Each time I had left Lallybroch, I had thought I would never return. Now here I was, going back once more. Twice now, I had left Jamie, knowing with certainty that I would never see him again. And yet here I was, going back to him like a bloody homing pigeon to its loft. 

"I'll tell you one thing, Jamie Fraser," I muttered under my breath. "If you aren't at death's door when I get there, you'll live to regret it!" 

36

Practical and Applied Witchcraft

t was several hours past dark when we arrived at last, soaked to the skin. The house was silent, and dark, save for two dimly lighted windows downstairs in the parlor. There was a single warning bark from one of

the dogs, but Young Ian shushed the animal, and after a quick, curious nosing at my stirrup, the black-and-white shape faded back into the darkness of the dooryard. The warning had been enough to alert someone; as Young Ian led me into the hall, the door to the parlor opened. Jenny poked her head out, her face drawn with worry. At the sight of Young Ian, she popped out into the hallway, her expression transformed to one of joyous relief, at once superseded by the righteous anger of a mother confronted by an errant offspring. 

"Ian, ye wee wretch!" she said. "Where have ye been all this time? Your Da and I ha' been worrit sick for ye!" She paused long enough to look him over anxiously. "You're all right?" At his nod, her lips grew tight again. "Aye, well. You're for it now, laddic, I'll tell ye! And just where the devil have ye been, anyway?" 

Gangling, knob-jointed, and dripping wet, Young Ian looked like nothing so much as a drowned scarecrow, but he was still large enough to block me from his mother's view. He didn't answer Jenny's scolding, but shrugged awkwardly and stepped aside, exposing me to his mother's startled gaze. 

If my resurrection from the dead had disconcerted her, this second reappearance stunned her. Her deep blue eyes, normally as slanted as her brother's, opened so wide, they looked
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round. She stared at me for a long moment, without saying anything, then her gaze swiveled once more to her son. 

"A cuckoo," she said, almost conversationally. "That's what ye are, laddie -a great cuckoo in the nest. God knows whose son ye were meant to be; it wasna mine." Young Ian flushed hotly) dropping his eyes as the red burned in his checks. He pushed the feathery damp hair out of his eyes with the back of one hand. "I-well, I just . . ." he began, eyes on his boots, "I couldna just . . ." "Oh, never mind about it now!" his mother snapped. 

"Get ve upstairs to your bed; your Da will deal wi' ye in the morning," Voyager                                   447

Ian glanced helplessly at the parlor door, then at me. He shrugged once more, looked at the sodden hat in his hands as though wondering how it had got there, and shuffled slowly down the hall. 

Jennv stood quite still, eves fixed on me, until the padded door at the end of the hallway closed with a soft thump behind Young Ian. Her face showed lines of strain, and the shadows of sleeplessness smudged her eyes. Still fineboned and erect, for once she looked her age, and more. 

"So you're back," she said flatly. 

Seeing no point in answering the obvious, I nodded bricfly. The house was quiet around us, and full of shadows, the hallway lighted only by a threepronged candlestick set on the table. 

"Never mind about it now," I said, softly, so as not to disturb the house's slumber. There was, after all, only one thing of importance at the moment. "Where's Jamie?" After a small hesitation, she nodded as well, accepting my presence for the moment. "In there," she said, waving toward the parlor door. 

I started toward the door, then paused. There was the one thing more. "Where's Laoghaire?" I asked. 

"Gone," she said. Her eyes were flat and dark in the candlelight, unreadable. I nodded in response, and stepped through the door, closing it gently but firmly behind me. 

Too long to be laid on the sofa, Jamie lay on a camp bed set up before the fire. Asleep or unconscious, his profile rose dark and sharp-cdged against the light of the glowing coals, unmoving. 

Whatever he was, he wasn't dead-at least not yet. My eyes growing accustomed to the dim light of the fire, I could see the slow rise and fall of his chest beneath nightshirt and quilt. A flask of water and a brandy bottle sat on the small table by the bed. The padded chair by the fire had a shawl thrown over its back; jenny had been sitting there, watching over her brother. 

There seemed no need now for haste. I untied the strings at the neck of my cloak, and spread the boggy garment over the chairback, taking the shawl in substitute. My hands were cold; I put them under my arms, hugging myself, to bring them to something like a normal temperature before I touched him. 

When I did venture to place a thawed hand on his forehead, I nearly jerked it back. He was hot as a just-fired pistol, and he twitched and moaned at my touch. Fever, indeed. I stood looking down at him for a moment, then carefully moved to the side of the bed and sat down in Jenny's chair. I didn't think he would sleep long, with a temperature like that, and it seemed a shame to wake him needlessly soon, merely to examine him. 
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The cloak behind me dripped water on the floor, a slow, arrhythmic pat448                         Diana Gabaldon ting. It reminded me unpleasantly of an old Highland superstition-thc "dcath-drop." Just before a death occurs, the story goes, the sound of water dripping is heard in the house, by those sensitive to such things. 

I -wasn't, thank heaven, subject to noticing supernatural phenomena of that sort. No, I thought wryly, it takes something like a crack through time to get your attention. The thought made me smile, if only briefly, and dispelled the frisson I had felt at the thought of the death-drop. 

As the rain chill left me, though, I stilt felt uneasy, and for obvious reasons. It wasn't that long ago that I had stood by another makeshift bed, deep in the night-watches, and contemplated death, and the waste of a marriage. The thoughts I had begun in the wood hadn't stopped on the hasty journey back to Lallybroch, and they continued now, without my conscious volition. 

Honor had led Frank to his decision-to keep me as his wife, and raise Brianna as his own. Honor, and an unwillingness to decline a responsibility he felt was his. Well, here before me lay another honorable man, 

Laoghaire and her daughters, Jenny and her family, the Scots prisoners, the smugglers, Mr. Willoughby and Geordie, Fergus and the tenants-how many other responsibilities had Jamie shouldered, through our years apart? 

Frank's death had absolved me of one of my own obligations; Brianna herself of another. The Hospital Board, in their eternal wisdom, had severed the single great remaining tie that bound me to that life. I had had time, with Joe Abernathy's help, to relieve myself of the smaller responsibilities, to depute and delegate, divest and resolve. Jamie had had neither warning nor choice about my reappearance in his life; no time to make decisions or resolve conflicts. And he was not one to abandon his responsibilities, even for the sake of love. 

Yes, he'd tied to me. Hadn't trusted me to recognize his responsibilities, to stand by him-or to leave him-as his circumstances dtmanded. He'd been afraid. So had 1; afraid that he wouldn't choose me, confronted with the struggle between a twenty-year-old love and a present-day family. So I'd run away. 

"Who you fiv'n

I g, L.J.?" I heard Joe Abernathy's voice say, derisive and affectionate. I had fled toward Craigh na Dun with all the speed and decision of a condemned felon approaching the steps of the gallows. Nothing had slowed my journey but the hope that Jamie would come after me. 

True, the pangs of conscience and wounded pride had spurred me on, but the one moment when Young Ian had said, "He's dying," had shown those up for the flimsy things they were. 

My marriage to Jamie had been for me like the turning of a great key, each small turn setting in play the intricate fall of tumblers within me. Bree had been able to turn that key as well, edging closer to the unlocking of the door of myself. But the final turn of the lock was frozen-until I had walked into the printshop in Edinburgh, and the mechanism had sprung free with a final, 
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decisive click. The door now was ajar, the light of an unknown future shining through its crack. But it would take more strength than I had alone to push it open. I watched the rise and fall of his breath, and the play of light and shadow on the strong, clean lines of his face, and kxiekv that nothing truly mattered between us but the fact that we both still lived. So here I was. Again. And ,,vhatcvcr the cost of it might be to him or me, here I stayed. 

I didn't realize that his eyes had opened until he spoke. "Ye came back, then," he said softly. "I knew ye would," 

I opened my mouth to reply, but he was still talking, eyes fixed on my face, pupils dilated to pools of darkness. 

"My love," he said, almost whispering. "God, yc do look so lovely, wi' your great eyes all gold, and your hair so soft round your face." He brushed his tongue across dry lips. "I knew ye must forgive me, Sassenach, once yc knew." 

Once I knew? Mv brows shot up, but I didn't speak; he had more to sav. "I was so afraid to lose yc again, mo chridhe," he murmured. "So afraid. I havena loved anyone but you, my Sassenach, never since the day I saw yebut I couldna . . . I couldna bear . . . " His voice drifted off in an unintclligibic mumble, and his eyes closed again, lashes lying dark against the high curve of his cheek. 

I sat still, wondering what I should do. As I watched, his eyes opened suddenly once again. Heavy and drowsy with fever, they sought my face. "It willna be long, Sassenach," he said, as though reassuring me. One

corner of his mouth vaitched in an attempt at a smile. "Not long. Then I shall touch ye once more. I do long to touch you." 

"Oh, Jamic," I said. Moved by tenderness, I reached out and laid my hand along his burning cheek. 

His eyes snapped wide with shock, and he jerked bolt upright in bed, letting out a bloodcurdling yell of anguish as the movement jarred his wounded arm. 

"Oh God, oh Christ, oh Jesus Lord God Almighty!" he said, bent halfbreathless and clutching at.his lcft arm. "You're real! Bloody stinking filthy pig-s-,viving hell! Oh, Christ!" 

"Are you all right?" I said, rather inanely. I could hear startled exclamations from the floor above, mufflcd bv the thick planks, and the thump of feet as one after another of Laflybroch ;s inhabitants leapt from their beds to investigate the uproar. Jenny's head, eyes even wider than before, poked through the parlor door. Jaruie saw her, and somehow found sufficient breath to roar "Get out!" before doubling up again with an agonized groan. 

"Je-sus," lie said between clenched teeth. "What in God's holy name are yc doing here, Sassenach?" 
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"What do you mean, what am I doing here?" I said. "You sent for me, And what do you mean, I'm reaP" 

He unclenched his jaw and tentatively loosened his grip on his left arm, The resultant sensation proving unsatisfactory, he promptly grabbed it again and said several things in French involving the reproductive organs of assorted saints and animals. 

"For God's sake, lie down!" I said. I took him by the shoulders and eased him back onto the pillows, noting with some alarm how close his bones were to the surface of his heated skin. 
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"I thought ve were a fever dream, 'til you touched me," he said, gasping. "What the hell d'ye mean, popping up by my bed and scarin' me to death?" He grimaced in pain. "Christ, it feels like my damn arm's come off at the shoulder. Och, bugger it!" he exclaimed, as I firmly detached the fingers of his right hand from his left arm. 

"Didn't you send Young Ian to tell me you were dying?" I said, deftly rolling back the sleeve of his nightshirt. The arm was wound in a huge bandage above the elbow, and I groped for the end of the linen strip. "Me? No! Ow, that hurts!" 

"It'll hurt worse before I'm through with you," I said, carefully unwrapping. "You mean the little bastard came after me on his own? You didn't want me to come back?" 

"Want ye back? No! Want ve to come back to me for nothing but pity, the same as yc might show for a dog in a ditch? Bloody hell! No! I forbade the little bugger to go after ye!" He scowled furiously at me, ruddy brows knitting together. 

"I'm a doctor," I said coldly, "not a veterinarian. And if you didn't want me back, what was all that you were saying before you realized I was real, hm? Bite the blanket or something; the end's stuck, and I'm going to pull it loose." 

He bit his lip instead, and made no noise but a swift intake of air through his nose. It was impossible to judge his color in the firelight, but his eyes closed briefly, and small beads of sweat popped out on his forehead. 

I turned away for a moment, groping in the drawer of Jenny's desk where the extra candles were kept. I needed more light before I did anything. 

'41 suppose Young Ian told me you were dying just to get me back here. He must have thought I wouldn't come otherwise." The candles were there; fine beeswax, from the Lallvbroch hives. 

"For what it's worth, I am dying." His voice came from behind me, dry and blunt, despite his breathlessness. 

I turned back to him in some surprise. His eyes rested on my face quite calmly, now that the pain in his arm had lessened a bit, but his breath was still coming unevenly, and his eyes were heavy and bright with fever. I didn't respond at once, but lit the candles I had found, placing them in the big
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candelabra that usually decorated the sideboard, unused save for great occasions. The flames of five additional candles brightened the room as though in preparation for a party. I bent over the bed, noncommital. 

"Let's have a look at it." 

The wound itself was a ragged dark hole, scabbed at the edges and faintly blue-tinged. I pressed the flesh on either side of the wound; it was red and angry-looking, and there was a considerable seepage of pus. Jamie stirred uneasily as I drew my fingertips gently but firmly down the length of the inuscle. 

"You have the makings of a very fine little infection there, my lad," I sa-id. "Young Ian said it went into your side; a second shot, or did it go through your arm?" 

"It went through. Jenny dug the ball out of my side. That wasna so bad, though. Just an inch or so in." He spoke in brief spurts, lips tightening involuntarily between sentences. 

"Let me see where it went through." 

Moving very slowly, he turned his hand to the outside, letting the arm fall away from his side. I could see that even that small movement was intensely painful. The exit wound was
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just above the elbow joint, on the inside of the upper arm. Not directly opposite the entrance wound, though; the ball had been deflected in its passage. 

"Hit the bone," I said, trying not to imagine what that must have felt like. "Do you know if the bone's broken? I don't want to poke you more than I need to." 

"Thanks for small mercies," he said, with an attempt at a smile. The muscles of his face trembled, though, and went slack with exhaustion. "No, I think it's not broken," he said. 

"I've broken my collarbone and my

hand before, and it's no like that, though it hurts a bit." 

"I expect it does." I felt my way carefully up the swell of his biceps, testing for tenderness. 

"How far up does the pain go?" 

He glanced at his wounded arm, almost casually. "Feels like I've a hot poker in my arm, not a bone. But it's no just the arm pains me now; my whole side's gone stiff and sore." He swallowed, licking his lips again. "Will ye give me a taste of the brandy?" he asked. "It hurts to feel my heart beating," he added apologeticallyWithout comment, I poured a cup of water from the flask on the table, and held it to his lips. He raised one brow, but drank thirstily, then let his head fall back against the pillow. He breathed deeply for a moment, eyes closed, then opened them and looked directly at Me. 

"I've had two fevers in my life that near killed me," he said. "I think this one likely will. I wouldna send for ve, but . . . I'm glad you're here." He swallowed once, then went on. "I . . . wanted to say to ye that I'm sorry. 
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And  to bid vc a proper farewell. I wouldna ask vc to stav 'til the end, but . . .would ve . . . would ve stay wl' mc-just for a bit>" 

His right hand was pressed flat against the mattress, steadying him. I could see that he was fighting hard to keep any note of pleading from his voice or eves, to make it a simple request, one that could be refused. 

I sat down on the bed beside him, careful not to jar him. The firelight glowed on one side of his face, sparking the rcd-gold stubble of his beard, picking up the small flickers of silver here and there, leaving the other side masked in shadow. He met my eyes, not blinking. I hoped the yearning that showed in his face was not quite so apparent on my own. I reached out and ran a hand gently down the side of his face, feeling the soft scratchiness of beard stubble. 

"I'll stay for a bit," I said. "But you're not going to die." He raised one eyebrow. "You brought me through one bad fever, using what I still think was witchcraft. And Jenny got me through the next, wi' naught but plain stubbornness. I suppose wi' the both of yc here, ye might just manage it, but I'm no at all sure I want to go through such an ordeal again. I think I'd rather just die and ha' done with it, if it's all the same to you.,, 

141rigrate," I said. "Coward." Torn between exasperation and tenderness, I patted his check and stood up, groping in the deep pocket of my skirt. There was one item I had carried on my person at all times, not trusting it to the vagaries of travel. I laid the small, flat case on the table and flipped the latch. "I'm not going to let vou die this time either," I informed him, "greatly as I may be tempted." I carefully extracted the roll of gray flannel and laid it on the table with a soft clinking noise. I unrolled the flannel, 
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displaying the gleaming ro-,v of syringes, and rummaged in the box for the small bottle of penicillin tablets. 

"What in God's name are those?" Jamie asked, eyeing the syringes with interest. "They took wicked sharp." 

I didn't answer, occupied in dissolving the penicillin tablets in the vial of sterile water. I selected a glass barrel, fitted a needle, and pressed the tip through the rubber CONT  ering the mouth of the bottle. Holding it up to the light, I pulled back slowly on the plunger, watching the thick white liquid fill the barrel, checking for bubbles. Then pulling the needle free, I depressed the plunger slightly until a drop of liquid pearled from the point and rolled slowly down the length of the spike. 

"Roll onto your good side," I said, turning to Jamie, "and pull up your shirt." He eved the needle in mv hand with keen suspicion, but rcluctantlv obeycd-'I surveyed the terrain with approval. 
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"Your bottom hasn't changed a bit in twenty years," I remarked, admiring the muscular curves. 

"Neither has yours," he replied courteously, "but I'm no insisting you expose it, Are ye suffering a sudden attack of lustfulness?" 

"Not just at present," I said evenly, swabbing a patch of skin with a cloth soaked in brandy. 

"That's a verra nice make of brandy," he said, peering back over his shoulder, "but I'm more accustomed to apply it at the other end." 

"It's also the best source of alcohol available. Hold still now, and relax." I jabbed deftly and pressed the plunger slowly in. 

"Ouch!" Jamie rubbed his posterior resentfully. 

"It'll stop stinging in a minute." I poured an inch of brandy into the cup. "Now you can have a bit to drink-a very little bit." 

He drained the cup without comment, watching me roll up the collection of syringes. Finally he said, "I thought ye stuck pins in ill-wish dolls when ye meant to -,vitch someone; not in the people themselves." 

"It's not a pin, it's a hypodermic syringe." 

"I dinna care what ye call it; it felt like a bloody horseshoe nail. Would ye care to tell me why jabbing pins in my arse is going to help my arm?" 

I took a deep breath. "Well, do you remember my once telling you about germs?" He looked quite blank. 

"Little beasts too small to see," I elaborated. "They can get into your body through bad food or water, or through open wounds, and if they do, they can make you ifl." He stared at his arm with interest. "I've germs in my arm, have P" "You very definitely have." I tapped a finger on the small flat box. "The medicine I just shot into your backside kills germs, though. You get another shot every four hours 'til this time tomorrow, and then we'll see how you're doing." 

I paused. Jamie was staring at me, shaking his head. "Do you understand?" I asked. He nodded slowly. 

"Ayc, I do. I should ha' let them burn ye, twenty years ago." 37
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fter giving him a shot and settling him comfortably, I sat watching until he fell asleep again, allowing him to hold in  y hand until his own grip relaxed in sleep and the big hand dropped slack by A

his side. 

I sat by his bed for the rest of the night, dozing sometimes, and rousing myself by means of the internal clock all doctors have, geared to the rhythms of a hospital's shift changes. Two more shots, the last at daybreak, and by then the fever had loosed its hold perceptibly. He was still very warm to the touch, but his flesh no longer burned, and he rested easier, falling asleep after the last shot with no more than a few grumbles and a faint moan as his arm twinged. 

"Bloody eighteenth-century germs are no match for penicillin," I told his sleeping form. 

"No resistance. Even if you had sy hilis, I'd have it cleaned P

up in no time." 

And what then? I wondered, as I staggered off to the kitchen in search of hot tea and food. A strange woman, presumably the cook or the housemaid, was firing up the brick oven, ready to receive the daily loaves that lay rising in their pans on the table. She didn't seem surprised to see me, but cleared away a small space for me to sit down, and brought me tea and fresh girdle-cakes with no more than a quick "Good mornin' to ye, mum" before returning to her work. 

Evidently, Jennv had informed the household of my presence. Did that mean she accepted it herself? I doubted it. Clearly, she had wanted me to go, and Nvasn't best pleased to have me back. If I was going to stay, there was plainly going to be a certain amount of explanation about Laoghaire, from both jenny and Jamie. And I was going to stay. 

"Thank vou," I said politely to the cook, and taking a fresh cup of tea with me, went back to the parlor to wait until Jamie saw fit to wake up again. People passed by the door during the morning, pausing no\\, and then to

peep through, but always went on hurriedly when I looked up. At last, Jamie showed signs of waking, just before noon; he stirred, sighed, groaned as the movement jarred his arm, and subsided once more. 

I gave him a few moments to realize that I was there, but his eyes stayed shut. He wasn't asleep, though; the lines of his body were slightly tensed, 
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not relaxed in slumber. I had watched him sleep all night; I knew the difference. 

"All right," I said. I leaned back in the chair, settling myself comfortably, well out of his reach. "Let's hear it, then." 

A small slit of blue showed under the long auburn lashes, then disappeared again. 

"Mmmm?" he said, pretending to wake slowly. The lashes fluttered against his checks. 

"Don't stall," I said crisply. "I know perfectly well you're awake. Open your eyes and tell me about Laoghairc." 

The blue eyes opened and rested on me with an expression of some disfavor. 

"You're no afraid of giving me a relapse?" he inquired. "I've always heard sick folk shouldna be troubled owermuch. It sets them back." 

"You have a doctor right here," I assured him. "If you pass out from the strain, IT know what to do about it." 
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"That's what I'm afraid of." His narrowed gaze flicked to the little case of drugs and hypodermics on the table, then back to me. "My arse feels like I've sat in a gorse bush wi' 

no brecks on." 

"Good," I said pleasantly. "You'll get another one in an hour. Right now, you're going to talk." 

His lips pressed tight together, but then relaxed as he sighed. He pushed himself laboriously upright against the pillows, one-handed. I didn't help him. 

"All right," he said at last. He didn't look at me, but down at the quilt, where his finger traced the edge of the starred design. 

"Well, it was when I'd come back from England." 

He had come up from the Lake District and over the Carter's Bar, that great ridge of high ground that divides England from Scotland, on whose broad back the ancient courts and markets of the Borders had been held. 

"There's a stone there to mark the border, maybe you'll know; it looks the sort of stone to last a while." He glanced at me, questioning, and I nodded. I did know it; a huge menhir, some ten feet tall. In my time, someone had carved on its one face FGLAND, and on the other, SCOTLAND. 

There he stopped to rest, as thousands of travelers had stopped over the years, his exiled past behind him, the futurc-and home-below and beyond, past the hazy green hollows of the Lowlands, up into the gray crags of the Highlands, hidden by fog. His good hand ran back and forth through his hair, as it always did when he thought, leaving the cowlicks on top standing up in small, bright whorls. "You'll not know how it is, to live among strangers for so long." 

"Won't P-I said, ,vith some sharpness. He glanced up at me, startled, then smiled faintly, looking down at the coverlet. 
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"Aye, maybe ye will," he said. "Ye change, no? Much as ye want to keep the memories of home, and who ye are-you're changed. Not one of the strangers; ye could never be that, even if ye wanted to. But different from who ve were, too." 

I thought of mvself, standing silent beside Frank, a bit of flotsam in the eddies of university parties, pushing a pram through the chilly parks of Boston, playing bridge and talking with other wives and mothers, speaking the foreign language of middle-class domesticity. Strangers indeed. 

"Yes," I said. "I know. Get on." 

He sighed, rubbing his nose with a forefinger. "So I came back," he said. He looked up, a smile hidden in the corner of his mouth. "What is it ye told wee Ian? 'Home is the place where, when ye have to go there, they have to take ye in'?" 

"That's it," I said. "It's a quotation from a poet called Frost. But what do you mean? Surely your family was glad to see you!" 

He frowned, fingering the quilt. "Aye, they were," he said slowly. "It's not that-I dinna mean they made me feel unwelcome, not at all. But 1 had been away so long-Michacl and wee Janet and Ian didna even remember me." He smilcd ruefully. "They'd heard about me, though. When I came into the kitchen, they'd squash back against the walls and stare at me, wi' their eyes gone round." 

He leaned forward a little, intent on making me understand. 
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't See, it was different, when I hid in the cave. I wasna in the house, and they seldom saw me, but I was always here, I was always part of them. I hunted for them; I kent when they were hungry, or cold, or when the goats were ill or the kail crop poor, or a new draft under the kitchen door. 

"Then I went to prison," he said abruptly. "And to England. I wrote to them-and they to me-but it canna be the same, to see a few black words on the paper, telling things that happened months before. 

"And when I came back-" He shrugged, wincing as the movement jarred his arm. "It was different. Ian would ask me what I thought of fencing in auld Kirby's pasture, but I'd know he'd already set Young Jamie to do it. I'd walk through the fields, and folk would squint at me, suspicious, thinking me a stranger. Then their eyes would go big as they'd seen a ghost, when they knew me." 

He stopped, looking out at the window, where the brambles of his mother's rose beat against the glass as the wind changed. "I was a ghost, 1 think." He glanced at me shyly. "If ye ken what I mean." 

Maybe," I said. Rain was streaking the glass, with drops the same gray as the sky outside. 

"You feel like your tics to the earth are broken," I said softly. "Floating through rooms without feeling your footsteps. Hearing people speak to you, 
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and not making sense of it. I remember that-before Bree was born." But I had had one tic then; I had her, to anchor me to life. 

He nodded, not looking at me, and then was quiet for a minute. The peat fire hissed on the hearth behind me, smelling of the Highlands, and the rich scent of cock-a-leckie and baking bread spread through the house, warm and comforting as a blanket. 

"I was here," he said softly, "but not home." 

I could feel the pull of it around me-the house, the family, the place itself. 1, who couldn't remember a childhood home, felt the urge to sit down here and stay forever, enmeshed in the thousand strands of daily life, bound securely to this bit of earth. What would it have meant to him, who had lived all his life in the strength of that bond, endured his exile in the hope of coming back to it, and then arrived to find himself still rootless? 

"And I suppose I was lonely," he said quietly. He lay still on the pillow, eyes closed. 

"'I suppose you were," I said, careful to let no tone either of sympathy or condemnation show. I knew something of loneliness, too. 

He opened his eyes then, and met my gaze with a naked honesty. "Aye, there was that too," he said. "Not the main thing, no-but aye, that too,     11 Jenny had tried, with varying degrees of gentleness and insistence, to

persuade him to marry again. She had tried intermittently since the days after Culloden, presenting first one and then another personable young widow, this and that swcettempercd virgin, all to no avail. Now, bereft of the feelings that had sustained him so far, desperately seeking some sense of connection-he had listened. 

"Laoghaire was married to Hugh MacKenzie, one of Colum's tacksmen," he said, eyes closed once more. "Hugh was killed at Culloden, though, and two years later, Laoghairc married Simon MacKimmie of clan Fraser. The two lassies-Marsali and Joan-they're his. The English arrested him a few years later, and took him to prison in Edinburgh." He opened his eyes, looking up at the dark ceiling beams overhead. "He had a good house, and property worth seizing. That was enough to make a Highland man a traitor, then, whether
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he'd fou& for the Stuarts openly or not." His voice was growing hoarse, and he stopped to clear his throat. 

"Simon wasn't as lucky as I was. He died in prison, before they could bring him to trial. The Crown tried for some time to take the estate, but Ned Gowan went to Edinburgh, and spoke for Laoghaire, and he managed to save the main house and a little money, claiming it was her dower right." 

"Ned Gowan?" I spoke with mingled surprise and pleasure. "He can't still be alive, surely?" It was Ned Gowan, a small and elderly solicitor who advised the MacKenzie clan on legal matters, who had saved me from being burned as a witch, twenty years before. I had thought him quite ancient then. 

458                        Diana Gabaldon

Jamie smiled, seeing my pleasure. "Oh, aye. I expect they'll have to knock him on the head wi' an ax to kill him. He looks just the same as he always did, though he must be past seventy now." 

"Does he still live at Castle Leoch?" 

He nodded, reaching to the table for the tumbler of water. He drank awkwardly, righthanded, and set it back. 

"What;s lcft of it. Aye, though he's traveled a great deal these last years, appealing treason cases and filing lawsuits to recover property." Jamie's smile had a bitter edge. "There's a saying, aye? 'After a war, first come the corbies to cat the flesh; and then the lawyers, to pick the bones.' " 

His right hand went to his lcft shoulder, massaging it unconsciously. "No, he's a good man, is Ned, in spite of his profession. He goes back and forth to Inverness, to Edinburghsometimes even to London or Paris. And he stops here from time to time, to break his journey." 

It was Ned Gowan who had mentioned Laoghairc to Jenny, returning from Balriggan to Edinburgh. Pricking up her cars, Jenny had inquired for further details, and finding these satisfactory, had at once sent an invitation to Balriggan, for Laoghairc and her two daughters to come to Lallybroch for Hogmanay, which was near. 

The house was bright that night, with candles lit in the windows, and bunches o holly and ivyfixed to the staircase and the doorposts. There were not so many pipers in the Highlands as there had been before Culloden, but one had beenfound, and afiddler as well, and music floated up the stairwell, mixed with the beady scent of rum punch, plum cake, almond squirts, and Savoy biscuits. 

Jamie bad come down late and hesitant. Many people here be bad not seen in nearly ten years, and he was not eager to see them now, feelin

g changed and distant as be did. But Jenny had made him a new shirt, brushed and mended his coat, and combed his hair smooth and platted it for him before going downstairs to see to the cooking. He had no excuse to linger, and at last bad come down, into the noise and swirl of rbegatbering. 

"Mister Fraser!" PeAqy Gibbons was the first to see him; she buyried across the room, face glowing, and threw her arms about him, quite unabashed. Taken by surprise, he hugged her back, and within moments was surrounded by a small crowd of women, exclaiming over him, holdbtq up small children born since his departure, kissn    is t g h * cheeks and patting his bands. 
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The men were shyer, greeting him with a gruff word of welcome or a slap on the back as he made his way slowly through the rooms, until, quite overwhelmed, he bad escaped temporarily into the laird's study. 
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Once hisfather's room, and then his own, it now belonged to his

brother-in-law who had run Lallybroch through the years of his absence. The ledgers and stockbooks and accounts were all lined up neatly on the edge of the battered desk; be ran a finger along the leather spines, feeling a sense of comfort at the touch. It was all in here; the planting and the harvests, the careful purchases and acquisitions, the slow accumulations and dispersals that were the rhythm of life to the tenants of Lallybroch. On the small bookshelf, he found his wooden snake. Alon with g everything else of value, he had l(ft it behind when he went to prison. A small icon carved of cberrywood, it had been tbegift of his elder brother, dead in childhood. He was sitting in the chair behind the desk, stroking the snake's well-worn curves, when the door of the study opened. 

'Jamie?" she had said, banging skyly back, He bad not bothered to light a lamp in the study; she was silhouetted by the candles burning in the ball. She wore her pale hair loose, like a maid, and the light shone through it, haloing her unseen face. 

"Nou'll remember me, maybe?" she had said, tentative, reluctant to come into the room without invitation. 

"Aye," he said, after a pause. "Aye, of course I do." 

"The music's starting," she said. It was; he could bear the whine of the fiddle and the stamp offeetfrom thefront parlor, along with an occasional sbout of merriment. It showed signs of being a good party alrrady; most of the guests would be asleep on the floor come morning. 

"Your sister says you're a bonny dancer," she said, still shy, but determined. 

"It will ha' been some time since I tried," be said, fteling shy himself, and paznfuly awkward, though the fiddle music ached in his bones and bisftet twitched at the sound of it. 

"It's 'Tha mo Leabaidh 'san Fhraoch---"In the Heather's my Bed'-you'll ken that. one. Will ye come and try w1' me?" She had held out a band to him, small and graceful in the balfdark. And he had risen, clasped her outstretched hand in his own, and taken his first steps in pursuit of himscr

"It was in here," he said, waving his good hand at the room where we sat. "jenny had had the furniture cleared away, all but one table wi' the food and the whisky, and the fiddler stood by the window there, wi' a new rnoon over his shoulder." He nodded at the window, where the rose vine trembled. Something of the light of that HogmAnay feast lingered on his face, and I felt a small pang, seeing it. 
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"We danced all that night, sometimes xvi' others, but mostly with each other. And at the dawn, when those still awake went to the end o' the house to see what omens the New Year might bring, the two of us went, too, The single women took it in turns to spin about, and walk through the door wi' their eyes closed, then spin again and open their eyes to see what the first thing they might see would be-for that tells them about the man they'll marry, ye ken." 

PDF Transform

PDF Transform

Y

Y

Y

er

Y

er

B

2

B

2

B

.0

B

.0

A

A

Click here to buy

Click here to buy

w

w

w

w

w . 

w

A B B YY.com

.A B BYY.com

There had been a lot of laughter, as the guests, heated by whisky and dancing, pushed and shoved at the door. Laoghaire had held back, flushed and laughing, saying it was a game for young girls, and not for a matron of thirty-four, but the others had insisted, and try she bad. Spun three times clockwise and opened the door, stepped out into the cold dawntight and spun again. And when she opened her eyes, they had tested on Jamie's face, wide with expectation. 

"So . . . there she was, a widow Ni' two bairris. She needed a man, that was plain enough. I needed . . . something." He gazed into the fire, where the low flame glimmered through the red mass of the peat; heat without much light. "I supposed that we might help each other." They had married quietly at Balriggan, and he had moved his few possessions there. Less than a year later, he had moved out again, and gone to Edinburgh. 

"What on earth happened," I asked, more than curious. He looked up at me, helpless. 

"I canna say. It wasna that anything was wrong, exactly-only that nothing was right." He rubbed a hand tiredly between his brows. "It was me, I think; my fault. I always disappointed her somehow. We'd sit do,"'m to supper and all of a sudden the tears would well up in her eyes, and she'd leave the table sobbing, and me sitting there wi' not a notion what I'd done or said wrong. " 

His fist clenched on the coverlet, then relaxed. "God, I neper kncw,vhat to do for her, or what to say! Anything I said just made it worse, and there would be days-nay, weeks!-,vhen she'd not speak to me, but only turn away when I came near her, and stand staring out the window until I Nvent away again." 

His fingers went to the parallel scratches down the side ofhis neck. They were nearly healed now, but the marks of my nails still showed on his fair skin. He looked at ine wryly. 

"You never did that to me, Sassenach." 

"Not my style," I agreed, smiling faintly. "If I'm mad at you, you'll bloodv know why, at least," 

He snorted briefly and lay back on his pillows. Neither of us spoke for a bit. Then he said, staring up at the ceiling, "I thought I didna want to hear
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anything about what it was like-wi' Frank, I mean, I was maybe wrong about that." 

"I'll tell you anything you want to know," I said. "But not just now. It's still your turn." He sighed and closed his eyes. 

"She was afraid of me," he said softly, a minute later. "I tried to be gentle Nvi' her-God, I tried again and again, everything I knew to please a woman. But it was no use." His head turned restlessly, making a hollow in the feather pillow. "Maybe it was Hugh, or maybe Simon. I kent them both, and they were good men, but there's no telling what goes on in a marriage bed. Maybe it was bearing the children; not all women can stand it. But something hurt her, sometime, and I couldna heal it for all my trying. She shrank away when I touched her, and I could see the sickness and the fear in her eyes.'  I There were lines of sorrow around his own closed eyes, and I reached impulsively for his hand. He squeezed it gently and opened his eyes. "That's why I left, finally," he said softly. "I couldna bear it anymore." 

I didn't say anything, but went on holding his hand, putting a finger on his pulse to check it. His heartbeat was reassuringly slow and steady. 

He shifted slightly in the bed, moving his shoulders and making a grimace of discomfort as he did so. 
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"Arm hurt a lot?" I asked. "A bit." 

I bent over him, feeling his brow. He was very warm, but not feverish, There was a line between the thick ruddy brows, and I smoothed it with a knuckle. 

"Head ache?" I'Yes. ), 

"I'll go and make you some willow-bark tea." I made to rise, but his hand on my arm stopped me, 

"I dinna need tea," he said. "It would case me, though, if maybe I could lay my head in your lap, and have ye rub my temples a bit?" Blue eyes looked up at me, limpid as a spring sky. 

"You don't fool me a bit, Jamie Fraser," I said. "I'm not going to forget about your next shot." Nonetheless, I was already moving the chair out of the way, and sitting down beside him on the bed. 

He made a small grunting sound of content as 1 moved his head into my lap and began to stroke it, rubbing his temples, smoothing back the thick wavy mass of his hair. The back of his neck was damp; I lifted the hair away and blew softly on it, seeing the smooth fair skin prickle into gooseflesh at the nape of his neck. 

"Oh, that feels good," he murmured. Despite my resolve not to touch 462                        Diana Gabaldon

him beyond the demands of caretaking until everything between us was resolved, I found my hands molding themselves to the clean, bold lines of his neck and shoulders, seeking the hard knobs of his vertebrae and the broad, flat planes of his shoulder blades. He was firm and solid under my hands, his breath a warm caress on my thigh, and it was with some reluctance that I at last eased him back onto the pillow and reached for the ampule of penicillin. 

"All right," I said, turning back the sheet and reaching for the hem of his shirt. "A quick stick, and you'll-" My hand brushed over the front of his nightshirt, and I broke off, startled. 

"Jamie!" I sa-id, amused. "You can't possibly!" 

"I dinna suppose I can," he agreed comfortably. He curled up on his side like a shrimp, his lashes dark against his check. "But a man can dream, no?" I didn't go upstairs to bed that night, either. We didn't talk much, just lay close together in the narrow bed, scarcely moving, so as not to jar his injured arm. The rest of the house was quiet, everyone safely in bed, and there was no sound but the hissing of the fire, the sigh of the wind, and the scratch of Ellen's rosebush at the window, insistent as the demands of love. 

"Do yc know?" he said softly, somewhere in the black, small hours of the night. "Do ye know what it's like to be with someone that way? To try all ye can, and seem never to have the secret of them?" 

"Yes," I said, thinking of Frank. "Yes, I do know." 

"I thought perhaps ye did." He was quiet for a moment, and then his hand touched my hair lightly, a shadowy blur in the firelight. 

"And then . . ." he whispered, "then to have it back again, that knowing. To be free in all ye say or do, and know that it is right." 

"To say 'I love you,' and mean it with all your heart," I said softly to the dark. 

"Aye," he answered, barely audiblc. "To say that." 
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His hand rested on my hair, and without knowing quite how it happened, I found myself curled against him, my head just fitting in the hollow of his shoulder. 

"For so many years," he said, "for so long, I have been so many things, so many different men." I felt him swallow, and he shifted slightly, the linen of his nightshirt rustling with starch. 

"I was Uncle to Jenny's children, and Brother to her and Ian. 'Milord' to Fergus, and 'Sir' 

to my tenants. 'Mac Dubh' to the men of Ardsmuir and 'MacKenzie' to the other servants at Helwater. 'Malcolm the printer,' then, and 'Jamie Roy' at the docks." The hand stroked my hair, slowly, with a
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whispering sound like the wind outside. "But here," he said, so softlv I could barely hear him, "here in the dark, with you . . . I have no name.  11

I lifted my face toward his, and took the warm breath of him between my own lips. 

"I love you," I said, and did not need to tell him how I meant it. 8

3

I Meet a Lawyer

s I had predicted, eighteenth -century germs were no match for a modern antibiotic. Jamie's fever had virtually disappeared within twenty-four hours, and within the next two days the inflammation A

in his arm began to subside as well, leaving no more than a reddening about the wound itself and a very slight oozing of pus when pressed. 

On the fourth day, after satisfying myself that he was mending nicely, I dressed the wound lightly with coneflower salve, bandaged it again, and left to dress and make my own toilet upstairs. 

Ian, Janet, Young Ian, and the servants had all put their heads in at intervals over the last few days, to see how Jamie progressed. Jenny had been conspicuously absent from these inquiries, but I knew that she was still entirely aware of everything that happened in her house. I hadn't announced my intention of coming upstairs, yet when I opened the door to my bedroom, there was a large pitcher of hot water standing by the ewer, gently steaming, and a fresh cake of soap laid alongside it. 

I picked it up and sniffed. Fine-milled French soap, perfi-imed with lily of the valley, it was a delicate comment on my status in the household-honored guest, to be sure; but not one of the family, who would all make do as a matter of course with the usual coarse soap made of tallow and lye. 

"Right," I muttered. "Well, we'll see, won't we?" and lathered the cloth for washing. As I was arranging my hair in the glass a half-hour later, I heard the sounds below of someone arriving. Several someones, in fact, from the sounds of it. I came down the stairs to find a small mob of children in residence, streaming in and out of the kitchen and front parlor, with here and there a strange adult visible in the midst of them, who stared curiously at me as I came down the stairs. 

Entering the parlor, I found the camp bed put away and Jamie, shaved and in a fresh nightshirt, neatly propped up on the sofa under a quilt with his left arm in a sling, surrounded by four or five children. These were shepherded bv Janet, Young Ian, and a smiling young man who was a Fraser of sorts by the shape of his nose, but otherwise bore
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only the faintest resemblances to the tiny boy I had seen last at Lallybroch twenty years before. 

"There she is!" Jamie exclaimed with pleasure at my appearance, and the Voyager
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entire roomful of people turned to look at me, with expressions ranging from pleasant greeting to gape-mouthed a\v-e. 

"You'll remember Young Jamie?" the elder Jamie said, nodding to the tall, broadshouldered young man with curly black hair and a squirming bundle in his arms. 

"I remember the curls," I said, smiling. "The rest has changed a bit." Young Jamie grinned down at me. "I remember ye we)), Auntic," he said, in a deep-brown voice like well-aged ale. "Ye held me on your knee and played Ten Wee Piggles wi' my tocs," 11 1 can't possibly have," I said, looking up at him in some dismay. While it seemed to be true that people really didn't change markedly in appearance between their twenties and their forties, they most assuredIV did so between four and twcrity-four. 

"Perhaps yc can have a go wi' wee Benjamin here," Young Jamie suggested with a smile. 

"Maybe the knack of it will come back to ye." He bent and carefully laid his bundle in my arms. 

A very round face looked up at me Nvith that air of befuddlement so common to new babies. Benjamin appeared mildly confused at having me suddenly exchanged for his father, but didn't object. Instead, he opened his small pink mouth very wide, inserted his fist and began to gnaw on it in a thoughtful manner. 

A small blond boy in homespun brecks leaned on Jamie's knee, staring up at me in wonder. "Who's that, Nunkic?" he asked in a loud whisper. "That's your great-auntic Claire," Jamie said gravely. "Ye'll have heard about her, I expect?" 

"Oh, aye," the little boy said, nodding madly. "Is she as old as Grannie?" "Even older," Jamie said, nodding back solemnly. The lad gawked up at me for a moment, then turned back to Jamie, face screwed up in scorn. 

"Get on ivi' ye, Nunkie! She doesna look anything like as old as Grannie! Why, there's scarce a bit o' silver in her hair!" 

"Thank you, child," I said, beaming at him. 

"Arc ve sure that's our great-auntic Claire?" the boy went on, looking doubtfully at me. 

"Mani says Great-Auntie Claire was maybe a witch, but this lady doesna look much like it. She hasna got a single wart on her nose that I can see! " 

"Thanks," I said again, a little more dryly. "And what's your name?" He turned suddenly shy at being thus directly addressed, and buried his head in Jamie's sleeve, refusing to speak. 

"This is Angus Walter Edwin Murray Carmichael," Jamie answered for hirn, rUffling the silky blond hair. "Maggie's eldest son, and most commonly known as Wally." 

"We call him Snot-rag," a smatt rcd-haircd girl standing by my knee informed ine. " 

'CaLlse his ricb is always clotted wi' gook." 
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Angus Walter jerked his face out of his uncle's shirt and glared at his female relation, his features beet-red with fury. 
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"Is not!" he shouted. "Take it back!" Not waiting to see whether she would or not, he flung himself at her, fists clenched, but was jerked off his feet by his great-uncle's hand, attached to his collar. 

"Ye dinna hit girls," Jamie informed him firmly. "It's not manIv." "But she said I was snotty!" Angus Walter wailed. "I must hit her!" "And it's no verra civil to pass remarks about someone's personal appearance, Mistress Abigail," Jamie said severely to the little girl. "Ye should apologize to your cousin." 

"Well, but he is . . ." Abigail persisted, but then caught Jamie's stern eyes and dropped her own, flushing scarlet. "Sorry, Wally," she murmured. Wally seemed at first indisposed to consider this adequate compensation

for the insult he had suffered, but was at last prevailed upon to cease trying to hit his cousin by his uncle promising him a story. 

"Tell the one about the kelpie and the horseman!" my red-haired acquaintance exclaimed, pushing forward to be in on it. 

"No, the one about the Devil's chess game!" chimed in one of the other children. Jamie seemed to be a sort of magnet for them; two boys were plucking at his coverlet, while a tiny brown-haired girl had climbed up onto the sofa back by his head, and begun intently plaiting strands of his hair. 

"Pretty, Nunkie," she murmured, taking no part in the hail of suggestions. 

"It's Wally's story," Jamie said firmly, quelling the incipient riot with a gesture. "He can choose as he likes." He drew a clean handkerchief out from under the pillow and held it to Wally's nose, which was in fact rather unsightly. 

"Blow," he said in an undertone, and then, louder, "and then tell me which you'll have, Wally." 

Wally snufflcd obligingly, then said, "St. Bride and the geese, please, Nunkie." Jamie's eyes sought me, resting on my face with a thoughtful expression. "All right," he said, after a pause. "Well, then. Ye'll ken that the greylag mate for life? If ye kill a grown goose, hunting, ye must always wait, for the mate will come to mourn. Then ye must try to kill the second, too, for otherwise it will grieve itself to death, calling through the skies for the lost one." 

Little Benjamin shifted in his wrappings, squirming in my arms. Jamie smiled and shifted his attention back to Wally, hanging open-mouthed on his great-uncle's knec. 

"So," he said, "it was a time, more hundreds of years past than you could ken or dream of, that Bride first set foot on the stone of the Highlands, along with Michael the Blessed . . ." Voyager
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Benjamin let out a small squawk at this point, and began to rootle at the front of my dress. Young Jamic and his siblings seemed to have disappeared, and after a moment's patting and joggling had proved vain, I left the room in search of Benjamin's mother, leaving the story in progress behind me. 

I found the lady in question in the kitchen, embedded in a large company of girls and women, and after turning Benjamin over to her, spent some time in introductions, greeting, and the sort of ritual by which women appraise each other, openIv and otherwise. 
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The women were all very friendly; evidently everyone knew or had been told who I was, for while they introduced me from one to another, therc was no apparent surprise at the return of Jamie's first wife-cithcr from the dead or from France, depending on what they'd been told. 

Still, there were very odd undercurrents passing through the gathering. They scrupulously avoided asking me questions; in another place, this might be mere politeness, but not in the Highlands, where any stranger's life history was customarily extracted in the course of a casual visit. 

And while they treated me with great courtesy and kindness, there were small looks from the corner of the eye, the passing of glances exchanged behind my back, and casual remarks made quietly in Gaelic. 

But strangest of all was fenny's absence. She was the hcarthfire of Lallvbroch; I had never been in the house when it was not suffused with her presence, all the inhabitants in orbit about her like planets about the sun. I could think of nothing less like her than that she should leave her kitchen with such a mob of company in the house. 

Her presence was as strong now as the perfume of the fresh pine boughs that lay in a large pile in the back pantry, their presence beginning to scent the house; but of Jennv herself, not a hair was to be seen. 

She had avoided me since the night of my return with Young Ian-natural enough, I supposed, under the circumstances. Neither had I sought an interview with her. Both of us knew there was a reckoning to be made, but neither of us would seek it then. It was warm and cozy in the kitchen-too warm. The intermingled scents of drying cloth, hot starch, wet diapers, sweating bodies, oatcake frying in lard, and bread baking were becoming a bit too heady, and when Katherine mentioned the need of a pitcher of cream for the scones, I seized the opporninity to escape, volunteering to fetch it down from the dairy shed. 

After the press of heated bodies in the kitchen, the cold, damp air outside was so refreshing that I stood still for a minute, shaking the kitchen smells out of my petticoats and hair before making my way to the dairy shed. This shed was some distance away from the main house, convenicrit to the milking shed, which in turn was built to adjoin the two small paddocks in which
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sheep and goats were kept. Cattle were kept in the Highlands, but normally for beef, rather than milk, cow's milk being thought suitable only for invalids. 

To my surprise, as I came out of the dairy shed, I saw Fergus leaning on the paddock fence, staring moodily at the mass of milling wooly backs below. I had not expected to see him here, and wondered whether Jamie knew he had returned. 

Jenny's prized Merino sheep-imported, hand-fed and a great deal more spoilt than any of her grandchildren-spotted me as I passed, and rushed en masse for the side of their pen, blatting frenziedly in hope of tidbits. Fergus looked up, startled at the racket, then waved halfheartedly. He called something, but it was impossible to hear him over the uproar. There was a large bin of frost-blasted cabbage heads near the pen; I pulled out a large, limp green head, and doled out leaves to a dozen or so pairs of eagerly grasping lips, in hopes of shutting them up. 

The ram, a huge wooly creature named Hughie, with testicles that hung nearly to the ground like wool-covcred footballs, shouldered his massive way into the front rank with a
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loud and autocratic Bahh! Fergus, who had reached my side by this time, picked up a whole cabbage and hurled it at Hughic with considerable force and fair accuracy. 

"Tais-tol!" he said irritably. 

Hughie shied and let out an astonished, high-pitched Beh! as the cabbage bounced off his padded back. Then, shaking himself back into some semblance of dignity, he trotted off, testes swinging with offended majesty. His flock, sheeplike, trailed after him, uttering a low chorus of discontented babs in his wake. 

Fergus glowered malevolently after them. 

"Useless, noisy, smelly beasts," he said. Rather ungratefully, I thought, given that the scarf and stockings he was wearing had almost certainly been woven from their wool. 

"Nice to see you again, Fergus," I said, ignoring his mood. "Does Jamie know you're back yet?" I wondered just how much Fergus knew of recent events, if he had just arrived at Lallybroch. 

"No," he said, rather listlessly. "I suppose I should tell him I am here." In spite of this, lie made no move toward the house, but continued staring into the churned mud of the paddock. Something was obviously eating at him; I hoped nothing had gone wrong with his errand. 

"Did you find Mr. Gage all right?" I asked. 

He looked blank for a nionient, then a spark of animation came back into his lean face. 

"Oh, yes. Milord was right; I went with Gage to Nvarn the other members of the Society, and then Nve wcnt together to the tavern where thcy were to
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meet. Sure enough, there was a nest of Customs men there waiting, disguised. And may they be waiting as long as their fellow in the cask, ha ha!" 

The gleam of savage amusement died out of his eyes then, and he sighed. "We cannot expect to be paid for the pamphlets, of course. And even though the press was saved, God knows how long it may be until milord's business is reestablished." He spoke with such mournfulness that I was surprised, 

"You don't help with the printing business, do you?" I asked. He raised one shoulder and let it fall. "Not to say help, milady. But mflord was kind enough to allow me to invest a part of my share of the profits from the brandy in the printing business. In time, I should have become a full partner." 

"I see," I said sympathetically. "Do you need money? Perhaps I can-" He shot me a glance of surprise, and then a smile that displayed his perfect, square white teeth. 

"Thank you, milady, but no. I myself need very little, and I have enough." He patted the side pocket of his coat, which jingled reassuringly, 

He paused, frowning, and thrust both wrists deep into the pockets of his coat. 

"Noo          he said slowly. "It is only-well, the printing business is most respectable, milady." 

"I suppose so," I said, slightly puzzled. He caught my tone and smiled, rather grimly. 

"The difficulty, milady, is that while a smuggler may be in possession of an income more than sufficient for the support of a wife, smuggling as a sole profession is not likely to appeal to the parents of a respectable young lady." 

"Oho," I said, everything becoming clear. "You want to get married' TO a respectable young lady?" 

He nodded, a little shyly. 
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"Yes, Madame. But her mother does not favor me." 

I couldn't say I blamed the young lady's mother, all things considered. While Fergus was possessed of dark good looks and a dashing manner that ,night well win a young girl's heart, he lacked a few of the things that might appeal somewhat more to conservative Scottish parents, such as property, income, a left hand, and a last name. Ljkcwise,,,N7hile smuggling, cattle-lifting, and other forms of practical comn)unism had a long and illustrious history in the Highlands, the French did

110t. And no matter how long Fergus himself had lived at Lallybroch, he rciliained as French as Notre Dame. He would, like me, always be an Outlander. 

"If I were a partner in a profitable printing firm, ),ou see, perhaps the good lady might be induced to consider my suit," he explained. "But as it is Ne shook his head disconsolately. 
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I patted his arm sympathetically. "Don't worry about it," I said. "We'll think of something. Does Jamie know about this girt? I'm sure he'd be willing to speak to her mother for you." To my surprise, he looked quite alarmed. 

"Oh, no, milady! Please, say nothing to him-he has a great many things of more importance to think of just now." 

On the whole, I thought this was probably true, but I was surprised at his vehemence. Still, I agreed to say nothing to Jamie. My feet were growing chilly from standing in the frozen mud, and I suggested that we go inside. 

"Perhaps a little later, milady," he said. "For now, I believe I am not suitable company even for sheep." With a heavy sigh, he turned and trudged off toward the dovecote, shoulders slumped. 

To my surprise, Jenny was in the parlor with Jamie. She had been outside; her cheeks and the end of her long, straight nose were pink with the cold, and the scent of winter mist lingered in her clothes. 

"I've sent Young Ian to saddle Donas," she said. She frowned at her brother. "Can ye stand to walk to the barn, Jamie, or had he best bring the beast round for ye?" Jamie stared up at her, one eyebrow raised. 

"I can walk wherever it's needftil to go, but I'm no going anywhere just now. " 

"Did I not tell ye he'd be coming?" Jenny said impatiently. "Amyas Kettrick stopped by here late last night, and said he'd just come from Kinwallis. Hobart's meaning to come today, he said." She glanced at the pretty enameled clock on the mantel. "If he left after breakfast, he'll be here within the hour. " 

Jamie frowned at his sister, tilting his head back against the sofa. 

"I told ye, Jenny, I'm no afraid of Hobart MacKenzie," he said shortly. "Damned if I'll run from him!" 

Jenny's brows rose as she looked coldly at her brother. 

"Oh, aye?" she said. "Ye weren't afraid of Laoghaire, either, and look where that got ye!" She jerked her head at the sling on his arm. 

Despite himself, Jamie's mouth curled up on one side. 

"Aye, well, it's a point," he said. "On the other hand, Jenny, ye ken guns are scarcer than hen's teeth in the Highlands. I dinna think Hobart's going to come and ask to borrow my own pistol to shoot me with." 
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"I shouldna think he'd bother; he'll just walk in and spit ye through the gizzard like the silly gander ye are!" she snapped. 

Jamie laughed, and she glared at him. I seized the moment to interrupt. "Who," I inquired, 

"is Hobart MacKenzie, and why exactly does he want to spit you like a gander?" Voyager                                   471

Jamie turned his head to me, the light of amusement still in his eyes. "Hobart is Laoghaire's brother, Sassenach," he explained. "As for spitting nie or otherwise-" 

"Laoghaire's sent for him from Kinwallis, where he lives," jennv interrupted, "and told him about . . . all this." A slight, impatient gesture encompassed me, Jamie, and the awkward situation in general. 

"The notion being that Hobart's meant to come round and expunge the slight upon his sister's honor by expunging me," Jamie explained. He seemed to find the idea entertaining. I wasn't so sure about it, and neither was Jenny. 

"You're not worried about this Hobart?" I asked. 

"Of course not," he said, a little irritably. He turned to his sister. "For God's sake, Jenny, yc ken Hobart MacKenzie! The man couldna stick a pig without cutting off his own foot!" She looked him up and down, evidently gauging his ability to dcfcnd himself against an incompetent pigsticker, and reluctantly concluding that he inight manage, even onehanded. 

"Mmphm," she said. "Well, and what if he comes for ye and ye kill him, ayc? What then?" 

"Then he'll be dead, I expect," Jamie said dryly. 

"And ye'll be hangit for murder," she shot back, "or on the run, wi' all the rest of Laoghairc's kin after vc. Want to start a blood feud, do ye?" Jamie narrowed his eyes at his sister, emphasizing the already marked resemblance between them. 

"What I want," he said, with exaggerated patience, "is my breakfast. D've mean to feed me, or d'ye mean to wait until I faint from hunger, and then hide me in the priest hole 'til Hobart leaves?" 

Annoyance struggled with humor on Jenny's fine-boncd face as shc glared at her brother. As usual with both Frasers, humor won out. 

"It's a thought," she said, teeth flashing in a brief, reluctant smile. "If I could drag your stubborn carcass that far, I'd club ye myself." She shook her head and sighed. 

"All right, Jamie, ye'll have it your way. But ye'll try not to make a mess on my good Turkey carpet, aye?" 

He looked up at her, long mouth curling up on one side. 

"It's a Promise, Jenny," he said. "Nay bloodshed in the parior." She snorted. "Clot,'  I she said, but without rancor, "I'll send Janet wi' your parritch." And she was gone, in a swirl of skirts and petticoats. 

"Did she say Donas?" I asked, looking after her in bemusement. "Surely it isn't the same horse you took from Leoch!" 

"Och, no." Jamie tilted his head back, smiling up at me. "This is Donas's grandson-or one of them. We give the name to the sorrel colts in his honor." 
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I leaned over the back of the sofa, gently feeling down the length of the injured arm from the shoulder. 
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"Sore?" I asked, seeing him wince as I pressed a few inches above the wound. It was better; the day before, the area of soreness had started higher. "Not bad," he said. He removed the sling and tried gingerly extending

the arm, grimacing. "I dinna think I'll turn handsprings awhile yet, though. " Ilaughed. "No, I don't suppose so." I hesitated. "Jamie-this Hobart. You really don't think" 

"I don't," he said firmly. "And if I did, I'd still want my breakfast first. I dinna mean to be killed on an empty stomach." 

I laughed again, somewhat reassured. "I'll go and get it for you," I promised. As I stepped out into the hall, though, I caught sight of a flutter through one of the windows, and stopped to look. It was Jenny, cloaked and hooded against the cold, headed up the slope to the barn. Seized by a sudden impulse, I snatched a cloak from the hall tree and darted out after her. I had things to say to Jenny Murray, and this might be the best chance of catching her alone. 

I caught up with her just outside the barn; she heard my step behind her and turned, startled. She glanced about quickly, but saw we were alone. Realizing that there was no way of putting off a confrontation, she squared her shoulders under the woolen cloak and lifted her head, meeting my eyes straight on. 

"I thought I'd best tell Young Ian to unsaddle the horse," she said. "Then I'm going to the root cellar to fetch up some onions for a tart. Will yc come ,,vith me?" 

"I will." Pulling my cloak tight around me against the winter wind, I followed her into the barn. 

It was warm inside, at least by contrast with the chill outdoors, dark, and filled with the pleasant scent of horses, hay, and manure. I paused a moment to let my eyes adapt to the dimness, but Jenny walked directlv down the central aisle, footsteps light on the stone floor. 

Young Ian was sprawled at length on a pile of fresh straw; he sat up, blinking at the sound. Jenny glanced from her son to the stall, where a soft-eyed sorrel was peacefully munching hay from its manger, unburdened by saddle or bridle. "Did I not tell ye to ready Donas?" she asked the boy, her voice sharp. Young Ian scratched his head, looking a little sheepish, and stood up. 

Voyager                                   473

"Aye, main, vc did," he said. "But I didna think it worth the time to saddle him, only to have to unsaddle him again." 

Jenny stared up at him. 

"Oh    aye?" she said. "And what made ye so certain he wouldna be ticcded.1" Young Ian shrugged, and smiled down at her. 

"Main, Ve ken as well as I do that Uncle Jamie wouldna run away from anything, let alone Uncle Hobart. Don't ye?" he added, gently. 

Jenny looked up at her son and sighed. Then a reluctant smile lighted her face and she reached up, smoothing the thick, untidy hair away from his face. "Aye, Nvce Ian. I do." Her hand lingered along his ruddy cheek, then dropped away. 

"Go along to the house, then, and have second breakfast wl' your uncle," she said. "Your auntic and I arc goin' to the root cellar. But ve come and fetch me smartly, if Mr. Hobart MacKenzie should come, aye;_

"Right away, Main," he promised, and shot for the house, impelled by the thought of food. 

PDF Transform

PDF Transform

Y

Y

Y

er

Y

er

B

2

B

2

B

.0

B

.0

A

A

Click here to buy

Click here to buy

w

w

w

w

w . 

w

A B B YY.com

.A B BYY.com

Jenny watched him go, moving with the clumsy grace of a young whoopiiig crane, and shook her head, the smile still on her lips. 

"Sweet laddic," she murmured. Then, recalled to the present circumstances, she turned to me with decision. 

"Come along, then," she said. "I expect ye want to talk to me, aye?" 

,Neither of us said anything until we reached the quiet sanctuary of the root cellar. It was a small room dug under the house, pungent with the sccnt of the long braided strings of onions and garlic that hung from the rafters, the sweet, spicy sccnt of dried apples, and the moist, earthy smell of potatoes, spread in lumpy brown blankets over the shelves that lined the cellar. 

"D'ye remember telling me to plant potatoes?" Jenny asked, passing a hand lightly over the clustered tubers. "That was a lucky thing; 'twas the potato crop kept us alive, more than one winter after Culloden." 

I remembered, all right. I had told her as we stood together on a cold autumn night, about to part-she to return to a newborn baby, I to hunt for Jarnic, an outla", in the Highlands, under sentence of death. I had found him, and saved him-and Lallybroch, evidently. And she had tried to give them both to Laoghaire. 

"Why," I said softly, at last. I spoke to the top of her head, bent over her task. Her hand went out with the regularity of clockwork, pulling an onion from the long hanging braid, breaking the tough, withered stems from the plait and tossing it into the basket she carried. 

-Whv did vou do it?" I said. I broke off an onion from another braid, but 4 74                       Diana Gabaldon

instead of putting it in the basket, held it in my hands, rolling it back and forth like a baseball, hearing the papery skin rustic between my palms. "Why did I do what?" Her voice was perfectly controlled again; only

someone who knew her well could have heard the note of strain in it. I knew her well-or had, at one time. 

"Why did I make the match between my brother and Laoghaire, d'ye mean,                                                               e "' She glanced up quickly, smooth black brows raised in qu stion, but

then bent back to the braid of onions. "You're right; he wouldna have done it, without I made him." 

"So you did make him do it," I said. The wind rattled the door of the root cellar, sending a small sifting of dirt down upon the cut-stone steps. 

"He was lonely," she said, softly. "So lonely. I couldna bear to see him so. He was wretched for so long, ye ken, mourning for you." 

"I thought he was dead," I said quietly, answering the unspoken accusation. 

"He might as well have been," she said, sharply, then raised her head and sighed, pushing back a lock of dark hair. 

"Aye, maybe ye truly didna ken he'd lived; there were a great many who didn't, after Culloden-and it's sure he thought you were dead and gone then. But he was sair wounded, and not only his leg. And when he came home from England-" She shook her head, and reached for another onion. "He was whole enough to look at, but not-" She gave me a took, straight on,with those slanted blue eyes, so disturbinglN like her brother's. "He's no the sort of man should sleep alone, aye," 
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"Granted," I said shortly. "But we did live, the both of us. Why did you send for Laoghaire when we came back with Young land" 

Jenny didn't answer at first, but only went on reaching for onions, breaking, reaching, breaking, reaching. 

"I liked you," she said at last, so low I could barely hear her. "Loved ye, maybe, when ye lived here with Jamie, before." 

"I liked you, too," I said, just as softly. "Then whv?" Her hands stilled at last and she looked up at me, fists balled at her sides. "When Ian told me ye'd come back," she said slowly, eyes fastened on the onions, "ye could have knocked me flat wi' a down-feather. At first, I was excited, wanting to see ye-wanting to knowwhere ye'd been-" she added, arching her brows slightly in inquiry. I didn't answer, and she went on. 

"But then I was afraid    she said softly. Her eyes slid away, shadowed by their thick fringe of black lashes. 

"I saw ye, ye ken," she said, still looking off into some unsceable distance. "When he wed Laoghaire, and them standing by the altar-ye were there wi' them, standing at his left hand, betwixt him and Laoghaire. And I kent that meant ye would take him back." The hair prickled slightly on the nape of my neck. She shook her head Voyager                                    475

slowly, and I saw she had gone pale with the memory. She sat down on a barrel, the cloak spreading out around her like a flower. 

"I'm not one of those born wi' the Sight, nor one who has it regular. I've never had it before, and hope never to have it again. But I saw ye there, as clear as I see ye now, and it scairt me so that I had to leave the room, right in the midst W the vows." She swallowed, looking at me directly. 

"I dinna ken who ye axe," she said softly. "Or . . . or . . . what. We didna ken your people, or your place. I never asked ye, did I? Jamie chose yc, that was enough. But then ye were gone, and after so long-1 thought he might have forgot ye enough to wed again, and be happy." 

"He wasn't, though," I said, hoping for confirmation from jenny, She gave it, shaking her head. 

"No," she said quietly. "But Jamie's a faithful man, aye? No matter how it was between the two of them, him and Laoghaire, if he'd sworn to be her man, he wouldna leave her altogether. It didna matter that he spent most of his time in Edinburgh; I kent he'd always come back herc-hc'd be bound here, to the Highlands. But then you came back." Her hands lay still in her lap, a rare sight. They were still finely shaped, long-fingered and deft, but the knuckles were red and rough with years of work, and the veins stood out blue beneath the thin white skin      *

"D'yc ken," she said, looking into her lap, "I have never been further than ten miles from Lallybroch, in all my life?" 

"No," I said, slightly startled. She shook her head slowly, then looked up at me. 

"You have, though," she said. "You've traveled a great deal, I expect." Her gaze searched my face, looking for clues. 

"I have." 

She nodded, as though thinking to herself. 
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"You'll go again," she said, nearly whispering. "I kent ye would go again. You're not bound here, not like Laoghaire-not like me. And he would go with ye. And I should never see him again." She closed her eyes briefly, then opened them, looking at me under her fine dark brows. 

"That's why," she said. "I thought if ye kent about Laoghaire, ye'd go again at once-you did" she added, with a faint grimace, "and Jamie would stay. But ye came back." Her shoulders rose in a faint, helpless shrug. "And I see it's no good; tie's bound to yc, for good or itl. It's you that's his wife. And if ye leave again, he will go with yc." I searched helplessly for words to reassure her. "But I won't. I won't go again. I only want to stay here with him-always," 

I laid a hand on her arm and she stiffened slightly. After a moment, she laid her own hand over mine. It was chilled, and the tip of her long, straight riosc was red with cold. 

"Folk say different things of the Sight, aye?" she said after a moment. 4 76                      Diana Gabaldon

"Some say it's doomed; whatever ye see that way must come to pass. But others sav nav, it's no but a warning; take heed and vc can change things. What d'ye think, yourself?" She looked sideways at me, curiously. 

I took a deep breath, the smell of onions stinging the back of my nose. This was hitting home in no uncertain terms. 

"I don't know," I said, and my voice shook slightly. "I'd always thought that of course you could change things if you knew about them. But now I don't know," I ended softly, thinking of Culloden. 

Jenny watched me, her eyes so deep a blue as almost to be black in the dim light. I wondered again just how much Jamie had told her-and how much she knew without the telling. 

"But ye must try, even so," she said, with certainty. "Ye couldna just leave it, could ye,"' 

I didn't know whether she meant this personally, but I shook my head. "No," I said. "You couldn't. You're right; you have to try." 

We smiled at each other, a little shyly. 

"You'll take good care of him?" Jenny said suddenly. "Even if yc go? Ye will, aye? " I squeezed her cold fingers, feeling the bones of her hand light and fragileseeming in my grasp. 

"I will," I said. 

"Then that's all right," she said softly, and squeezed back. We sat for a moment, holding each other's hands, until the door of the root cellar swung open, admitting a blast of rain and wind down the stairs, 'Main?" Young Ian's head poked in, eyes bright with excitement. "Hobart MacKenzie's come! Da says to come quick!" Jenny sprang to her feet, barely remembering to snatch up the basket of onions. 

"Has he come armed, then?" she asked anxiously. "Has he brought a pistol or a sword?" Ian shook his head, his dark hair lifting wildly in the wind. "Oh, no, Mam!" he said. "It's worse. He's brought a lawyer!" 

Anything less resembling vengeance incarnate than Hobart MacKenzie could scarcely be imagined. A small, light-boned man of about thirty, he had pale blue, pale-lashed eyes with a tendency to water, and indeterminate features that began with a receding hairline and dwindled down into a similarly receding chin that seemed to be trying to escape into the folds of his stock. 
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He was smoothing his hair at the mirror in the hall when we came in the front door, a neatly curled bob wig sitting on the table beside him. He blinked at us in alarm, then snatched up the wig and crammed it on his head, bowing in the same motion. Voyager
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"Mrs. Jenny," he said. His small, rabbity eyes flicked in my direction, avav, then back again, as though he hoped I really Nvasn't there, but was very much afraid I was. Jenny glanced from him to me, sighed deeply, and took the bull by the horns. 

"Mr. MacKenzie," she said, dropping him a formal curtsy. "Might I present my good-sister, Claire? Claire, Mr. Hobart MacKenzie of Kinwallis." His mouth dropped open and he simply gawked at me. I started to extend

a hand to him, but thought better of it. I would have liked to know what Ernilv Post had to recommend in a situation like this, but as Miss Post wasn't prcse nt, I was forced to improvise. 

"How nice to meet you," I said, smiling as cordiallv as possible. 

"Ah         he said. He bobbed his head tentatively at me. "Um . . . vour . . . servant, ma'am." Fortunately, at this point in the proceedings, the door to the parlor opened. I looked at the small, neat figure framed in the doorway, and let out a cry of delighted recognition. 

"Ned! Ned Gowan!" 

It was indeed Ned Gowan, the elderly Edinburgh lawyer who had once saved me from burning as a witch. He was noticeablv more elderly now, shrunken with age and so heavily wrinkled as to look like one of the dried apples I had seen in the root cellar. The bright black eyes were the same, though, and they fastened on me at once with an expression of joy. 

,'My dear!" he exclaimed, hastening forward at a rapid hobble. He seized my hand, beaming, and pressed it to his withered lips in fervent gallantry. "I had heard that you-" 

"How did you come to be-" ,,-so delightful to see you!" 

"-so happy to see you again, but-" 

A cough from Hobart MacKenzie interrupted this rapturous exchange, and Mr. Gowan looked up, startled, then nodded. 

"Oh, aye, of course. Business first, my dear," he said, with a gallant bow to me, "and then if ye will, I should be most charmed to hear the talc of your adventures." I L" . ,. I'll do mv best," I said, wondering just how much he would insist on hearing. 

"Splendid, splendid." He glanced about the hall, bright little eyes taking in Hobart and Jenny, who had hung up her cloak and was smoothing her hair. ILMr. Fraser and Mr. Murray are already in the parlor. Mr. MacKenzie, if '011 and the ladies would consent to join us, perhaps we can settle your affairs expeditiously, and proceed to more congenial matters. If you will allow me, my dear?" He crooked a bony arm to me invitingly. 4 78                       Diana Gabaldon

Jamie was still on the sofa where I had left him, and in approximately the same conditionthat is, alive. The children were gone, with the exception of one chubby youngster who was curled up on Jamie's lap, fast asleep. Jamie's hair now sported several small plaits on either side, with silk ribbons woven gaily through them, which gave him an incongruously festive air. 
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"You look like the Cowardly Lion of Oz," I told him in an undertone, sitting down on a hassock behind his sofa. I didn't think it likely that Hobart MacKenzie intended any outright mischief, but if anything happened, I meant to be in close reach of Jamie. He looked startled, and put a hand to his head. "I do?" 

"Shh," I said, "I'll tell you later." 

The other participants had now arranged themselves around the parlor, Jenny sitting down by Ian on the other love seat, and Hobart and Mr. Gowan taking two velvet chairs. 

"We are assembled?" Mr. Gowan inquired, glancing around the room. "All interested parties are present? Excellent. Well, to begin with, I must declare my own interest. I am here in the capacity of solicitor to Mr. Hobart MacKenzie, representing the interests of Mrs. James Fraser"-he saw me start, and added, with precision-"that is, the second Mrs. James Fraser, n6e Laoghaire MacKenzie. That is understood?" 

He glanced inquiringly at Jamie, who nodded. 

141t is.1)

"Good." Mr. Gowan picked up a glass from the table next to him and took a tiny sip. "My clients, the MacKenzies, have accepted my proposal to seek a legal solution to the imbroglio which I understand has resulted from the sudden and unexpected-though of course altogether happy and fortuitous-" he added, with a bow to me, "return of the first Mrs. Fraser." 

He shook his head reprovingly at Jamie. 

"You, my dear young man, have contrived to entangle yourself in considerable legal difficulties, I am sorry to say." 

Jamie raised one eyebrow and looked at his sister. 

"Aye, well, I had help," he said dryly. "Just what difficulties are we speakin' of?" 

"Well, to begin with," Ned Gowan said cheerily, his sparkling black eyes sinking into nets of wrinkles as he smiled at me, "the first Mrs. Fraser would be well within her rights to bring a civil suit against ye for adultery, and criminal fornication, forbye. Penalties for which include-" 

Jamie glanced back at me, with a quick blue gleam. 

"I think I'm no so worrit by that possibility," he told the lawyer. "What else?" Voyager                                   479

Ned Gowan nodded obligingly and held up one withered hand, folding down the fingers as he ticked off his points. 

"With respect to the second Mrs. Fraser-n6e Laoghaire MacKenzie-ye could, of course, be charged wi' bigamous misconduct, intent to defraud, actual fraud committed-whether wi' 

intent or no, which is a separate question-felonious misrepresentation"-he happily folded down his fourth finger and drew breath for more-"and . . ." Jamie had been listening patiently to this catalogue. Now he interrupted, leaning forward. 

"Ned," he said gently, "what the hell does the bloody woman want?" The small lawyer blinked behind his spectacles, lowered his hand, and cast up his eyes to the beams overhead. 

"Wecl, the lady's chief desire as stated," he said circumspectly, "is to see yc castrated and disemboweled in the market square at Broch Mordha, and your head mounted on a stake over her gate." 

Jamie's shoulders vibrated bricfly, and he winced as the movement jarred his arm. 

"I see," he said, his mouth twitching. 
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A smile gathered up the wrinkles by Ned's ancient mouth. 

"I was obliged to inform Mrs.-that is, the lady-" he amended, with a glance at me and a slight cough, "that her remedies under the law were somewhat more limited than would accommodate her desires." 

"Quite," Jamie said dryly. "But I assume the general idea is that she doesna particularly want me back as a husband?" 

"No," Hobart put in unexpectedly. "Crow's bait, maybe, but not a husband. " Ned cast a cold glance at his client. 

"Ye willna compromise your case by admitting things in advance of settlement, aye?" he said reprovingly. "Or what are ve payin' me for?" He turned back to Jamie, professional dignity unimpaired. 

"While Miss MacKenzie does not wish to resume a marital position wi' regard to you-an action which would be impossible in any case," he added fairly, "unless ve should wish to divorce the present Mrs. Fraser, and rcniarry"No, I dinna want to do that," Jamie assured him hurriedly, with another glance at me. 

"Well, in such case," Ned went on, unruffled, "I should advise my clients that it is more desirable where possible to avoid the cost-and the publicitN,,-" he added, cocking an invisible eyebrow in admonition to Hobart, IXho nodded hastily, "of a suit at law, with a public trial and its consequent exposure of facts. That being the case-" 

"How much?" Jamie interrupted. 

480                        Diana Gabaldon

"Mr. Fraser!" Ned Gowan looked shocked. "I havcna mentioned anything in the nature of a pecuniary settlement as yet-" 

"Only because ye're too busy enjoying yourself, ye wicked auld rascal," Jamie said. He was irritated-a red patch burned over each cheekbone-but amused, too. "Get to it, aye?" Ned Gowan inclined his head ceremoniously. 

"Weel, ye must understand," he began, "that a successful suit brought under the charges as described might result in Miss MacKenzie and her brother mulcting yc in substantial damages-verra substantial indeed," he added, with a faint lawyerly gloating at the prospect. 

"After all, Miss MacKenzie has not only been subject to public humiliation and ridicule leading to acute distress of mind, but is also threatened with loss of her chief means of support-" 

"She isna threatened wi' any such thing," Jamie interrupted heatedly. "I told her I should go on supporting her and the two lassies! What does she think I am? " Ned exchanged a glance with Hobart, who shook his head. 

"Ye dinna want to know what she thinks ye are," Hobart assured Jamie. "I wouldna have thought she kent such words, myself. But ye do mean to pay?" 

Jamie nodded impatiently, rubbing his good hand through his hair. "Aye, I will." 

"Only until she's marrit again, though." Everyone's head turned in surprise toward Jenny, who nodded firmly to Ned Gowan. 

"If Jamie's married to Claire, the marriage between him and Laoghaire wasna valid, aye?" The lawyer bowed. 

"That is true, Mrs. Murray. 

"Well, then," Jenny said, in a decided manner. "She's free to marry again at once, is she no? And once she does, my brother shouldna be providing for her household." 
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"An excellent point, Mrs. Murray." Ned Gowan took up his quill and scratched industriously. "Well, we make progress," he declared, laying it down again and beaming at the company. "Now, the next point to be covered . . ." 

An hour later, the decanter of whisky was empty, the sheets of foolscap on the table were filled with Ned Gowan's chicken - scratchings, and everyone lay limp and cxhaustedexcept Ned himself, spry and bright-eyed as ever. 

"Excellent, excellent," he declared again, gathering up the sheets and tapping them neatly into order. "So-the main provisions of the settlement are as follows: Mr. Fraser agrees to pay to Miss MacKenzie the sum of five hundred pounds in compensation for distress, inconvenience, and the loss of his conjLigal services "-Jamie snorted slightly at this, but Ned affected not

482                        Diana Gabaldon

"There's the one thing about it," she said, eyes on her work. "Where d'ye mean to get twelve hundred pounds, Jamie?" 

I had been wondering that mvself. The insurance settlement on the printshop had fallen far short of that amount, and I doubted that Jamie's share of the smuggling proceeds amounted to anything near that magnitude. Certainly Lallybroch itself could not supply the money; survival in the Highlands was a chancy business, and even several good years in a row would provide only the barest surplus. 

"Well, there's only the one place, isn't there?" Ian looked from his sister to his brother-inlaw and back. After a short silence, Jamie nodded. 

"I suppose so," he said reluctantly. He glanced at the window, where the rain was slashing across the glass in slanting streaks. "A vicious time of year for it, though." Ian shrugged, and sat forward a bit in his chair. "The spring tide will be in a week." Jamie frowned, looking troubled. :'Aye, that's so, but . . ." 

'There's no one has a better right to it, Jamie," Ian said. He reached out and squeezed his friend's good arm, smiling. "It was meant for Prince Charles' followers, aye? And ye were one of those, whether ye wanted to be or no." 

Jamie gave him back a rueful half-smile. 

"Aye, I suppose that's true." He sighed. "In any case, it's the only thing 1 can see to do." He glanced back and forth between Ian and Jenny, evidently debating whether to add something else. His sister knew him even better than I did. She lifted her head from her work and looked at him sharply. "What is it, Jamie?" she said. He took a deep breath. 

"I want to take Young Ian," he said. 

,'No," she said instantly. The needle had stopped, stuck halfivay through a brilliant red bud in the pattern, the color of blood against the white smock. :,He's old enough, Jenny," Jamie said quietly. 

'He's not!" she objected. "He's but barely fifteen; Michael and Jamie were both sixteen at least, and better grown." 

"Aye, but wee Ian's a better swimmer than either of his brothers," Ian said judiciously. His forehead was furrowed with thought. "It will have to be one of the lads, after all," he pointed out to Jenny. He jerked his head toward Jamie, cradling his arm in its sling. 

"Jamie canna very well be swimming himself, in his present condition. Or Claire, for that matter," he added, with a smile at me. 

"Swim?" I said, utterly bewildered. "Swim where?" 
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Ian looked taken aback for a moment; then he glanced at Jamie, brows lifted. Voyager                                  483

"Oh. Yc hadna told her?" 

Jamie shook his head. "I had, but not all of it." He turned to me. "It's the treasure, Sassenach-the seals' gold." 

Unable to take the treasure with him, he had concealed it in its place and returned to Ardsmuir. 

"I didna ken what best to do about it," he explained. "Duncan Kerr gave the care of it to me, but I had no notion who it belonged to, or who put it there, or what I was to do with it. 

'The white witch' was all Duncan said, and that meant nothing to me but you, Sassenach." Reluctant to make use of the treasure himself, and yet feeling that someone should know about it, lest he dic in prison, he had sent a carcftilly coded letter to Jenny and Ian at Lallybroch, giving the location of the cache, and the use for which it had-presumably-been meant. 

Times had been hard for Jacobites then, sometimes even more so for those who had escaped to France-leaving lands and fortunes bchind-than for those who remained to face English persecution in the Highlands. At about the same time, Lallybroch had experienced two bad crops in a row, and letters had reached them from France, asking for any help possible to succor erstwhile companions there, in danger of starvation. 

"We had nothing to send; in fact, we were damn close to starving here," Ian explained. "I sent word to Jamie, and he said as he thought perhaps it wouldna be wrong to use a small bit of the treasure to help feed Prince Tearlach's followers." 

"It seemed likely it was put there by one of the Stuarts' supporters," Jamie chimed in. He cocked a ruddy brow at me, and his mouth quirked up at one corner. "I thought I wouldna send it to Prince Charles, though." 

"Good thinking," I said dryly. Any money given to Charles Stuart would have been wasted, squandered within weeks, and anyone who had known Charles intimately, as Jamie had, would kiio-,N,-that very well. 

Ian had taken his eldest son, Jamie, and made his way across Scotland to the seals' cove near Coigach. Fearful of any word of the treasure getting out, they had not sought a fisherman's boat, but instead Young Jamie had swum to the seals' rock as his uncle had several years before. He had found the treasure in its place, abstracted two gold coins and three of the smaller gemstones, and secreting these in a bag tied securely round his neck, had replaced the rest of the treasure and made his way back through the surf, arriving exhausted. 

They had made their way to Inverness then, and taken ship to France, where their cousin Jared Fraser, a successful expatriate wine merchant, had helped them to change the coins and jewels discreetly into cash, and taken the responsibility of distributing it among the Jacobites in need. 

Three times since, Ian had made the laborious trip to the coast with one of his sons, each time to abstract a small part of the hidden fortune to supply a

1+ 0 1#                    Uiana Gabaldon

need. Twice the money had gone to friends in need in France; once it had been needed to purchase fresh planting-stock for Lallybroch and provide the food to see its tenants through a long winter when the potato crop failed. 
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Onlv Jenny, Ian, and the two cldcr boys, Jamie and Michael, knew of the trcasurc. Ian's wooden leg prevented his swimming to the seals' island, so one of his sons must always make the trip with him. I gathered that it had been something of a rite of passage for both Young Jamie and Michael, entrusted with such a great secret. Now it might be Young Ian's turn. 

"No," fenny said again, but I thought her heart ,vasn't in it. Ian was already nodding thoughtfully. 

"Would ye take him with yc to France, too, Jamie?" Jamie nodded. 

"Aye, that's the thing. I shall have to leave Lallybroch, and stay away for a good bit, for Laoghairc's sake-I canna be living here with you, under her nose," he said apologetically to me, "at least not until she's suitably wed to someone else." He switched his attention back to Ian. 

"I havena told ye everything that's happened in Edinburgh, Ian, but all things considered, I think it likely best I stay away from there for a time, too. " I sat quiet, trying to digest this news. I hadn't realized that Jamie meant to leave Lallybroch-Icave Scotland altogether, it sounded like. 

"So what d'ye mean to do, Jamie?" Jenny had given up any pretense of sewing, and sat with her hands in her lap. 

He rubbed his nose, looking tired. This was the first day he had been up; I privately thought he should have been back in bed hours ago, but he had insisted upon staying up to preside over dinner and visit with everyone. 

"Well," he said slowly, "Jared's offered more than once to take me into his firm. Perhaps I shall stay in France, at least for a year. I was thinking Young Ian could go with us, and be schooled in Paris." 

Jenny and Ian exchanged a long look, one of those in which long-marricd couples are capable of carrying out complete conversations in the space of a few heartbeats. At last, Jenny tilted her head a bit to one side. Ian smiled and took her hand. 

"It'll be all right, mo nigbean dubh," he said to her in a low, tender voice. Then he turned to Jamie. 

"Aye, take him. It'll be a great chance for the lad." 

"You're sure," Jamie hesitated, speaking to his sister, rather than Ian. Jennv nodded. Her blue eves glistened in the lamplight, and the end of her nose was slightly red. 

"I suppose it;s best we give him his freedom while he still thinks it's ours to givc," she said. She looked at Jamie, then at me, straight and steady. "But you'll take good care of him, aye?" 

9

Lost, and by the Wind Grieved

his part of Scotland was as unlike the leafy glens and lochs near Lallybroch as the North Yorkshire moors. Here there were virtually no trees; only long sweeps of rock-strewn heather, rising into

crags that touched the lowering sky and disappeared abruptly into curtains of mist, As we got nearer to the seacoast, the mist became heavier, setting in earlier in the afternoon, lingering longer in the morning, so that only for a couple of hours in the middle of the day did we have anything like clear riding. The going was consequently slow, but none of us minded greatly, except Young Ian, who was beside himself with excitement, impatient to arrive. 

PDF Transform

PDF Transform

Y

Y

Y

er

Y

er

B

2

B

2

B

.0

B

.0

A

A

Click here to buy

Click here to buy

w

w

w

w

w . 

w

A B B YY.com

.A B BYY.com

"How far is it from the shore to the seals' island?" he asked Jamie for the tenth time. 

"A quarter mile, I make it," his uncle replied. 

"I can swim that far," Young Ian repeated, for the tenth time. His hands were clenched tightly on the reins, and his bony jaw set with determination. "Aye, I know ye can," Jamie assured him patiently. He glanced at me, the

hint of a smile hidden in the corner of his mouth. "Ye wilina need to, though; just swim straight for the island, and the current will carry ye." The boy nodded, and lapsed into silence, but his eyes were bright with anticipation. 

The headland above the cove was mist-shrouded and deserted. Our voices echoed oddly in the fog

., and we soon stopped talking, out of an abiding sense of eeriness. I could hear the seals barking far below, the sound wavering and mixing with the crash of the surf, so that now and then it sounded like sailors hallooing to one another over the sound of the sea. Jamie pointed out the rock chimney of Ellen's tower to Young Ian, and taking a coil of rope from his saddle, picked his way over the broken rock of the headlan d to the entrance. 

"Keep your shirt on 'til you're down," he told the lad, shouting to be heard above the wave. 

"Else the rock will tear your back to shreds." 

Ian nodded understanding, then, the rope tied securely round his middle, gave me a nervous grin, took two jerky steps, and disappeared into the earth. Jamie had the other end of the rope wrapped round his oxvi-i waist, paying

out the length of it careffilly with his sound'hand as the boy descended. Crawling on hands and knees, I made my way over the short turf and pebbles to the crumbling edge of the cliff, where I could look over to the half-moon beach below. It seemed a very long time, but finally I saw Ian emerge from the bottom of the chimney, a small, antlike figure. He untied his rope, peered around, spotted us at the top of the cliff, and \vavcd cnthusi astic ally. I waved back, but Jamie mcrclv muttered, "All right, get on, then," under his breath. 

I could feel him tense beside me as the boy stripped off to his breeks and scrambled down the rocks to the water, and I felt his flinch as the small figure dived headlong into the grayblue Nvavcs. 

"Brrr!" I said, watching. "The water must be freezing!" 

"It is," Jamie said with feeling. "Ian's right; it's a vicious time of year to be swimming.His face was pale and set. I didn't think it was the result of discomfort from his wounded arm, though the long ride and the exercise with the rope couldn't have done it any good. While he had shown nothing but encouraging confidence while Ian was making his descent, he wasn't making any effort to hide his worry now. The fact was that there was no way for us to reach Ian, should anything go wrong. 

"Maybe we should have waited for the mist to lift," I said, more to distract him than because I thought so. 

"If we had 'til next Easter, we might," he agreed ironically. "Though I'll grant ye, I've seen it clearer than this," he added, squinting into the swirling murk below. The three islands were only intermittently visible from the cliff as the fog swept across them. I had been able to see the bobbing dot of Ian's head for the first twenty yards as he lcft the shore, but now he had disappeared into the mist. 
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"Do you think he's all right?" Jamie bent to help me scramble upright. The cloth of his coat was damp and rough under my fingers, soaked with mist and the fine droplets of ocean spray. 

"Aye, he'll do. He's a bonny swimmer; and it's none so difficult a swim, either, once he's into the current." Still, he stared into the mist as though sheer effort could pierce its veils. On Jamie's advice, Young Ian had timed his descent to begin when the tide began to go out, so as to have as much assistance as possible from the tidc-racc. Looking over the edge, I could see a floating mass of bladder wrack, half-strandcd on the widening strip of beach. 

"Perhaps two hours before he comes back." Jamie answered my unspoken question. He turned reluctantly from his vain perusal of the mist-hidden cove. "Damn, I wish I'd gone myself, arm or no arm." 

"Both Young Jamie and Michael have done it," I reminded him. He gave me a rueful smile. Voyager                                    487

"Oh, aye. Ian will do fine. It's only that it's a good deal easier to do something that's a bit dangerous than it is to wait and worry while someone else does it." 

"Ha," I told him. "So now you know what's it like being married to you." He laughed. 

"Oh, aye, I suppose so. Besides, it would be a shame to cheat Young Ian of his adventure. Come on, then, let's get out of the wind." 

We moved inland a bit, away from the crumbling edge of the cliff, and sat down to wait, using the horses' bodies as shelter. Rough, shaggy Highland ponies, they appeared unmoved by the unpleasant weather, merely standing together, heads down, tails turned against the wind. 

The wind was too high for easy conversation. We sat quietly, leaning together like the horses, with our backs to the windy shore. 

"What's that?" Jamie raised his head, listening. "What?  )I

"I thought I heard shouting." 

"I expect it's the seals," I said, but before the words were out of my mouth, he was up and striding toward the cliff's edge. 

The cove was still full of curling mist, but the wind had uncovered the seals' island, and it was clearly visible, at least for the moment. There were no seals on it now, though. A small boat was drawn up on a sloping rock shelf at one side of the island. Not a fisherman's boat; this one was longer and more pointed at the proW, with one set of oars. As I stared, a man appeared from the center of the island. He carried something under one arm, the size and shape of the box Jamie had described. I didn't have long to speculate as to the nature of this object, though, for just then a second man came up the far slope of the island and into sight. 

This one was carrying Young Ian. He had the boy's half-naked body slung carelessly over one shoulder. It swung head down, arms dangling with a limpness that made it clear the boy was unconscious or dead. 

"Ian! " Jamie's hand clamped over my mouth before I could shout again. "Hush!" He dragged me to my knees to keep me out of sight. We watched, helpless, as the second man heaved Ian carelessly into the boat, then took hold of the gunwales to run it back into the water. There wasn't a chance of making the descent down the chimney and the swim to the island before they succeeded in making their escape. But escape to where? 

"Where did they come from?" I gasped. Nothing else stirred in the cove below, save the mist and the shifting kelp-beds, turning in the tide. 
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"A ship. It's a ship's boat." Jamie added something low and heartfclt in Gaelic, and then was gone. I turned to see him fling himself on one of the

" I a 11 U %I

horses and wrench its head around. Then he was off, riding liell-for-Icathcr across the headland, away from the cove. 

Rough as the footing across the headland was, the horses were shod for it better than I was. I hastily mounted and followed Jamie, a high-pitched whinny of protest from Ian's hobbled mount ringing in my cars. 

It Was less than a quarter of a mile to the ocean side of the headland, but it seemed to take forever to reach it. I saw Jamie ahead of me, his hair flying loose in the wind, and beyond him, the ship, lying to offshore. 

The ground broke away in a tumble of rock that fell down to the ocean, not so steep as the cliffs of the cove, but much too rough to take a horse down. Bv the time I had reined up, Jamie was off his horse, and picking his way down the rubble toward the water. To the left, I could see the longboat from the island, pulling round the curve of the headland. Someone on the ship must have been looking out for them, for I heard a faint hall from the direction of the ship, and saw small figures suddenly appear in the rigging. One of these must also have seen us, for there was a sudden agitation aboard, with heads popping up above the rail and more yelling. The ship was blue, with a broad black band painted all around it. There was a line of gunports set in this band, and as I watched, the forward one opened, and the round black eye of the gun peeked out. 

"Jamie!" I shrieked, as loudly as I could. He looked up from the rocks at his feet, saw ,,,,here I was pointing, and hurled himself flat in the rubble as the gun went off. The report wasn't terribly loud, but there was a sort of whistling noise past rnT head that made me duck instinctivclv. Several of the rocks around me exploded in puffs of flying rock chips, and it occurred to me, rather belatcdly, that the horses and I were a great deal more visible there at the top of the headland than Jamie was on the cliff below. The horses, having grasped this essential fact long before I did, were on their way back to where we had left their hobbled fellow well before the dust had settled. I flung myself bodily over the edge of the headland, slid several feet in a shower of gravel, and wedged myself into a deep crevice in the cliff. 

There was another explosion somewhere above my head, and I pressed myself even closer into the rock. Evidently the people on board the ship were satisfied with the effect of their last shot, for relative silence now descended. 

My heart was harnmering against my ribs, and the air around my face was fall of a fine gray dust that gave me an irresistible urge to cough. I risked a look over my shoulder, and was in time to see the longboat being hoisted aboard ship. Of Ian and his two captors, there was no sign. 

The gunport closed silently as I watched, and the rope that held the anchor slithered up, streaming water. The ship turned slowly, seeking wind. The air was light and the sails barely puffed, but even that was enough. 
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Slowly, then faster, she was moving toward the open sea. By the time Jamie had reached my roosting place, the ship had all but vanished in the thick cloudbank that obscured the horizon. 
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"Jesus" was all he said when he reached me, but he clutched me hard for a moment. 

"Jesus." 

He let go then, and turned to look out over the sea. Nothing moved save a few tendrils of slow-floating mist. The whole world seemed stricken with silence; even the occasional cries of the murres and shearwaters had been cut off by the cannon's boom. The gray rock near my foot showed a fresh patch of lighter gray, where shot had struck off a wide flake of stone. It was no more than three feet above the crevice where 1 had taken refuge. 

"What shall we do?" I felt numbed, both by the shock of the afternoon, and by the sheer enormity of what had happened. Impossible to believe that in less than an hour, Ian had disappeared from us as completely as though he had been wiped off the face of the earth. The fogbank loomed thick and impenetrable, a little way off the coast before us, a barrier as impassible as the curtain between earth and the underworld. 

My mind kept replaying images: the mist, drifting over the outlines of the silkies' island, the sudden appearance of the boat, the men coming over the rocks, Ian's lanky, teenaged body, -white-skinned as the mist, skinny limbs dangling like a disjointed doll's. I had seen everything with that clarity that attends tragedy; every detail fixed in my mind's eye, to be shown again and again, always with that half-conscious feeling that this time, I should be able to alter it. 

Jamie's face was set in rigid lines, the ftirrows cut deep from nose to mouth. 

"I don't know," he said. "Damn me to hell, I don't kno)v what to do!" His hands flexed suddenly into fists at his sides. He shut his eyes, breathing heavily. I felt even more frightened at this admission. In the brief time I had been back with him, I had grown once more accustomed to having Jamie always know what to do, even in the direst circumstances. This confession seemed more upsetting than anything that had yet happened. 

A sense of helplessness swirled round me like the mist. Every nerve cried out to do something. But what? 

I saw the streak of blood on his cuff, then; he had gashed his hand, climbing down the rocks. That, I could help, and I felt a sense of thankfulness that there was, after all, one thing I could do, however small. 

"You've cut vourself," 1 said. 1 touched his injured hand. "Let me see; I'll wrap it for Von." 

'No," he said. He turned away, face strained, still looking desperately out into the fog. When I reached for him again, he jerked away. 

490                        Diana Gabaldon

"No, I said! Leave it be!" 

I swallowed hard and wrapped my arms about myself under my cloak. There was little wind no-,v, even on the headland, but it was cold and clammy nonetheless. He rubbed his hand carelessly against the front of his coat, leaving a rusty smear. He was still staring out to sea, toward the spot where the ship had vanished. He closed his eyes, and pressed his lips tight together. Then he opened them, made a small gesture of apology toward me, and turned toward the headland. 

"I suppose we must catch the horses," he said quietly. "Come on." We walked back across the thick, short turf and strewn rocks without speaking, silent with shock and grief I could see the horses, small sticklegged figures in the distance, clustered
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together with their hobbled companion. It seemed to have taken hours to run from the headland to the outer shore; going back seemed much longer. 

"I don't think he was dead," I said, after what seemed like a year. I laid a hand tentatively on Jamie's arm, meaning to be comforting, but he wouldn't have noticed if I had struck him with a blackjack. He walked on slowly, head down. 

"No," he said, and I saw him swallow hard. "No, he wasn't dead, or they'd not have taken him." 

I'Did they take him aboard the ship?" I pressed. "Did you see them?" I thought it might be better for him if he would talk. 

He nodded. "Aye, they passed him aboard; I saw it clear. I suppose that's some hope," he muttered, as though to himself. "If they didna knock him on the head at once, maybe they won't." Suddenly remembering that I was there, he turned and looked at me, eyes searching my face. 

"You're all right, Sassenach?" 

I was scraped raw in several places, covered with filth, and shakv-kneed with fright, but basically sound. 

"I'm fine." I put my hand on his arm again. This time he let it stay. "That's good," he said softly, after a moment. He tucked my hand into the crook of his elbow, and we went on. 

"Have you any idea who they were?" I had to raise my voice slightly to be heard above the

,vash of the surf behind us, but I wanted to keep him talking if I could. He shook his head, frowning. The effort of talking seemed to be bringing him slowly out of his own shock. 

"I heard one of the sailors shout to the men in the boat, and he spoke in French. But that proves nothing-sailors come from everywhere. Still, I have seen enough of ships at the docks to think that this one didna have quite the took of a merchant-nor the look of an English ship at all," he added, "though I couldna say why, exactly. The way the sails were rigged, maybe." 
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"It was blue, with a black line painted round it," I said. "That was all I had time to see, before the guns started firing." 

Was it possible to trace a ship? The germ of the idea gave me hope; perhaps the situation was not so hopeless as I had first thought. If Ian was not dead, and we could find out where the ship was going . . . 

"Did you see a name on it?" I asked. 

"A name?" He looked faintly surprised at the notion. "What, on the ship?" 

"Do ships not usually have their names painted on the sides?" I asked. "No, what for?" He sounded honestly puzzled. 

"So you could bloody tell who they are!" I said, exasperated. Taken by surprise by my tone, he actually smiled a little. 

"Ave, well, I should expect that perhaps they dinna much want anyone telling who they are, given their business," he said dryly. 

We paced on together for a few moments, thinking. Then I said curiously, "Well, but how do legitimate ships tell who each other is, if they haven't got names painted on?" He glanced at me, one eyebrow raised. 

"I should know you from another woman," he pointed out, "and ye havena got your name stitched upon your bosom." 
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"Not so much as a letter 'A,' " I said, flippantly, but seeing his blank look, added, "You mean ships look different enough-and there are few enough of them-that you can tell one from another just by looking?" 

"Not me," he said honestly. "I know a few; ships where I ken the captain, and have been aboard to do business, or a few like the packet boats, that go back and forth so often that I've seen them in port dozens of times. But a sailing man would ken a great deal more." 

"Then it might be possible to find out what the ship that took Ian is called?" He nodded, looking at me curiously. "Aye, I think so. I have been trying to call to mind everything about it as we walked, so as to tell Jared. He'll know a great many ships, and a great many more captains-and perhaps one of them will know a blue ship, wide in the beam, with three masts, twelve guns, and a scowling figurehead." My heart bounded upward. "So you do have a plan!" 

"I wouldna call it so much a plan," he said. "It's only I canna think of anything else to do." He shrugged, and wiped a hand over his face. Tiny droplets of moisture were condensing on us as we walked, glistening in the ruddy hairs of his eyebrows and coating his checks with a wetness like tears. He sighed. 

"The passage is arranged from Inverness. The best I can see to do is to go; Jared will be expecting us in Le Havrc. When we see him, perhaps he can

492                        Diana Gabaldon

help us to find out what the blue ship is called, and maybe where it's bound. Aye," he said dryly, anticipating my question, "ships have home ports, and if they dinna belong to the navy, they have runs they commonly make, and papers for the harbormaster, too, showing where they're bound." 

I began to feel better than I had since Ian had descended Ellen's tower. "If they're not pirates or privateers, that is," he added, with a warning look which put an immediate damper on my rising spirits. 

"And if they are?" 

"Then God knows, but I don't," lie said briefly, and would not sav ariv more until we reached the horses. 

They were grazing on the headland near the tower where we had left Ian's mount, behaving as though nothing had happened, pretending to find the tough sea grass delicious. 

"Tcha!" Jamie viewed them disapprovingly. "Silly beasts." He grabbed the coil of rope and wrapped it twice round a projecting stone. Handing me the end, with a terse instruction to hold it, he dropped the free end down the chimney, shed his coat and shoes, and disappeared down the rope himself without further remark. 

Sometime later, he came back up, sweating profusely, with a small bundle tuckcd under his arm. Young Ian's shirt, coat, shoes and stockings, with his knife and the small leather pouch in which the lad kept such valuables as he had. 

"Do you mean to take them home to Jenny?" I asked. I tried to imagine what Jenny might think, say, or do at the news, and succeeded all too well. I felt a little sick, knowing that the hollow, aching sense of loss I felt was as nothing to what hers would be. Jamie's face was flushed from the climb, but at my words, the blood drained from his checks. His hands tightened on the bundle. 

"oh, aye," 1,.e said, very softly, with great bitterness. "Aye, I shall go home and te!'      sister that I have lost her youngest son? She didna want him to come wi' me, but I insisted. I'll
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take care of him, I said. And now he is hurt and maybe dead-but here are his clothes, to remember him by?" His jaw clenched, and he swallowed convulsively. 

"I'd rather be dead myself," he said. 

He knelt on the ground then, shaking out the articles of clothing, folding them carefully, and laying them together in a pile. He folded the coat carefully around the other things, stood up, and stuffed the bundle into his saddlebag. 

"Ian will be needing them, I expect, when we find him," I said, trying to sound convinced. Jamie looked at me, but after a moment, he nodded. "Aye," he said softly. "I expect he will." 
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It was too late in the day to begin the ride to Inverness. The sun was setting, announcing the fact with a dull reddish glow that barely penetrated the gathering mist. Without speaking, we began to make can-ip. There was cold food in the saddlebags, but neither of us had the heart to cat. Instead, vc rolled ourselves up in cloaks and blankets and lay down to sleep, cradled in small hollows that Jamie had scooped in the earth. I couldn't sleep. The ground was hard and stony beneath my hips and shoulders, and the thunder of the surf below would have been sufficient to keep me awake, even had my mind not been filled with thoughts of Ian. 

Was he badly hurt? The limpness of his body had bespoken some damage, but I had seen no blood. Presumably, he had merely been hit on the head. If so, what would he feel when he woke, to find himself abducted, and being carried farther from home and family with each passing minute? 

And how were we ever to find him? When Jamie had first mentioned Jared, I had felt hopeful, but the more I thought of it, the slimmer seemed the prospects of actually finding a single ship, which might now be sailing in any direction at all, to anyplace in the world. Axid would his captors bother to keep Ian, or would they, on second thoughts, conclude that he was a dangerous nuisance, and pitch him overboard? 

I didn't think I slept, but I must have dozed, my dreams full of trouble. I woke shivering with cold, and edged out a hand, reaching for Jamie. He wasn't there. When I sat up, I found that he had spread his blanket over me while I dozed, but it was a poor substitute for the beat of his body. 

He was sitting some distance away, with his back to me. The offshore wind had risen with the setting of the sun, and blown some of the mist away; a half-moon shed enough light through the clouds to show me his hunched figure clearly. 

I got up and walked over to him, folding my cloak tight about me against the chill. My steps made a light crunching sound on the crumbled granite, but the sound was drowned in the sighing rumblc of the sea below. Still, he must have heard me; he didn't turn around, but gave no sign of surprise when I sank down beside him. 

He sat with his chin in his hands, his elbows on his knees, eyes wide and sightless as he gazed out into the dark water of the cove. If the scals were awake, they were quiet tonight. 

"Are you all right?" I said quietly. "It's beastly cold." He was wearing nothing but his coat, and in the small, chilled hours of the night, in the wet, cold air above the sea, that was far from enough, I could feel the tiny, constant shiver that ran through him when I set my hand on his arm. 

"Aye, I'm fine," he said, with a marked lack of conviction. 
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I merely snorted at this piece of prevarication, and sat down next to him on another chunk of granite. 
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"It wasn't your fault," I said, after we had sat in silence for some time, listening to the sea. 

"Yc should go and sleep, Sassenach." His voice was even, but with an undertone of hopelessness that made me move closer to him, trying to embrace him. He was clearly reluctant to touch me, but I was shivering very obviously myself by this time. 

"I'm not going anywhere." 

He sighed deeply and pulled me closer, settling me upon his knee, so that his arms came inside my cloak, holding tight. Little by little, the shivering eased. 

"What are you doing out here?" I asked at last. "Praying," he said softly. "Or trying to." 

"I shouldn't have interrupted you." I made as though to move away, but his hold on me tightened. 

"No, stay," he said. We staved clasped close; I could feel the warmth of his breathing in my ear. He drew in his breath as though about to speak, but then let it out without saying anything. I turned and touched his face. "What is it, Jamie?" 

"Is it wrong for me to have ye?" he whispered. His face was bone-white, his eyes no more than dark pits in the dim light. "I keep thinking-is it my fault? Have I sinned so greatly, wanting you so much, needing ye more than life itself?" 

"Do you?" I took his face between my hands, feeling the wide bones cold under my palms. 

"And if you do-how can that be wrong? I'm your wife." In spite of everything, the simple word "wife" made my heart lighten. 

He turned his face slightly, so his lips lay against my palm, and his hand came up, groping for mine. His fingers were cold, too, and hard as driftwood soaked in seawater. 

"I tell myself so. God has given ye to me; how can I not love you? And yet -1 keep thinking, and canna stop." 

He looked down at me then, brow furrowed with trouble. 

"The treasure-it was all right to use it when there was need, to feed the hungry, or to rescue folk from prison. But to try to buy my freedom from guilt-to use it only so that I might live free at Lallybroch with you, and not trouble myself over Laoghairc-I think maybe that was wrong to do." 

I drew his hand down around my waist, and pulled him close. He came, eager for comfort, and laid his head on my shoulder. 

"Hush," I said to him, though he hadn't spoken again. "Be still. Jamie, have vou ever done something for vourself alone-not with any thought of anyone else?" His hand rested gently on my back, tracing the scam of my bodice, and his breathing held the hint of a smile. 

"Oh, many and many a time," he whispered. "When I saw you. When I Voyager                                   495

took ye, not caring did vc want me or no, did ve have somewhere else to be, someone else to love." 

"Bloody man," I whispered in his car, rocking him as best I could. "You're an awful fool, Jamie Fraser. And what about Brianna? That wasn't wrong, was it?" 
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"No." He swallowed; I could hear the sound of it clearly, and feel the pulse beat in his neck where I held him. "But now I have taken yc back from her, as well. I love you--and I love Ian, like he was my own. And I am thinking maybe I cannot have ye both." Jamie Fraser," I said again, with as much conviction as I could put into my voice, "you're a terrible fool." I smoothed the hair back from his forchead and twisted my fist in the thick tail at his nape, pulling his head back to make him look at me. 

I thought my face must look to him as his did to me; the bleached bones of a skull, with the lips and eyes dark as blood. 

"You didn't force me to come to Vou, or snatch me away from Brianna. I came, because I wanted to-because I wanted you, as much as you did meand my being here has nothing to do with what's happened. We're married, blast you, by any standard you care to namebcfore God, man, Neptune, or what-havc-you." 

"Neptune?" he said, sounding a little stunned. 

"Be quiet," I said. "We're married, I say, and it isn't wicked for you to want me, or to have me, and no God worth his salt would take your nephc'A, away from you because you wanted to be happy. So there! 

"Besides," I added, pulling back and looking up at him a moment later, "I'm not bloody going back, so what could you do about it, anyway?" The small vibration in his chest this time was laughter, not cold. 

"Take ye and be damned for it, I expect," he said. He kissed my forehead gently. "Loving you has put me through hell more than once, Sassenach; I'll risk it again, if need be." 

"Bah," I said. "And you think loving you's been a bed of roses, do vou?" This time he laughed out loud. 

"No," he said, "but you'll maybe keep doing it?" "Maybe I will, at that." 

"You're a verra stubborn woman," he said, the smile clear in his voice. I'It bloody takes one to know one," I said, and then we were both quiet for quite some time. It was very late-pcrhaps four o'clock in the morning. The half-moon was low in the sky, seen only now and then through the moving clouds. The clouds themselves were moving faster; the wind was shifting and the inist breaking up, in the turning hour bet\vccn dark and dawn. SomcNA,hcrC below, one of the seals barked loudly, once. 

"Do yc think perhaps ve Could stand to go no-,v?" Jamie said suddeiilv. 496                     Diana Gabaldon

"Not wait for the daylight? Once off the headland, the going's none so bad that the horses carina manage in the dark." 

My whole body ached from weariness, and I was starving, but I stood up at once, and brushed the hair out of my face. 

"Let's go," I said. 


PART lqbT

On the Water
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Shall Go Down to the Sea
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t will have to be the Artemis." Jared flipped shut the cover of his portable writing desk and rubbed his brow, frowning. Jamie's cousin had been in his fifties when I knew him before, and was now Nvcll past

seventv, but the snub-nosed hatchet face, the spare, narrow frame, and the tireless capacity for work were just the same. Only his hair marked his age, gone from lank darkness to a scanty, pure and gleaming white, jauntily tied vith a red silk ribbon. 

"She's no more than a midsized sloop, with a crew of forty or so," he remarked. "But it's late in the season, and we'll not likely do better-all of the Indiamen will have gone a month since. Artemi's would have gone with the convoy to Jamaica, was she not laid up for repair." 

"I'd sooner have a ship of yours-and one of your captains," Jamie assurcd him. "The size doesna matter." 

Jared cocked a skeptical eyebrow at his cousin. "Oh? Well, and yc may find it matter more than ye think, out at sea. It's like to be squally, this late in the season, and a sloop will be bobbin' like a cork. Might I ask how ye x,,,cathcrcd the Channel crossing in the packet boat, cousin," 

Jamie's face, already drawn and grim, grew somewhat grimmer at this question. The completest of landlubbers, he was not just prone to seasickness, but prostrated by it. He had been violently ill all the way from Invcrncss to Le Havre, though sea and weather had been quite calm. Now, some six hours later, safe ashore in Jared's warehouse by the quay, there was still a pale tinge to his lips and dark circles beneath his eyes. 

"I'll manage," he said shortly. 

Jared eyed him dubiously' well aware of his response to seagoing craft of any kind. Jamie could scarcely set foot on a ship at anchor without going green; the prospect of his crossing the Atlantic, scaled inescapably in a small and constantly tossing ship for two or three months, was enough to boggle the stoutest mind. It had been troubling mine for some time. 

"Well, I suppose there's no help for it," Jared said with a sigh, echoing my thought. "And at least you'll have a physician to hand," he added, with a s1nilc at me. "That is, I suppose you intend accompanying him, my dear?" 

"yes indeed," I assured him. "How long will it be before the ship is ready, 500                        Diana Gabaldon

I'd like to find a good apothecary's, to stock my medicine chest before the voyage." Jared pursed his lips in concentration. "A week, God willing," he said. "Artemis is in Bilbao at the moment; she's to carry a cargo of tanned Spanish hides, with a load of copper from ttaly-she'll ship that here, once she arrives, which should be day after tomorrow, with a fair wind. I've no captain signed on for the voyage vet, but a good man in mind; I mav have to go to Paris to fetch him, though, and that will be two days there and two back. Add a day to complete stores, fill the water casks, add all the bits and pieces, and she should be ready to leave at dawn tomorrow week." 

"How long to the West Indies?" Jamie asked. The tension in him showed in the lines of his body, little affected either by our journey or by the brief rest. He was strung taut as a bow, and likely to remain so until we had found Young Ian. 

"Two months, in the season," Jared replied, the small frown still fining his forehead. "But you're a month past the season now; hit the winter gales and it could be three. Or more." 
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Or never, but Jared, cx-seaman that he was, was too superstitious-or too tactful-to voice this possibility. Still, I saw him touch the wood of his desk surreptitiously for luck. Neither would he voice the other thought that occupied my mind; we had no positive proof that the blue ship was headed for the West Indies. We had only the records Jared had obtained for us from the Le Havre harbormaster, showing two visits by the ship-aptly named Bruja--within the last five years, each tirne giving her home port as Bridgctow  n, on the island of Barbados. 

"Tell me about her again-the ship that took Young Ian," Jared said. "How did she ride? 

High in the water, or sunk low, as if she were loaded heavy for a voyage?" Jamie closed his eyes for a moment, concentrating, then opened them with a nod. "Heaxiladcri, I could swear it. Her gunports were no more than six feet from the water." Jared nodded, satisfied. "Then she was leaving port, not coming in. I've messengers out to all the malor ports in France, Portugal and Spain. With luck, thevT find the port she shipped from, and then we'll know her dcstination for sure from her papers." His thin lips quirked suddenly doxvilward. "Unless stie's turned pirate, and sailing under false papers, that is." 

The old wine merchant carefully set aside the lap desk, its carved mahogany richly darkened by years of use, and rose to his feet, moving stiffly. "well, that's the most that can be done for the moment. Let's go to the

house, now; Mathitdc will have supper waiting. Tomorrow I'll take ye over the manifests and orders, and vour wife can find her bits of herbs." 

It was nearly five o'clock, and full dark at this time of year, but Jared had Voyager
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two linksmen waiting to escort us the short distance to his house, equipped with torches to light the way and armed with stout clubs. Lc Havre was a thriving port city, and the quay district was no place to walk alone after dark, particularly if one was known as a prosperous wine merchant. 

Despite the exhaustion of the Channel crossing, the oppressive clamminess and pervasive fish-smell of Le Havre, and a gnawing hunger, I felt mN spirits rise as we followed the torches through the dark, narrow streets. Thanks to Jared, we had at least a chance of finding Young Ian. 

Jared had concurred with Jamie's opinion that if the pirates of the Brujafor so I thought of them-had not killed Young Ian on the spot, they were likely to keep him unharmed. A healthy young male of any race could be sold as a slave or indentured servant in the West Indies for upward of two hundred pounds; a respectable sum by current standards. If they did intend so to dispose of Young Ian profitably, and if we knew the port to which they were sailing, it should be a reasonably easy matter to find and recover the boy. A gust of wind and a few chilly drops from the hovering clouds dampened my optimism slightly, reminding me that while it might be no great matter to find Ian once we had reached the West Indies, both the Bruja and the Artemi's had to reach the islands first. And the winter storms were beginning. 

The rain increased through the night, drumming insistently on the slate roof above our heads. I would normally have found the sound soothing and soporific; under the circumstances, the low thrum seemed threatening, not peaceful. 
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Despite Jared's substantial dinner and the excellent wines that accompanied it, I found myself unable to sleep, my mind summoning images of rainsoaked canvas and the swell of heavy seas. At least my morbid imaginings were keeping only myself awake; Jamie had not come up with me but had stayed to talk with Jared about the arrangements for the upcoming voyage. 

Jared was willing to risk a ship and a captain to help in the search. In return, Jamie would sail as supercargo. 

"As what?" I had said, hearing this proposal. 

"The supercargo," Jared had explained patiently. "That's the man whose duty it is to oversee the loading, the unloading, and the sale and disposition of the cargo. The captain and the crew merelv sail the ship; someone's got to look after the contents. In a case where the welfare of the cargo will be affected, the supercargo's orders may override even the captain's authority." 

And so it was arranged. While Jared was more than willing to go to some risk in order to help a kinsman, he saw no reason not to profit from the arrangement. He had therefore made quick provision for a miscellaneous cargo to be loaded from Bilbao and Lc Havre; we would sail to Jamaica to

502                        Diana Gabaldon

unload the bulk of it, and would arrange for the reloading of the Artemis with rum produced by the sugarcane plantation of Fraser ct Cie on Jamaica, for the return trip. The return trip, however, would not occur until good sailing weather returned, in late April or early May. For the time between arrival on Jamaica in Februarv and return to Scotland in Mav, Jamie would have disposal of the Artemis and her crew, to travel to Barbados-or other placcs-in search of Young Ian. Three months. I hoped it would be enough. It was a generous arrangement. Still, Jared, who had been an expatriate Nvinc-seller for many years in France, was wealthy enough that the loss of a ship, while distressing, would not cripple him. The fact did not escape me that while Jared was risking a small portion of his fortune, we were risking our lives. 

The wind seemed to be dying; it no longer howled down the chimney with quite such force. Sleep proving still elusive, I got out of bed, and with a quilt wrapped round my shoulders for warmth, went to the window. 

The sky was a deep, mottled gray, the scudding rain clouds edged with brilliant light from the moon that hid behind them, and the glass was streaked with rain. Still, enough light seeped through the clouds for me to make out the masts of the ships moored at the quay, less than a quarter of a mile away. They swayed to and fro, their sails furled tight against the storm, rising and falling in uneasy rhythm as the waves rocked the boats at anchor. In a week's time, I would be on one. 

I had not dared to think what life might be like once I had found Jamie, lest I not find him after all. Then I had found him, and in quick succession, had contemplated life as a printer's wife among the political and literary worlds of Edinburgh, a dangerous and fugitive existence as a smuggler's lady, and finally, the busy, settled life of a Highland farm, which I had known before and loved. 

Now, in equally quick succession, all these possibilities had been jerked away, and I faced an unknown future once more. 

Oddly enough, I was not so much distressed by this as excited by it. I had been settled for twenty years, rooted as a barnacle by my attachments to Brianna, to Frank, to my patients. 
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Now fate-and my own actions-had ripped me loose from all those things, and I felt as though I were tumbling free in the surf, at the mercy of forces a great deal stronger than myself. 

My breath had misted the glass. I traced a small heart in the cloudiness, as I had used to do for Brianna on cold mornings. Then, I would put her initials inside the heart-B.E.R., for Brianna Ellen Randall. Would she still call herself Randall? I wondered, or Fraser, now? I hesitated, then drew two letters inside the outline of the heart-a "J" and a "C." I was still standing before the window when the door opened and Jamie came in. 
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"Are ve awake still?" he asked, rather unnecessarily. 

"The rain kept me from sleeping." I went and embraced him, glad of his Nvarm solidness to dispel the cold gloom of the night. 

He hugged me, resting his cheek against my hair. He smelt faintly of seasickness, much more strongly of candlewax and ink. 

"Have you been writing?" I asked. 

He looked down at me in astonishment. "I have, but how did ve know that? 

"You smell of ink." 

He smiled slightly, stepping back and running his hand through his hair. "You've a nose as keen as a truffle pig's, Sassenach." 

"Why, thank vou, what a graceful compliment," I said. "What were vou writing?" The smile disappeared from his face, leaving him looking strained      and tired. 

"A letter to jenny," he said. He went to the table, where he shed his coat and began to unfasten his stock and jabot. "I didna want to write her until we'd seen Jared, and I could tell her what plans we had, and what the prospects were for bringing Ian home safe." He grimaced, and pulled the shirt over his head. "God knows what she'll do when she gets itand thank God, I'll be at sea when she does," he added wryly, emerging from the folds of linen. 

It couldn't have been an easy piece of composition, but I thought he seemed easier for the writing of it. He sat down to take off his shoes and stockings, and I came behind him to undo the clubbed queue of his hair. 

"I'm glad the writing's over, at least," he said, echoing my thought. "I'd been dreading telling her, more than anything else." 

"You told her the truth?" 

He shrugged. "I always have." 

Except about me. I didn't voice the thought, though, but began to rub his shoulders, kneading the knotted muscles. 

"What did Jared do with Mr. Willoughby?" I asked, massage bringing the Chinese to mind. He had accompanied us on the Channel crossing, sticking to Jamie like a small bluc-silk shadow. Jared, used to seeing everything on the docks, had taken Mr. Willoughby in stride, bowing gravely to him and addressing him with a few words of Mandarin, but his housekeeper had viewed this unusual guest with considerably more suspicion. 

"I believe he's gone to sleep in the stable." Jamie yawned, and stretched himself luxuriously. "Mathilde said she wasna accustomed to have heathens in the house and didna mean to start now. She was sprinkling the kitchen wi' holy water after he ate supper
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there." Glancing up, he caught sight of the heart I had traced on the windowpane, black against the misted glass, and smiled. 
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"What's that?" 

"Just silliness," I said. 

He reached up and took my right hand, the ball of his thumb caressing the small scar at the base of my own thumb, the letter "J" he had made with the point of his knife, just before I left him, before Culloden. 

"I didna ask," he said, "whether ye wished to come with me. I could leave ve here; Jared would have ye stay wi' him and welcome, here or in Paris. Or ye could go back to Lallybroch, if ye wished." 

"No, you didn't ask," I said. "Because you knew bloody well what the answer would be." We looked at each other and smiled. The lines of heartsickness and weariness had lifted from his face. The candlelight glowed softly on the burnished crown of his head as he bent and gently kissed the palm of my hand. 

The wind still whistled in the chimney, and the rain ran down the glass like tears outside, but it no longer mattered. Now I could sleep. 

The sky had cleared by morning. A brisk, cold breeze rattled the windowpanes of Jared's study, but couldn't penetrate to the cozy room inside. The house at Le Havre was much smaller than his lavish Paris residence, but still boasted three stories of solid, halftimbered comfort, I pushed my feet farther toward the crackling fire, and dipped my quill into the inkwell. I was making up a list of all the things I thought might be needed in the medical way for a two-month voyage. Distilled alcohol was both the most important and the easiest to obtain; Jared had promised to get me a cask in Paris. 

"We'd best label it something else, though," he'd told me. "Or the sailors will have drunk it before you've left port." 

Purified lard, I wrote slowly, St. -John's-wort; garlic, ten pounds; yarrow. I wrote borage, then shook my head and crossed it out, replacing it with the older name by which it was more likely known now, bugloss. 

It was slow work. At one time, I had known the medicinal uses of all the common herbs, and not a few uncommon ones. I had had to; they were all that was available. At that, many of them were surprisingly effective. Despite the skepticismand outspoken horror-of my supervisors and colleagues at the hospital in Boston, I had used them occasionally on my modern patients to good effect. ("Did you see what Dr. Randall did?" a shocked intern's cry echoed in memory, making me smile as I wrote. "She fed the stomach in 134B boiled flowers!")

The fact remained that one wouldn't use yarrow and comftey on a wound if iodine were available, nor treat a systemic infection with bladderwort in preference to penicillin. Voyager                                   505

1 had forgotten a lot, but as I wrote the names of the herbs, the look and the smell of each one began to come back to me-the dark, bituminous look and pleasant light smell of birch oil, the sharp tang of the mint family, the dust\' sweet smell of chamomile and the astringency of bistort. 
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Across the table, Jamie was struggling with his own lists. A poor penman, he wrote laboriously with his crippled right hand, pausing now and then to rub the healing wound above his left elbow and mutter curses under his bi-cath. 

"Have yc lime juice on vour list, Sasscnach?" he inquired, looking up. "No. Ought I to have?'   ; 

He brushed a strand of hair out of his face and frowned at the sheet of paper in front of him. 

"It depends. Customarily, it would be the ship's surgeon who provides the lime juice, but in a ship the size of the Artemis, there generally isn't a surgeon, and the provision of foodstuffs falls to the purser. But there isn't a purser, either; there's no time to find a dependable man, so I shall fill that office, too." 

"Wcll, if you'll be purser and supercargo, I expect I'll be the closest thing to a ship's surgeon," I said, smiling slightly. "I'll get the lime juice." 

"All right." We returned to a companionable scratching, unbroken until the entrance of Josephine, the parlormaid, to announce the arrival of a person. Her long nose wrinkled in unconscious disapproval at the information. 

"He waits upon the doorstep. The butler tried to send him away, but he insists that he has an appointment with you, Monsieur James?" The questioning tone of this last implied that nothing could seem more unlikely, but dLItV compelled her to rclay the improbable suggestion. 

Jamie's eyebrows rose. "A person? What sort of person?" Josephine's lips prinimed together as though she really could not bring herself to say. I was becoming curious to see this person, and ventured over to the window. Sticking my head far out, I could see the top of a very dusty black slouch hat oLi the doorstep, and not much more. 

"He looks like a peddler; he's got a bundle of some kind on his back," I reported, craning out still farther, hands on the sill. Jamie clutched me by the N\aIst and drew me back, thrusting his own head out in turn. 

"Och, it's the coin dealer fared mentioned!" he exclaimed. "Bring him LIP, then." With an eloquent expression on her narrow face, Josephine departed, returning in short order with a tall, gangling youth of perhaps twenty, dressed in a badly outmoded Style of coat, wide unbuckled breeches that flapped hinply about his skinny shanks, drooping stockings and the cheapest of wooden sabots. 

The filthy black hat, courtcously removed indoors, revealed a thin face \,iffi an intelligent expression, aclorncd Nvith a vigorous, if scanty, brown
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beard. Since virtually no one in Le Havre other than a few seamen wore a beard, it hardly needed the small shiny black skullcap on the newcomer's head to tell me he was a few. The boy bowed awkwardly to me, then to Jamie, struggling with the straps of his peddler's pack. 

"Madame," he said, with a bob that made his curly sidelocks dance, "Monsieur. It is most good of you to receive me." He spoke French oddly, with a singsong intonation that made him hard to follow. 

While I entirely understood Josephine's reservations about this . . . person, still, he had wide, guileless blue eyes that made me smile at him despite his generally unprepossessing appearance. 
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"It's Nve who should be grateful to vou," Jamie was saving. "I had not expected you to come so promptly. My cousin tells me your name is Mayer?" The coin dealer nodded, a shy smile breaking out amid the sprigs of his youthfiil beard. 

"Yes, Mayer. It is no trouble; I was in the city already." 

"Yet you come from Frankfort, no? A long way," Jamie said politely. He smiled as he looked over Mayer's costume, which looked as though he had retrieved it from a rubbish tip. "And a dusty one, too, I expect," he added. "Will you take wine?" Mayer looked flustered at this offer, but after opening and closing his mouth a few times, finally settled on a silent nod of acceptance. 

His shvness vanished, though, once the pack was opened. Though from the outside the shapeless bundle looked as though it might contain, at best, a change of ragged linen and Mayer's midday meal, once opened it revealed several small wooden racks, cleverly fitted into a framework inside the pack, each rack packed carefully with tiny leather bags, cuddling together like eggs in a nest. 

Mayer removed a folded square of fabric from beneath the racks, whipped it open, and spread it with something of a flourish on Jamie's desk. Then one by one, Mayer opened the bags and drew out the contents, placing each gleaming round reverently on the deep blue velvet of the cloth. 

"An Aquilia Severa aureus," he said, touching one small coin that glowed with the deep mellowness of ancient gold from the velvet. "And here, a Sestcrcius of the Calpurnia family." His voice was soft and his hands sure, stroking the edge of a silver coin only slightly worn, or cradling one in his palm to demonstrate the ,veight of it. He looked up from the coins, eves bright with the reflections of the precious metal. 

"Monsieur Fraser tells me that you desire to inspect as many of the Greek and Roman rarities as possible. I have not my whole stock with me, of course, but I have quite a fewand I could send to Frankfort for others, if you desire." Voyager                                    507

Jamie smiled, shaking his head. "I'm afraid we haven't time, Mr. Mayer. we-,, 

"Just Mayer, Monsieur Fraser," the young man interrupted, perfectly polite, but with a slight edge in his voice. 

"Indeed." Jamie bowed slightly. "I hope my cousin shall not have misled you. I shall be most happy to pay the cost of your journey, and something for your time, but I am not wishful to purchase any of your stock myself . . . Mayer. " 

The young man's eyebrows rose in inquiry, along with one shoulder. "What I wish," Jamie said slowly, leaning forward to look closely at the coins on display, "is to compare your stock with my recollection        of several ancient coins I have seen, and then-should I see any that are similar-to inquire whether you-or your family, I should say, for I expect you are too young yourself-should be familiar with anyone who might have purchased such coins twenty years ago." 

He glanced up at the young Jew, who was looking justifiably astonished, and smiled. 

"That may be asking a bit much of you, I know. But my cousin tells me that your family is one of the few who deals in such matters, and is by far the most knowledgeable. If you can acquaint me likewise with any persons in the West Indies with interests in this area, I should be deeply obliged to you." 

Mayer sat looking at him for a moment, then inclined his head, the sunlight winking from the border of small jet beads that adorned his skullcap. It was plain that he was intensely
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curious, but he merely touched his pack and said, "My father or my uncle would have sold such coins, not me; but I have here the catalogue and record of every coin that has passed through our hands in thirty years. I will tell you what I can." He drew the velvet cloth toward Jamie and sat back. 

"Do you see anything here like the coins you remember?" 

Jamie studied the rows of coins with close attention, then gently nudged a silver piece, about the size of an American quarter. Three leaping porpoises circled its edge, surrounding a charioteer in the center. 

"This one," he said. "There were several like it-small differences, but several with these porpoises." He looked again, picked out a worn gold disc with an indistinct profile, then a silver one, somewhat larger and in better condition, with a man's head shown both ftillface and in profile. 

"These," he said. "Fourteen of the gold ones, and ten of the ones with two heads." 

"Ten!" Mayer's bright eyes popped wide with astonishment. "I should not have thought there were so many in Europe." 

Jamie nodded. "I'm quite ccrtain-I saw them closely; handled them, even. 1)

"These are the twin heads of Alexander," Mayer said, touching the coin 508
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with reverence. "Very rare indeed. It is a tetradrachm, struck to commemorate the battle fought at Amphipolos, and the founding of a city on the site of the battlefield." Jamie listened with attention, a slight smile on his lips. While he had no great interest in ancient money himself, he did have a great appreciation for a man with a passion. A quarter of an hour more, another consultation of the catalogue, and the business was complete. Four Greek drachmas of a type Jamie recognized had been added to the collection, several small gold and silver coins, and a thing called a quintinarius, a Roman coin in heavy gold. 

Mayer bent and reached into his pack once more, this time pulling out a sheaf of foolscap pages furled into a roll and tied with ribbon. Untied, they showed row upon row of what looked from a distance like bird tracks; on closer inspection, they proved to be Hebraic writing, inked small and precise. 

He thumbed slowly through the pages, stopping here and there with a murmured "Um," then passing on. At last he laid the pages on his shabby knee and looked up at Jamie, head cocked to one side. 

"Our transactions are naturally carried out in confidence, Monsieur," he said, "and so while I could tell you, for example, that certainly we had sold such and such a coin, in such and such a year, I should not be able to tell you the name of the purchaser." He paused, evidently thinking, then went on. 

"We did in fact sell coins of your description-three drachmas, two each of the heads of Egalabalus and the double head of Alexander, and no fewer than six of the gold Calpurnian aurei in the year 1745." He hesitated. 

"Normally, that is all I could tell you. However . . . in this case, Monsieur, I happen to know that the original buyer of these coins is dead-has been dead for some years, in fact. Really, I cannot see that under the circumstances . . ." He shrugged, making up his mind. 

"The purchaser was an Englishman, Monsieur. His name was Clarence Marylebone, Duke of Sandringham." 
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"Sandringham!" I exclaimed, startled into speech. 

Mayer looked curiously at me, then at Jamie, whose face betrayed nothing beyond polite interest. 

"Yes, Madame," he said. "I know that the Duke is dead, for he possessed an extensive collection of ancient coins, which my uncle bought from his heirs in 1746-the transaction is listed here." He raised the catalogue slightly, and let it fall. I knew the Duke of Sandringham was dead, too, and by more immediate experience. Jamie's godfather, Murtagh, had killed him, on a dark night in March 1746, soon before the battle of Culloden brought an end to the Jacobite rebellion. I swallowed briefly, recalling rny last sight of the Duke's face, its blueberry eyes fixed in an expression of intense surprise. 

Mayer's eyes went back and forth between us, then he added hesitantly, "I Voyager
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can tell you also this; when my uncle purchased the Duke's collection after his death, there were no tetradrachms in it." 

"No," Jamie murmured, to himself. "There wouldn't have been," Then, recollecting himself, he stood and reached for the decanter that stood on the sideboard. 

"I thank vou, Maver," he said formally. "And now, let us drink to you and your wee book, there." 

A few minutes later, Mayer was kneeling on the floor, doing up the fastenings of his ragged pack. The small pouch filled with silver livres that Jamie had given him in payment was in his pocket. He rose and bowed in turn to Jamie and to me before straightening and putting on his disreputable hat. "I bid you goodbye, Madame," he said. 

"Goodbye to you, too, Mayer," I replied. Then I asked, somewhat hesitantly, "Is 'Mayer' 

really your only name?" 

Something flickered in the wide blue eyes, but he answered politely, hcaving the heavy sack onto his back, "Yes, Madame. The Jews of Frankfort are not allowed to use family names." He looked up and smiled lopsidedly. "For the sake of convenience, the neighbors call us after an old red shield that was painted on the front of our house, many years ago. But beyond that . . . no, Madame. We have no name." 

Josephine came then to conduct our visitor to the kitchen, taking care to walk several paces in front of him, her nostrils pinched white as though smelling something foul. Mayer stumbled after her, his clumsy sabots clattcring on the polished floor. Jamie relaxed in his chair, eyes abstracted in deep thought. 

I heard the door close downstairs a few minutes later, with what was almost a slam, and the click of sabots on the stone steps below. Jamie heard it too, and turned toward the window. 

"Well, Godspeed to ye, Mayer Red-Shield," he said, smiling. 

"Jamie," I said, suddenly thinking of something, "do you speak German?" 

"Eh? Oh, ayc," he said vaguely, his attention still fixed on the window and the noises outside. 

"What is 'red shield' in German?" I asked. 

He looked blank for a moment, then his eyes cleared as his brain made the proper connection. 

"Rothschild, Sassenach," he said. "Why?" 
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"Just a thought," I said. I looked toward the window, where the clatter of wooden shoes was long since lost in the noises of the street. "I suppose cvervone has to start somewhere.51 0                       Diana Gabaldon

"Fifteen men on a dead man's chest," I observed. "Yo-ho-ho, and a bottle of rum." Jamie gave me a look. "Oh, avc?" he said. 

"The Duke being the dead man," I explained. "Do vou think the seals' treasure was really his?" 

"I couldna say for sure, but it seems at least likely." Jamie's two stiff fingers tapped briefly on the table in a meditative rhythm. "When Jared mentioned Mayer the coin dealer to me, I thought it worth inquiring-for surely the most likely person to have sent the Bruja to retrieve the treasure was the person who put it there." 

"Good reasoning," I said, "but evidently it wasn't the same person, if it was the Duke who put it there. Do you think the whole treasure amounted to fifty thousand pounds," Jamie squinted at his reflection in the rounded side of the decanter, considering. Then he picked it up and rcfilled his glass, to assist thought. "Not as metal, no. But did N  Te notice the prices that some of those coins in Mayer's catalogue have sold for?" 

"I did." 

"As much as a thousand pound-sterling!-for a moldy bit of metal!" he said, marveling. 

"I don't think metal molds," I said, "but I take your point. Anyway"' I said, dismissing the question with a wave of my hand, "the point here is this; do you suppose the seals' treasure could have been the fifty thousand pounds that the Duke had promised to the Stuarts?" In the early days of 1744, when Charles Stuart had been in France, trying to persuade his royal cousin Louis to grant him some sort of support, he had received a ciphered offer from the Duke of Sandringham, of fifty thousand pounds-enough to hire a small army-on condition that he enter England to retake the throne of his ancestors. Whether it had been this offer that finally convinced the vacillating Prince Charles to undertake his doomed excursion, we would never know. It might as easily have been a challenge from someone he was drinking with, or a slight-real or imagined-by his mistress, that had sent him to Scotland with nothing more than six companions, two thousand Dutch broadswords, and several casks of brandywine with which to charm the Highland chieftains. 

In any case, the fiftv thousand pounds had never been received, because the Duke had died before Charles reached England. Another of the speculations that troubled me on sleepless nights was the question of whether that money would have made a difference. If Charles Stuart had received it, would he have taken his ragged Highland army all the xvay to London, retaken the throne and regained his father's crown? 

If he had-Nvell, if he had, the Jacobite rebellion might have succeeded, Culloden might not have happened, I should never have gone back through the circle of stone . . . and I and Brianna would likely both have died in childbed and been dust these many years past. Surelv twenty years should fiavc been enough to teach me the futility of

"if." 

Jamie had been considering, meditatively rubbing the bridge of his nose. "It might have been," he said at last. "Given a proper market for the coins and gems-vc ken such things take time to sell; if ye must dispose of them qUickly, you'll get but a fraction of the price. But given long enough to search out good buyers-aye, it might reach fifty thousand." 
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"Duncan Kerr was a Jacobite, wasn't he?" 

Jamie frowned, nodding. "He was. Aye, it could be-though God knows it's an awkward kind of fortune to be handing to the commander of an army to pay his troops!" 

"Yes, but it's also small, portable, and easy to hide," I pointed out. "And if you were the Duke, and busy committing treason by dealing with the Stuarts, that might be important to you. Sending fifty thousand pounds in sterling, with strongboxes and carriages and guards, would attract the hell of a lot more attention than sending one man secretly across the Channel with a sinall wooden box." 

Jamie nodded again. "LikeNvise, if yc had a collection Of Such rarities already, it would attract no attention to be acquiring more, and no one would likely notice what coins yc had. It would be a simple matter to take out the most valuable, replace them with cheap ones, and no one the wiser. No banker who might talk, were ye to shift money or land." He shook his head admiringly. 

"It's a clever scheme, aye, whoever made it." He looked up inquiringly at me. 

"But then, why did Duncan Kerr come, nearly ten years after Culloden? And what happened to him? Did he come to leave the fortune on the silkies' isle then, or to take it away?" 

"And who sent the Bruja now?" I finished for him. I shook my head, too. "Damned if I know. Perhaps the Duke had a confederate of some sort? But if he did, we don't know who it was." 

Jamie sighed, and impatient with sitting for so long, stood up and stretched. He glanced out the window, estimating the height of the sun, his usual method of telling time, whether a clock was handy or not. 

"Aye, well, we'll have time for speculation once we're at sea. It's near on noon, now' and the Paris coach leaves at three o'clock." 

The apothecary's shop in the Rue de Varennes was gone. In its place were a thriving tavern, a pawnbroker's, and a small goldsmith's shop, crammed companionably check by jowl. 

"Master Raymond?" The pawnbroker knitted grizzled brows. "I have heard of him, Madame"-he darted a warv glance at me, suggesting that whatever he had heard had not been very admirable-"but he has been gone for several years. If you are requiring a good apothecary, though, Krasner in the Place d'Aloes, or perhaps Madame Verrue, near the Tuileries . . ." He stared with interest at Mr. Willoughby, who accompanied me, then leaned over the counter to address me confidentially. 

"Might you be interested in selling your Chinaman, Madame? I have a client with a marked taste for the Orient. I could get you a very good pricewith no more than the usual commission, I assure you. 

Mr. Willoughby, who did not speak French, was peering with marked contempt at a porcelain jar painted with pheasants, done in an Oriental style. "Thank you," I said, "but I think not. I'll try Krasner." 

Mr. Willoughby had attracted relatively little attention in Le Havre, a port city teeming with foreigners of every description. On the streets of Paris, wearing a padded jacket over his bluc-silk pajamas, and with his queue wrapped several times around his head for convenience, he caused considerable comment. He did, however, prove surprisingly knowledgeable about herbs and medicinal substances. 
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'Bai Jei ai, "he told me, picking up a pinch of mustard seed from an open box in Krasner's emporium. "Good for shen-yen-kidneys." 

"Yes, it is," I said, surprised. "How did you know?" He allowed his head to roll slightly from side to side, as I had learned was his habit when pleased at being able to astonish someone. 

"I know healers one time," was all he said, though, before turning to point at a basket containing what looked like balls of dried mud. "Shan-yfi," he said authoritatively. "Goodpery good-cleanse blood, liver he work good, no dry skin, help see. You buy." 

I stepped closer to examine the objects in question and found them to be a particularly homely sort of dried eel, rolled into balls and liberally coated with mud. The price was quite reasonable, though, so to please him, I added two of the nasty things to the basket over my arm. 

The weather was mild for early December, and we walked back toward Jared's house in the Rue Tremoulins. The streets were bright with winter sunshine, and lively with vendors, beggars, prostitutes, shopgirls, and the other denizens of the poorer part of Paris, all taking advantage of the temporary thaw. 

At the corner of the Rue du Nord and the Alle des Canards, though, I saw something quite out of the ordinary; a tall, slope - shouldered figure in black frock coat and a round black hat. 

"Reverend Campbell!" I exclaimed. 

He whirled about at being so addressed, then, recognizing me, bowed and removed his hat. 

V U Y U g V T                            5 1 3

"Mistress Malcolm!" he said. "How most agreeable to see you again." His eye fell on Mr. Willoughby, and he blinked, features hardening in a stare of disapproval. 

"Er . . . this is Mr. Willoughby," I introduced him. "He's an . . . associate of my husband's. Mr. Willoughby, the Reverend Archibald Campbefl." 

"Indeed." The Reverend Campbell normally looked quite austere, but contrived now to look as though he had breakfasted on barbed wire, and found it untasty. 

"I thought that you were sailing from Edinburgh to the West Indies," I said, in hopes of taking his gelid eye off the Chinaman. It worked; his gaze shifted to me, and thawed slightly. 

"I thank you for your kind inquiries, Madame," he said. "I still harbor such intentions. However, I had urgent business to transact first in France. I shall be departing from Edinburgh on Thursday week." 

"And how is your sister?" I asked. He glanced at Mr. Willoughby with dislike, then taking a step to one side so as to be out of the Chinaman's direct sight, lowered his voice. 

"She is somewhat improved, I thank you. The draughts you prescribed have been most helpful. She is much calmer, and sleeps quite regularly now. I must thank you again for your kind attentions." 

"That's quite all right," I said. "I hope the voyage will agree with her." We parted with the usual expressions of good will, and Mr. Willoughby and I walked down the Rue du Nord, back toward Jared's house. 
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"Reverend meaning most holy fclla, not true?" Mr. Willoughby said, after a short silence. He had the usual Oriental difficulty in pronouncing the letter

11r," which made the word "Reverend" more than slightly picturesque, but I gathered his meaning well enough. 

"True," I said, glancing down at him curiously. He pursed his lips and pushed them in and out, then grunted in a distinctly amused manner. "Not so holy, that Reverend fella," he said. 

"What makes you say so?" 

He gave me a bright-eyed glance, full of shrewdness. 

"I see him one time, Madame Jeanne's. Not loud talking then. Very quiet then, Reverend fella." 

"Oh, really?" I turned to look back, but the Reverend's tall figure had disappeared into the crowd. 

"Stinking whores," Mr. Willoughby amplified, making an extremely rude gesture in the vicinitv of his crotch in illustration. 

"Yes, I gathered," I said. "Well, I suppose the flesh is weak now and then, even for Scottish Free Church ministers." 

At dinner that night, I mentioned seeing the Reverend, though without 51 4                        Diana Gat)aiaon

adding Mr. Willoughby's remarks about the Reverend's extracurricular activities. 

"I ought to have asked him where in the West Indies he was going," I said. "Not that he's a particularly scintillating companion, but it might be useftil to know someone there." fared, who was consuming veal patties in a businesslike way, paused to swallow, then said, 

"Dinna trouble yourself about that, my dear. I've made up a list for you of useful acquaintances. I've written letters for ye to carry to several friends there, who will certainly lend ye assistance." 

He cut another sizable chunk of veal, wiped it through a puddle of wine sauce, and chewed it, while looking thoughtfully at Jamie. 

Having evidently come to a decision of some kind, he swallowed, took a sip of wine, and said in a conversational voice, "We met on the level, Cousin." I stared at him in bewilderment, but Jamie, after a moment's pause, replied, "And we parted on the square." 

Jared's narrow face broke into a wide smile. 

"Ali, that's a help!" he said. "I wasna just sure, aye? but I thought it worth the trial. Where were ye made?" 

"In prison," Jamie replied briefly. "It will be the Inverness lodge, though. " Jared nodded in satisfaction. "Ave, well enough. There are lodges on Jamaica and Barbados-I'll have letters for ye to the Masters there. But the largest lodge is on Trinidadbetter than two thousand members there. If ye should need great help in finding the lad, that's where ye must ask. Word of everything that happens in the islands comes through that lodge, sooner or later. " 

"Would you care to tell me what you're talking about?" I interrupted. Jamie glanced at me and smiled. 

"Freemasons, Sassenach." 

"You're a Mason?" I blurted. "You didn't tell me that!" 
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"He's not meant to," Jared said, a bit sharply. "The rites of Freemasonry are secret, known only to the members. I wouldna have been able to give Jamie an introduction to the Trinidad lodge, had he not been one of us already." 

The conversation became general again, as Jamie and Jared fell to discussing the provisioning of the Artemis, but I was quiet, concentrating on my own veal. The incident, small as it was, had reminded me of all the things I didn't know about Jamie. At one time, I should have said I knew him as well as one person can know another. Now, there would be moments, talking intimately together, falling asleep in the curve of his shoulder, holding him close in the act of love, when I felt I

knew him still, his mind and heart as clear to me as the lead crvstal of the wineglasses on Jared's table. 

And others, like now, when I would stumble suddenly over some unsuspected bit of his past, or see him standing still, eyes shrouded with recollections I didn't share. I felt suddenly unsure and alone, hesitating on the brink of the gap between us. Jamie's foot pressed against mine under the table, and he looked across at me with a smile hidden in his eyes. He raised his glass a little, in a silent toast, and I smiled back, feeling obscurely comforted. The gesture brought back a sudden memory of our wedding night, when we had sat beside each other sipping wine, strangers frightened of each other, with nothing between us but a marriage contract-and the promise of honesty. There are thingsyc maybe canna tell me, he had said. I wilIna ask,ye orforce Ye. But when ye do tell me something, let it be the truth. There is nothing between us nov but respect, and respectbas roomforsecrets, Ithink-but notfor lies. 

I drank deeply from my own glass, feeling the strong bouquet of the wine billow up inside my head, and a warm flush heat my checks. Jamie's eyes ,vcrc still fixed on me, ignoring Jared's soliloquy about ship's biscuit and candles. His foot nudged mine in silent inquiry, and I pressed back in answer. 

"Aye, I'll see to it in the morning," he said, in reply to a question from Jared. "But for now, Cousin, I think I shall retire. It's been a long day." He pushed back his chair, stood up, and held out his arm to me. 

"Will ye join me, Claire?" 

I stood up, the wine rushing through my limbs, making me feel warm all over and slightly giddy. Our eyes met with a perfect understanding. There was more than respect between us now, and room for all our secrets to be known, in good time. 

In the morning, Jamie and Mr. Willoughby went with Jared, to complete their errands, I had another errand of my o,,N,n-one that I preferred to do alone. Twenty years ago, there had been two people in Paris whom I cared for deeply. Master Raymond -was gone; dead or disappeared. The chances that the other might still be living were slim, but still, I had to see, before I left Europe for what might be the last time. With my heart beating erratically, I stepped into Jared's coach, and told the coachman to drive to the 1-16pital des Anges. 

The grave was set in the small cemetery reserved for the convent, under the buttresses of the nearby cathedral. Even though the air from the Seine

was damp and cold, and the day cloudy, the walled cemetery held a soft light, reflected from the blocks of pale limestone that sheltered the small plot from wind. In the winter, there were no shrubs or flo-,vers growing, but leafless aspens and larches sprcad a delicate
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tracery against the sky, and a deep green moss cradled the stones, thriving despite the cold. 

It was a small stone, made of a soft white marble. A pair of cherub's Xvings spread out across the top, sheltering the single word that was the stone's only other decoration. 

"Faith," it read. 

I stood looking down at it until my vision blurred. I had brought a flower; a pink tulip-not the easiest thing to find in Paris in December, but Jared kept a conservatory. I knelt down and laid it on the stone, stroking the soft curve of the petal with a finger, as though it N,,,crc a baby's cheek. 

"I thought I wouldn't cry," I said a little later. 

I felt the weight of Mother Hildegardc's hand on MNT head. 

"Le Bon Dien orders things as He thinks best," she said Softly. "But He seldom tells us why." 

I took a deep breath and wiped my checks with a corner of my cloak. "It was a long time ago, though." I rose SIOWINT to my feet and turned to find Mother Hildegarde watching me with an expression of deep sympathy and interest. 

"I have noticed," she said slowly, "that time does not really exist for mothers, with regard to their children. It does not matter greatly how old the child is-in the blink of an eye, the mother can see the child again as it was when it was born, when it learned to walk, as it was at any agc-at any time, even when the child is ftilly grown and a parent itself." 

"Especially when thcy'rc asleep," I said, looking down again at the little white stone. "You can always see the baby then." 

"Ah." Mother nodded, satisfied. "I thought you had had more children; Vou have the look, somehow." 

"One more." I glanced at her. "And how do you know so much about mothers and children?" 

The small black eyes shone shrewdly under heavy brow ridges whose sparse hairs had gone quite white. 

"The old require very little sleep," she said, with a deprecatory shrug. "I walk the wards at night, sometimes. The patients talk to me." 

She had shrunk somewhat with advancing age, and the wide shoulders were slightly bowed, thin as a wire hanger beneath the black serge of her habit. Even so, she was still taller than 1, and towered over most of the nuns, more scarecrow-like, but imposing as ever. She carried a walking stick but strode erect, firm of tread and with the same piercing eye, using the stick more frequently to prod idlers or direct underlings than to leari on. I New my nose and IATC   turned back along the path to the convent. As Nvc walked slowly back, I noticed other small stones set here and there among the larger ones. 

"Are those all children?" I asked, a little surprised. 

"The children of the nuns," she said matter-of-factly. I gaped at her in astonishment, and she shrugged, elegant and wry as always. 

"It happens," she said. She walked a few steps farther, then added, "Not often, of course." She gestured with her stick around the confines of the cemetery. 

"This place is reserved for the sisters, a few benefactors of the H6pitaland those they love." 

"The sisters or the benefactors?" "The sisters. Here, you lump!" 
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Mother Hildegarde paused in her progress, spotting an orderly leaning idly against the church wall, smoking a pipe. As she berated him in the elegantly vicious Court French of her girlhood, I stood back, looking around the tiny cemetery. 

Against the far wall, but still in consecrated ground, was a row of small stone tablets, each with a single name, "Bouton." Below each name was a Roman numeral, I through XV. Mother Hildegardc's beloved dogs. I glanced at her current companion, the sixteenth holder of that name. This one was coal-black, and curly as a Persian lamb. He sat bolt upright at her feet, round eyes fixed on the delinquent orderly, a silent echo of Mother Hildegarde's outspoken disapproval. 

The sisters, and those they love. 

Mother Hildcgarde came back, her fierce expression altering at once to the smile that transfo,med her strong gargoyle features into beauty. 

"I am so pleased that you have come again, ma c&re," she said. "Come inside; I shall find things that may be useftil to you on your journey." Tucking the stick in the crook of her arm, she instead took my forearm for support, grasping it with a warm bony hand whose skin had grown paperthin. I had the odd feeling that it was not I who supported her, but the other way around. 

As we turned into the small yew alley that led to the entrance to the H6pital, I glanced up at her. 

"I hope you won't think me rude, Mother," I said hesitantly, "but there is one question I wanted to ask you . . ." 

" Eighty-three," she replied promptly. She grinned broadly, showing her long yellow horse's teeth. "Everyone wants to know," she said complacently. She looked back over her shoulder toward the tiny graveyard, and liftcd one shoulder in a dismissive Gallic shrug. 

"Not yet," she said confidently. "Lc Bon Dieu knows how much work there is still to do." I

4

We Set Sail

t was a cold, gray day-there is no other kind in Scotland in Decemberwhen the Artemis touched at Cape Wrath, on the northwest coast. 

I peered out of the tavern window into a solid gray murk that hid the cliffs along the shore. The place was depressingly reminiscent of the landscape near the silkics' isle, with the smcll of dead seaweed strong in the air, and the crashing of waves so loud as to inhibit conversation, even inside the small pothouse by the wharf. Young Ian had been taken nearly a month before. Now it was past Christmas, and here we were, still in Scotland, no more than a few miles from the seals' island. 

Jamie was striding up and down the dock outside, in spite of the cold rain, too restless to stay indoors by the fire. The sea journey from France back to Scotland had been no better for him than the first Channel crossing, and I knew the prospect of two or three months aboard the Artemis filled him with dread. At the same time, his impatience to be in pursuit of the kidnappcrs was so acute that any delay filled him with frustration. More than once I had awakened in the middle of the night to find him gone, walking the streets of Le Havre alone. 

Ironically, this final delay was of his own making. We had touched at Cape Wrath to retrieve Fergus, and with him, the small group of smugglers whom Jamie had sent him to fetch, before leaving ourselves for Le Havre. 
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"There's no telling what we shall find in the Indies, Sassenach," Jamie had explained to me. "I dinna mean to go up against a shipload of pirates singlehanded, nor yet to fight wi' 

men I dinna ken alongside me." The smugglers were all men of the shore, accustomed to boats and the ocean, if not to ships; they,,vould be hired on as part of the Artemis's crew, shorthanded in consequencc of the late season in which we sailed. 

Cape Wrath was a small port, with little traffic at this time of year. Besides the Artemis, only a few fishing boats and a ketch were tied up at the wooden wharf. There was a small pothouse, though, in which the crew of the Artemis cheerfully passed their time while waiting, the men who would not fit inside the house crouching under the eaves, swilling pots of ale passed through the windows by their comrades indoors. Jamie walked on the shore, coming in only for meals, when he would sit before the fire, the wisps of steam rising from his soggy garments symptomatic of his increasing aggravation of soul. Fergus was late. No one seemed to mind the wait but Jamie and Jared's captain. Captain Raines, a small, plump, elderly man, spent most of his time

0ii the deck of his ship, keeping one weather eye on the overcast sky, and the other on his barometer. 

"That's vcrra strong-smelling stuff, Sassenach," Jamie observed, during one of his brief visits to the taproom. "What is it?" 

"Fresh ginger," I answered, holding up the remains of the root I was grating. "It's the thing most of my herbals say is best for nausca." 

"Oh, aye?" He picked up the bowl, sniffed at the contents, and sneezed CXplosively, to the vast amusement of the onlookers. I snatched back the bowl before he could spill it. 

"You don't take it like snUff," I said. "You drink it in tca. And I hope to liea\,cn it works, because if it doesn't, we'll be scooping you out of the bilges, If bilges arc what I think they are." 

"Oh, not to worry' missus,    " one of the older hands assured me, overhearing. "Lots o' 

green hands fccl a bit queerlike the first day or two. But usually thev comes round soon enough; by the third day, they've got used to the pitch and roll, and they're up in the rigging, happy as larks." 

I glanced at Jamie, who was markedly unlarklike at the moment. Still, this comment seemed to give him some hope, for he brightened a bit, and waved to the harassed servingmaid for a glass of ale. 

"It may be so," he said. "Jared said the same; that seasickness doesna generally last more than a few days, provided the scas aren't too heavy." He took a small sip of his ale, and then, with growing confidence, a deeper swallow. "I can stand three days of it, I suppose." Late in the afternoon of the second day, six men appeared, winding their way along the stony shore on shaggy Highland ponies. 

"There's Raeburn in the lead," Jamie said, shading his eyes and squinting to distinguish the identities of the six small dots. "Kennedy after him, then fnnes-he's missing the left arm, scc?-and Mcldrum, and that'll be MacLeod with him, they always ride together like that. Is the last mail Gordon, then, or Fergus?" 

"It must be Gordon," I said, peering over his shoulder at the approaching men, "because it's much too fat to be Fergus." 

"Where the dcvil is Fergus, then?" Jamie asked Raeburn, once the smugglcrs had been greeted, introduced to their new shipmates, and sat down to a liot supper and a cheerful glass. 
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Racburn bobbed his head in response, hastily swallowing the remains of his pastN. 

"Wccl, he said to me as how he'd some business to see to, and would I see to the hiring of the horses, and speak to Meldrum and MacLeod about

coming, for they were out wi' their own boat at the time, and not expected back for a day or twa more, and . . ." 

"What business?" Jamie said sharply, but got no more than a shrug in reply. Jamie muttered something under his breath in Gaelic, but returned to his own supper without further comment. 

The crew being now complete-save Fergus-preparations began in the morning for getting under way. The deck was a scene of organized conftision, with bodies darting to and fro, popping up through hatchways, and dropping suddenly out of the rigging like dead flies. Jamie stood near the wheel, keeping out of the way, but lending a hand whenever a matter requiring muscle rather than skill arose. For the most part, though, he simply stood, eyes fixed on the road along the shore. 

"We shall have to sail by midafternoon, or miss the tide." Captain Raines spoke kindly, but firmly. "We'll have surly weather in twcnty-four hours; the glass is falling, and I feel it in my neck." The Captain tenderly massaged the part in question, and nodded at the sky, which had gone from pewter to lead-gray since early morning. "I'll not set sail in a storm if I can help it, and if we mean to make the Indies as soon as possible-" 

"Aye, 1 understand, Captain," Jamie interrupted him. "Of course; ye must do as seems best." He stood back to let a bustling seaman go past, and the Captain disappeared, issuing orders as he went. 

As the day wore on, Jamie seemed composed as usual, but I noticed that the stiff fingers fluttered against his thigh more and more often, the only outward sign of worry. And worried he was. Fergus had been with him since the day twenty years before, when Jamie had found him in a Paris brothel, and hired him to steal Charles Stuart's letters. More than that; Fergus had lived at Lallybroch since before Young Ian was born. The boy had been a younger brother to Fergus, and Jamie the closest thing to a father that Fergus had ever known. I could not imagine any business so urgent that it would have kept him from Jamie's side. Neither could Jamie, and his fingers beat a silent tattoo on the wood of the rail. 

Then it was time, and Jamie turned reluctantly away, tearing his eyes from the empty shore. The hatches were battened, the lines coiled, and several seamen leapt ashore to cast free the mooring hawsers; there were six of them, each a rope as thick around as my wrist. I put a hand on Jamie's arm in silent sympathy. 

"You'd better come down below," I said. "I've got a spirit lamp. I'll brew you some hot ginger tea, and then you-" 

The sound of a galloping horse echoed along the shore, the scrunch of hoofbeats on gravel echoing from the cliffside well in advance of its appearancc. 

"There he is, the wee fool," Jamie said, his relief evident in voice and I)odv. He turned to Captain Raines, one brow raised in question. "There's cilough of the tide lcft? Aye, then, let's go." 

"Cast off!" the Captain bellowed, and the waiting hands sprang into action. The last of the lines tethering us to the piling was slipped free and licatly coiled, and all around us, lines
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tightened and sails snapped overhead, ,Is the bosun ran up and down the deck, ba,,,,,Iing orders in a voice like rusty iron. 

"She moves! She stirs! 'She seems to fccl / the thrill of life along her kccl"" I declaimed, delighted to fccl the deck quiver beneath my feet as the ship came alive, the energy of all the crew poured into its inanimate hulk, transmuted by the power of the wind -catching sails. 

"Oh, God," said Jamie hollowly, feeling the same thing. He grasped the rail, closed his eyes and swallowed. 

"Mr. Willoughby says he has a cure for seasickness," I said, watching him s\,mpathctically. 

"Ha," he said, opening his eyes. "I ken what he means, and if he thinks I'll let him-what the bloodv hell!" 

I whirled to look, and saw what had caused him to break off. Fergus was oii deck, reaching up to help down a girl perched awkwardly above him on the railing, her long blond hair whipping in the wind. Laoghaire's daughter -Marsali MacKimmie. 

Before I could speak, Jamie was past me and striding toward the pair. "What in the name of holy God d'ye mean by this, yc wee coofis?" he was demanding, by the time I made MV

NXT     ay into earshot through the obstacle course of lines and seamen. He loomed menacingly over the pair, a foot taller than either of them. 

"NVc are married," Fergus said, bravely moving in front of Marsali. He looked both scared and excited, his face pale beneath the shock of black hair. "Married!" Jamie's hands clenched at his sides, and Fergus took an involuntary step backward, nearly treading on Marsali's toes. "What d'yc mean, 'married'.", I assumed this was a rhetorical question, but it wasn't; Jamie's appreciation of the situation had, as usual, outstripped mine by yards and seized at once upon the salient point. 

"Have ye bedded her?" he demanded bluntly. Standing behind him, I COUldn't see his face, but I kneNv  what it must look like, if onIN T because I could see the effect of his expression on Fergus. The Frenchman turned a couple of shades paler and licked his lips. 

"Er . . . no, milord," he said, just as Marsali, eyes blazing, thrust her Chin up and said defiantIv, "Yes, he has!" 

Jamie glanced bricflNl back and forth between the two of them, snorted loudly, and turned away. 

"Mr. Warren!" he called down the deck to the ship's sailing master. "Put back to the shore, if ye please!" 

Mr. Warren stopped, openmouthed, in the middle of an order addressed to the rigging, and stared, first at Jamie, then-quite elaboratcly-at the receding shoreline. In the few moments since the appearance of the putative newlyweds, the Artemis had moved more than a thousand yards from the shore, and the rocks of the cliffs were slipping by with increasing speed. 

"I don't believe he can," 1 said. "I think we're already in the tide-race." No sailor himself, Jamie had spent sufficient time in the company of seamen at least to understand the notion that time and tide wait for no one. He breathed through his teeth for a moment, then jerked his head toward the ladder that led belowdecks. 

"Come down, then, the both of ye." 
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Fergus and Marsali sat together in the tiny cabin, huddled on one berth, hands clutched tight. Jamie waved me to a seat on the other berth, then turned to the pair, hands on his hips. 

"Now, then," he said. "What's this nonsense of bein' married?" 

"It is true, milord," Fergus said. He was quite pale, but his dark eyes were bright with excitement. His one hand tightened on Marsali's, his hook resting across his thigh. I'Aye?" Jamie said, with the maximum of skepticism. "And who married ye?" The two glanced at each other, and Fergus licked his lips bricfly before replying. 

"We-we are handfast." 

"Before witnesses," Marsali put in. In contrast to Fergus's paleness, a high color burned in her cheeks. She had her mother's roseleaf skin, but the stubborn set of her jaw had likely come from somewhere else. She put a hand to her bosom, where something crackled under the fabric. "I ha' the contract, and the signatures, here." Jamie made a low growling noise in his throat. By the laws of Scotland, two people could in fact be legally married by clasping hands before witnesses-handfasting-and declaring themselves to be man and wife. 

"Aye, well," he said. "But ye're no bedded, yet, and a contract's not enough, in the eyes o' 

the Church." He glanced out of the stern casement, where the cliffs were just visible through the ragged mist, then nodded with decision. 

"We'll stop at Lewes for the last provisions. Marsall will go ashore there; I'll send two seamen to see her home to her mother." 

"Ye'll do no such thing!" Marsali cried. She sat up straight, glaring at her stepfather. "I'm going wi' Fergus!" 

"Oh, no, you're not, my lassie!" Jamie snapped. "D'ye have no feeling for your mother? To run off, wi' no word, and leave her to be worrit-" 

V U y U g V I                            a 4 13

"I left word." Marsali's square chin was high. "I sent a letter from Inverncss, saying I'd married Fergus and was off to sail wi' you." 

"Sweet bleeding Jesus! She'll think I kent all about it!" Jamie looked horror-stricken. 

"We-l-did ask the lady Laoghaire for the honor of her daughter's hand, milord," Fergus put in. "Last month, when I came to Lallybroch." 

"Aye. Well, ye needna tell me what she said," Jamie said dryly, seeing the sudden flush on Fergus's cheeks. "Since I gather the general answer was no." 

"She said he was a bastard!" Marsali burst out indignantly. "And a criminal, and-and-" 

"He is a bastard and a criminal," Jamie pointed out. "And a cripple wi' no property, either, as I'm sure your mother noticed." 

"I dinna care!" Marsali gripped Fergus's hand and looked at him with fierce affection. "I want him." 

Taken aback, Jamie rubbed a finger across his lips. Then he took a deep breath and returned to the attack. 

"Be that as it may," he said, "ye're too young to be married." "I'm fifteen; that's plenty old enough!" 

"Aye, and he's thirty!" Jamie snapped. He shook his head, "Nay, lassie, I'm sorry about it, but I canna let ye do it. If it were nothing else, the voyage is too dangerous-" 

"You're taking her!" Marsali's chin jerked contemptuously in my direction. 

"You'll leave Claire out of this," Jamie said evenly. "She's none of your concern, and-" 
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"Oh, she's not? You leave my mother for this English whore, and make her a laughingstock for the whole countryside, and it's no my concern, is it?" Marsali leapt up and stamped her foot on the deck. "And you ha' the hellish nerve to tell me what I shall do?" 

"I have," Jamie said, keeping hold of his temper with some difficulty. "My private affairs are not your concern-" 

"And mine aren't any of yours!" 

Fergus, looking alarmed, was on his feet, trying to calm the girl. "Marsali, ma chore, you must not speak to milord in such a way. He is only-" 

"I'll speak to him any way I want!" 

"No, you will not!" Surprised at the sudden harshness in Fergus's tone, Marsali blinked. Only an inch or two taller than his new wife, the Frenchman had a certain wiry authoritv that made him seem much bigger than he was. 

"No," he said more softly. "Sit down, ma ptite." He pressed her back down on the berth, and stood before her. 

"Milord has been to me more than a father," he said gently to the girl. "I owe him my life a thousand times. He is also your stepfather. However your mother may regard him, he has without doubt supported and sheltered her and you and your sister. You owe him respect, at the least." 

Marsali bit her lip, her eyes bright. Finally she ducked her head awkwardly at Jamie. 

"I'm sorry," she murmured, and the air of tension in the cabin lessened slightly. 141t's all right, lassie," Jamie said gruffly. He looked at her and sighed. But still, Marsali, we must send yc back to your mother." 

"I won't go." The girl was calmer now, but the set of her pointed chin was the same. She glanced at Fergus, then at Jamie. "He says we havena bedded together, but we have. Or at any rate, I shall say we have. If yc send me home, I'll tell everyone that he's had me; so ye scc-I shall either be married or ruined." Her tone was reasonable and determined. Jamie closed his eyes. 

"Mav the Lord deliver me from ,vomen," he said between his teeth. He opened his eyes and glared at her. 

"All right!" he said. "You're married. But you'll do it right, before a priest. We'll find one in the Indies, when we land. And until ye've been blessed, Fergus doesna touch you. Aye?" He turned a ferocious gaze on both of them. 

"Yes, milord," said Fergus, his features       suffused with joy. "Merci beaucoup!" Marsall narrowed her eyes at Jamie, but seeing that he wasn't to be moved, she bowed her head demurely, with a sidelong glance at me. "Yes, Daddy," she said. The question of Fergus's elopement had at least distracted Jamie's mind temporarily from the motion of the ship, but the palliative effect didn't last. He held on grimly nevertheless, turning greener by the moment, but refusing to leave the deck and go below, so long as the shore of Scotland was in sight. 

"I may never see it again," he said gloomily, when I tried to persuade him to go below and lie down. He leaned heavily on the rail he had just been vomiting over, eyes resting longingly on the unprcposscssinglv bleak coast behind us. 

"No, you'll see it," I said, with an unthinking surety. "You're coming back. I don't know when, but I know you'll come back." 

He turned his head to look up at me, puzzled. Then the ghost of a smile crossed his face. 
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"You've seen my grave," he said softly. "Haven't ye?" I hesitated, but he didn't seem upset, and 1 nodded. 

"It's all right," he said. He closed his eyes, breathing heavilv. "Don't . don't tell me when, though, if ye dinna mind." 

"I can't," I said. "There weren't any dates on it. Just your name-and mine." 

"Yours?" His eyes popped open. 

I nodded again, feeling my throat tighten at the memory of that granite slab. It had been what they call a "marriage stone," a quartcr-circle carved to fit with another in a complete arch. I had, of course, seen only the one half. 

"It had all your names on it. That's how I knew it was you. And underneath, it said, 

'Beloved husband of Claire.' At the time, I didn't see howl but now, of course, 1 do." He nodded slowly, absorbing it. "Aye, I see. Ave well, I suppose if I shall be in Scotland, and still married to you-then maybe 'when' doesna matter so much." He gave me a shadow of his usual grin, and added wryly, "It also means we'll find Young lan safe, for I'll tell ye, Sassenach, I willna set foot in Scotland again without him." 

"We'll find him," I said, with an assurance I didn't altogether feel. I put a hand on his shoulder and stood beside him, watching Scotland slowly recede in the distance. By the time evening set in, the rocks of Scotland had disappeared in the sea Mists, and Jamie, chilled to the bone and pale as a sheet, suffered himself to be led below and put to bed. At this point, the unforeseen consequences of his ultimatum to Fergus became apparent. 

There were only two small private cabins, besides the Captain's; if Fergus and Marsali were ;brbidden to share one until their union was formally blessed, then clearly Jamie and Fergus would have to take one, and Marsali and I the other. It seemed destined to be a rough voyage, in more ways than one. 

I had hoped that the sickness might ease, if Jamie couldn't see the slow heave and fall of the horizon, but no such luck. 

"Again?" said Fergus, sleepily rousing on one elbow in his bcrth, in the nuddle of the night. 

"How can he? He has eatcn nothing all day!" 

"Tell him that," I said, trying to breathe through my mouth as I sidled toward the door, a basin in my hands, making my way with difficulty through the tiny, cramped quarters. The deck rose and fell beneath my unaccustomed feet, making it hard to keep my balance. 

"Here, milady, allow me." Fergus swung bare feet out of bed and stood Lip beside me, staggering and nearly bumping into me as he reached for the basin. 

"You should go and sleep now, milady," he said, taking it from my hands. "I will see to him, be assured." 

"Well . . ." The thought of my berth was undeniably tempting. It had been a long day. 

"Go, Sassenach," Jamie said. His face was a ghastly white, sheened with sweat in the dim light of the small oil light that burned on the wall. "I'll be all right." This was patently untrue; at the same time, it was unlikely that my prescnce would help particularly. Fergus could do the little that could be done; there was no known cure for seasickness, after all. One could only hope that Jared was right, and that it would case of itself as the Artemis made its way out into the longer swells of the Atlantic. 

"All right," I said, giving in. "Perhaps you'll feel better in the morning.)5 Jamie opened one eye for a moment, then groaned, and shivering, closed it again. 
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"Or perhaps I'll be dead," he suggested. 

On that cheery note, I made my way out into the dark companionway, only to stumble over the prostrate form of Mr. Willoughby, curled up against the door of the cabin. He grunted in surprise, then, seeing that it was only me, rolled slowly onto all fours and crawled into the cabin, swaying with the rolling of the ship. Ignoring Fergus's exclamation of distate, he curled himself about the pedestal of the table, and fcll promptly back asleep, an expression of beatific content on his small round face. 

Mv own cabin was 'ust across the companionway, but I paused for a moment, to breathe in the fresh air coming down from the deck above. There was an extraordinary variety of noises, from the creak and crack of timbers all around, to the snap of sails and the whine of rigging above, and the faint echo of a shout somewhere on deck. 

Despite the racket and the cold air pouring in down the companionway, Marsali was sound asleep, a humped black shape in one of the two berths. just as well; at least I needn't try to make awkward conversation with her. 

Despite myself, I felt a pang of sympathy for her; this was likely not what she had expected of her -,vcdding night. It was too cold to undress; ftilly clothed, I crawled into my small box-berth and lay listening to the sounds of the ship around me. I could hear the hissing of the water passing the hull, only a foot or two beyond my head. It was an oddly comforting sound. To the accompaniment of the song of the wind and the faint sound of retching across the corridor, I fell peacefully asleep. 

The Artemis was a ticly ship, as ships go, but when you cram thirty-two men-and two wonicn-into a space eighty feet long and twcrity-five wide, together with six tons of roughcured hides, forty-two barrels of sulfur, and enough sheets of copper and tin to sheathe the Queen Mary, basic hygiene is bound to suffer. 
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By the second day, I had already flushed a rat-a small rat, as Fergus pointed out, but still a rat-in the hold where I went to retrieve my large incclicine box, packed away there by mistake during the loading. There was a soft shuffling noise in mV cabin at night, which when the lantern was lit provcd to be the footsteps of several dozen middling-size cockroaches, all fleeing frantically for the shelter of the shadows. The heads, two small quartcr-gallcries on either side of the ship toward the boxv, were nothing more than a pair of boards-xvith a strategic slot baween thci-n-suspended over the bounding waves eight feet below, so that the user %vas likely to get an unexpected dash of cold seawater at some highly inopportUric moment. I suspected that this, coupled with a diet of salt pork and hardtack, likely caused constipation to be epidemic among seamen. Mr. Warren, the ship's master, proudly informed me that the decks were swabbed regularly every morning, the brass polished, and everything generall\, made shipshape, which seemed a desirable state of affairs, given that we Were in fact aboard a ship. Still, all the holystoning in the world could not disguise the fact that thirty-four human beings occupied this limited space, aiid only one of us bathed. 

Given such circumstances, I was more than startled when I opened the door of the galley on the second morning, in search of boiling water. 

I had expected the same dim and grubby conditions that obtained in the cabins and holds, and was dazzled by the glitter of sunlight through the ovcrhcad lattice on a rank of copper pans, so scrubbed that the metal of their bottoms shone pink. I blinked against the dazzle, 
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my eyes adjusting, and saw that the walls of the gallcy were solid with built-in racks and cupboards, so constructed as to be proof against the roughest seas. Blue and green glass bottIcs of spice, each tcnclerly jacketed in felt against injurv, vibrated softlv in their rack above the pots. K'nives, cleavers, and skcxvers gleamed in deadly array, in a quantity sufficient to deal with a whale carcass, should one present itself. A rimmed double shelf hung from the bulkhead, thick with bulb glasses and shallow plates, on which a quantlity of fresh-cut turnip tops were set to sprout for greens. An enormous pot bubbled softly over the stove, emitting a fragrant steam. And in the midst of all this spotless splendor stood the cook, surveying me with baleful cyc. 

"Out," he said. 

"Good morning," I said, as cordially as possible. "My name is Claire Fraser. " 

"Out," he repeated, in the same gra\,,clcd tones. 

"I arn Mrs. Fraser, the Nvife of the supercargo, and ship's surgeon for this voyage," I said, giving him eyeball for eyeball. "I require six gallons of boiling water, when convenient, for cleaning of the head." 

His small, bright blue eyes grew somewhat smaller and brighter, the black pupils of them training on me like gunbarrcts. 
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"I am Aloysius O'Shaughnessy Murphy," he said, "Ship's cook. And I require ye to take NTer feet off my fresh-washed deck. I do not allow women in my galley." He glowered at me under the edge of the black cotton kerchief that swathed his head. He was several inches shorter than 1, but made up for it by measuring about three feet more in circumference, with a wrestler's shoulders and a head like a cannonball, set upon them without apparent benefit of an intervening neck. A wooden leg completed the ensemble. I took one step back, with dignity, and spoke to him from the relative safetv of the passageway. 

"In that case," I said, "you may send up the hot water by the messboy." "I may," he agreed. 

"And then again, I may not." He turned his broad back on me in dismissal, busving himself with a chopping block, a cleaver, and a joint of mutton. 

I stood in the passageway for a moment, thinking. The thud of the cleaver sounded regularly against the wood. Mr. Murphy reached up to his spice rack, grasped a bottle without looking, and sprinkled a good quantity of the contents over the diced meat. The dusty scent of sage filled the air, superscdcd at once by the pungency of an onion, whacked in two with a casual swipe of the cleaver and tossed into the mixture. Evidently the crew of the Artemis did not subsist entirely upon salt pork and hardtack, then. I began to understand the reasons for Captain Raines's rather pcar-shaped physique. I poked my head back through the door, taking care to stand outside. 

"Cardamom," I said firmly. "Nutmeg, whole. Dried this year. Fresh extract of anise. Ginger root, two large ones, with no blemishes." I paused. Mr. Murphy had stopped chopping, cleaver poised motionless above the block. 

"And," I added, "half a dozen whole vanilla beans. From Ceylon." He turned slowly, wiping his hands upon his leather apron. Unlike his surroundings, neither the apron nor his other apparel was spotless. 

He had a broad, florid face, edged with stiff sandv whiskers like a scrubbing brush, which quivered slightly as he looked at me, like the antennae of some large insect. His tongue darted out to lick pursed lips. 

PDF Transform

PDF Transform

Y

Y

Y

er

Y

er

B

2

B

2

B

.0

B

.0

A

A

Click here to buy

Click here to buy

w

w

w

w

w . 

w

A B B YY.com

.A B BYY.com

"Saffron?" he asked hoarsely. 

"Half an ounce," I said promptly, taking care to conceal any trace of triumph in my manner. 

He breathed in deeply, lust gleaming bright in his small blue eyes. "Ye'll find a mat just outside, ma'am, should ye care to wipe yer boots and come in." Voyager                                  529

One head sterilized within the limits of boiling water and Fergus's tolerancc, I made my way back to my cabin to clean up for luncheon. Marsali was not there; she was undoubtedly attending to Fergus, whose labors at my insistence had been little short of heroic. 

I rinsed my own hands with alcohol, brushed my hair, and then went across the passage to see whethcr-by some wild chance-Jamie wanted anything to cat or drink. One glance disabused me of this notion. 

Marsali and I had been given the largest cabin, which meant that each of Us had approximately six square feet of space, not including the beds. These were box-berths, a sort of enclosed bed built into the wall, about five and a half feet long. Marsali fitted neatly into hers, but I was forced to adopt a slightly curled position, like a caper on toast, which caused me to wake up with pins and needles in my feet. 

Jamie and Fergus had similar berths. Jamie was lying on his side, wedged into one of these like a snail into its shell; one of which beasts he strongly resembled at the moment, being a pale and viscid gray in color, with streaks of green and yellow that contrasted nastily with his red hair. He opened one eye when he heard me come in, regarded me dimly for a moment, and closed it again. 

"Not so good, hm?" I said sympathetically. 

The eye opened again, and he seemed to be preparing to say something. He opened his mouth, changed his mind, and closed it again. 

"No," he said, and shut the eye once more. 

I tentatively smoothed his hair, but he seemed too sunk in misery to notice. 

"Captain Raines says it will likely be calmer by tomorrow," I offered. The sea vasn't terribly rough as it was, but there was a noticeable rise and fall. "It doesna matter," he said, not opening his eyes. "I shall be dead by then -or at least I hope so." 

"Afraid not," I said, shaking my head. "Nobody dies of seasickness; though I must say it seems a wonder that they don't, looking at you." "Not that." He opened his eyes, and struggled up on one elbow, an effort

that left him clammy with sweat and white to the lips. 

"Claire. Be careftil. I should have told ye before-but I didna want to worrv ye, and I thought-" His face changed. Familiar as I was with expressions of bodily infirmity, I had the basin there just in time. 

"Oh, God." He lay limp and exhausted, pale as the sheet. 

"What should you have told me?" I asked, wrinkling my nose as I put the basin on the floor near the door. "Whatever it was, you should have told me before we sailed, but it's too late to think of that.'I

"I didna think it would be so bad," he murmured. 

"You never do," I said, rather tartly. "What did you want to tell me, though?" 530                        Diana Gabaldon
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"Ask Fergus," he said. "Say I said he must tell ye. And tell him Innes is all right." 

"What are you talking about?" I was mildly alarmed; delirium wasn't a common effect of seasickness. 

His eyes opened, and fixed on mine with great effort. Beads of sweat stood out on his brow and upper lip. 

"Innes," he said. "He canna be the one. He docsna mean to kill me." A small shiver ran up my spine. 

"Are you quite all right, Jamie? " I asked. I bent and wiped his face, and he gave me the ghost of an exhausted smile. He had no fever, and his eyes were clear. 

"Who?" I said carcftilly, with a sudden feeling that there were eyes fixed on my back. "Who does mean to kill you?" 

"I don't know." A passing spasm contorted his features, but he clamped his lips tight, and managed to subdue it. 

"Ask Fergus," he whispered, when he could talk again. "In private. He'll tell ye." I felt exceedingly helpless. I had no notion what he was talking about, but if there was any danger, I wasn't about to leave him alone. 

"I'll wait until he comes down," I said. 

One hand was curled near his nose. It straightened slowly and slid under the pillow, coming out with his dirk, which he clasped to his chest. 

"I shall be all right," he said. "Go on, then, Sassenach. 1 shouldna think they'd try anything in daylight. If at all." 

I didn't find this reassuring in the slightest, but there seemed nothing else to do. He lay quite still, the dirk held to his chest like a stone tomb-figure. "Go," he murmured again, his lips barely moving. 

Just outside the cabin door, something stirred in the shadows at the end of the passage. Peering sharply, I made out the crouched silk shape of Mr. Willoughby, chin resting on his knees. He spread his knees apart, and bowed his head politely between them. 

"Not worry, honorable First Wife," he assured me in a sibilant whisper. "I watch." 

"Good," I said, "keep doing it." And went, in considerable distress of mind, to find Fergus. Fergus, found with Marsali on the after deck, peering into the ship's wake at several large white birds, was somewhat more reassuring. 

"We are not sure that anyone intends actually to kill milord," he explained. "The casks in the warehouse might have been an accident-I have seen such things happen more than once-and likewise the fire in the shed, but-" 
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"Wait one minute, young Fergus," I said, gripping him by the sleeve. -Whatcasks, and ivhatfire?" 

"Oh," he said, looking surprised. "Milord did not tell you?" 

"Milord is sick as a dog, and incapable of telling me anything more than that I should ask you." 

Fergus shook his head, clicking his tongue in a censorious French way. "He never thinks he will be so ill," he said. "He always is, and vet every time he must set foot on a ship, he insists that it is only a matter of will; his inind will be master, and hc will not allow his stomach to be dictating his actions. Then within ten feet of the dock, he has turned green." 

"He never told me that," I said, amused at this description. "Stubborn little fool." 
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Marsali had been hanging back behind Fergus with an air of haughty reserve, pretending that I wasn't there. At this unexpected description of Jamie, though, she was surprised into a brief snort of laughter. She caught iny eye and turned hastily away, checks flaming, to stare out to sea. 

Fergus smiled and shrugged. "You know what he is like, milady," he said, with tolerant affection. "He could be dying, and one would never know." "You'd know if you went down and looked at him now," I said tartly. At

the same time, I was conscious of surprise, accompanied by a faint feeling of warmth in the pit of my stomach. Fergus had been with Jamie almost dailv for twenty years, and still Jamie would not admit to him the weakness that he would readily let me see. Were he dying, I would know about it, all right. "Men," I said, shaking my head. 

"Milady?" "Never mind," I said. "You were telling me about casks and fires." "Oh, indeed, yes." Fergus brushed back his thick shock of black hair with

his hook. "It was the day before I met you again, milady, at Madame Jeanne's." The day I had returned to Edinburgh, no more than a few hours before I had found Jamie at the printshop. He had been at the Burntisland docks with Fergus and a gang of six men during the night, taking advantage of the late dawn of winter to retrieve several casks of unbonded Madeira, smuggled in among a shipment of innocent flour. 

"Madeira does not soak through the wood so quickly as some other wines do," Fergus explained. "You cannot bring in brandv under the noses of the Customs like that, for the dogs will smell it at once, even if their masters do not. But not Madeira, provided it has been freshly caskcd."Dogs?" "Some of the Customs inspectors have dogs, milady, trained to smell out such contraband as tobacco and brandy." He waved away the interruption, squinting his eyes against the brisk sea wind. 

"We had removed the Madeira safely, and brought it to the warehouse532                         Diana Gabaldon one of those belonging apparently to Lord Dunclas, but in fact it belongs jointly to milord and Madame Jcanne." 

"Indeed," I said, again with that minor dip of the stomach I had felt when Jamie opened the door of the brothel on Queen Strcct. "Partners, arc thev?" "Well, of a sort." Fergus sounded regretful. "Milord has only a five percent share, in return for his finding the place, and making the arrangements. Printing as an Occupation is much less profitable than keeping a bdtel dej*oic." Marsali didn't look round, but I thought her shoulders stiffcncd further. 

"I daresay," I said. Edinburgh and Madame Jeanne Nverc a long way behind us, after all. 

"Get on with the storv. Someone mav cut Jamie's throat before I find out why." 

"Of course, milady," Fergus bobbed his head apologcticallN. The contraband had been safely hidden, awaiting disguise and sale, and the smugglers had paused to refresh themselves with a drink in lieu of breakfast, before making their way home in the brightening davm. Two of the men had asked for their shares at once, needing the moncy to pay gaming debts and buy food for their families. Jamie agreeing to this, he had gone across to the warehouse office, where some gold was kept. As the men relaxed over their whisky in a corner of the warehouse, their joking and laughter was interrupted by a sudden vibration that shook the floor beneath their feet. 
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"Comc-down!" shouted MacLeod, an experienced warehouseman, and the men had dived for cover, even before they had seen the great rack of hogsheads near the office quiver and rumble, one two-ton cask rolling down the stack with ponderous grace, to smash in an aromatic lake of ale, followed within seconds by a cascade of its monstrous fellows. 

"Milord was crossing in front of the rank," Fergus said, shaking his head. "It was only by the grace of the Blessed Virgin herself that he was not crushed." A bounding cask had missed him by inches, in fact, and he had escaped another only by diving headfirst out of its way and under an empty winc-rack that had deflected its course. 

"As I say, such things happen often," Fergus said, shrugging. "A dozen men are killed each year in such accidents, in the warehouses near Edinburgh alone. But with the other things

. . ." 

The week before the incident of the casks, a small shed full of packing straw had burst into flames while Jamie was working in it. A lantern placed between him and the door had apparently fallen over, setting the straw alight and trapping Jamie in the windowless shed, behind a sudden wall of flame. 

"The shed was fortunately of a most flirnsy construction, and the boards half-rotted. It went up like match,vood, but milord,,vas able to kick a hole in the back wall and crawl out, with no injury. We thought at first that the lantern had merely fallen of its own accord, and were most grateful for his escape. It was only later that milord told me he thought that he had heard a
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might have precipitated the crisis with Laoghaire, but I had had nothing to do with any of this. 

"Exactlvl milady. And still, we do not know for certain that one of the men has betrayed us-or whether, even if there should be a traitor among them, he should wish to kill iniford." 

"That's a point," It was, but not a large one. If one of the smugglers had undertaken to betray Jamie for money, that was one thing. If it was for some motive of personal vengeance, though, the man might well feel compelled to take matters into his own hands, no-w that we Nverc-temporarily, at leastout of reach of the King's Customs. 

"If so," Fergus was continuing, "it will be one of six men-the six milord serit me to collect, to sail with us. These six were present both when the casks fcIl, and when the shed caught fire; all have been to the brothel." He paused. "And all of them were present on the road at Arbroath, when we were ambushed, and found the cxciseman hanged." 

"Do they all know about the printshop?" 

"Oh, no, milady! Milord has always been most careful to let none of the smuggling men know of that-but it is always possible that one of them shall have seen him on the streets in Edinburgh, followed him to Carfax Close, and so learned of A. Malcolm." He smiled xvrvly. 

"Milord is not the most inconspicuous of men, milady." 

"Vcrv true," I said, matching his tone. "But now all of them kAio,,N, Jamie's real narncCaptain Raines calls him Fraser." 

"Yes," he said, with a faint, grim smile. "That is why xvc must discover whether -,vc do indeed sail with a traitor-and who it is   . 

Looking at him, it occurred to me for the first time that Fergus was indeed a grown man now-and a dangerous one. I had known him as an eager, squirrel -toothed boy often, and
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to ine, something of that boy would always remain in his face. But some time had passed since he had been a Paris street urchin. 

Marsali had remained staring out to sea during most of this discussion, preferring to take no risk of having to converse with me. She had obviously been listening, though, and now I saw a shiver pass through her thin shoulders-whether of cold or apprehension, I couldn't tell. She likely hadn't planned on shipping with a potential murderer when she had agreed to clope with Fergus. 

"You'd better take Marsali bcloxv," I said to Fergus. "She's going blue round the edges. Don't Nvorrv," I said to Marsali, in a cool voice, "I shan't be in the cabin for some time." 

"Where are you going, miladv?" Fergus was squinting at me, slightly Suspicious. "Milord will not wish you to be-" 

"I don't mean to," I assured hirn. "I'm going to the galley." "The galle\'," His fine black broNvs shot up. 
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"To see whether Aloysius O'Shaughnessy Murphy has anything to suggest for seasickness," I said. "If we don't get Jamie back on his feet, he isn't going to care whether anyone cuts his throat or not." 

Murphy, sweetened by an ounce of dried orange peel and a bottle of farcd's best claret, was quite willing to oblige. In fact, he seemed to consider the problem of keeping food in Jamie's stomach something of a professional challenge, and spent hours in mystic contemplation of his spice rack and pantries-all to no avail. 

We encountered no storms, but the Nvinter winds drove a heavy swell before them, and the Artemis rose and fell ten feet at a time, laboring up and down the great glassy peaks of the waves. There were times, watching the hypnotic rise and lurch of the taffrail against the horizon, when I fclt a few interior qualms of my own, and turned hastily away. Jamie showed no signs of being about to fulfill Jared's heartening prophccy and spring to his feet, suddenly accustomed to the motion. He remained iii his berth, the color of rancid custard, moving only to stagger to the head, and guarded in turns day and night by Mr. Willoughby and Fergus. 

On the positive side of things, none of the six smugglers made any move that might be considered threatening. All expressed a sympathetic concern for Jamie's welfare, andcarcfully watched-all had visited him briefly in his cabin, with no suspicious circumstances attending. 

For my part, I spent the days in exploring the ship, attending to such smaH medical emergencies as arose from the daily business of sailing-a smashed finger, a ciacked rib, bleeding gums and an abscessed tooth-and pounding lierbs and making medicines in a corner of the galley, allowed to work there by Murphy's grace. 

Marsali was absent from our shared cabin when I rose, already asleep when I returned to it, and silently hostile when the cramped confines of shipboard forced us to meet on deck or over meals. I assumed that the hostility was in part the result of her natural feelings for her mother, and in part the result of frustration over passing her night hours in my company, rather than Fergus's. 

For that matter, if she remained untouched-and judging from her sullen demeanor, I was reasonably sure she did-it was owing entirely to Fergus's respect for Jamie's dictates. In terms of his role as guardian of his stepdaughtcr's virtue, Jamie himself was a negligible force at the moment. 
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"Wot, not the broth, too?" Murphy said. The cook's broad red face lowcl-cd menacingly. 

"Which I've had folk rise from their dcathbcds after a sup Oftliat broth!" He took the pannikin of broth from Fergus, sniffcd at it critically, and dirust it under mv nose. 
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"Here, smell that, missus. Marrow bones, garlic, caraway seed, and a lump o' pork fat to flavor, all strained careftil through muslin, same as some folks bein' poorly to their stomachs can't abide chunks, but chunks you'll not find there, not a one!" The broth was in fact a clear golden brown, with an appetizing smell that made my own mouth water, despite the excellent breakfast I had made less than an hour before. Captain Raines had a delicate stomach, and in consequence had taken some pains both in the procurement of a cook and the provisioning of the galley, to the benefit of the officers' 

table. 

Murphy, with a wooden leg and the general dimensions of a rum cask, looked the picture of a thoroughgoing pirate, but in fact had a reputation as the best sea-cook in Le Havre-as he had told me himself, without the least boastfulness. He considered cases of seasickness a chaflenge to his skill, and Jamie, still prostrate after four days, was a particular affront to him. 

"I'm sure it's wonderful broth," I assured him. "It's just that he can't keep anytbing down." Murphy grunted dubiously, but turned and carefully poured the remains of the broth into one of the numerous kettles that steamed day and night over the galley fire. Scowling horribly and running one hand through the wisps of his scanty blond hair, he opened a cupboard and closed it, then bent to rummage through a chest of provisions, muttering under his breath. 

"A bit o' hardtack, maybe?" he muttered. "Dry, that's what's wanted. Maybe a whiff o' 

vinegar, though; tart pickle, say . . ." 

I watched in fascination as the cook's huge, sausage -fingered hands flicked deftly through the stock of provisions, plucking clainties and assembling them swiftly on a tray. 

" 'Ere, let's try this, then," he said, handing me the finished tray. "Let 'im suck on the pickled gherkins, but don't let 'im bite 'em yet. Then follow on with a bite of the plain hardtack-there ain't no weevils in it yet, I don't think-but see as he don't drink water with it. Then a bite of gherkin, wellchewed, to make the spittle flow, a bite of hardtack, and so to go on with. That much stayin' down, then, we can proceed to the custard, which it's freshmade last evening for the Captain's supper. Then if that sticks . . ." His voice followed me out of the galley, continuing the catalogue of available nourishment. ". . . milk toast, which it's made with goat's milk, and freshmilked, too . . . 

". . . syllabub beat up well with whisky and a nice egg               boomed down the passageway as I negotiated the narrow turn with the loaded tray, carefully stepping over Mr. Willoughby, who was as usual crouched in a corner of the passage by Jamie's door like a small blue lapdog. 

One step inside the cabin, though, I could see that the exercise of Murphy's culinary skill was going to be once again in vain. In the usual fashion of
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a inan feeling unwell, Jamic had managed to arrange his surroundings to be as depressing and uncomfortable as possible. The tiny cabin was dank and ,,qualid, the cramped berth
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covered with a cloth so as to exclude both light and air, and half piled with a tangle of clammy blankets and unwashed clothes. 

"Rise and shine," I said cheerftillNT. I set down the tray and pulled off the i7iakeshift curtain, which appeared to be one of Fergus's shirts. What light thcre was carne from a large prism embedded in the deck overhead. It struck the berth, illuminating a countenance of ghastly pallor and baleful mien. 

He opened one eye an eighth of an inch. "Go awaN  "I, he said, and shut it again. 

"I'vc brought you some breakfast," I said firmly. The eye opened again, coldly blue and gelid. 

"Dinna mention the word 'breakfast' to me," he said. 

"Call it luncheon then," I said. "It's late enough." I pulled tip a stool !icxt to him, picked a gherkin from the tray, and held it invitingly under his tiose. "You're supposed to suck on it," I told him. 

Slowly, the other eye opened. He said nothing, but the pair of blue orbs swiveled around, resting on me with an expression of such ferocious eloqLicrice that I hastily withdrew the pickle. 

The cyclids drooped slowly shut once more. 

I surN 'eve d the wreckage, frowning. He lay on his back, his knees drawn Lip. While the built-in berth provided more stability for the sleeper than the crcivs' swinging hammocks, it was designed to accommodate the usual run of passengers, who-judging from the size of the berth-were assumed to be iio more than a modest five feet three or so. 

"You can't be at all comfortable in there," I said. "I am not." 

"Would you like to try a hammock instead? At least you could stretch-" "f Would DOt." 

"The captain says he requires a list of the cargo from you-at your conveilience", He made a brief and unrcpeatable suggestion as to what Captain Raines iiii.ght do with his list, not bothering to open his eyes. 

I sighed, and picked up his unresisting hand, It was cold and dairip, and llis pulse was fast. 

"kVcll," I said after a pause. "Perhaps we could try something I used to do with surgical patients. It seemed to help sometimes." 

He gave a low groan, but didn't object. I pulled up a stool and sat down, still holding his hand. 

I had dck,cloped the habit of talking with the patients for a few minutes before they Nverc taken to surgery. My presence seemed to reassure them, aiid I had found that if I could fix their attention on something beyond the
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impending ordeal, they seemed to do better-there was less bleeding, the postanesthetic nausea was less, and they seemed to heal better. I had seen it happen often enough to believe that it was not imagination; Jamie hadn't been altogether wrong when assuring Fergus that the power of mind over flesh was possible. 

"Let's think of something pleasant," I said, pitching my voice to be as low and soothing as possible. "Think of Lallybroch, of the hillside above the house. Think of the pine trees there-can you smell the needles? Think of the smoke coming up from the kitchen chimney on a clear day, and an apple in your hand. Think about how it fecls in your hand, all hard and smooth, and then-" 

"Sassenach?" Both Jamie's eyes were open, and fixed on me in intense concentration. Sweat gleamed in the hollow of his temples. 
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"Yes?" "Go away." "What?" "Go away," he repeated, very gently, "or I shall break your neck. Go away now." 

I rose with dignity and went out. 

Mr. Willoughby was leaning against an upright in the passage, peering thoughtfully into the cabin. 

"Don't have those stone balls with you, do you?" I asked. 

"Yes," he answered, looking surprised. "Wanting healthy balls for Tseimi?" He began to fumble in his sleeve, but I stopped him with a gesture. "What I want to do is bash him on the head with them, but I suppose Hippocrates would frown on that." Mr. Willoughby smiled uncertainly and bobbed his head several times in an effort to express appreciation of whatever I thought I meant. 

"Never mind," I said. I glared back over my shoulder at the heap of reeking bedclothes. It stirred slightly, and a groping hand emerged, patting gingerly around the floor until it found the basin that stood there. Grasping this, the hand disappeared into the murky depths of the berth, from which presently emerged the sound of dry retching. 

"Bloody man!" I said, exasperation mingled with pity-and a slight feeling of alarm. The ten hours of a Channel crossing were one thing; what would his state be like after two months of this? 

"Head of pig," Mr. Willoughby agreed, with a lugubrious nod. "He is rat, you think, or maybe dragon?'; 

"He smells like a whole zoo," I said. "Why dragon, though?" 

"One is born in Year of Dragon, Year of Rat, Year of Sheep, Year of Horse," Mr. Willoughby explained. "Being different, each year, different people. You arc knowing is Tsei-mi rat, or dragon?" 

"You mean which year was he born in?" I had vague memories of the Voyager                                    539

menus in Chinese restaurants, decorated with the animals of the Chinese zodiac, with explanations of the supposed character traits of those born in each year. "It was 172 1, but 1

don't know offhand which animal that was the \,car of." 

"I am thinking rat," said Mr. Willoughby, looking thoughtfully at the tangle of bedclothes, which were heaving in a mildly agitated manner. "Rat very clever, very lucky. But dragon, too, could be. He is most lusty in bed, Tsci-mi? Dragons most passionate people." 

"Not so as you would notice lately," I said, watching the heap of bedclothes out of the corner of my eye. It heaved upward and fell back, as though the contents had turned over suddenly. 

"I have Chinese medicine," Mr. Willoughby said, observing this phenomcrion thoughtftilly. 

"Good for vomit, stomach, head, all making most peaceful and serene." I looked at him with interest. "Really? I'd like to see that. Have you tried it on Jamie yet?" The little Chinese shook his head regretfully. 

"Not want," he replied. "Say damn-all, throwing overboard if I am come Mr. Willoughby and I looked at each other with a perfect understanding. "You know," I said, raising my voice a decibel or two, "prolonged dry retching is very bad for a person.  11

"Oh, most bad, yes." Mr. Willoughby had shaved the forward part of his skull that morning; the bald curve shone as he nodded vigorously. 

"It erodes the stomach tissues, and irritates the esophagus." "This is so?" 
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"Quite so. It raises the blood pressure and strains the abdominal muscles, too. Can even tear them, and cause a hernia." 

"Ah." "And," I continued, raising my voice just a trifle, "it can cause the testicles to become tangled round each other inside the scrotum, and cuts off the circulation there." 

"Ooh!" Mr. Willoughby's eyes went round. 

"If that happens," I said ominously, "the only thing to do, usually, is to amputate before gangrene sets in." 

Mr. Willoughby made a hissing sound indicative of understanding and deep shock. The heap of bedclothes, which had been tossing to and fro in a restless manner during this conversation, was quite still. 

I looked at Mr. Willoughby. He shrugged. I folded my arms and waited. After a minute, a long foot, elegantly bare, was extruded from the bedclothes. A moment later, its fellow joined it, rcsting on the floor. 

"Damn the pair of vc," said a deep Scottish voice, in tones of extreme malevolence. "Come in, then." 
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Fergus and Marsali were leaning over the aft rail, cozily shoulder to shouldcr, Fergus's arm about the girl's waist, her long fair hair fluttering in the wind. Hearing approaching footsteps, Fergus glanced back over his shoulder. Then he gasped, whirled round, and crossed himself, eyes bulging. 

"Not . . . one . . . word, if vc please," Jamie said between clenched teeth. Fergus opened his mouth, but nothing came out. Marsali, turning to look too, emitted a shrill scream. 

"Da! What's happened to ye?" 

The obvious fright and concern in her face stopped Jamie from whatever acerbic remark he had been about to make. His face relaxed slightly, making the slender gold needles that protruded from behind his cars twitch like ant's feelers. 

"It's all right," he said gruffly. "It's only some rubbish of the Chinee's, to cure the puking." Wide-eyed, Marsali came up to him, gingerly extending a finger to touch the needles embedded in the flesh of his wrist below the palm. Three more flashed from the inside of his leg, a few inches above the ankle. 

"Does-docs it work?" she asked. "How does it feel?" Jamie's mouth twitched, his normal sense of humor beginning to reassert itself. 

"I feel like a bloody ill-wish doll that someone's been poking full o' pins," he said. "But then I havena vomited in the last quarter-hour, so I suppose it must work." He shot a quick glare at me and Mr. Willoughby, standing side by side near the rail. 

"Mind ye," he said, "I dinna feel like sucking on gherkins just yet, but I could maybe go so far as to relish a glass of ale, if ye mind where some might be found, Fergus." 

"Oh. Oh, yes, milord. If you will come with me?" Unable to refrain from staring, Fergus reached out a tentative hand to take Jamie's arm, but thinking better of it, turned in the direction of the after gangway. 

"Shall I tell Murphy to start cooking your luncheon?" I called after Jamie as he turned to follow Fergus. He gave me a long, level look over one shoulder. The golden needles sprouted through his hair in twin bunches, gleaming in the morning light like a pair of devil's horns. 
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"Dinna try me too high, Sassenach," he said. "I'm no going to forget, ye ken. Tangled testicles-pah!" 

Mr. Willoughby had been ignoring this exchange, squatting on his heels in the shadow of the aft-deck scuttlebutt, a large barrel filled with water for
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refreshment of the dcck watch. He was counting on his fingers, evidently absorbed in some kind of calculation. As Jamie stalked away, he looked up. 

"Not rat," he said, shaking his head. "Not dragon, too. Tsei-mi born in Year of Ox." 

"Really?" I said, looking after the broad shoulders and red head, lowered stubbornly against the wind. "How appropriate." 

I

4The Man in the Moon

s his title suggested, Jamie's job as supercargo was not onerous. Beyond checking the contents of the hold against the bills of lading to insure that the Artemis was in fact carrying the requisite A

quantities of hides, tin, and sulfur, there was nothing for him to do while at sea. His duties would begin once we reached Jamaica, when the cargo must be unloaded, rechecked, and sold, with the requisite taxes paid, commissions deducted, and paperwork filed. In the meantime, there was little for him-or me-to do. While Mr. Picard, the bosun, eyed Jamie's powerful frame covetously, it was obvious that he would never make a seaman. Quick and agile as any of the crew, his ignorance of ropes and sails made him useless for anvthing beyond the occasional situation where sheer strength was required. It was plain he was a soldier, not a sailor. 

He did assist with enthusiasm at the gunnery practice that was held every other day, helping to run the four huge guns on their carriages in and out with a tremendous racket, and spending hours in rapt discussion of esoteric cannon lore with Tom Sturgis, the gunner. During these thunderous exercises, Marsali, Mr. Willoughby, and I sat safely out of the way under the care of Fergus, who was excluded from the fire,,vorks because of his missing hand. 

Somewhat to my surprise, I had been accepted as the ship's surgeon with little question from the crew. It was Fergus who explained that in small merchant ships, even barbersurgeons were uncommon. It was commonly the gunner's wife-if he had one-who dealt with the small injuries and illnesses of the crew. 

I saw the normal run of crushed fingers, burnt hands, skin infections, abscessed teeth, and digestive ills, but in a crew of only thirty-two men, there was seldom enough work to keep me busv bevond the hour of sick call each morning. 

In consequence, both Jamie and I had a great deal of free time. And, as the Artemis drew gradually south into the great gyre of the Atlantic, we began to spend most of this time with each other. 

For the first time since my return to Edinburgh, there was time to talk; to relearn all the half-forgottcn things we knew of each other, to find out the
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licxv facets that experience had polished, and simply to take pleasure in each other's presence, without the distractions of danger and daily life. 

We strolled the deck constantly, Lip and down, marking off miles as we conversed of evcrvthing and nothing, pointing out to each other the phenoincria of a sea   voyage; the spectacular sunrises and sunsets, schools of strange green and silver fish, enormous islands of floating seaweed, harboring thousands of tiny crabs and jellyfish, the sleek dolphins that appeared for scveral days in a rox"', swimming parallel with the ship, leaping out of the water now and then, as though to get a look at the curious creatures above the water. 

The moon rose huge and fast and golden, a great glowing disc that slid Lipward, out of the water and into the sky like a phoenix rising. The water \\-as dark now, and the dolphins invisible, but I thought somehow that they \vcrc still there, keeping pace with the ship on her flight through the dark. 

It was a scene breathtaking enough even for the sailors, who had seen it a thousand times, to stop and sigh with pleasure at the sight, as the huge orb rose to hang just over the edge of the world, seeming almost near enough to touch. 

Jamie and I stood close together by the rail, admiring it. It seemed so close that we could make out with case the dark spots and shadows on its surface. "It seems so close ye could speak to the Man in the Moon," he said, 

smiling, and waved a hand in greeting to the dreaming golden face above. " 'The weeping Pleiads wester / and the moon is under seas,' " I quoted. "And look, it is, down there, too." I pointed over the rail, to where the trail of moonlight deepened, glowing in the water as though a twin of the moon itself were sunken there. 

"When I left," I said, "men were getting ready to fly to the moon. I wonder whether they'll make it." 

"Do the flying machines go so high, then?" Jamie asked. He squinted at the moon. "I should say it's a great way, for all it looks so close just now. I read a book by an astronomer-he said it was perhaps three hundred leagues from the earth to the moon. Is he wrong, then, or is it only that theairplanes, was it?-will fly so far?" 11 It takes a special kind, called a rocket," I said. "Actually, it's a lot farther than that to the moon, and once you get far away from the earth, there's no air to breathe in space. They'll have to carry air with them on the voyage, like food and water. They put it in sort of canisters." 

"Really?" He gazed up, face full of light and wonder. "What will it look like there, I wonder?" 

"I know that," I said. "I've seen pictures. It's rocky, and barren, with no life at all-but very beautiful, with cliffs and mountains and craters-you can
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see the craters from here; the dark spots." I nodded toward the smiling moon, then smiled at Jamie myself. "It's not unlike Scotland-except that it isn't green." He laughed, then evidently reminded by the word "pictures," reached into his coat and drew out the little packet of photographs. He was cautious about them, never taking them out where they might be seen by anyone, even Fergus, but we were alone back here, with little chance of interruption. 

The moon was bright enough to see Brianna's face, glowing and mutable, as he thumbed slowly through the pictures. The edges were becoming frayed, I saw. 
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"Will she walk about on the moon, d'ye think?" he asked softly, pausing at a shot of Bree looking out a window, secretly dreaming, unaware of being photographed. He glanced up again at the orb above us, and I realized that for him, a voyage to the moon seemed very little more difficult or farfetched than the one in which we were engaged. The moon, after all, was only another distant, unknown place. 

"I don't know," I said, smiling a bit. 

He thumbed through the pictures slowly, absorbed as he always was by the sight of his daughter's face, so like his own. I watched him quietly, sharing his silent joy at this promise of our immortality. 

I thought briefly of that stone in Scotland, engraved with his name, and took comfort from its distance. Whenever our parting might come, chances were it would not be soon. And even when and where it did-Brianna would still be left of us. 

More of Housman's lines drifted through my head-Halt by the headstone naming / The heart no longer stirred, /And say the lad that loved you / Was one that kept his word. I drew close to him, feeling the heat of his body through coat and shirt, and rested my head against his arm as he turned slowly through the small stack of photographs. 

"She is beautiful," he murmured, as he did every time he saw the pictures. "And clever, too, did ye not say?" 

"Just like her father," I told him, and felt him chuckle softly. I felt him stiffen slightly as he turned one picture over, and lifted my head to see which one he was looking at. It was one taken at the beach, when Brianna was about sixteen. It showed her standing thigh-deep in the surf, hair in a sandy tangle, kicking water at her friend, a boy named Rodney, who was backing away, laughing too, hands held up against the spray of water. Jamie frowned slightly, lips pursed. 

"That-" he began. "Do they-" He paused and cleared his throat. "I wouldna venture to criticize, Claire," he said, very carefully, "but do ve not think this is a wee bit . . . indecent?" I suppressed an urge to laugh. 
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"No," I said, composedly. "That's really quite a modest bathing suit-for the time." While the suit in question was a bikini, it was by no means skimpy, rising to at least an inch below Bree's navel. "I chose this picture because I thought you'd want to cr . . . see as much of her as possible." 

He looked mildly scandalized at this thought, but his eyes returned to the picture, drawn irresistibly. His face softened as he looked at her. 

"Aye, well," he said. "Aye, she's verra lovely, and I'm glad to know it." He lifted the picture, studying it careftilIv. "No, it's no the thing she's Nvcaring I meant; most women who bathe outside do it naked, and their skins arc no shame to them. It's only-this lad. Surely she shouldna be standing almost naked before a man?" He scowled at the hapless Rodney, arid I bit my lip at the thought of the scrawny little boy, whom I knew very well, as a masculine threat to maidenly purity. 

"Well," I said, drawing a deep breath. We were on slightly delicate ground here. "No. I mean, boys and girls do play togethcr-like that. You know people dress different1v then; I've told you. No one's really covered up a great deal except when the weather's cold." 
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"Minplim," he said. "Aye, ye've told me." He managed to convey the distinct impression that on the basis of what I'd told him, he was not impressed with the moral conditions under which his daughter was living. 

He scowled at the picture again, and I thought it was fortunate that neither Bree nor Rodney was present. I had seen Jamie as lover, husband, brother, uncle, laird, and warrior, but never before in his guise as a ferocious Scottish father. He was quite formidable. 

For the first time, I thought that perhaps it was not altogether a bad thing that he wasn't able to ovcrsee Bree's life personally; he would have frightcued the living daylights out of any lad bold enough to try to court her. 

Jamie blinked at the picture once or twice, then took a deep breath, and I could feel him brace himself to ask. 

"D'ye think she is-a virgin?" The halt in his voice was barely perceptible, but I caught it. 

"Of course she is," I said firmly. I thought it very likely, in fact, but this ,,vasn't a situation in which to admit the possibility of doubt. There were things I could explain to Jamie about my own time, but the idea of sexual freedom wasn't one of them. 

"Oh." The relief in his voice was inexpressible, and I bit my lip to keep from laughing. 

"Aye, well, I was sure of it, only I-that is-" He stopped and swallowed. 

"Brec's a very good girl," I said. I squeezed his arm lightly. "Frank and I may not have got on sowell together, but we were both good parents to her, if I do say so." 

"Aye, I know ye Nverc. I didna incan to say otherwise." He had the grace to look abashed, and tucked the beach picture careffilly back into the packet. 
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He put the pictures back into his pocket, patting them to be sure they were safe. He stood looking up at the moon, then, his brows drew together in a slight frown. The sea wind lifted strands of his hair, tugging them loose from the ribbon that bound it, and he brushed them back absentmindedly. Clearly there was still something on his mind. 

"Do ye think," he began slowly, not looking at me. "Do ye think that it was quite wise to come to me now, Claire? Not that I dinna want ye," he added hastily, feeling me stiffen beside him. He caught my hand, preventing my turning away. 

"No, I didna mean that at all! Christ, I do want ye!" He drew me closer, pressing my hand in his against his heart. "I want ye so badly that sometimes I think my heart will burst wi' 

the joy of having ye," he added more softly. "It's only-Brianna's alone now. Frank is gone, and you. She has no husband to protect her, no men of her family to see her safely wed. Will she not have need of ye awhile yet? Should ye no have waited a bit, I mean?" I paused before answering, trying to get my own feelings under control. "I don't know," I said at last; my voice quivered, in spite of my struggle to control it. "Look-things aren't the same then." 

"l know that!" 

"You don't!" I pulled my hand loose, and glared at him. "You don't know, Jamie, and there isn't any way for me to tell you, because you won't believe me. But Bree's a grown woman; she'll marry when and as she likes, not when someone arranges it for her. She doesn't need to marry, for that matter. She's having a good education; she can earn her own livingwomen do that. She won't have to have a man to protect her-" 

"And if there's no need for a man to protect a woman, and care for her, then I think it will be a verra poor time!" He glared back at me. 
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I drew a deep breath, trying to be calm. 

"I didn't say there's no need for it." I placed a hand on his shoulder, and spoke in a softer tone. "I said, she can choose. She needn't take a man out of necessity; she can take one for love." 

His face began to relax, just slightly. 

"You took me from need," he said. "When we wed." 

"And I came back for love," I said. "Do you think I needed you any less, only because I could feed myself?" 

The lines of his face eased, and the shoulder under my hand relaxed a bit as he searched my face. 

"No," he said softly. "I dinna think that." 

He put his arm around me and drew me close. I put my arms around his waist and held him, feeling the small flat patch of Brianna's pictures in his pocket under my cheek. 

"I did worry about leaving her," I whispered, a little later. "She made me voyager                                   547

go; we were afraid that if I waited longer, I might not be able to find you. But I did worry." 

"I know. I shouldna ha' said anything." He brushed my curls away from his chin, smoothing them down. 

"I left her a letter," I said. "It was all I could think to do-knowing I might . . . might not see her again." I pressed my lips tight together and swallowed hard. His fingertips stroked my back, very softly. 

"Aye? That was good, Sassenach. What did vc say to her?" I laughed, a little shakily. 

"Everything I could think of. Motherly advice and wisdom-what I had of it. All the practical things-whcre the deed to the house and the family papers were. And everything I knew or could think of, about how to live. I expect she'll ignore it all, and have a wonderful life-but at least she'll know I thought about her." 

It had taken me nearly a week, going through the cupboards and desk drawers of the house in Boston, finding all of the business papers, the bankbooks and mortgage papers and the family things. There were a good many bits and pieces of Frank's family lying about; huge scrapbooks and dozens of genealogy charts, albums of photographs, cartons of saved letters. My side of the family was a good deal simpler to sum up. 

I lifted down the box I kept on the shelf of my closet. It was a small box. Uncle Lambert was a saver, as all scholars are, but there had been little to save. The essential documents of a small family-birth certificates, mine and my parents', their marriage lines, the registration for the car that had killed them-what ironic whim had prompted Uncle Lamb to save that? More likely he had never opened the box, but only kept it, in a scholar's blind faith that information must never be destroyed, for who knew what use it might be, and to whom? 

I had seen its contents before, of course. There had been a period in my teens when I opened it nightly to look at the few photos it contained. I remembered the bone-deep longing for the mother I didn't remember, and the vain effort to imagine her, to bring her back to life from the small dim images in the box. 

The best of them was a close-up photograph of her, face turned toward the camera, warm eyes and a delicate mouth, smiling under the brim of a felt cloche hat. The photograph had been hand-tinted; the checks and lips were an unnatural rose-pink, the eyes soft brown. Uncle Lamb said that that was wrong; her eyes had been gold, he said, like mine. 
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I thought perhaps that time of deep need had passed for Brianna, but was not sure. I had had a studio portrait made of myself the week before; I placed it carefully in the box and closed it, and put the box in the center of my desk, where she would find it. Then I sat down to v,,ritc. 

My dear Bree-I wrote, and stopped. I couldn't. Couldn't possibly be contemplating abandoning iny child. To see those three black words stark on the page brought the whole mad idea into a cold clarity that struck me to the bone. 

My hand shook, and the tip of the pen made small wavering circles in the air above the paper. I put it down, and clasped my hands between iny thighs, eyes closed. 

"Get a grip on yourself, Beauchamp," I muttered. "Write the bloody thing and have done. If she doesn't need it, it will do no harm, and if she does, it will be there." I picked up the pen and began again. 

I don't know if -vou will ever read this, but perhaps it's as well to set it down. This Is what I know of your grandparents (your real ones), your great-grandparents, and your medical history . . . 

I wrote for some time, covering page after page. My mind grew calmer with the effort of recall, and the necessity of setting down the information clearly, and then I stopped, thinking. 

What could I tell her, bevond those few bare bloodless facts? Hoxv to impart what sparse wisdom I had gained in forty-cight years of a fairly eventful life? My mouth twisted wryly in consideration of that. Did any daughter listen? Would 1, had my mother been there to tell me? 

It made no difference, though; I would just have to set it down, to be of use if it could. But what was true, that would last forcvcr, in spite of changing times and ways, what would stand her in good stead? Most of all, how could I tell her I.ust how much I loved her? 

The enormity of what I was about to do gaped before me, and my fingers clenched tight on the pen. I couldn't think-not and do this. I could only set the pen to the paper and hope. Baby-I wrote, and stopped. Then swallowed hard, and started again. You are my baby, and always will be. You won't know what that means until you have a child of your own, but I tell you now, anywayyou'll always be as much a part of me as when you shared my body and I felt you move inside. Always, 

I can look at you, asleep, and think of all the nights I tucked you in, coming in the dark to listen to your breathing, lay my hand on you and feel your chest rise and fall, knowing that no matter what happens, everything is right with the world because you are alive. All the names I've called you through the years-my chick, my pumpkin, precious dove, darling, sweetheart, dinky, smudge . . . I know
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why the Jews and Muslims have nine hundred names for God; one small word is not enough for love. 

I blinked hard to clear my vision, and went on writing, fast; I didn't dare take time to choose my words, or I would never write them. 

I remember everything about you, from the tiny line of golden down that zigged across your forehead when you were hours old to the bumpy toenail on the big toe you broke last year, when you had that fight with Jeremy and kicked the door of his pickup truck. 
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God, it breaks my heart to think it will stop now-that watching you, seeing all the tiny changes-1 won't know when you stop biting your nails, if you ever do-seeing you grow suddenly taller than /, and your face take its shape. I always will remember, Bree, I always will. 

There's probably no one else on earth, Bree, who knows what the back of your ears looked like when you were three years old. I used to sit beside you, reading "One Fish, Two Fish, Red Fish, Blue Fish," or "The Three Billy Goats Gruff, " and see those ears turn pink with happiness. Your skin was so clear and fragile, I thought a touch would leave fingerprints on you. 

You look like Jamie, I told you. You have something from me, too, though-look at the picture of my mother, in the box, and the little black-and-white one of her mother and grandmother. You have that broad clear brow they have; so do 1. I've seen a good many of the Frasers, too-I think you'll age well, if you take care of your skin. Take care of everything, Bree-oh, I wish-well, I have wished I could take care of you and protect you from everything all your life, but I can't, whether I stay or go. Take care of yourself, though-for me. 

The tears were puckering the paper now; I had to stop to blot them, lest they smear the ink beyond reading. I wiped my face, and resumed, slower now. 

You should know, Bree--l don't regret it In spite of everything, I don't regret it. You'll know something now, of how lonely I was for so long, without Jamie. It doesn't matter. If the price of that separation was your life, neither Jamie nor I can regret it-1 know he wouldn't mind my speaking for him. 

Bree . . . you are my joy. You're perfect, and wonderful-and I hear you saying now, in that tone of exasperation, "But of course you think that-you're my mother!" Yes, that's how I know. 

Bree, you are worth everything-and more. I've done a great many things in my life so far, but the most important of them all was to love your father and you. I blew my nosc and reached for another fresh sheet of paper. That was the most important thing; I could never say all I felt, but this was the best I could do. What might I add, to be of aid in living well, in growing up and growing old? What had I learned, that I might pass on to her? 

Choose a man like your father, I wrote. Either of them. I shook my head over that-could there be two men more diffcrcnt?-but left it, thinking of Roger Wakefield. Once you've chosen a man, don't try to change him, I wrote, with more confidence. It can't be done. More important-don't let him try to change you. He can't do it either, but men always try. I bit the end of the pen, tasting the bitter tang of India ink. And finally I put down the last and the best advice I knew, on growing older. 

Stand up straight and try not to get fat. With All My Love Always, Mama

Jamic's shoulders shook as he leaned against the rail, whether with laughter or some other emotion, I couldn't tell. His linen glowed white with moonlight, and his head was dark against the moon. At last he turned and pulled me to him. 

"I think she will do verra well," he whispered. "For no matter what poor gowk has fathered her, no lass has ever had a better mother. Kss me, Sassenach, for believe me-I wouldna change ye for the world." 
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Phantom Limbs

ergus, Mr. Willoughby, Jamie, and I had all kept careftil watch upon the six Scottish smugglers since our departure from Scotland, but there was not the slightest hint of suspicious behavior from any of

them, and after a time, I found myself relaxing my wariness around them. Still, I felt some reserve toward most of them, save Innes. I had finally realized why neither Fergus nor Jamie thought him a possible traitor; with but one arm, Innes was the only smuggler who could not have strung up the exciseman on the Arbroath road. 

Innes was a quiet man. None of the Scots was what one might call garruIons, but even by their high standards of taciturnity, he was reserved. I was therefore not surprised to see him grimacing silently one morning, bent over behind a hatch cover, evidently engaged in some silent internal battle. 

"Have you a pain, Innes?" I asked, stopping. 

"Och!" He straightened, startled, but then fell back into his half crouched position, his one arm locked across his belly. "Miriplim," he muttcrcd, his thin face flushing at being so discovered. 

"Come along with me," I said, taking him by the elbow. He looked frantically about for salvation, but 1 towed him, resisting but not audibly protesting, back to my cabin, where I forced him to sit upon the table and removed his shirt so that I could examine him. I palpated his lean and hairy abdomen, feeling the firm, smooth mass of the liver on one side, and the mildly distended curve of the stomach on the other. The intermittent way in which the pains came on, causing him to writhe like a worm on a hook, then passing off, gave me a good idea that what troubled him was simple flatulence, but best to be thorough. 

I probed for the gallbladder, just in case, wondering as I did so just what I would do, should it prove to be an acute attack of cholecystitis or an inflamed appendix. I could envision the cavity of the belly in my mind, as though it lay open in fact before me, my fingers translating the soft, lumpy shapes beneath the skin into vision-the intricate folds of the intestines, softly shielded by their yellow quilting of fat-padded membrane, the slick, Smooth lobes of the liver, deep purple-rcd, so much darker than the vivid scarlet of the heart's pericardium above. Opening that cavity was a risky thing to do, even equipped with modern anesthetics and antibiotics. Sooner

552                        Diana (,avaiaon

or later, I knew, I would be faced with the necessity of doing it, but I sincerely hoped it would be later. 

C, Breathe in," I said, hands on his chest, and saw in my mind the pinkflushed grainy surface of a healthy lung. "Breathe out, now," and felt the color fade to soft blue. No rales, no halting, a nice clear flow. I reached for one of the thick sheets of vellum paper I used for stethoscopes. 

"When did you last move your bowels?" I inquired, rolling the paper into a tube. The Scot's thin face turned the color of fresh liver. Fixed with my gimlet eye, he mumbled something incoherent, in which the word "four" was just distinguishable. 

"Four days?" I said, forestalling his attempts to escape by putting a hand on his chest and pinning him flat to the table. "Hold still, I'll just have a listen here, to be sure." 
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The heart sounds were reassuringly normal; I could hear the valves open and close with their soft, meaty clicks, all in the right places. I was quite sure of the diagnosis-had been virtually from the moment I had looked at himbut by now there was an audience of heads peering curiously round the doorway; Innes's mates, watching. For effect, I moved the end of my tubular stethoscope down farther, listening for belly sounds. just as I thought, the rumble of trapped gas was clearly audible in the upper curve of the large intestine. The lower sigmoid colon was blocked, though; no sound at all down there. 

"You have belly gas," I said, "and constipation," 

,'Aye, I ken that fine," Innes muttered, looking frantically for his shirt. I put my hand on the garment in question, preventing him from leaving while I catcchized him about his diet of late. Not surprisingly, this consisted almost entirely of salt pork and hardtack. 

"What about the dried peas and the oatmeal?" I asked, surprised. Having inquired as to the normal fare aboard ship, I had taken the precaution of stowing-along with my surgeon's cask of lime juice and the collection of medicinal herbs-three hundred pounds of dried peas and a similar quantity of oatmeal, intending that this should be used to supplement the seamen's normal diet. 

Innes remained tongue-tied, but this inquiry unleashed a flood of rcvelation and grievance from the onlookers in the doorway. 

Jamie, Fergus, Marsali, and I all dined daily with Captain Raines, feasting on Murphy's ambrosia, so I was unaware of the deficiencies of the crew's mess. Evidently the difficulty was Murphy himself, who, while holding the highest culinary standards for the captain's table, considered the crew's dinner to be a chore rather than a challenge. He had mastered the routine of producing the crew's meals quickly and competently, and was highly resistant to any suggestions for an improved menu that might require further Voyager                                     553

time or trouble. He declined absolutely to trouble with such nuisances as soaking peas or boiling oatmeal, 

Compounding the difficulty was Murphy's ingrained prejudice against oatmeal, a crude Scottish mess that offended his aesthetic sense. I knew what he thought about that, having heard him muttering things about "dog's vornit" over the trays of breakfast that included the bowls of parritch to vhich Jarnic, Marsali, and Fergus were addicted. 

"Mr. Murphv savs as how salt pork and hardtack is good enough for evcrN crew he's had to feed for thirty ycar-given figgy-doNvdy or plum duff for pudding, and beef on Sundays, too-though if that's beef, I'm a Chinaman -and it's good enough for us," Gordon burst in. Accustomed to polyglot crews of French, Italian, Spanish, and Norwegian sailors, Murphy was also accustomed to having his meals accepted and consumcd with a voracious indifference that transcended nationalities. The Scots' stubborn insistence on oatmeal roused all his own Irish intransigence, and the matter, at first a small, siminering disagreement, was now beginning to rise to a boil. 

"We knew as there was meant to be parritch," MacLeod explained, "for Fergus did say so, when he asked us to come. But it's been nothing but the nicat and biscuit since we left Scotland, which is a Nvee bit griping to the belly if yc're not used to it." I'Wc didna like to trouble Jamie Roy ower such a thing," Racburn put in. "Geordie's got his girdle, and we've been makin' our own oatcake ower the lanips in the crew quarters. But we've run through what corn we brought in Our bags, and Mr. Murphy's got the keys to the
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pantry store." He glanced shyly at i-ne under his sandy blond lashes. "We didna like to ask, knowin' vliat he thought of us." 

"Yc wouldna ken what's meant by the term 'spalpeens,' would ye, Mistress Fraser?" MacRae asked, raising one bushy brow. 

While listening to this outpouring of woe, I had been selecting assorted ficrbs from my box-anisc and angelica, two large pinches of horehound, and a few sprigs of peppermint. Tying these into a square of gauze, I closed Llic box and handed Inncs his shirt, into which he burrowed at once, in search of refuge. 

"I'll speak to Mr. Murphy," I promised the Scots. "Meanwhile," I said to hincs, handing him the gauze bundle, "brew you a good pot of tea from that, and drink a cupffil at every watch change. If we've had no results by ton-1orro,,v, we'll try stronger measures." As if in answer to this, a high, squeaking fart emerged from under Innes, to an ironic cheer from his colleagues. 

"Aye, that's right, Mistress Fraser; maybe ye can scare the shit out o' Iiiin," MacLeod said, a broad grin splitting his face. 

Inncs, scarlet as a ruptured artery, took the bundle, bobbed his head in
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inarticulate thanks, and fled precipitously, followed in more leisurely fashion by the other smugglers. 

A rather acrimonious debate with Murphy followed, terminating without bloodshed, but with the compromise that I would be responsible for the preparation of the Scots' morning parritch, permitted to do so under provision that I confined myself to a single pot and spoon, did not sing while cooking, and was careful not to make a mess in the precincts of the sacred galley. 

It was only that night, tossing restlessly in the cramped and chilly confines Of My berth, that it occurred to me how odd the morning's incident had been. Were this Lallybroch, and the Scots Jamie's tenants, not only would they have had no hesitation in approaching him about the matter, they would have had no need to. He would have known already what was wrong, and taken steps to remedy the situation. Accustomed as I had always been to the intimacy and unquestioning loyalty of Jamie's own men, I found this distance troubling. Jamie was not at the captain's table next morning, having gone out in the small boat with two of the sailors to catch whitebait, but I met him on his return at noon, sunburned, cheerful, and covercd,vith scales and fish blood. 

"What have ye done to limes, Sassenach?" he said, grinning. "He's hiding in the starboard head, and says ye told him he mustria come out at all until he'd shit." 

"I didn't tell him that, exactly," I explained. "I just said if he hadn't moved his bowels by tonight, I'd give him an enema of slippery elm." Jamie glanced over his shoulder in the direction of the head. 

"Well, I suppose we will hope that Innes's bowels cooperate, or I doubt but he'll spend the rest of the voyage in the head, wi' a threat like that hangin' ower him." 

"Well, I shouldn't worry; now that he and the others have their parritch back, their bowels ought to take care of themselves without undue interference from me." Jamie glanced down at me, surprised. 

"Got their parritch back? Whatever d'ye mean, Sassenach?" 
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I explained the genesis of the Oatmeal War, and its outcome, as he fetched a basin of water to clean his hands. A small frown drew his brows close together as he pushed his sleeves up his arms. 

"They ought to have come to me about it," he said. 

"I expect they would have, sooner or later," I said. "I only happened to find out by accident, when I found limes grunting behind a hatch cover." I'Mmphm." He set about scouring the bloodstains off his fingers, rubbing the clinging scales free with a small pumice stone. 

"These men aren't like vour tenants at Lallybroch, are they?" I said, voicing the thought I had had. 
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"No," he said quietly. He dipped his fingers in the basin, leaving tiny shimmering circles where the fish scales floated. "I'm no their laird; only the man who pays them." 

"They like you, though," I protested, then remembered Fergus's story and amended this rather weakly to, "or at least five of them do." 

I handed him the towel. He took it with a brief nod, and dried his hands. Looking down at the strip of cloth, he shook his head. 

"Aye, MacLeod and the rest like me well enough-or five of them do," he repeated ironically. "And they'll stand by me if it's nccdful-five of them. But they dinna ken me much, nor me them, save Innes." 

He tossed the dirty water over the side, and tucking the empty basin under his arm, turned to go below, offering me his arm. 

"There was more died at Culloden than the Stuart cause, Sassenach," he said. "You'll be coming for your dinner now?" 

I did not find out why Inncs was different, until the next week. Perhaps emboldened by the success of the purgative I had given him, Innes came voluntarily to call upon me in my cabin a week later. 

"I am wondering, mistress," he said politely, "whether there might be a medicine for something as isna there." 

"What?" I must have looked puzzled at this description, for he lifted the empty sleeve of his shirt in illustration. 

"My arm," he explained. "It's no there, as ye can plainly see. And yet it pains me something terrible sometimes," He blushed slightly. 

"I did wonder for some years was I only a bit mad," he confided, in lowered tones. "But I spoke a bit wi' Mr. Murphy, and he tells me it's the same with his leg that got lost, and Fergus says he wakes sometimes, feeling his missing hand slide into someone's pocket." He smiled briefly, teeth a flash under his drooping mustache. "So I thought maybe if it was a common thing, to feel a limb that wasn't there, perhaps there was something that nught be done about it." 

"I see." I rubbed my chin, pondering. "Yes, it is common; it's called a phantom limb, when you still have feelings in a part that's been lost. As for vhat to do about it. . . ." I frowned, trying to think whether I had ever heard of anything therapeutic for such a situation. To gain time, I asked, "How did you happen to lose the arm?" 

"Oh, 'twas the blood poison," he said, casually. "I tore a small hole in my hand wi' a nail one day, and it festered." 
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I stared at the sleeve, empty from the shoulder. "I suppose it did," I said faintly. 

"Oh, aye. It was a lucky thing, though; it was that stopped me bein' transported Nvi' the rest." 
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"The rest of whom?" 

He looked at me, surprised. "Why, the other prisoners from Ardsmuir. Did Mac Dubh not tell yc about that? When they stopped the fortress from being a prison, they sent off all of the Scottish prisoners to be indenture men in the Colonies-all but Mac Dubh, for he was a great man, and they didna want him out o' their sight, and me, for I'd lost the arm, and was no good for hard labor. So Mac Dubh was taken somewhere else, and I was let gopardoned and set free. So ye see, it was a most fortunate accident, save only for the pain that comes on sometimes at night." He grimaced, and made as though to rub the nonexistent arm, stopping and shrugging at me in illustration of the problem. I see. So you were with Jamie in prison. I didn't know that." I was turning through the contents of my medicine chest, wondering whether a general pain reliever like willow-bark tea or horehound with fennel would work on a phantom pain. 

"Oh, ave." Innes was losing his shyness, and beginning to speak more freely. "I should have been dead of starvation by now, had Mac Dubh not come to find me, when he was released himself." 

"He went looking for you?" Out of the corner of my eye, I spotted a flash of blue, and beckoned to Mr. Willoughby, who was passing by. 

"Aye. When he was released from his parole, he came to inquire, to see whether he could trace any of the men who'd been taken to America-to see whether any might have returned." He shrugged, the missing arm exaggerating the gesture. "But there were none in Scotland, save me." 

"I sec. Mr. Willoughby, have you a notion what might be done about this?" Motioning to the Chinese to come and look, I explained the problem, and was pleased to hear that he did indeed have a notion. We stripped Innes of his shirt once again, and I watched, taking careful notes, as Mr. Willoughby pressed hard with his fingers at certain spots on the neck and torso, explaining as best he might what he was doing. 

"Arm is in the ghost world," he explained. "Body not; here in upper world. Arm tries to come back, for it does not like to be away from body. This-An-mo--press-press-this stops pain. But also we tell arm not come back." 

"And how d'ye do that?" Innes was becoming interested in the procedure. Most of the crew would not let Mr. Willoughby touch them, regarding him as heathen, unclean, and a pervert to boot, but Innes had known and worked with the Chinese for the last two years. Mr. Willoughby shook his head, lacking words, and burrowed in my medicinc box. He came up with the bottle of dried hot peppers, and shaking out a careful handfal, put it into a small dish. 

"Have fire?" he inquired. I had a flint and steel, and with these he succeedcd in kindling a spark to ignite the dried herb. The pungent smell filled
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the cabin, and we all watched as a small plume of white rose up from the dish and formed a small, hovering cloud over the dish. 
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"Send smoke of fan jiao messenger to ghost world, speak arm," Mr. Willoughby explained. Inflating his lungs and puffing out his cheeks like a blowfish, he blew lustily at the cloud, dispersing it. Then, without pausing, he turned and spat copiously on Innes's stump. 

"Why, ye heathen bugger!" limes cried, eyes bulging with fury. "D'yc dare spit on me?" 

"Spit on ghost," Mr. Willoughby explained, taking three quick steps backward, toward the door. "Ghost afraid spittle. Not come back now right away. ), I laid a restraining hand on Innes's remaining arm. "Does your missing arm hurt now?" I asked. 

The rage began to fade from his face as he thought about it. 

"Well . . . no," he admitted. Then he scowled at Mr. Willoughby. "But that doesna mean I'll have ye spit on me whenever the fancy takes ye, ye wee poutworm! " 

"Oh, no," Mr. Willoughby said, quite cool. "I not spit. You spit now. Scare you own ghost." Innes scratched his head, not sure whether to be angry or amused. "Well, I will be damned," he said finally. He shook his head, and picking up his shirt, pulled it on. "Still," he said, "I think perhaps next time, I'll try ,our tea, Mistress Fraser." 44

Forces of Nature

said Jamie, "am a fool." He spoke broodingly, watching Fergus and Marsali, who were absorbed in close conversation by the rail on the opposite side of the ship. 

"What makes you think so,"' I asked, though I had a reasonably good idea. The fact that all four of the married persons aboard were living in unwilling celibacy had given rise to a certain air of suppressed amusement among the members of the crew, whose celibacy was involuntary. 

"I have spent twenty years longing to have ye in my bed," he said, verifying my assumption, "and within a month of having ye back again, I've arranged matters so that I canna even kiss yc without sneakin' behind a hatch cover, and even then, half the time 1

look round to find Fergus looking cross-eyed down his nose at me, the little bastard! And no one to blame for it but my own foolishness. What did I think I was doing?" he demanded rhetorically, glaring at the pair across the way, who were nuzzling each other with open affection. 

"Well, Marsali is only fifteen," I said mildly. "I expect you thought you were being fatherlyor stepfatherly." 11Ayc, I did." He looked down at me with a grudging smile. "The reward for mv tender concern being that I canna even touch my own wife!" "Oh, vou can touch me," I said. I took one of his hands, caressing the

palm gently with my thumb. "You just can't engage in acts of unbridled carnality." We had had a few abortive attempts along those lines, all frustrated by either the inopportune arrival of a crew member or the sheer uncongeniality of any nook aboard the Artemi's sufficiently secluded as to be private. One late-night foray into the after hold had ended abruptly when a large rat had leapt from a stack of hides onto Jamie's bare shoulder, sending me into hysterics and depriving Jamie abruptly of any desire to continue what he was doing. 

He glanced down at our linked hands, where my thumb continued to make secret love to his palm, and narrowed his eyes at me, but let me continue. He closed his fingers gently round my hand, his own thumb feathcr-light on my pulse. The simple fact was that we couldn't keep our hands off each othcr-no more than Fergus and Marsali could-dcspite the
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fact that we knew very ,vell such behavior would lead onlx to greater frUstration. 

"Aye, well, in my own defense, I meant well," he said ruefully, smiling down into mv Cvcs. 

"Well, You know what thev say about good intentions." 

"What do they say?" His thumb was stroking gently up and down my Nrist, sending small fluttering sensations through the pit of my stomach. I thought it must be true what Mr. Willoughbv said, about sensations on one part of the body affecting another. 

"They pave the road to Hell." 1 gave his hand a squeeze, and tried to take mine away, but he wouldn't let go. 

"Mmphm." His eyes were on Fergus, who was teasing Marsali with an albatross's feather, holding her by one arm and tickling her beneath the chin as she struggled ineffectually to get away. 

"Verra true," he said. "I meant to make sure the lass had a chance to think what she was about before the matter was too late for mending. The end result of my interference being that I lie awake half the night trying not to think about you, and listening to Fergus lust across the cabin, and come up iii the morning to find the crew all grinning in their beards whenever they see me." He aimed a vicious glare at Maitland, who was passing by. The beardless cabin boy looked startled, and edged carefully away, glancing ner\ously back over his shoulder. 

LL How do you hear someone lust?" I asked, fascinated. He glanced down at me, looking mildly flustered. "Oh! Well . . . it's only . . ." 

He paused for a moment, then rubbed the bridge of his nose, which was beginning to redden in the sharp breeze. 

IL Have ye anv idea what men in a prison do, Sassenach, having no women for a verra long time?" 

"I could guess," I said, thinking that perhaps I didn't really want to hear, firsthand. He hadn't spoken to me before about his time in Ardsmuir. 

"I imagine ye could," he said dryly. "And ye'd be right, too. There's the three choices; use each other, go a bit mad, or deal with the matter by yourself, aye?" He turned to look out to sea, and bent his head slightly to look down at 'lie, a slight smile visible on his lips. "D'ye think me mad, Sassenach?" "Not most of the time," I replied honestly, turning round beside him. He laughed and shook his head ruefully. 

"No, I dinna seem able to manage it. I now and then wished I could go inad--hc said thoughtftilly "-it seemed a great deal easier than having always to think what to do nextbut it doesna seem to come natural to me. Nor does buggery," he added, with a wry twist of his mouth. 

"No, I shouldn't think so." Mcii who might iii the ordinary way recoil in 560
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horror from the thought of using another man could still bring themselves to the act, out of desperate need. Not Jamie. Knowing what I did of his experiences at the hands of Jack Randall, I suspected that he very likely would have gone mad before seeking such resort himself
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He shrugged slightly, and stood silent, looking out to sea. Then he glanced down at his hands, spread before him, clutching the rail. 

"I fought them-the soldiers who took me. I'd promised Jenny I wouldn't-she thought they'd hurt me-but when the time came, I couldna seem to help it." He shrugged again, and slowly opened and closed his right hand. It was his crippled hand, the third finger marked bv a thick scar that ran the length of the first two joints, the fourth finger's second joint fused into stiffness, so that the finger stuck out awkwardly, even when he made a fist. 

"I broke this again then, against a dragoon's jaw," he said ruefully, waggling the finger slightly. "That was the third time; the second was at Culloden. I didna mind it much. But they Put Me in chains, and I minded that a great deal." 

" I'd think you would." It was hard-not difficult, but surprisingly painful -to think of that lithe, powerfiil body subdued by metal, bound and humbled. 

"There's nay Privacy in prison," he said. "I minded that more than the fetters, I think. Day and night, always in sight of someone, wi' no guard for your thoughts but to feign sleep. As for the other . . ." He snorted briefly, and shoved the loose hair back behind his ear. "Well, ye wait for the light to go, for the only modesty there is, is darkness." The cells were not large, and the men lay close together for warmth in the night. With no modesty save darkness, and no privacy save silence, it was impossible to remain unaware of the accommodation each man made to his own needs. 

"I was in irons for more than a year, Sassenach," he said. He lifted his arms, spread them eighteen inches apart, and stopped abruptly, as though reaching some invisible limit. "I could move that far-and nay more," he said, staring at his immobile hands. "And I couldna move my hands at all without the chain makin' a sound." 

Torn between shame and need, he would wait in the dark, breathing in the stale and brutish scent of the surrounding men, listening to the murmurous breath of his companions, until the stealthy sounds nearby told him that the telltale clinking of his irons would be ignored. 

"If there's one thing I ken verra well, Sassenach," he said quietly, with a brief glance at Fergus, "It's the sound of a man makin' love to a woman who's not there." He shrugged and jerked his hands suddenly, spreading them wide on the rail, bursting his invisible chains. He looked down at me then with a halfVoyager                                   561

sivilc, and I saw the dark memories at the back of his eyes, under the mocking humor. I saw too the terrible need there, the desire strong enough to have endured loneliness and degradation, squalor and separation. 

We stood quite still, looking at each other, oblivious of the deck traffic passing by. He knew better than any man how to hide his thoughts, but he NNasn't hiding them from me. The hunger in him went bone-deep, and my own bones seemed to dis,solve in recognition of it. His hand was an inch from mine, resting on the wooden rail, long-fingered and powerful. . . . If I touched him, I thought Suddenly, he would turn and take me, here, on the deck boards, 

As though hearing my thought, he took my hand suddenly, pressing it tight against the hard muscle of his thigh. 

"How many times have we lain together, since yc came back to me?" he whispered. "Once, twice, in the brothel, Three times in the heather. And then at Lallybroch, again in Paris." His fingers tapped lightly against my wrist, one after the other, in time with my pulse. 
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"Each time, I left your bed as hungry as ever I came to it. It takes no more to ready me now than the scent of your hair brushing past my face, or the feel of your thigh against mine when we sit to eat. And to see ye stand on deck, vi' the wind pressing your gown tight to your body

The corner of his mouth twitched slightly as he looked at me. I could see the pulse beat strong in the hollow of his throat, his skin flushed with wind and desire. 

"There are moments, Sassenach, when for one copper penny, I'd have ye on the spot, back against the mast and your skirts about your waist, and devil take the bloody crew!" My fingers convulsed against his palm, and he tightened his grasp, nodding pleasantly in response to the greeting of the gunner, coming past on his way toward the quarter-gallery. The bell for the Captain's dinner sounded beneath my feet, a sweet metallic vibration that traveled up through the soles of my feet and melted the filarro,,N, of my bones. Fergus and Marsali left their play and went below, and the crew began preparations for the changing of the watch, but we stayed standing by the rail, fixed in each other's eyes, burning. 

"The Captain's compliments, Mr. Fraser, and will you be joining him for dinner," It was Maitland, the cabin boy, keeping a cautious distance as he rclaycd this message. Jamie took a deep breath, and pulled his eyes away from mine. 

"Aye, Mr. Maitland, we'll be there directly." He took another breath, Settled his coat on his shoulders, and offered me his arm. 

"Shall we go below, Sasscriach?" 
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"Just a minute." I drew my hand out of my pocket, having found what I was looking for. I took his hand and pressed the object into his palm. 

He stared down at the image of King George III in his hand, then up at me. 

"On account," I said. "Let's go and eat." 

The next day found us on deck again; though the air was still chilly, the cold was far preferable to the stuffiness of the cabins. We took our usual path, down one side of the ship and up the other, but then Jamie stopped, pausing to lean against the rail as he told me some anecdote about the printing business. 

A few feet away, Mr. Willoughby sat cross-legged in the protection of the mainmast, a small cake of wet black ink by the toe of his slipper and a large sheet of white paper on the deck before him. The tip of his brush touched the paper lightly as a butterfly, leaving surprising strong shapes behind. 

As I watched, fascinated, he began again at the top of the page. He worked rapidly, with a sureness of stroke that was like watching a dancer or a fencer, sure of his ground. One of the deckhands passed dangerously close to the edge of the paper, almost-but not quite-placing a large dirty foot on the snowy white. A few moments later, another man did the same thing, though there was plenty of room to pass by. Then the first man came back, this time careless enough to kick over the small cake of black ink as he passed. 

"Tck!" the seaman exclaimed in annoyance. He scuffed at the black splotch on the otherwise immaculate deck. "Filthy heathen! Look 'ere, wot he's done!" The second man, returning from his brief errand, paused in interest. "On the clean deck? 

Captain Raines won't be pleased, will he?" He nodded at Mr. Willoughby, mock-jovial. 

"Best hurry and lick it up, little fella, before the Captain comes." 

"Aye, that'll do; lick it up. Quick, now!" The first man moved a step nearer the seated figure, his shadow falling on the page like a blot, Mr. Willoughby's lips tightened just a
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shade, but he didn't look up. He completed the second column, righted the ink cake and dipped his brush without taking his eyes from the page, and began a third column, hand moving steadily. 

"I said," began the first seaman, loudly, but stopped in surprise as a large white handkerchief fluttered down on the deck in front of him, covering the inkblot. 

"Your pardon, gentlemen," said Jamie. "I seem to have dropped something." With a cordial nod to the seamen, he bent down and swept up the handkerchief, leaving nothing but a faint smear on the decking. The seamen
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glanced at each other, uncertain, then at Jamie. One man caught sight of the blue eyes over the blandly smiling mouth, and blanched visibly. He turned hastily away, tugging at his mate's arm. 

"Norratall, sir," he mumbled. "C'mon, Joe, we're wanted aft." Jamie didn't look either at the departing seamen or at Mr. Willoughby, but came toward me, tucking his handkerchief back in his sleeve. 

"A vcrra pleasant day, is it not, Sassenach?" he said. He threw back his 11 Ref

head, inhaling deeply.       reshing air, aye?" 

"More so for some than for others, I expect," I said, amused. The air at this particular spot on deck smelled rather strongly of the alum-tanned hides in the hold below. 

"That was kind of you," I said as he leaned back against the rail next to me. "Do you think I should offer Mr. Willoughby the use of my cabin to write? " 

Jamie snorted briefly. "No. I've told him he can use mv cabin, or the table in the mess between meals, but he'd rather be here-stubborn wee fool that he is." 

"Well, I suppose the light's better," I said dubiously, eyeing the small hunched figure, crouched doggedly against the mast. As I watched, a gust of wind lifted the edge of the paper; Mr. Willoughby pinned it at once, holding it still with one hand while continuing his short, sure brushstrokes with the other. "It doesn't look comfortable, though." 

"It's not." Jamie ran his fingers through his hair in mild exasperation. "He does it on purpose, to provoke the crew." 

"Well, if that's what he's after, he's doing a good job," I observed. "What ou earth for, though?" 

Jamie leaned back against the rail beside me, and snorted once more. "Aye, well, that's complicated. Ever met a Chinaman before, have ye?" "A few, but I suspect they're a bit different in my time," I said dryly, 

"They tend not to wear pigtails and silk pajamas, for one thing, nor do they have obsessions about ladies' feet-or if they did, they didn't tell me about it," I added, to be fair, Jamie laughed and moved a few inches closer, so that his hand on the rail brushed mine. 

"Well, it's to do wi' the feet," he said. "Or that's the start of it, anyway. See, Josie, who's one of the whores at Madame Jeanne's, told Gordon about it, and of course he's told everyone now." 

"What on earth is it about the feet?" I demanded, curiosity becoming overwhelming. 

"What does he do to them?" 

Jamie coughed, and a faint flush rose in his cheeks. "Well, it's a bit
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"YOU couldn't possibly tell me anything that would shock me," I assured him. "I hapc seen quite a lot of things in my life, you kno-,N-and a good many of them with you, come to that." 

564                         Diana Gabaldon

"I suppose yc have   'at that," he said, grinning. "Ayc, well, it's no so much what he does, bLit-wcll, in China, the highborn ladies have their feet bound." 

"I've heard of that," I said, wondering what all the fass was about. "It's supposed to make their feet small and graceful." 

Jamie snorted again. "Graceful, avc? Uve know how it's done'," And proceeded to tell me. 

"They take a tiny lassie-nay more than a year old, ayc-and turn under the toes of her feet until they touch her heel, then tic bandages about the foot to hold it so." 

"Ouch!" I said involuntarily. 

"Yes, indeed," he said dryly. "Her nanny will take the bandages off now and then to clean the foot, but puts them back directly. After some time, her x,,,ec toes rot and fall off. And by the time she's grown, the poor lassie's little more at the end of her legs than a crumple of bones and skin, smaller than the size o' my fist." His closed fist knocked softly against the wood of the rail in illustration. "But she's considered verra beautiful, then," he ended. 

"Graceful, as ye say." 

"That's pertectly disgusting!" I said. "But what has that got to do with-" I glanced at Mr. Willoughby, but he gave no sign of hearing us; the wind was blowing from him toward us, carrying our words out to sea. 

"Say this was a lassie's foot, Sassenach," he said, stretching his right hand out flat before him. "Curl the toes under to touch the heel, and what havc ye in the middle?" He curled his fingers loosely into a fist in illustration. 

"What?" I said, bewildered. Jamie extended the middle finger of his left hand, and thrust it abruptly through the center of his fist in an unmistakably graphic gesture. 

"A hole," he said succinctly. 

"You're kidding! That's why they do it?" 

His forehead furrowed slightly, then relaxed. "Oh, am I jesting, By no means, Sassenach. He says"-he nodded delicately at Mr. Willoughby"that it's a most remarkable sensation. To a man." 

"Why, that perverted little beast!" Jamie laughed at mv indignation. 

"Aye, well, that's about what the crew thinks, too. Of course, he canna get quite the same effect wi' a European woman, but I gather be . . . tries, now and then." I began to understand the general feeling of hostility toward the little Chinese. Even a short acquaintance with the crew of the Artemis had taught me that seamen on the whole tended to be gallant creatures, with a strong romantic streak -,vhcre women ,,,,crc concerncd-no doubt because they did without female company for a good part of the year. Voyager                                    565

"Hm," I said, with a glance of suspicion at Mr. Willoughby. "Well, that explains them, all right, but what about him?" 

"That's what's a wee bit complicated." Jamie's mouth curled upward in a wry smile. "See, to Mr. Yi Tien Cho, late of the Heavenly Kingdom of China, we're the barbarians." 
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"Is that so?" I glanced up at Brodie Cooper, coming down the ratlines above, the filthy, calloused soles of his feet all that was visible from below. I rather thought both sides had a point. "Even you?" 

"Oh, aye. I'm a filthy, bad-smelling gwao -fe-that means a foreign devil, ye ken-wi' the stink of a weasel-I think that's what huang-shu-1ang means -and a face like a gargoyle," he finished cheerfully. 

"He told you all that?" It seemed an odd recompense for saving someone's life. Jamie glanced down at me, cocking one eyebrow. 

"Have ye noticed, maybe, that verra small men will say anytbing to ye, when they've drink taken?" he asked. "I think brandy makes them forget their size; they think they're great hairy brutes, and swagger something fierce." 

He nodded at Mr. Willoughby, industriously painting. "He's a bit more circumspect when he's sober, but it doesna change what he thinks. It fair galls him, aye? Especially knowing that if it wasna for me, someone would likely knock him on the head or put him through the window into the sea some quiet night." 

He spoke with simple matter-of-factriess, but I hadn't missed the sideways looks directed at us by the passing seamen, and had already realized just why Jamie was passing time in idle conversation by the rail with me. If anyone had been in doubt about Mr. Willoughby's being under Jamie's protection, they would be rapidly disabused of the notion. 

"So you saved his life, gave him work, and keep him out of trouble, and he insults you and thinks you're an ignorant barbarian," I said dryly. "Sweet little fellow." 

"Aye, well." The wind had shifted slightly, blowing a lock of Jamie's hair free across his face. He thumbed it back behind his ear and leaned farther toward me, our shoulders nearly touching. "Let him say what he likes; I'm the only one who understands him." 

"Really?" I laid a hand over Jamie's where it rested on the rail. 

"Well, maybe not to say understand him," he admitted. He looked down at the deck between his feet. "But I do remember," he said softly, "what it's like to have nothing but your pride-and a friend." 

I remembered what Innes had said, and wondered whether it was the onearmed man who had been his friend in time of need. I knew what he meant; I had had Joe Abernathy, and knew what a difference it made. 

"Yes, I had a friend at the hospital . . ." I began, but was interrupted by loud exclamations of disgust emanating from under my feet. 

566                       Diana Gabaldon

"Damn! Blazing Hades! That filth-eating son of a pig-fart!" I looked down, startled, then realized, from the muffled Irish oaths proceeding from below, that we were standing directly over the galley. The shouting was loud enough to attract attention from the hands forward, and a small group of sailors gathered with us, watching in fascination as the cook's black-kerchiefed head poked out of the hatchway, glaring ferociously at the crowd. 

" Burry-arsed swabs!" he shouted. "What're ye lookin' at? Two of yer idle barstcds tumble arse down here and toss this muck over the side! D'Ve mean me to be climbin' ladders all day, and me with half a leg?" The hea   d disappeared abruptly, and with a good-natured shrug, Picard motioned to one of the younger sailors to come along below. Shortly there was a confusion of voices and a bumping of some large object down below, and a terrible smell assaulted my nostrils. 
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"Jesus Christ on a piece of toast!" I snatched a handkerchief from my pocket and clapped it to my nose; this wasn't the first smell I had encountercd afloat, and I usually kept a linen square soaked in wintergreen in my pocket, as a precaution. "What's that?" 

"By the smell of it, dead horse. A verra old horse, at that, and a long time dead.,, Jamie's long, thin nose looked a trifle pinched around the nostrils, and all around, sailors were gagging, holding their noses, and generally commenting unfavorably on the smell. Maitland and Grosman, faces averted from their burden, but slightly green nonetheless, manhandled a large cask through the hatchway and onto the deck. The top had been split, and I caught a brief glimpse of a yellowishwhite mass in the opening, glistening faintly in the sun. It seemed to be moving. Maggots, in profusion. 

"Ee-,v!" The exclamation was jerked from me involuntarily. The two sailors said nothing, their lips being pressed tightly together, but both of them looked as though they agreed with me. Together, they manhandled the cask to the rail and heaved it up and over. Such of the crew as were not otherwise employed gathered at the rail to Nvatch the cask bobbing in the wake, and be entertained by Murphy's outspokenly blasphemous opinion of the ship's chandler who had sold it to him. Manzctti, a small Italian seaman with a thick russet pigtail, was standing by the rail, loading a musket. 

"Shark," he explained with a gleam of teeth beneath his mustache, seeing me watching him. "Very good to cat." 

"Ar," said Sturgis approvingly. 

Such of the crew as were not presently occupied gathered at the stern, watching. There were sharks, I knew; Maitland had pointed out to me two dark, flexible shapes hovering in the shadow of the hull the evening before, 
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keeping pace with the ship with no apparent effort save a small and steady oscillation of sick)cd tails. 

,,There!" A shout went up from several throats as the cask jerked suddenly in the water. A pause, and Manzctti fixed his aim carefully in the vicinity of the floating cask. Another jerk, as though something had bumped it violeirtlv, and another. 

The water was a muddy gray, but clear enough for me to catch a glimpse of something moving under the Surface, fast. Another jerk, the cask heeled to Ofle side, and suddeniv tire sharp edge of a fin crcased the surface of the \vater, and a gray back showed briefly, tiny waves purling off it. 

The musket discharged next to me with a small roar and a cloud of blackpowder smoke that left MV CNTCS stinging. There was a univcrsal shout from the observers, and when the watcring of MNI CvCS        subsided, I could see a small brownish stair, spreading round the cask. 

"Did lie hit the shark, or the horscmcat," I asked Jamie, in a low-voiced aside. 

"The cask," he said with a smile. "Sri]], it's fine shooting." Sevcral more shots went wild, while the cask began to dance an agitated jig, the, frenzied sharks striking it repeatedly. Bits of white and brown fle-w from the broken cask, and a large circle of grease, rotten blood, and debris spread round the shark's feast. As though by magic, seabirds began to appcar, one and two at a time, diving for tidbits. 

"No good," said Manzetti at last, lowering the musket and wiping his face virh his sleeve. 

"Too far." He was swcating and stained from neck to hairline with black powder; the wiping left a streak of white across his eyes, like a raccoon's mask. 
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"I could relish a slab of shark," said the Captain's voice near my car. I turned to see him peering thoughtfully over the rail at the scene of carnage. "Perhaps we might lowcr a boat, Mr. Picard." 

The bosun turned with an obliging roar, and the Artemishauled her wind, coming round in a small circle to draw near the remains of the floating cask. A small boat was launched, contairring Manzetti, with musket, and three scamen armed with gaffs and rope. By the time they reached the spot, there was nothing left of the cask but a few shattered bits of wood. There was still plenty of activity     'though; the Water roiled with the sharks' 

thrashing beneath the surface, and the scene Was ricarIv obscured by a raucous cloud of seabirds. As I watched, I saw a Pointed snout rise Suddenly from the water, mouth open, scize one of the birds and disappear beneath the waves, aft in the flick of air cyclash. 

"Did you see that.. I said, aNved. I was aware, in a general way, that sharks \crc Nvellequippcd with tectli, but this practical demonstration was more striking than any number of National Geqqraphic photographs. 
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"Why, Grandmother dear, what big teeth ye have!" said Jamie, sounding suitably impressed. 

110h, they do indeed," said a genial voice nearby. I glanced aside to find Murphy grinning at my elbow, broad face shining with a savage glee. "Little good it will do the buggers, with a ball blown clean through their fucking brains!" He pounded a hamlike fist on the rail, and shouted, "Get me one of them jagged buggers, Manzetti! There's a bottle o' cookin' 

brandy waitin' if ye do! 

"Is it a personal matter to ye, Mr. Murphy?" Jamie asked politely. "Or professional concern?" 

"Both, Mr. Fraser, both," the cook replied, watching the hunt with a fierce attention. He kicked his wooden leg against the side, with a hollow clunk. "They've had a taste o' me," he said with grim relish, "but I've tasted a good many more o' them!" The boat was barely visible through the flapping screen of birds, and their screams made it hard to hear anything other than Murphy's war cries. "Shark steak with mustard!" Murphy was bellowing, eyes mere slits in an

ecstasy of revenge. "Stewed liver wi' piccalilli! I'll make soup o' yer fins, and jelly yer eyeballs in sherry wine, ye wicked barsted!" 

I saw Manzetti, kneeling in the bows, take aim with his musket, and the puff of black smoke as he fired. And then I saw Mr. Willoughby. 

I hadn't seen him jump from the rail; no one had, with all eyes fixed on the hunt. But there he was, some distance away from the melec      surrounding the boat, his shaven head glistening like a fishing float as he wrestled in the water with an enormous bird, its wings churning the water like an eggbcater. 

Alerted by my cry, Jamie tore his eyes from the hunt, goggled for an instant, and before I could move or speak, was perched on the rail himself. My shout of horror coincided with a surprised roar from Murphy, but

Jamie was gone, too, lancing into the water near the Chinaman with barely a splash. There were shouts and cries from the deck-and a shrill screech from Marsali-as everyone realized what had happened. Jamie's wet red head emerged next to Mr. Willoughby, and in seconds, he had an arm tight about the Chinaman's throat. Mr. Willoughby clung tightly to the bird, and I wasn't sure, just for the moment, whether Jamie intended rescue or
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throttling, but then he kicked strongly, and began to tow the struggling mass of bird and man back toward the ship. 

Triumphant shouts from the boat, and a spreading circle of deep red in the water. There was a tremendous thrashing as one shark was gaffed and hauled behind the small boat by a rope about its tail. Then everything was confusion, as the men in the boat noticed what else was going on in the water nearby, 

Lines were thrown over one side and then the other, and crewmen rushed Voyager                                        569

1,,Ick and forth in high CXCitC11-lent, Undccidcd whether to help with rescue or ,iiark, but at last Jarnic and his burdens were hauled in to starboard, and JUrnped dripping on the deck, while the captured shark-scvcral large bites !,I]Cll Out Of Its body by its hungry companions-was drawn in, still feebly '11appirIg, to port. 

-1c . . . sus . . . Christ," Jamie said, chest heaving. He lay flat on the JCCk, gasping like a landed fish. 

-Arc you all right?" I knelt beside hirn, and wiped the water off his face \%ith the hem of iny skirt. Hc gave me a lopsided smile and nodded, still

Jesus," he said at last, sitting LIP. He shook his hcad and sneezed. "I diouglit 1 was eaten, sure. Those fools in the boat started toward us, and tlicrc \xerc sharks all round them, under the water, bitin' at the gaffed one." Ic tenderly itiassagcd his calves. 

"It's nay doubt ovcrsensitivc of me, SasscIlacill but I've always dreaded the thought of losing a leg. It seems almost orse than bein' killed outright." 

"I'd as soon you didn't do either," I said dryly. He was beginning to S111\CI-1-I pulled off my shawl and wrapped it around his shoulders, then looked about for Mr. WilloughbN. The little Chinese, still clinging stubbornly to his prize, a young pelican iicarly as big as lie was, ignored both jarnie and the considerable abuse flung III his direction. He squclched below, dripping, protected from physical casti-ation bv the clacking bill of his captive, which discouraged anyone from ,,citing too close to him. 

nasty chUnking sound and a crow of triumph from the other side of the dcck announced Murphy's use of an ax to dispatch his erstwhile nemesis. Tlic seamen clustered round the corpse, knives drawn, to get pieces of the slmi Further enthusiastic chopping, and MurphN

Tcame strolling past, beamIII-, a choice section of tail under his arm, the huge yellow liver hanging tFoin one hand in a bag of netting, and the bloody ax slung over his shouldcr. 

"Not drowned, arc ye"' he said, ruffling Jamie's damp hair with his spare liatid. "I can't see why ye'd bother wi' the little bugger, myself, but I'll say I[ \\as bravely done. I'll brc-,N-ye up a fine broth frorn the tail, to keep off the C11ill", lie promised, and stumped off, planning menus aloud. 

"Why did lie do it'," I asked. "Mr. Willoughby, I mean." faillic shook his head and New his nose on his shirttail. 

-Dainnccl if I know. He wanted the bird, I expect, but I couldna say why. 1() cat, inavbc?" 

,\ILII-Pl1v overheard this and swung round at the head of the galley ladder, 

"Ye can't cat pelicans," he said, shaking his head in disapproval. "Fishytating, no matter how \,c cook 'cin. And God knows xvhat one's doing out
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here anyway; they're shorebirds, pelicans. Blown out by a storm I suppose. Awkward buggers." His bald head disappeared into his realm, murmuring happily of dried parsley and cayenne. 

Jamie laughed and stood up, 

"Aye, well, perhaps it's only he wants the feathers to make quills of. Come along below, Sassenach. Ye can help me dry my back." 

He had spoken jokingly, but as soon as the words were out of his mouth, his face went blank. He glanced quickly to port, where the crew was arguing and jostling over the remains of the shark, while Fergus and Marsali cautiously examined the severed head, lying gape-jawed on the deck. Then his eyes met mine, with a perfect understanding. Thirty seconds later, we were below in his cabin. Cold drops from his wet hair rained over my shoulders and slid down my bosom, but his mouth was hot and urgent. The hard curves of his back glowed warm through the soaked fabric of the shirt that stuck to them. 

"Ifrinn!" he said breathlessly, breaking loose long enough to yank at his breeches. "Christ, they're stuck to me! I carma get them off!" 

Snorting with laughter, he jerked at the laces, but the water had soaked them into a hopeless knot. 

"A knife!" I said. "Where's a knife?" Snorting myself at the sight of him, struggling frantically to get his drenched shirttail out of his breeches, I began to rummage through the drawers of the desk, tossing out bits of paper, bottle of ink, a snuffbox-everything but a knife. The closest thing was an ivory letter opener, made in the shape of a hand with a pointing finger. 

I seized upon this and grasped him by the waistband, trying to saw at the tangled laces. He yelped in alarm and backed away. 

"Christ, be careful wi' that, Sassenach! It's no going to do ye any good to get my breeks off, and ye geld me in the process!" 

Half-crazed with lust as we were, that seemed ftinny enough to double us both up laughing. 

"Here!" Rummaging in the chaos of his berth, he snatched up his dirk and brandished it triumphantly. An instant later, the laces were severed and the sopping breeks lay puddled on the floor. 

He seized me, picked me up bodily, and laid me on the desk, heedless of crumpled papers and scattered quills. Tossing my skirts up past my waist, he grabbed my hips and half-lay on me, his hard thighs forcing my legs apart. 

It was like grasping a salamander; a blaze of heat in a chilly shroud. I gasped as the tail of his sopping shirt touched my bare belly, then gasped again as I heard footsteps in the passage. 

"Stop!" I hissed in his ear. "Someone's coming!" 

"Too late," he said, with breathless certainty. "I must have ye, or die." He took me, with one quick, ruthless thrust, and I bit his shoulder hard, 
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tasting salt and wet linen, but he made no sound. Two strokes, three, and I had my legs locked tight around his buttocks, my cry muffled in his shirt, not caring either who else might be coming. 

He had me, quickJy and thoroughly, and thrust himself home, and home, and home again, with a deep sound of triumph in his throat, shuddering and shaking in my arms. 

PDF Transform

PDF Transform

Y

Y

Y

er

Y

er

B

2

B

2

B

.0

B

.0

A

A

Click here to buy

Click here to buy

w

w

w

w

w . 

w

A B B YY.com

.A B BYY.com

Two minutes later, the cabin door swung open. Innes looked slowly round the wreckage of the room. His soft brown gaze traveled from the ravaged desk to me, sitting damp and disheveled, but respectably clothed, upon the berth, and rested at last on Jamie, who sat collapsed on a stool, still clad in his wet shirt, chest heaving and the deep red color fading slowly from his face Innes's nostrils flared delicately, but he said nothing. He walked into the cabin, nodding at me, and bent to reach under Fergus's berth, whence he pulled out a bottle of brandywine. 

"For the Chinee," he said to me. "So as he mightn't take a chill." He turned toward the door and paused, squinting thoughtfully at Jamie. 

-Yc might should have Mr. Murphy make ye some broth on that same account, Mac Dubh. They do say as 'tis dangerous to get chilled after hard work, aye? Yc dirma want to take the ague." There was a faint twinkle in the mourriftil. brown depths. Jamie brushed back the salty tangle of his hair, a slow smile spreading across his face. 

"Aye, well, and if it should come to that, Innes, at least I shall die a happy man." We found out the next day what Mr. Willoughby wanted the pelican for. I found him on the afterdeck, the bird perched on a sail-chest beside him, its Nvings bound tight to its body by means of strips of cloth. It glared at me with round yellow eyes, and clacked its bill in warning. 

Mr. Willoughby was pulling in a line, on the end of which was a small, wriggling purple squid. Detaching this, he held it up in front of the pelican and said something in Chinese. The bird regarded him with deep suspicion, but didn't move. Quickly, he seized the upper bill in his hand, pulled it up, and tossed the squid into the bird's pouch. The pelican, looking surprised, gulped convulsively and swallowed it. 

`Hao-liao," Mr. Willoughby said approvingly, stroking the bird's head. He saw me watching, and beckoned me to come closer. Keeping a cautious cYc on the wicked bill, I did so. 

11 Ping An," he said, indicating the pelican. "Peaceful one." The bird erected a small crest of white feathers, for all the world as though it were pricking up its ears at its name, and I laughed. 
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:,Really? What are you going to do with him?" 

'I teach him hunt for me," the little Chinese said matter-of-factly. "You watch." I did. After several more squid and a couple of small fish had been caught and fed to the pelican, Mr. Willoughby removed another strip of soft cloth from the recesses of his costume, and wrapped this snuglv round the bird's neck. 

"Not want choke," he explained. "Not swallow fish." He then tied a length of light line tightly to this collar, motioned to me to stand back, and with a swift jerk, released the bindings that held the bird's wings. 

Surprised at the sudden freedom, the pelican waddled back and forth on the locker, flapped its huge bony wings once or twice, and then shot into the sky in an explosion of feathers. 

A pelican on the ground is a comical thing, all awkward angles, splayed feet, and gawky bill. A soaring pelican, circling over water, is a thing of wonder, graceful and primitive, startling as a pterodactyl among the sleeker forms of gulls and petrels. Ping An, the peaceful one, soared to the limit of his line, struggled to go higher, then, as though resigned, began to circle. Mr. Willoughby, eyes squinted nearly shut against the
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sun, spun slowly round and round on the deck below, playing the pelican like a kite. All the hands in the rigging and on deck nearby stopped what they were doing to watch in fascination. 

Sudden as a bolt from a crossbow, the pelican folded its wings and dived, cleaving the water with scarcely a splash. As it popped to the surface, looking mildly surprised, Mr. Willoughby began to to-w it in. Aboard once more, the pelican was persuaded with some difficulty to give up its catch, but at last suffered its captor to reach cautiously into the leathery subgular pouch and extract a fine, fat sea bream. 

Mr. Willoughby smiled pleasantly at a gawking Picard, took out a small kiiife, and slit the still-living fish down the back. Pinioning the bird in one wiry arm, he loosened the collar with his other hand, and offered it a flapping piece of bream, which Ping An eagerly snatched from his fingers and gulped. 

"His," Mr. Willoughby explained, wiping blood and scales carelessly on the leg of his trousers. "Mine," nodding toward the half-fish still sitting on the locker, now motionless. Within a week, the pelican was entirely tame, able to fly free, collared, but without the tethering line, returning to his master to regurgitate a pouchful of shining fish at his feet. When not fishing, Ping An either took up a position on the crosstrccs, much to the displeasure of the crewmen responsible for swabbing the deck beneath, or followed Mr. Willoughby around the deck, waddling absurdlv from side to side, eight-foot wings half spread for balance. 
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The crew, both impressed by the fishing and wary of Ping An's great snapping bill, steered clear of Mr. Willoughby, who made his words each day beside the mast, weather permitting, secure under the benign yellow eye of his new friend. 

I paused one day to watch Mr. Willoughby at his work, staying out of sight behind the shelter of the mast. He sat for a moment, a look of quiet sat sfaction on his face, contemplating the finished page. I couldn't read the characters, of course, but the shape of the whole thing was somehow very pleasing to look at. 

Then he glanced quickly around, as though checking to see that no one Nvas coming, picked up the brush, and with great care, added a final character, in the upper lcft corner of the page. Without asking, I knew it was his signature. 

He sighed then, and lifted his face to look out over the rail. Not inscrutab1c, by any means, his expression was filled with a dreaming delight, and I knew that whatever he saw, it was neither the ship, nor the heaving ocean beyond. 

At last, he sighed again and shook his head, as though to himself. He laid hands on the paper, and quickly, gently, folded it, once, and twice, and again. Then rising to his feet, he went to the rail, extended his hands over the water, and let the folded white shape fall. It tumbled toward the water. Then the wind caught it and whirled it upward, a bit of white receding in the distance, looking much like the gulls and terns who squawked behind the ship in search of scraps. 

Mr. Willoughby didn't stay to watch it, but turned away from the rail and N,,ent below, the dream still stamped on his small, round face. 

4Mr. Willoughby's Tale
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s we passed the center of the Atlantic gyre and headed south, the days and evenings became warm, and the off-duty crew began to congregate on the forecastle for a time after supper, to sing songs, A

dance to Brodie Cooper's fiddle, or listen to stories. With the same instinct that makes children camping in the wood tell ghost stories, the men seemed particularly fond of horrible tales of shipwreck and the perils of the sea. 

As we passed farther south, and out the realm of Kraken and sea serpent, the mood for monsters passed, and the men began instead to tell stories of their homes. It was after most of these had been exhausted that Maitland, the cabin boy, turned to Mr. Willoughby, crouched as usual against the foot of the mast, with his cup cradled to his chest. 

"How was it that you came from China, Willoughby?" Maitland asked curiously. "I've not seen more than a handful of Chinese sailors, though folk do say as there's a great many people in China. Is it such a fine place that the inhabitants don't care to take leave of it, perhaps?" 

At first demurring, the little Chinese seemed mildly flattered at the interest provoked by this question. With a bit more urging, he consented to tell of his departure from his homeland-requiring only that Jamie should translate for him, his own English being inadequate to the task. Jamie readily agreeing, he sat down beside Mr. Willoughby, and cocked his head to listen. 

"I was a Mandarin," Mr. Willoughby began, in Jamie's voice, "a Mandarin of letters, one gifted in composition. I wore a silk gown, embroidered in very many colors, and over this, the scholar's blue silk gown, with the badge of my office embroidered upon breast and back-the figure of a feng-huang --a bird of fire." 

"I think he means a phoenix," Jamie added, turning to me for a moment before directing his attention back to the patiently waiting Mr. Willoughby, who began speaking again at once. 

"I was born in Pekin, the Imperial City of the Son of Heaven-" 

"That is how they call their emperor,;, Fergus whispered to me. "Such presumption, to equate their king with the Lord Jesus!" 

"Shh," hissed several people, turning indignant faces toward Fergus. He Voyager                                    575

made a rude gesture at Maxwell Gordon, but fell silent, turning back to the Small figure sitting crouched against the mast. 

"I was found early to have some skill in composition, and while I was not at first adept in the use of brush and ink, I learned at last with great effort to niakc the representations of my brush resemble the ideas that danced like cranes within my mind. And so I came to the notice of Wu-Xien, a Mandarin of the Imperial Household, who took me to live with him, and oversaw my training. 

"I rose rapidly in merit and eminence, so that before mV twenty-sixth birthday, I had attained a globe of red coral upon my hat. And then came an Cvil wind, that blew the seeds of misfortune into my garden. It may be that I \vas cursed by an enemy, or perhaps that in my arrogance I had omitted to make proper sacrifice-for surely I was not lacking in reverence to my ancestors, being careful always to visit my family's tomb each year, and to have joss sticks always burning in the Hall of Ancestors-" 
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"If his compositions were always so long-winded, no doubt the Son of Heaven lost patience and tossed him in the river," Fergus muttered cynically. --but whatever the cause," Jamie's voice continued, "my poetry came

before the eyes of Wan-Mei, the Emperor's Second Wife. Second Wife was a woman of great power, having borne no less than four sons, and when she asked that I might become part of her own household, the request was granted at once." 

"And what was wrong wi' that?" demanded Gordon, leaning forward in interest. "A chance to get on in the world, surely?" 

Mr. Willoughby evidently understood the question, for he nodded in Gordon's direction as he continued, and Jamie's voice took up the story. "Oh, the honor was inestimable; I should have had a large house of my

oNvii within the walls of the palace, and a guard of soldiers to escort my palanquin, with a triple umbrella borne before me in symbol of my office, and perhaps even a peacock feather for my hat. My name would have been inscribed in letters of gold in the Book of Merit." 

The little Chinaman paused, scratching at his scalp. The hair had begun to sprout from the shaved part, making him look rather like a tennis ball. "However, there is a condition of service within the Imperial Household; 

all the servants of the royal wives must be eunuchs." 

A gasp of horror greeted this, followed by a babble of agitated comment, ill which the remarks "Bloody heathen!" and "Yellow bastards!" were heard to predominate. 

"What is a eunuch?" Marsali asked, looking bewildered. 

"Nothing you need ever concern yourself with, chrie,-Fergus assured her, slipping an arm about her shoulders. "So you ran, mon aml?" he addressed Mr. Willoughby in tones of deepest sympathy. "I should do the same, without doubt!" 5 76                       Diana Gabaldon

A deep murmur of heartfelt approbation reinforced this sentiment. Mr. Willoughby seemed somewhat heartened by such evident approval; he bobbed his head once or twice at his listeners before resuming his story. 

"It was most dishonorable of me to refuse the Emperor's gift. And yet-it is a grievous weakness-I had fallen in love with a woman." 

There was a sympathetic sigh at this, most sailors being wildly romantic souls, but Mr. Willoughby stopped, jerking at Jamie's sleeve and saying something to him. 

"Oh, I'm wrong," Jamie corrected himself. "He says it was not a woman'-just 'Woman'-all women, or the idea of women in general, he means. That's it?" he asked, looking down at Mr. Willoughby. 

The Chinaman nodded, satisfied, and sat back. The moon was full up by now, threequartcrs full, and bright enough to show the little Mandarin's face as he talked. 

"Yes," he said, through Jamie, "I thought much of women; their grace and beauty, blooming like lotus flowers, floating like milkweed on the wind. And the myriad sounds of them, sometimes like the chatter of ricebirds, or the song of nightingales; sometimes the cawing of crows," he added with a smile that creased his eyes to slits and brought his hearers to laughter, "but even then I loved them. 

"I wrote all my poems to Woman-sometimes they were addressed to one lady or another, but most often to Woman alone. To the taste of breasts like apricots, the warm scent of a
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woman's navel when she wakens in the "inter, the warmth of a mound that fills your hand like a peach, split with ripeness." 

Fergus, scandalized, put his hands over Marsali's ears, but the rest of his hearers were most receptive. 

"No wonder the wee fellow was an esteemed poet," Raeburn said with approval. "It's verra heathen, but I like it!" 

"Worth a red knob on your hat, anyday," Maitland agreed. 

"Almost worth learning a bit of Chinee for," the master's mate chimed in, eyeing Mr. Willoughby with fresh interest. "Does he have a lot of those poems?" Jamie waved the audience-by now augmented by most of the off-dutY hands-to silence and said, "Go on, then," to Mr. Willoughby. 

"I fled on the Night of Lanterns," the Chinaman said. "A great festival, and one when people would be thronging the streets; there would be n0 danger of being noticed by the watchmen. Just after dark, as the processions were assembling throughout the city, I put on the garments of a traveler-" 

"That's like a pilgrim," Jamie interjected, "they go to visit their ancestors' tombs far away, and wear white clothes-that's for mourning, ye ken?" 

41 -and I left my house. I made my way through the crowds without difficulty, carrying a small anonymous lantern 1 had bought-one without my name and place of residence painted on it. The watchmen were hammerVoyager                                     577

i,,g upon their bamboo drums, the servants of the great households beating Toilgs, and from the roof of the palace, fireworks were being set off in great I .    11

[)rotusion. The small round face was marked by nostalgia, as he remembered. 

- It was in a way a most appropriate farewell for a poet," he said. "Fleeing 11,11neless, to the sound of great applause. As I passed the soldiers' garrison at tile city gate, I looked back, to see the many roofs of the Palace outlined by bursting floNvers of red and gold. It looked like a magic garden-and a forbidden one, for me." Yi Tien Cho had made his Nvay without incident through the night, but had nearly been caught the next day. 

"I had forgotten in\, fingernails," he said. He spread out a hand, small and short-fingered, the nails bitten to the quicks. "For a Mandarin has long nails, as synibol that he is not obliged to work with his hands, and my own were the length of one of my finger joints." A servant at the house where he had stopped for refreshment next day saw them, and ran to tell the guard. Yi Tien Cho ran, too, and succeeded at last in eluding his pursuers by sliding into a wet ditch and lying hidden in the bushes. 

"While lying there, I destroyed my nails, of course," he said. He waggled the little finger of his right hand. "I was obliged to tear that nail out, for it had a golden da zi inlaid in it, which I could not dislodge." 

He had stolen a peasant's clothes from a bush where they had been hung to dry, leaving the torn-out nail with its golden character in exchange, and made his Nvay slowly across country toward the coast. At first he paid for his food xvith the small store of monev he had brought away, but outside Lulong he mct,,,.,ith a band of robbers, who took his money but left him his life. 
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"And after that," he said simply, "I stole food when I could, and starved \Oicn I could not. And at last the wind of fortune changed a little, and I met With a group of traveling apothecaries, on their way to the physicians' fair near the coast. In return for my skill at drawing banners for their booth and coinposing labels extolling the virtues of their medicines, they carried me along Nvith them." 

Once reaching the coast, he had made his way to the waterfront, and tried thcrc to pass himself off as a scaman, but failed utterly, as his fingers, so skilifill with brush and ink, kiicx,,, nothing of the art of knots and lines. There Wcrc several foreign ships in port; he had chosen the one whose sailors looked the most barbarous as being likely to carry him farthest away, and scizing his chance, had slipped past the deck guard and into the hold of the ,50't7fina, bound for Edinburgh. 

"You had always meant to leave the country altogether.. Fergus            asked, interested. "it seems a desperate choice." 
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"Emperor's reach very long," Mr. Willoughby said softly in English, not waiting for translation. "I am exile, or I am dead." 

His listeners gave a collective sigh at the awesome contemplation of such bloodthirsty power, and there was a moment of silence, with only the whine of the rigging overhead, while Mr. Willoughby picked up his neglected cup and drained the last drops of his grog. He set it down, licking his lips, and laid his hand once more on Jamie's arm. 

"It is strange," Mr. Willoughby said, and the air of reflection in his voice was echoed exactly by Jamie's, "but it was my joy of women that Second Wife saw and loved in my words. Yet by desiring to possess me-and my poems-she would have forever destroyed what she admired." 

Mr. Willoughby uttered a small chuckle, whose irony was unmistakable. "Nor is that the end of the contradiction my life has become. Because I could not bring myself to surrender my manhood, I have lost all elsehonor, livelihood, country. By that, I mean not only the land itself, with the slopes of noble fir trees where I spent my summers in Tartary, and the great plains of the south, the flowing of rivers filled with fish, but also the loss of myself. My parents are dishonored, the tombs of my ancestors fall into ruin, and no joss burns before their images. 

"All order, all beauty is lost. I am come to a place where the golden words of my poems are taken for the clucking of hens, and my brushstrokes for their scratchings. I am taken as less than the meanest beggar, who swallows serpents for the entertainment of the crowds, allowing passersby to draw the serpent from my mouth by its tail for the tiny payment that will let me live another day." 

Mr. Willoughby glared round at his hearers, making his parallel evident. "I am come to a country of women coarse and rank as bears." The Chinaman's voice rose passionately, though Jamie kept to an even tone, reciting the words, but stripping them of feeling. "They are creatures of no grace, no learning, ignorant, bad-smelling, their bodies gross with sprouting hair, like dogs! And these-these! disdain me as a yellow worm, so that even the lowest whores will not lie with me. 

"For the love of Woman, I am come to a place where no woman is worthy of love!" At this point, seeing the dark looks on the seamen's faces, Jamie ceased translating, and instead tried to calm the Chinaman, laying a big hand on the blue-silk shoulder. 
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"Aye, man, I quite see. And I'm sure there's no a man present would have done otherwise, given the choice. Is that not so, lads?" he asked, glancing over his shoulder with eyebrows raised significantly. 

His moral force was sufficient to extort a grudging murmur of agreement, but the crowd's sympathy with the tale of Mr. Willoughby's travails had been quite dissipated by his insulting conclusion. Pointed remarks were made
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about licentious, ungrateful heathen, and a great many extravagantly admiring compliments paid to Marsali and me, as the men dispersed aft. 

Fergus and Marsali left then, too, Fergus pausing en route to inform Mr. Villoughby that any further remarks about European women would cause him, Fergus, to be obliged to wrap his, Willoughby's, queue about his neck and strangle him with it. Mr. Willoughby ignored remarks and threats alike, merely staring straight ahead, his black eyes shining with memory and grog. Jamie at last stood up, too, and held out a hand to help me down from my cask. 

It was as we were turning to leave that the Chinaman reached down between his legs. Completely without lewdness, he cupped his testicles, so that the rounded mass pressed against the silk. He rolled them slowly in the palm of his hand, staring at the bulge in deep meditation. 

"Sometime," he said, as though to himself, "I think not worth it." 6

4

We Meet a Porpoise

had been conscious for some time that Marsali was tryiiig to get tip the nerve to speak to me. I had thought site would, sooner or later; whatever her feelings toward me, I was the only other vvomau aboard. I did illy

best to help, smiling kindly and saying "Good morning," but the first move would have to be hers. 

She made it, finallv, in the middle of the Atlantic Ocean, a month after we had left Scotland. 

I was writing in our shared cabin, making Surgical notes ou a minor ainputation-two smashed toes on one of the forcdcck hands. I had just COMpleted a drawing of the surgical site, xvhcn a shadow darkened the doorway of the cabin, and I looked up to see Marsali standing there, chin thrust Out Pugnaciously. 

"I need to knox something," she said firrnlv. "I diuria like vc, and I reckon ve ken that, but Da savs vou'rc a xviseNN"oman, and I thii         Iik NIOU'rc mavbc an honest woman, even if yc arc a whore, SO VOU'll inavbc tell me." 

There were any number of possible responses to this remarkable stateinent, but I refrained from making any of them. 

"Mavbc I will," I said, putting clown the pen. "What is it \'0i1 need to kriow?' 

Seeing that I wasn't angry, she slid into the cabin and sat       down on the stool, the only available spot. 

"Weel, it's to do \N,i' bairns," she explained. "And how \,e      get them." I raised one cN,cbro\\-. "Your mother didn't tell vou where babies corric from?" She snorted impaticutly, her small blond brows         knotted in fierce scorn. "0' course I ken where they conic front! Any fool knows that much. Ye let a man put his prick between
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your ]cgs, and there's the devil to pay, nine months later. What I want to knoxv is how yc dont get them." 

"I sec." I regarded her with considerable interest. "You don't watit a child? Er . . . Once VOU're properly utarricd, I mean? Nlost young \\oiiicn seem to." 

"Well," she said slowly, twisting a handful of her dress. -I     think I inaybc Would like a babe sometime. For itself, I mean. If it inavbc had dark hair, like
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Fergus." A hint of dreaminess flitted across her face, but then her expression hardened once more. 

"But I can't," she said. "Why not?" 

She pushed out her lips, thinking, then pulled them in again. "Well, because of Fergus. We havcna lain together yet. We havena been able to do inorc than kiss each other now and again behind the hatch covers-thanks to Da and his bloody-minded notions," she added bitterly. 

"Amen," I said, with some wryness. "Eh?)' 

"Never mind." I waved a hand, dismissing it. "What has that got to do with not wanting babies?" 

"I want to like it," she said matter-of-factly. "When we get to the prick part." I bit the inside of my lower lip. 

"I . . . cr . . . imagine that has something to do with Fergus, but I'm afraid I don't quite see what it has to do with babies." 

Marsali eved me warily. Without hostility for once, more as though she were estimating me in some fashion. 

"Fergus likes ye," she said. 

"I'm fond of him, too," I answered cautiously, not sure where the conversation was heading. "I've known him for quite a long time, ever since he was a boy." She relaxed suddenly, some of the tension going out of the slender shoulders. 

"Oh. You'll know about it, then-where he was born?" Suddenly I understood her wariness. ILThe brothel in Paris? Yes, I know about that. He told you, then?" She nodded. "Aye, he did. A long time ago, last Hogmanay." Well, I supposed a year was a long time to a fifteen-year-old. 

IL That's when I told him I loved him," she went on. Her eyes were fixed on her skirt, and a faint tinge of pink showed in her cheeks. "And he said he loved me, too, but my mother wasna going to ever agree to the match. And I said why not, there was nothing so awful about bein' French, not everybody could be Scots, and I didna think his hand mattered a bit eithcr-aftcr all, there was Mr. Murray wi' his wooden leg, and Mother liked him well etiough-but then he said, no, it was none of those things, and then he told ine-about Paris, I mean, and being born in a brothel and being a pickpocket until he met Da." She raised her eyes, a look of incredulitv in the light blue depths. "I think he thought I'd mind," she said, wondcringly. "He tried to go away, and said he Nvouldna see me anymore. Well--she shrugged, tossing her fair hair out
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of the ,vay, "I soon took   care of that." She looked at me straight on, then, hands claspcd in her lap. 

,,It's just I didna want  to mention it, in case ye didn't know already. But since yc do . . . well, it's no Fergus I'm worried about. He says he knows what to do, and I'll like it fine, once we're past the first time or two. But that's not what my Main told me." 

"What did she tell \,on?" I asked, fascinated. 

A small line showed between the light brows. "Well                    Marsali said slo\vly, "it

,vasna so much she said it-though she did say, Nvhcn I told her about Fergus and me, that he'd do terrible things to me because of living wi' whores and having one for a mother-it was more she . . . she acted like it. " 

Her face was a rosy pink now, and she kept her eyes in her lap, where her fingers twisted themselves in the folds of her skirt. The wind seemed to be picking up; small strands of blond hair rose gent1v from her head, waftcd by the breeze from the -,vindo-,v. 

"When I started to b1ced the first time, she told me what to do, and about hov it was part o' 

the curse of Eve, and I must just put up xvi' it. And I said, what,,vas the curse of Eve? And she read me from the Bible all about how St. Paul said ,,v,omcn -,vcrc terrible, filthy sinners because of what Eve did, but the\, could still be saved by suffering and bearing children." 

"I never did think a lot of St. Paul," I observed, and she looked up, startled. 

"But he's in the Bible!" she said, shocked. 

"So arc a lot of other things," I said dryly. "Heard that story about Gideon and his daughter, have you? Or the fellow who sent his ladv out to be raped to death by a crowd of ruffians, so they wouldn't get him? God's chosen men, just like Paul. But go on, do." She gaped at me for a minute, but then closed her mouth and nodded, a little stunned. 

"Aye, well. Mother said as how it meant I was nearlV old enough to be Nvcd, and when I did marry, I must be sure to remember it was a woman's dun, to do as her husband wanted, whether she liked it or no. And she looked so sad xvhcn she told me that . . . I thought whatever a woman's dury was, it must be awful, and from what St. Paul said about suffering and bearing children . . ." 

She stopped and sighed. I sat quictlx    T, waiting. When she resumed, it was haltingly, as though she had trouble choosing her words. 

"I canna remember my father. I was only three \,,,hen the English took him awaN,. But I Xv as old enough when my mother Nved-,ved Jamic-to see how it xN-as between them." She bit her lip; she wasn't used to calling Jamie bv his narne. 

"Da-Jamie, I mean-he's kind, I think; he aNvavS was to Joari and me. 
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But I'd see, when he'd lay his hand on my mother's waist and try to draw her close-she'd shrink away from him." She gnawed her lip some more, then continued. 

"I could see she was afraid; she didna like him to touch her. But 1 couldna see that he ever did anything to be afraid of, not where we could see-so I thought it must be something he did when they were in their bed, alone. Joan and I used to wonder what it could be; Main never had marks on her face or her arms, and she didna limp when she walked-not like Magdalen Wallacc, whose husband always beats her when he's drunk on market dayso we didna think Da hit her." 

Marsali licked her lips, dried by the warm salt air, and I pushed the jug of water toward her. She nodded in thanks and poured a cupful. 

"So I thought," she said, eyes fixed on the stream of water, "that it must be because Main had had childrcn-had us-and she knew it would be terrible again and so she didna want to go to bed with-,%vith Jamie for fear of it." 

She took a drink, then set down the cup and looked at me directly, firming her chin in challenge. 

"I saw ye with my Da," she said. "Just that minute, before he saw me. II think ye liked what he was doing to you in the bed." 

I opened my mouth, and closed it again. 

"Well . . . yes," I said, a little weakly. "I did." She grunted in satisfaction. "Mmphm. And ye like it when he touches ye; I've seen. Well, then. Yc havena got any children. And I'd heard there are ways not to have them, only nobody seems to know just how, but you must, bein' a wisewoman and all." She tilted her head to one side, studying me. 

"I'd like a babe," she admitted, "but if it's got to be a babe or liking Fergus, then it's Fergus. So it won't be a babe-if you'll tell me how." 

I brushed the curls back behind my ear, wondering where on earth to start. 

"Well," I said, drawing a deep breath, "to begin with, I have had children." Her eyes sprang wide and round at this. "Ye do? Does Da-does Jamie know?" 

"Well, of course he does," I replied testily. "They were his." 

"I never heard Da had any bairns at all.   11 The pale eyes narrowed with suspicion. 

"I don't imagine he thought it was any of your business," I said, perhaps a trifle more sharply than necessary. "And it's not, either," I added, but she just raised her brows and went on looking suspicious. 

"The first baby died," I said, capitulating. "In France. She's buried there. My-our second daughter is grown now; she was born after Culloden." 
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"So he's never seen her? The grown one?" Marsali spoke slowly, frowning. I shook my head, unable to speak for a moment. There seemed to be something stuck in my throat, and I reached for the water. Marsali pushed the jug absently in my direction, leaning against the swing of the ship. 

"That's verra sad," she said softly, to herself. Then she glanced up at me, frowning once more in concentration as she tried to work it all out. 

"So ye've had children, and it didna make a difference to you? Mmphm. But it's been a long while, then-did ye have other men whilst ye were away in France?" Her lower lip came up over the upper one, making her look very much like a small and stubborn bulldog. 

"That," I said firmly, putting the cup down, "is definitely none of your business. As to whether childbirth makes a difference, possibly it does to some women, but not all of them. But whether it does or not, there arc good reasons why you might not want to have a child right away." 

She withdrew the pouting underlip and sat up straight, interested. "So there is a way?" 

"There are a lot of ways, and unfortunately most of them don't work," I told her, with a pang of regret for my prescription pad and the reliability of contraceptive pills. Still, I remembered well enough the advice of the maitresses sage-femme, the experienced midwives of the F16pital dcs Anges, where I had worked in Paris twenty years before. 

"Hand me the small box in the cupboard over there," I said, pointing to the doors above her head. "Yes, that one. 

"Some of the French midwives make a tea of bayberry and valerian," I said, rummaging in my medicine box. "But it's rather dangerous, and not all that dependable, I don't think." 

"D'ye miss her?" Marsali asked abruptly. I glanced up, startled. "Your daughter?" Her face was abnormally expressionless, and I suspected the question had more to do with Laoghaire than with me. 

"Yes," I said simply. "But she's grown; she has her own life." The lump in my throat was back, and I bent my head over the medicine box, hiding my face. The chances of Laoghairc ever seeing Marsah again were just about as good as the chances that I would ever see Brianna; it wasn't a thought I wanted to dwell on. 

"Here," I said, pulling out a large chunk of cleaned sponge. I took one of the thin surgical knives from the fitted slots in the lid of the box and carefully sliced off several thin pieces, about three inches square. I searched through the box again and found the small bottle of tansy oil, with which I careffilly saturated one square under Marsali's fascinated gaze. 

"All right," I said. "That's about how much oil to use. If you haven't any oil, you can dip the sponge in vinegar-even wine will work, in a pinch. You
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I'Llt the bit of sponge NvcII tip inside you before you go to bed with a maniiiind you do it even the first time; you can get with child from even once." 

.\Iarsall nodded, her cvcs wide, and touched the sponge gciit]Nl with a torcfinger. "AN'C' 

And-a  nd after' Do I take it Out again, or-" 

An urgent shout frorri above, coupled with a sudden heeling of the Artewis as she backed her niainsails, put an abrupt end to the conversation. ,,()inething was happening up above. 

"I'll tell VOU later," I said, pushing the sponge and bottle toward her, and iicadcd for the passage. 

jainic was standing with the Captain on the afterdcck, watching the approach of a large ship behind us. She was perhaps three times the size of the ,-Irtcknis, three-masted, with a perfect forest of rigging and sail, through %\ hich small black figures hopped like fleas on a bedsheet. A puff of white tnokc floated in her wake, token of a cannon recently fired. 

"Is she firing on us"' I asked in amazement. 

"No," Jamie said grimIN,. "A warning shot only. She incans to board us." "('an the\,?" I addressed the question to Captain Raines, who was looking C\c1i more glUrn than usual, the clownturned corners of his mouth sunk in iiis beard. 

"Thev can," he said. "We'll not Outrun her in a stiff breeze like this, on the open sea." 

"What is she?" Her ensign flew, at the masthead, but seen against the SUI-1 at this distance, it looked completely black. 

Jamie glanced down at me, expressionless. "A British man-o-war, Sassciiach. Sevcrity-four guns. Perhaps Nlc'd best go bclow." 

This was bad iic,,N,s. While Britain was no longer at war with France, rclations between the two countries were by no means cordial. And while the i1cmis was ariticcl, she had on1v four twelve-pound guns; sufficient to deter ,,jiiall pirates, but no match for a man-ofwar. 

"What can they want of US?" Jamie asked the Captain. Raines shook his head, his soft, plurnp face set grimIx. 

"Likely pressing," he answered. "She's shorthanded; 'OU can see by her 1'.4ing-and her forecleck all ahoo," he noted disapprovinglN, cN cs fixed oil the inan-of

\\,at, noxv looming as she drew alongside. He glanced at Jamie. 

Fhcv can press any of our hands who look to be British-which is something like half the crew. And \'Ourself, Mr. Fraser-unless NIOU "vish to pass

6or French"' 

"Dainn," Jamie said softly. He glanced at me and frowned. "Did I not tell Yc to get bclow?" 

"YOU did," I said, not going. I drcNN, closer to him, my eyes fixed on the inati-of-war, where a small boat was noxv being lowered. One officer, in a ,,ildcd coat and laced hat, was climbing down the side. 
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"If they press the British hands," I asked Captain Raines, "what will happen to them?" 

"They'll serve aboard the Porpoise-that's her," he nodded at the man-ofwar, which sported a puff-lipped fish as the figurehead, "as members of the Royal Navy. She may release the pressed hands when she reaches port-or she may not." 

"What? You mean they can just kidnap men and make them serve as sailors for as long as they please?" A thrill of fear shot through me, at the thought of Jamie's being abruptly taken away. 

"They can," the Captain said shortly. "And if they do, we'll have a job of it to reach Jamaica ourselves, with half a crew." He turned abruptly and went forward, to greet the arriving boat. 

Jamie gripped my elbow and squeezed. 

"They'll not take Innes or Fergus," he said. "They'll help ye to hunt for Young Ian. If they take us"-I noted the "us" with a sharp pang -"you'll go on to Jared's place at Sugar Bay, and search from there." He looked down and gave me a brief smile. "I'll meet ye there," he said, and gave my elbow a reassuring squeeze. "I canna say how long it might be, but I'll come to ye there." 

"But you could pass as a Frenchman!" I protested. "You know you could!" He looked at me for a moment, and shook his head, smiling faintly. "No," he said softly. "I canna let them take my men, and stay behind, hiding under a Frenchman's name." 

"But-" I started to protest that the Scottish smugglers were not his men, had no claim on his loyalty, and then stopped, realizing that it was useless. The Scots might not be his tenants or his kin, and one of them might well be a traitor. But he had brought them here, and if they went, he would go with them. 

"Dinna inind it, Sassenach," he said softly. "I shall be all right, one way or the other. But I think it is best if our name is Malcolm, for the moment." He patted my hand, then released it and went forward, shoulders braced

to meet whatever was coming. I followed, more slowly. As the gig pulled alongside, I saw Captain Raines's eyebrows rise in astonishment. 

"God save us, what is this?" he murmured under his breath, as a head appeared above the Artemis's rail. 

It was a young man, evidently in his late twenties, but with his face drawn and shoulders slumping with fatigue. A uniform coat that was too big for him had been tugged on over a filthy shirt, and he staggered slightly as the deck of the Artemis rose beneath him. 

"You arc the captain of this ship?" The Englishman's eyes were redrimmed from tiredness, but he picked Raines from the crowd of grim-faced hands at a glance. "I am acting captain Thomas Leonard, of His Majesty's
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ship Porpoise. For the love of God," he said, speaking hoarsely, "have you a surgeon aboard?" 

Over a warily offered glass of port below, Captain Leonard explained that the Porpoise had suffered an outbreak of some infectious plague, beginning some four weeks before. 

"Half the crew are down with it," he said, wiping a crimson drop from his stubbled chin. 

"We've lost thirty men so far, and look fair to lose a lot more. " 

"You lost your captain?" Raines asked. 

Leonard's thin face flushed slightly. "The-the captain and the two senior lieutenants died last week, and the surgeon and the surgeon's mate, as well. I was third lieutenant." That explained both his surprising youth and his nervous state; to be landed suddenly in sole command of a large ship, a crew of six hundred men, and a rampant infection aboard, was enough to rattle anyone. 

"If you have anyone aboard with some medical experience                    He looked hopeffilly from Captain Raines to Jamie, who stood by the desk, frowning slightly. 

"I'm the Artemis's surgeon, Captain Leonard," I said, from my place in the doorway. "What symptoms do your men have?" 

"You?" The young captain's head swiveled to stare at me. His jaw hung slackly open, showing the furred tongue and stained teeth of a tobaccochewer. 

"My wife's a rare healer, Captain," Jamie said mildly. "If it's help ye came for, I'd advise ye to answer her questions, and do as she tells ye." 

Leonard blinked once, but then took a deep breath and nodded. "Yes. Well, it seems to start with griping pains in the belly, and a terrible flux and vomiting. The afflicted men complain of headache, and they have considerable fever. They . . ." 

"Do some of them have a rash on their bellies?" I interrupted. He nodded eagerly. "They do. And some of them bleed from the arse as well. Oh, I beg pardon, ma'am," he said, suddenly flustered. "I meant no offense, only that-" 

"I think I know what that might be," I interrupted his apologies. A feeling of excitement began to grow in me; the feeling of a diagnosis just under my hands, and the sure knowledge of how to proceed with it. The call of trumpets to a warhorse, I thought with wry amusement. "I'd need to look at them, to be sure, but-" 

"My wife would be pleased to advise ye, Captain," Jamie said firmly. "But I'm afraid she canna go aboard your ship." 
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"Are you sure?" Captain Leonard looked from one to the other of us, eyes desperate with disappointment. "If she could only look at my crew . . ." "No," Jamie said, at the same moment I replied, "Yes, of course!" There was an awkward silence for a moment. Then Jamie rose to his feet, 

said politely, "You'll excuse us, Captain Leonard?" and dragged me bodily out of the cabin, down the passage to the afterhold. 

"Are yc daft?" he hissed, still clutching me by one arm. "Yc canna be thinking of setting foot on a ship wi' the plague! Risk your life and the crew and Young Ian, all for the sake of a pack of Englishmen?" 

"It isn't plague," I said, struggling to get free. "And I wouldn't be risking my life. Let go of my arin, you bloody Scot!" 

He let go, but stood blocking the ladder, glowering at me. 

"Listen," I said, striving for patience. "It isn't plague; I'm almost sure it's typhoid fever-the rash sounds like it. I can't catch that, I've been vaccinated for it." Momentary doubt flitted across his face. Despite my explanations, he was still inclined to consider germs and vaccines in the same league with black magic. 

"Ave?" he said skeptically. "Well, perhaps that's so, but still

"Look," I said, groping for words. "I'm a doctor. They're sick, and I can do something about it. I . . . it's . . . well, I have to, that's all!" Judging from its effect, this statement appeared to lack something in eloquence. Jamie raised one eyebrow, inviting me to go on. I took a deep breath. How should I explain it-the need to touch, the compulsion to heal? In his own way, Frank had understood. Surely there was a way to make it clear to Jamie. 

"I took an oath," I said. "When I became a physician." Both eyebrows went up. "An oath?" he echoed. "What sort of oath?" I had said it aloud only the one time. Still, I had had a framed copy in my office; Frank had given it to me, a gift when I graduated from medical school. I swallowed a small thickening in my throat, closed my eyes, and read what I could remember from the scroll before my mind's eye. 

"I sivear ky Apollo the physician, by Aesculapius, Hygela, and Panacea, and I take to witness all the gods, all the goddesses, to keep according to my ability and my judgment the following Oath:

I will prescribe regimen for the good of my patients according to my ability and my judgment and never do harm to anyone. To please no one will I prescribe a deadly drug, norgive advice which may cause his death. But I will preserve the purl .q of my life and my art. In every house ivhere I come I will enter only fir the good of my patients, keeping myselffar from all intentional ill-doing and all seduction, and especiallyfrom the pleasures of love with women or with men, be they free or slaves. All that may come to my knowledge in the exercise of my Professi.on or outside o my profession or in daily commerce with If
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wen, -which ought not to be spread abroad, I )vill keep secret and ivill never reveal. If I keep this oath faithfully, may I enjoy ;ny life and practice my art, rcspected by all men and in all times; but if I nverpe from it or violate it, may the reverse be my lot." I opened my eyes, to find him looking down at me thoughtfully. "Er . . . parts of it are just for tradition," I explained. 

The corner of his mouth twitched slightly. "I see," he said. "Well, the first part sounds a wee bit pagan, but I like the part about how ye willna seduce anyone. 11 1 thought you'd like that one," I said dryly. "Captain Leonard's virtue is safe with me." He gave a small snort and leaned back against the ladder, running one hand slowly through his hair. 

"Is that how it's done, then, in the company of physicians'," he asked. "Ye hold yourself bound to help whoever calls for it, even an enemy?" 

"It doesn't make a great difference, you know, if they're ill or hurt," I looked up, searching his face for understanding. 

"Aye, well," he said slowly. "I've taken an oath now and then, myselfand none of them lightly." He reached out and took my right hand, his fingers resting on my silver ring. 

"Some weigh heavier than others, though," he said, watching my face in turn. He was very close to me, the sun from the hatchway overhead striping the linen of his sleeve, the skin of his hand a deep ruddy bronze where it cradled inv own white fingers, and the glinting silver of my wedding ring. 

It does," I said softly, speaking to his thought. "You know it does." I laid my other hand against his chest, its gold ring glowing in a bar of sunlight. "But where one vow can be kept, without damage to another . . . ?" 

He sighed, deeply enough to move the hand on my chest, then bent and kissed me, very gently. 

"Aye, well, I wouldna have ye be forsworn," he said, straightening up with a wry twist to his mouth. "You're sure of this vaccination of yours? It does work?" 

"It works," I assured him. 

"Perhaps I should go with yel" he said, frowning slightly. 

"You can't-you haven't been vaccinated, and typhoid's awftilly contagious." 

"You're only thinking it's typhoid, from what Leonard savs," he pointed out. "Ye dinna ken for sure that it's that." 

"No," I admitted. "But there's only one way to find out." I was assisted up onto the deck of the Porpoise by means of a bosun's chair, a terrorizing swing over empty air and frothing sea. I landed ignominiously
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in a sprawl on the deck. Once I regained my feet, I was astonished to find how solid the deck of the man-of-war felt, compared to the tiny, pitching quarterdeck of the Artemis, far below. It was like standing on the Rock of Gibraltar. 

My hair had blown loose during the trip betwecn the ships; I twisted it up and repinncd it as best I could, then reached to take the medicine box I had brought from the midshipman who held it. 

"You'd best show me where they are," I said. The wind was brisk, and I was aware that it was taking a certain amount of work on the part of both crews to keep the two ships close together, even as both drifted leeward. 

It was dark in the tween-decks, the confined space lit by small oil lamps that hung from the ceiling, swaying gently with the rise and fall of the ship, so that the ranks of hammocked men lay in deep shadow, blotchedwith dim patches of light from above. They looked like pods of whales, or sleeping sea beasts, lying humped and black, side by side, swaying with the movement of the sea beneath. 

The stench was overpowering. What air there was came down through crude ventilator shafts that reached the upper deck, but that wasn't a lot. Worse than unwashed scamen was the reek of vomitus and the ripe, throatclogging smell of blood-strcaked diarrhea, which liberally spattered the decking bcricath the hammocks, where sufferers had been too ill to reach the few available chamber pots. My shoes stuck to the deck, coming awav with a nasty sucking noise as I made my way cautiously into the area. 

"Give me a better light," I said peremptorily to the apprehensive -looking young midshipman who had been told off to accompany me. He was holding a kerchief to his face and looked both scared and miserable, but he obeyed, holding LIP the lantern he carried so that I could peer into the nearest hammock. 

The occupant groaned and turned awav his face as the light struck him. He was flushed with fever, and his skin hot to the touch. I pulled his shirt up and felt his stomach; it too was hot, the skin distended and hard. As I prodded gently here and there, the man writhed like a worin on a hook, uttering piteous groans. 

"It's all right," I said soothingly, urging him to flatten out again. "Yes, IT help you,-it will feel better soon. Let me look into your eyes, now. Yes, that's right." I pulled back the cyclid; his pupil shrank in the light, leaving his eyes brown and redrinimcd with suffering. 

"Christ, take away the light!" he gasped, Jerking his head away. "It splits my head!" Fever, voiniting, abdominal cramps, headache. 

"Do \,on have chills," I asked, waving back the midshipman's lantern. The answer was more a moan than a word, but in the affirmative. Even in
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the shadows, I could see that many of the men in the hammocks were \vrapped in their blankets, though it was stifling hot here below. 

If not for the headache, it could be simple gastroenteritis-but not with this many men stricken. Something very contagious indeed, and I was fairly Sure what. Not malaria, comingfrom Europe to the Caribbean. Typhus,,vas             a possibility; spread by the common body louse, it was prone to rapid spread in close quarters like these, and the symptoms -,vcrc similar to those I saw around me-with one distinctive difference. That seaman didn't have the characteristic belly rash, nor the next, but the third one did. The light red rosettes were plain on the clammy white skin. I pressed firmly on one, and it disappeared, blinking back into existence a moment later, as the blood returned to the skin. I squeezed my way between the hammocks, the heavy, sweating bodies pressing in on me from either side, and made my way back to the companionway where Captain Leonard and two more of his midshipmen waited for me. 

"It's typhoid," I told the Captain. I was as sure as I could be, lacking a microscope and blood culture. 

"Oh?" His drawn face remained apprehensive. "Do you know what to do for it, Mrs. Malcolm?" 

"Yes, but it won't be easy. The sick men need to be taken above, washed thoroughly, and laid where they can have fresh air to breathe. Beyond that, it's a matter of nursing; thev'11

need to have a liquid dict-and lots of water -boiled water, that's very important!-and sponging to bring down the fever. The most important thing is to avoid infecting any more of your crew, though. There are several things that need to be done-" 

"Do them," he interrupted. "I shall give orders to have as many of the healthy men as can be spared to attend vou; order them as you Nvill." "Well," I said, with a dubious glance at the surroundings. "I can make a

start, and tell you how to be going on, but it's going to be a big job, Captain Raines and my husband will be anxious to be on our Nvay." 

"Mrs. Malcolm," the Captain said earnestly, "I shall be eternally grateful for any assistance you can render us. We are most urgently bound for Jamaica, and unless the remainder of mv crew can be saved from this Nvicked illness, we will never reach that island.';He spoke with profound seriousness, and I felt a twinge of pity for him. 

"All right," I said with a sigh. "Send me a dozen healthy crewmen, for a start." Climbing to the quarterdeck, I went to the rail and waved at Jamie, who was standing by the Artemis's wheel, looking upward. I could see his face clearly, despite the distance; it was worried, but relaxed into a broad smile when he saw me. 

"Are ye comin' down now?" he shouted, cupping his hands. 

"Not yet!" I shouted back. "I need two hours!" Holding up two fingers
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592                       Diana Gabaldon

to make my meaning clear in case he hadn't heard, I stepped back from the rail, but not before 1 saw the smile fade from his face. He'd heard. 

I saw the sick men removed to the afterdeck, and a crew of hands set to strip them of their filthy clothes, and hose and sponge them with seawater from the pumps. I was in the galley, instructing the cook and galley crew in food-handling precautions, when I felt the movement of the deck under my feet. 

The cook to whom I was talking snaked out a hand and snapped shut the latch of the cupboard behind him. With the utmost dispatch, he grabbed a loose pot that leapt off its shelf, thrust a large ham on a spit into the lower cupboard, and whirled to clap a lid on the boiling pot hung over the galley fire. 

I stared at him in astonishment. I had seen Murphy perform this same odd ballet, whenever the Artemis cast off or changed course abruptly. "What-" I said, but then abandoned the question, and headed for the

quarterdeck, as fast as I could go. We were under way; big and solid as the Porpoise was, I could feel the vibration that ran through the keel as she took the wind. I burst onto the deck to find a cloud of sails overhead, set and drawing, and the Artemis falling rapidly behind us. Captain Leonard was standing by the helinsman, looking back to the Artemis, as the master bawled commands to the men overhead. 

"What are vou doing?" I shouted. "You bloody little bastard, what's going on here ?11

The Captain glanced at me, plainly embarrassed, but with his jaw set stubbornly. I 'we must get to Jamaica with the utmost dispatch," he said. His cheeks were chapped red with the rushing sea wind, or he might have blushed. "I am sorry, Mrs. Malcolm-indecd I regret the necessity, but-" 

"But nothing!" I said, furious. "Put about! Heave to! Drop the bloody anchor! You can't take me away like this!" 

"I regret the necessity," he said again, doggedly. "But I believe that we require your continuing services most urgently, Mrs. Malcolm. Don't worry," he said, striving for a reassurance that he didn't achieve. He reached out as though to pat my shoulder, but then thought better of it. His hand dropped to his side. 

"I have promised your husband that the navy will provide you accommodation in Jamaica until the Artemis arrives there." 

He flinched backward at the look on my face, evidently afraid that I might attack him-and not without reason. 

"What do you mean you promised rny husband?" 1 said, through gritted teeth. "Do you mean that J-that Mr. Malcolm permitted you to abduct

me)" 
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"Er . . . no. No, he didn't." The Captain appeared to be finding the interview a strain. He dragged a filthy handkerchief from his pocket and \,ipcd his brow and the back of his neck. 

"He was most intransigent, I'm afraid." 

"Intransigent, ch? Well, so am P" I stamped my foot on the deck, aiming for his toes, and missing only because he leapt agilely backward. "If you expect me to help you, you bloody kidnapper, just bloody think again

The Captain tucked his handkerchief away and set his jaw. "Mrs. Malcolm. You compel me to tell you what I told your husband. The Artemis sails under a French flag, and with French papers, but more than half her crew are Englishmen or Scots. I could have pressed these men to service here-and I badly need them. Instead, I have agreed to leave them unmolested, in return for the gift of your medical knowledge."So you've decided to press me instead. And my husband agreed to this . this bargain?" 

"No, he didn't," the young man said, rather dryly. "The captain of the Artemis, however, perceived the force of my argument." He blinked down at me, his eyes swollen from days without sleep, the too-big jacket flapping around his slender torso. Despite his youth and his slovenly appearance, he had considerable dignity. 

"I must beg your pardon for what must seem the height of ungentlemanly behavior, Mrs. Malcolm-but the truth is that I am desperate," he said simply. "You may be our only chance. I must take it." 

I opened my mouth to reply, but then closed it. Despite my fury-and my profound unease about what Jamie was going to say when 1 saw him agamI fclt some sympathy for his position. It was quite true that he stood in danger of losing most of his crew, without help. Even with my help, we Nvould lose some-but that wasn't a prospect I cared to dwell on. 

"All right," I said, through my teeth. "All . . . right!" I looked out over the rail, at the dwindling sails of the Artemis. I wasn't prone to seasickness, but I felt a distinct hollowing in the pit of my stomach as the ship-and Jainie-fell far behind. "I wouldn't appear to have a lot of choice in the matter. If you can spare as many men as possible to scrub down the tNvecndecks-oh, and have you any alcohol on board?" 

He looked mildlT surprised. "Alcohol? Well, there is the rum for the hands' grog, and possibly some wine from the gun room locker. Will that do? " 

"If that's what you have, it will have to do." I tried to push aside my own emotions, long enough to deal with the situation. "I suppose I must speak to the purser, then." 

"Yes, of course. Come with me." Leonard started toward the companionway that led belowdecks, then, flushing, stood back and gestured awkwardlN
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to let me go first-Icst my descent expose my lower limbs indelicately, 1 supposed. Biting my lip with a mixture of anger and amusement, I went. 

I had just reached the bottom of the ladder when I heard a confusion of voices above. 

"No, I tell 'ee, the captain's not to be disturbed! Whatever you have to say will-" 

"Leave go! I tell you, if you don't let me speak to him now, it will be too late! " And then Leonard's voice, suddenly sharp as he turned to the interlopers. "Stevens? What is this? What's the matter?" 

"No matter, sir," said the first voice, suddenly obsequious. "Only that Tompkins here is sure as he knows the cove what was on that ship-the big un, with the red hair. He says-" 

"I haven't time," the captain said shortly. "Tell the mate, Tompkins, and I shall attend to it later." 

I was, naturally, haffivay back up the ladder by the time these words were spoken, and listening for all I was worth. 

The hatchway darkened as Leonard began the backward descent down the ladder. The young man glanced at me sharply, but I kept my face carefully blank, saying only, "Have you many food stores left, Captain? The sick men will need to be fed very carefully. I don't suppose there would be any milk aboard, but-" 

"Oh, there's milk," he said, suddenly more cheerful. "We have six milch goats, in fact. The gunner's wife, Mrs. Johansen, does quite wonderfully with them. I'll send her to talk with you, after we've seen the purser." 

Captain Leonard introduced me briefly to Mr. Overholt, the purser, and then left, with the injunction that I should be afforded every possible service. Mr. Overholt, a small, plump man with a bald and shining head, peered at me out of the deep collar of his coat like an undersized Humpty-Dumpty, murmuring unhappily about the scarcity of everything near the end of a cruise, and how unfortunate everything was, but I scarcely attended to him. 1 was much too agitated, thinking of what I had overheard. 

Who was this Tompkins? The voice was entirely unfamiliar, and I was sure I had never heard the name before. More important, what did he know about Jamie? And what was Captain Leonard likely to do with the information? As it was, there was nothing I could do now, save contain my impatience, and with the half of my mind not busy with fruitless speculation, work out with Mr. Overholt what supplies were available for use in sickroom feeding. 

Not a great deal, as it turned out. 

"No, they certainly can't eat salt beef," I said firmly. "Nor yet hardtack, though if we soak the biscuit in boiled milk, perhaps we can manage that as
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they begin to recover. If you knock the weevils out first," I added, as an afterthought. 

"Fish," Mr. Overholt suggested, in a hopeless sort of way. "We often encounter substantial schools of mackerel or even bonita, as we approach the Caribbean. Sometimes the crew will have luck with baited lines." 

"Maybe that would do," I said, absently. "Boiled milk and water will be enough in the early stages, but as the men begin to recover, they should have something light and nourishingsoup, for instance. I suppose we could make a fish soup? Unless you have something else that might be suitable?" 

"Well . . ." Mr. Overholt looked profoundly uneasy. "There is a small quantity of dried figs, ten pound of sugar, some coffee, a quantity of Naples biscuit, and a large -cask of Madeira wine, but of course we cannot use that." "Why not?" I stared at him, and he shuffled his feet uneasily. 

"Why, those supplies are intended for the use of our passenger," he said. "What sort of passenger?" I asked blankly. 

Mr. Overholt looked surprised. "The Captain did not tell you? We arc carrying the new governor for the island of Jamaica. That is the cause-wcll, one cause"-he corrected himself, dabbing nervously at his bald head with a handkerchief-"of our haste." 

"If he's not sick, the Governor can cat salt beef," I said firmly. "Be good for him, I shouldn't wonder. Now, if you'll have the wine taken to the galley, I've work to do." Aided by one of the remaining midshipmen, a short, stocky youth named Pound, I made a rapid tour of the ship, ruthlessly dragooning supplies and hands. Pound, trotting beside me like a small, ferocious bulldog, firmly informed surprised and resentful cooks, carpenters, sweepers, swabbers, sailmakers, and holdsmen that all my wishes-no matter how unreasonable -must be gratified instantly, by the captain's orders. Quarantine was the most important thing. As soon as the t-,veen-dccks had been scrubbed and aired, the patients would have to be carried down again, but the hammocks restrung with plenty of space between-the unaffected crew would have to sleep on deck-and provided with adequate toilet facilities. 1 had seen a pair of large kettles in the galley that I thought might do. I made a quick note on the mental list I was keeping, and hoped the chief cook was not as possessive of his receptacles as Murphy was. I followed Pound's round head, covered with close-clipped brown curls, down toward the hold in search of worn sails that might be used for cloths. Only half my mind was on my list; with the other half, I was contemplating the possible source of the typhoid outbreak. Caused by a bacillus of the Salmonella genus, it was normally spread by ingestion of the bacillus, carried on hands contaminated by urine or feces. 
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Given the sanitary habits of scamen, any one of the crew could be the carrier of the disease. The most likely culprit was one of the food handlers, though, given the widespread and Sudden nature of the outbreak-thc cook or one of his vvo mates, or possibly one of the stewards. I Would have to find out how many of these there were, which messes thev served, and whether anvoric had changed duties four,,vccks ago-no, fivc, I corrected invself. The outbreak had begun four weeks ago, but there was an incubation period for the disease to be considered, too. 

"Mr. Pound," I called, and a round face peered Lip at me from the foot of the ladder. 

"Yes, ma'am?" 

"Mr. Pound-what's your first name, by the way"' I asked. "Elias, ma'am," he said, looking mildly bewildered. 

"Do you mind if I call you so?" I dropped off the foot of the ladder and smiled at him. He smiled hesitantly back. 

"Er . . . no, ma'am. The Captain might inind, though," lie added cantiously. " 'Tisn't really naval, you know." 

Elias Pound couldn't be more thaii seventeen or eightecii; I dOLibtcd that Captaiii Leonard was more thaii five or six years older. Still, protocol was protocol. 

"I'll be vcry naval in public," I assured him, suppressing a smile. "But if you're going to work with me, it will be easier to call you by name." I knew, as he didn't, what lay ahcadhours and days and possibly weeks of labor and exhaustion, when the senses NVOLI]d blur, and only bodily habit and blind instinct-and the leadership of a tireless chief-would keep those caring for the sick on their feet. 

I was fit from tireless, but the illusion would have to be kept LIP. This could be done with the help of two or three others, whom I could train; substitutes for in\, own hands and eyes, who Could carry on NN-hcii I must rest. Fate-and Captain Lconard-had designated Elias Pound as my ncNv right hand; best to be on comfortable terms with him at once. 

"How long have \1011 been at sea, Elias?" I asked, stopping to peer after hirri as he ducked under a low platform that held enormous loops of a huge, cvil-smelling chain, each link more than twice the size of in\, fisr. The anchor chain? I wondered, touching it curiouslv. It looked strong ciIOLIglI to moor the Queen E11*Zabeth, which seemed a comforting thought. 

"Since I was seven, ma'am," he said, ,vorking his way Out backward, dragging a large chest. He stood LIP puffing slightly from the exertion, and wiped his round, ingcinious face. "M\' LHICIC'S commander in Triton, so he was able to get me a berth in her. I come to join the 1'07-POi.VejL1St this voyage, though, out of Edinburgh." He flipped operi the chest, revcaliug an assortnient of rLISt-smeared surgical implcmcnts-at least I hoped it

,vas rUst-and a jumbled collection of stoppered bottles and jugs. One of the jars had
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cracked, and a fine white dust like plaster of Paris lay over everything in the chest. 

"This is what Mr. Hunter, the surgeon, had with him, ma'am," he said. -Will you have use for it?" 

"God knows," I said, peering into the chest. "But I'll have a look. Have omcone else fetch it up to the sickbay, though, Elias. I need you to come and speak firmly to the cook." As I oversaw the scrubbing of the tween-decks with boiling seawater, my mind was occupied with several distinct trains of thought. 

First, I was mentally charting the necessary steps to take in combating the disease. Two men, far gone from dehydration and malaise, had died during the removal from the t,,vecn-decks, and now lay at the far end of the afterdeck, where the sailmaker was industriously stitching them into their hammocks for burial, a pair of round shot sewn in at their feet. Four more Nveren't going to make it through the night. The remaining fortyfive had chances ranging from excellent to slim; with luck and skill, I might save most of them. But how many new cases were brewing, undetected, among the remaining crew? 

Huge quantities of water were boiling in the galley at my order; hot seawater for cleansing, boiled fresh water for drinking. I made another tick on my mental list; I must see Mrs. Johansen, she of the milch goats, and arrange for the milk to be sterilized as well. I must interview the galley hands about their duties; if a single source of infection could be found and isolated, it would do a lot to halt the spread of the disease. Tick. AH of the available alcohol on the ship was being gathered in the sickbav, to the profound horror of Mr. Overholt. It could be used in its present form, but it would be better to have purified alcohol. Could a means be found of distilling it? Check with the purser. Tick. All the hammocks must be boiled and dried before the healthy hands slept iii them. That would have to be done quickly, before the next watch went to its rest. Send Elias for a crew of swabbers and sweepers; laundry duty seemed most in their line. Tick. Under the growing mental list of necessities were vague but continuing thoughts of the mysterious Tompkins and his unknown information. Whatever it was, it had not resulted in our changing course to return to the Artemis. Either Captain Leonard had not taken it seriously, or he was simply too eager to get to Jamaica to allow anvthing to hinder his progress. 

I had paused for a moment by the rail, to organize my thoughts. I pushed back the hair from my forehead, and liftcd my face to the cleansing wind, lctting it blow away the stench of sickness. Puffs of ill-smelling stearn rose
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5 98                       Diana Gabaldon

from the nearby hatchway, from the hot-water cleansing going on below. It would be better down there when they had finished, but a long way from fresh air. I looked out over the rail, hoping vainly for the glimpse of a sail, but the Porpoise was alone, the Artemis-and jamic-left far behind. 

I pushed away the sudden rush of loneliness and panic. I must speak soon with Captain Leonard. Answers to two, at least, of the problems that conccrned me lay with him; the possible source of the typhoid outbreak-and the role of the unknown Mr. Tompkins in Jamie's affairs. But for the moment, there were more pressing matters. 

"Elias!" I called, knowing he would be somewhere within reach of my voice. "Take me to Mrs. Johansen and the goats, please." 
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7

Plague Ship

wo days later, I had still not found time to speak to Captain Leonard. Twice, I had gone to his cabin, but found the young Captain gone or unavailable-taking position, I was told, or conT

sLilting charts, or otherwise engaged in some bit of sailing arcana. Mr. Overholt had taken to avoiding me and my insatiable demands, locking himself in his cabin with a pomandcr of dried sage and hyssop, tied round his neck to ward off plague. The able-bodied crewmen assigned to the work of cleaning and shifting had been lethargic and dubious at first, but I had chivvied and scolded, glared and shouted, stamped my foot and shrieked, and got them gradually moving. I felt more like a sheepdog than a doctorsnapping and growling at their heels, and hoarse now with the effort. It was working, though; there was a new feeling of hope and purpose among the crcw-I could feel it. Four new deaths today, and ten new cases reporting, but the sounds of groaning distress from the tween-clecks were much less, and the faces of the still-healthy showed the relief that comes of doing something-anything. I had so far failed to find the source of the contagion. If I could do that, and prevent any fresh outbreaks, I might-just possibly-halt the devastation within a week, while the Porpoise still had hands enough to sail her. 

A quick canvass of the surviving crew had turned up two men pressed from a county gaol where they had been imprisoned for brewing illicit liquor. I had seized on these gratefully and put them to work building a still in which-to the horror of the crew-ha-If the ship's store of rum was being distilled into pure alcohol for disinfection. I had posted one of the surviving midshipmen by the entrance to the sickbay and another by the galley, each armed with a basin of pure alcohol and instructions to see that no one went in or came out without dipping their hands. Beside each midshipman stood a marine with his rifle, charged With the duty of seeing that no one should drink the grimy contents of the barrel into which the used alcohol was emptied when it became too filthy to be used any longer. 

In Mrs. Johansen, the gunner's wife, I had found an unexpected ally. An intelligent woman in her thirties, she had undcrstood-despite her having
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only a few words of broken English, and my having no Swedish at all-what I wanted done, and had done it. 

If Elias was my right hand, Annekje Johansen was the left. She had singlehandedly taken over the responsibility of scalding the goats' milk, patiently pounding hard biscuit-re moving the weevils as she did so-to be mixed with it, and feeding the resulting mixture to those hands strong enough to digest it. 

Her own husband, the chief gunner, was one of the victims of the typhoid, but he fortunately seemed one of the lighter cases, and I had every hope that he might recover-as much because of his wife's devoted nursing as because of his own hardv constitution. 

"Ma'am, Ruthven says as somebody's been a-drinking of the pure alcohol again." Elias Pound popped up at my elbow, his round pink face looking drawn and wan, substantially thinned by the pressures of the last few days. I said something extremely bad, and his brown eyes widened. 

"Sorry," I said. I wiped the back of a hand across my brow, trying to get my hair out of my eyes. "Don't mean to offend your tender cars, Elias." "Oh, I've heard it before, ma'am," Elias assured me. "Just not from a lady, like." 

"I'm not a lady, Elias," 1 said tiredly. "I'm a doctor. Have someone go and search the ship for whoever it was; they'll likely be unconscious by now." He nodded and whirled on one foot. 

"I'll look in the cable tier," he said. "That's where they usually hide when they're drunk." This was the fourth in the last three days. Despite all guards set over the still and the purified alcohol, the hands, living on half their usual daily ration of grog, were so desperate for drink that they contrived somehow to get at the pure grain alcohol meant for sterilization. 

"Goodness, Mrs. Malcolm," the purser had said, shaking his bald head when I complained about the problem. "Seamen will drink anything, ma'am! Spoilt plum brandy, peaches mashed inside a rubber boot and lcft to ferment-why, I've even known a hand caught stealing the old bandages from the surgeon's quarters and soaking them, in hopes of getting a whiff of alcohol. No, ma'am, telling them that drinking it will kill them certainly won't stop them." 

Kill them it did. One of the four men who had drunk it had died; two more were in their own boarded-off section of the sickbay, deeply comatose. If they survived, they were likely to be permanently brain-damaged. 

"Not that being on a bloody floating hellhole like this isn't likely to braindamage anyone," I remarked bitterly to a tern who alighted on the rail nearby. "As if it isn't enough, trying to save half the miserable lot from typhoid, now the other half is trying to kill thcmselves with my alcohol! Damn the bloodv lot of them!" 
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The tern cocked its head, decided I was not edible, and flew away. The ocean stretched empty all around-before us, where the unknown West Indies concealed Young Ian's fate, and behind, where Jamie and the Artemis had long since vanished. And me in the middle, with six hundred drink-mad English sailors and a hold full of inflamed bowels. 

I stood fuming for a moment, then turned with decision toward the forNvard gangway. I didn't care if Captain Leonard was personally pumping the bilges, he was going to talk to me. 

I stopped jList inside the door of the cabin. It was not yet noon, but the Captain was asleep, head pillowed on his forearms, on top of an outspread book. The quill had fallen from his fingers, and the glass inkstand, cleverly held in its anchored bracket, swayed gently with the motion of the ship. His face was turned to the side, cheek pressed flat on his arm. Despite the heavy bcard stubble, he looked absurdly young. I turned, meaning to come back later, but in moving, brushed against the locker, where a stack of books was precariously balanced amid a rubble of papers, navigational instruments, and half-rolled charts. The top volume fell with a thump to the deck. The sound was scarcely audible above the general sounds of creaking, flapping, whining rigging, and shouting that made up the background of life on shipboard, but it brought him awake, blinking and looking startled. 

"Mrs. Fra-Mrs. Malcolm!" he said. He rubbed a hand over his face, and shook his head quickly, trying to wake himself. "What-that is-you required something?" 

"I didn't mean to wake you," I said. "But I do need more alcohol-if necessary, I can use straight rum-and you really must speak to the hands, to see if there is some way of stopping them trying to drink the distilled alcohol. We've had another that's poisoned himself today. And if there's any wav of bringing more fresh air down to the sickbay I stopped, seeing that I was overwhelming him. 

He blinked and scratched, slowly pulling his      thoughts into order. The buttons on his sleeve had left two round red imprints on his check, and his hair was flattened on that side. 

"I see," he said, rather stupidly. Then, as he began to wake, his expression cleared. "Yes. Of course. I will give orders to have a windsail rigged, to bring more air below. As for the alcohol-I must beg leave to consult the purser, as I do not myself know our present capacities in that regard." He turned and took a breath, as though to shout, but then remembered that his steward was no longer within earshot, being now below in the sickbay. Just then, the ting of the ship's bell came faintly from above. 

"I beg your pardon, Mrs. Malcolm," he said, politeness recovered. "It is
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602                        Diana Gabaldon

nearly noon; I must go and take our position. I will send the purser to you, should you care to remain here for a moment." 

"Thank you." I sat down in the chair he had just vacated. He turned to go, making an attempt to straighten the too-large braided coat over his shoulders. 

"Captain Leonard?" I said, moved by a sudden impulse. He turned back, questioning. 

"If you don't mind my asking-how old are you?" 

He blinked and his face tightened, but he answered me. 

"I am nineteen, ma'am. Your servant, ma'am." And with that, he vanished through the door. I could hear him in the companionway, calling out in a voice half-cracked with fatigue. 

Nineteen! I sat quite still, paralyzed with shock. I had thought him very young, but not nearly that young. His face weathered from exposure and lined with strain and sleeplessness, he had looked to be at least in his midtwenties. Mv God! I thought, appalled. He's no more than a baby! 

Nineteen. Just Brianna's age. And to be suddenly thrust into command not only of a shipand not just a ship, but an English man-of-war-and not merely a man-of-war, but one with a plague aboard that had deprived her suddenly of a quarter of her crew and virtually all her command-I felt the fright and fury that had bubbled inside me for the last few days begin to ebb, as 1 realized that the high-handedness that had led him to kidnap me was in fact not arrogance or ill-judgment, but the result of sheer desperation. He had to have help, he had said. Well, he was right, and I was it. I took a deep breath, visualizing the mess I had left behind in the sickbay. That was mine, and mine alone, to do the best I could with. 

Captain Leonard had lcft the logbook open on the desk, his entry halfcomplete. There was a small damp spot on the page; he had drooled slightly in his sleep. In a spasm of irritated pity, I flipped over the page, wishing to hide this further evidence of his -vulnerability. My eye caught a word on the new page, and I stopped, a chill snaking down from the nape of my neck as I remembered something. When I had wakened him unexpectedly, the captain had started up, seen me, and said, "Mrs. Fra-" before catching himself. And the name on the page before me, the word that had caught my attention, was "Fraser." He kricNv who I wasand who Jamie was. 

I rose quickly and shut the door, dropping the bolt. At least I would have warning if anyone came. Then I sat down at the captain's desk, pressed flat the pages, and began to read. 

I flipped back to find the record of the meeting with the Artemis, three days before. Captain Leonard's entries were distinct from those of his predecessor, and mostly quite brief-not surprising, considering how much he had had to deal with of late. Most entries contained only the usual navigational

PDF Transform

PDF Transform

Y

Y

Y

er

Y

er

B

2

B

2

B

.0

B

.0

A

A

Click here to buy

Click here to buy

w

w

w

w

w . 

w

A B B YY.com

.A B BYY.com

Voyager

603

information, with a brief note of the names of those men who had died since the previous day. The meeting with the Artemi's was noted, though, and my

own presence. 

3 February 1767. Met near eight bells with Artemis, a small two-masted brig under French colors. Hailed her and requested the assistance of her surgeon, C. Malcolm, who was taken on board and remains with us to assist with the sick. 

C. Malcolm, ch', No mention of my being a woman; perhaps he thought it irrelevant, or wished to avoid any inquiries over the propriety of his actions. I went on to the next entrv. 4 February 1767. 1 have rec'd information this day from Harry Tompkins, able seaman, that the supercargo of the brig Artemis is known to him as a criminal by the name of James Fraser, known also by the names of Jamie Roy and of Alexandr Malcolm. This Fraser is a seditionist, and a notorious smuggler, for whose capture a substantial reward is offered by the King's Customs. Information was received from Tompkins after we had parted company with Artemis; I thought it not expeditious to pursue Artemi .s, as we are ordered with all possible dispatch for Jamaica, because of our passenger. However, as I have promised to return the Artemis's sur eon to them there, Fraser may be arrested at 9that time. 

Two men dead      of the plague-which the Artemis's surgeon informs me is the Ty hoide. Jno. Jaspers, able seaman, DD, .p

Harty Kepplc, cook's mate, DD. 

That was all; the next day's entry was confined entirely to navigation and the recording of the death of six men, all with "DD" written beside their names. I wondered what it meant, but was too distracted to worry about it. 

I heard steps coming down the passageway, and barely got the bolt liftcd before the purser's knock sounded on the door. I scarcely heard Mr. Overholt's apologies; my mind was too busy trying to make sense of this new revelation. 

Who in blinking, bloody hcll was this man Tompkins? No one I had ever seen or heard about, I was sure, and yet he obviously knew a dangerous amount about Jamie's activities. Which led to two questions: How had an English seaman come by such information-and who else knew it? 

". . . cut the grog rations further, to give you an additional cask of rum," Mr. Overholt was saying dubiously. "The hands won't like it, but we might manage; we're only two weeks out of Jamaica noxv." 

"Whether they like it or not, I need the alcohol more than they need
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grog," I answered brusquely. "If they complain too much, tell them if I don't have the rum, none of them may make it to Jamaica." 

Mr. Overholt sighed, and wiped small beads of sweat from his shiny brow. "I'll tell them, ma'am," he said, too beaten down to object. 

"Fine. Oh, Mr. Overholt?" He turned back, questioning. "What does the legend 'DD' mean? 

I saw the Captain write it in his log." 

A small flicker of humor lighted in the purser's deep-sunk eyes. 

"It means 'Discharged, Dead,' ma'am," he replied. "The only sure way for most of us, of leaving His Majesty's Navy." 

As I oversaw the bathing of bodies and the constant infusions of sweetened water and boiled milk, my mind continued to work on the problem of the unknown Tompkins. I knew nothing of the man, save his voice. He might be one of the faceless horde overhead, the silhouettes that I saw in the rigging when I came up on deck for air, or one of the hurrying anonymous bodies, hurtling up and down the decks in a vain effort to do the work of three men. 

I would meet him, of course, if he became infected; I knew the names of each patient in the sickbay. But I could hardly allow the matter to wait, in the rather ghoulish hope that Tompkins would contract typhoid. At last I made up my mind to ask; the man presumably knew who I was, anyway. Even if he found out that I had been asking about him, it was unlikely to do any harm. 

Elias was the natural place to begin. I waited until the end of the day to ask, trusting to fatigue to dull his natural curiosity. 

"Tompkins?" The boy's round face drew together in a brief frown, then cleared. "Oh, yes, ma'am. One o' the forecastle hands." 

"Where did he come aboard, do you know?" There was no good way of accounting for this sudden interest in a man I had never met, but luckily, Elias was much too tired to wonder about it. 

"Oh," he said vaguely, "at Spithead, I think. Or-no! I remember now, Itwas Edinburgh." He rubbed his knuckles under his nose to stifle a yawn. "That's it, Edinburgh. I wouldn' 

remember, only he was a pressed man, and a unholy fiiss he made about it, claimin' as how they couldn' press him, he was protected, account of he worked for Sir Percival Turner, in the Customs." The yawn got the better of him and he gaped widely, then subsided. "But he didn' have no written protection from Sir Percival," he concluded, blinking, "so there wasn' 

nothing to be done." 

"A Customs agent, was he?" That went quite some way toward explaining things, all right. 

"Mm-hm. Yes, mum, I mean." Elias was trying manfully to stay awake, 
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a balding brow to a scrawny pigtail that drooped over one shoulder, cxposing a pair of large, transparent cars. 

"Mr. Tompkins," I said with certainty, and his remaining eye widened in surprise. "Put him down over there, please." 

The men deposited Tompkins on a stool by the wall, and went back to their work; the ship was too shorthanded to allow for distraction. Heart beating heavily, I knelt down to examine the wounded leg. 

He knew who I was, all right; I had seen it in his face when I opened the door. There was a great deal of tension in the leg under my hand. The injury was gory, but not serious, given suitable care; a deep gash scored down the calf of the leg. It had bled substantially, but there were no deep arteries cut; it had been well-wrapped with a piece of someone's shirt, and the bleeding had nearly stopped when I unwound the homemade bandage. 

"How did you do this, Mr. Tompkins?" I asked, standing up and reaching for the bottle of alcohol. He glanced up, his single eye alert and wary. "Splinter wound, ma'am," he answered, in the nasal tones I had heard

once before. "A spar broke as I was a-standing on it." The tip of his tongue stole out, furtively wetting his lower lip. 

"I see." I turned and flipped open the lid of my empty medicine box, pretending to survey the available remedies. I studied him out of the corner of one eye, while I tried to think how best to approach him. He was on his guard; tricking him into revelations or winning his trust were clearly out of the question. 

My eyes flicked over the tabletop, seeking inspiration. And found it. With a mental apology to the shade of Aesculapius the physician, I picked up the late surgeon's bone-saw, a wicked thing some eighteen inches long, of rustflecked steel. I looked at this thoughtfully, turned, and laid the toothed edge of the instrument gently against the injured leg, just above the knee. I smiled charmingly into the seaman's terrified single eye. 

"Mr. Tompkins," I said, "let us talk frankly." An hour later, able-bodied seaman Tompkins had been restored to his hammock, stitched and bandaged, shaking in every limb, but able-bodied still. For my part, I fclt a little shaky as well. 

Tompkins was, as he had insisted to the press-gang in Edinburgh, an agent of Sir Percival Turner. In that capacity, he went about the docks and warehouses of all the shipping ports in the Firth of Forth, from Culross and Donibristle to Restalrig and Mussclburgh, picking up gossip and keeping his beady eye sharp-pceled to catch any evidence of unlawful activity. 

The attitude of Scots toward English tax laws being what it was, there was no lack of such activity to report. What was done with such reports, though, varied. Small smugglers, caught red-handed with a bottle or two of un-PDF Transform
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bonded rum or whisky, might be summarily arrested, tried and convicted, and sentenced to anything from penal servitude to transportation, with forfeiture of all their property to the Crown. 

The bigger fish, though, were reserved to Sir Percival's private judgment. iii other words, allowed to pay substantial bribes for the privilege of continuing their operations under the blind eye (here Tompkins laughed sardonically, touching the ruined side of his face) of the King's agents. 

"Sir Percival's got ambitions, see?" While not noticeably relaxed, Tompkins had at least unbent enough to lean forNvard, one eye narrowing as he gestured in expjanation. "He's in with Dundas and all them. Everything goes right, and he might have a peerage, not just a knighthood, ch? But that'll take more than money." 

One thing that could help was some spectacular demonstration of competericc and service to the Crown. 

"As in the sort of arrest that might make 'cm sit up and take notice, eh? Ooh! That smarts, missus. You sure of what you're a-doing of, there?" Tompkins squinted dubiously downward, to where I was sponging the site of the injury with dilute alcohol. 

"I'm sure," I said. "Go on, then. I suppose a simple smuggler wouldn't have been good enough, no matter how big?" 

Evidently not. However, when word had reached Sir Percival that there might jtst possibly be a major political criminal within his grasp, the old gentleman had nearly blown a gasket with excitement. 

"But sedition's a harder thing to prove than smuggling, ch? You catch one of the little fish with the goods, and they're saying not a thing will lead you further on. Idealists, them seditionists, 11 Tompkins said, shaking his head with disgust. "Never rat on each other, they don't." 

"So you didn't know who you were looking for?" I stood and took one of my cat-gut sutures from its jar, threading it through a needle. I caught Tompkins's apprehensive look, but did nothing to allay his anxiety. I wanted him anxious-and voluble. 

"No, we didn't know who the big fish was-not until another of Sir Percival's agents had the luck to tumble to one of Fraser's associates, what gave 'em the tip he was Malcolm the printer, and told his real name. Then it all corne clear, o' course." My heart skipped a beat. 

11 Who was the associate?" I asked. The names and faces of the six smugglcrs darted through my mind-little fish. Not idealists, any of them. But to which of them was loyalty no bar? 

"I don't know. No, it's true, missus, I swear! Ow!" he said franticallv as I jabbed the needle under the skin. 

"Fin not trying to hurt you," I assured him, in as false a voice as I could muster. "I have to stitch the wound, though." 
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"Oh! Ow! I don't know, to be sure I don't! I'd tell, if I did, as God's my witness! " 

"I'm sure you would," I said, intent on my stitching. 

"Oh! Please, missus! Stop! Just for a moment! All I know is it was an Englishman! That's all!" 

I stopped, and stared up at him. "An Englishman?" I said blankly. 

"Yes, missus. That's what Sir Percival said." He looked down at me, tears trembling on the lashes of both his eyes. I took the final stitch, as gently as I could, and tied the suture knot. Without speaking, I got up, poured a small tot of brandy from my private bottle, and handed it to him. 

He gulped it grateffilly, and seemed much restored in consequence. Whether out of gratitude, or sheer relief for the end of the ordeal, he told me the rest of the story. In search of evidence to support a charge of sedition, he had gone to the printshop in Carfax Close. 

"I know what happened there," I assured him. I turned his face toward the light, examining the burn scars. "Is it still painful?" 

"No, Missus, but it hurt precious bad for some time," he said. Being incapacitated by his injuries, Tompkins had taken no part in the ambush at Arbroath cove, but he had heard"not direct-like, but I heard, you know," he said, with a shrewd nod of the head-what had happened. 

Sir Percival had given Jamie warning of an ambush, to lessen the chances of Jamie's thinking him involved in the affair, and possibly revealing the details of their financial arrangements in quarters where such revelations would be detrimental to Sir Percival's interests. 

At the same time, Sir Percival had learned-from the associate, the mysterious Englishmanof the fallback arrangement with the French delivery vessel, and had arranged the graveambush on the beach at Arbroath. 

"But what about the Customs officer who was killed on the road?" I asked sharply. I couldn't repress a small shudder, at memory of that dreadful face. "Who did that? There were only five men among the smugglers who could possibly have done it, and none of them are Englishmen!" 

Tompkins rubbed a hand over his mouth; he seemed to be debating the wisdom of telling me or not. I picked up the brandy bottle and set it by his elbow. 

"Why, I'm much obliged, Missus Fraser! You're a true Christian, missus, and so I shall tell anyone who asks! " 

"Skip the testimonials," I said dryly. "Just tell me what you know about the Customs officer." 

He filled the cup and drained it, sipping slowly. Then, with a sigh of satisfaction, he set it down and licked his lips. 

"It wasn't none of the smugglers done him in, missus. It was his own mate. " 
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"What!" I jerked back, startled, but he nodded, blinking his good eye in token of sincerity. I 'That's right, missus. There was two of 'em, wasn't there? Well, the one of them had his instructions, didn't he?" 

The instructions had been to wait until whatever smugglers escaped the a,nbush on the beach had reached the road, whereupon the Customs officer Nvas to drop a noose over his partner's head in the dark and strangle him sv,,iftly, then string him up and leave him, as evidence of the smugglers' murderous wrath. 

"But why?" I said, bewildered and horrified. "What was the point of doing that?" 

"Do you not see?" Tompkins looked surprised, as though the logic of the situation should be obvious. "We'd failed to get the evidence from the printshop that would have proved the case of sedition against Fraser, and with the shop burnt to the ground, no possibility of another chance. Nor had we ever caught Fraser red-handed with the goods himself, only some of the small fish who worked for him. One of the other agents thought he'd a clue where the stuff was kept, but something happened to him-perhaps Fraser caught him or bought him off, for he disappeared one day in Novembcr, and wasn't heard of again, nor the hiding place for the contraband, neither. " 

"I see."I swallowed, thinking of the man who had accosted me on the stairs of the brothel. What had become of that cask of creme de menthe? But-"Well, I'm telling you, missus, just you wait." Tompkins raised a monitory hand. "So-here's Sir Percival, knowing as he's got a rare case, with a man's not only one of the biggest smugglers on the Firth, and the author of some of the most first-rate seditious material it's been my privilege to see, but is also a pardoned Jacobite traitor, whose name will make the trial a sensation from one end of the kingdom to the other. The only trouble bcing"-he shrugged--as there's no evidence." 

It began to make a hideous sort of sense, as Tompkins explained the plan. The murder of a Customs officer killed in pursuit of duty would not only make any smuggler arrested for the crime subject to a capital charge, but was the sort of heinous crime that would cause a major public outcry. The matter-of-fact acceptance that smugglers enjoyed from the populace would not protect them in a matter of such callous villainy. 

"Your Sir Percival has got the makings of a really first-class son of a bitch," I observed. Tompkins nodded meditatively, blinking into his cup. 

"Well, you've the right of it there, missus, I'll not say you're wrong." "And the Customs officer who ,vas killed-I suppose he was just a convcnience?" 
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Tompkins sniggcrcd, with a fine spray of brandy. His one eye seemed to be having some trouble focusing. 

"Oh, very convenient, Missus, more ways than one. Don't you grieve none on his account. There was a good many folk glad enough to see Tom Oakie swing-and not the least of 'cm, Sir Percival." 

"I sec." I finished fastening the bandage about his calf. It was getting late; I would have to get back to the sickbay soon. 

"I'd better call someone to take you to your hammock," I said, taking the nearly empty bottle from his unresisting hand. "You should rest your leg for at least three days; tell your officer I said you can't go aloft until I've taken out the stitches." 

"I'll do that, missus, and I thank you for your kindness to a poor unfortunate sailor." Tompkins made an abortive attempt to stand, looking surprised \vhcn he failed. I got a hand under his armpit and heaved, getting him on his feet, and-he declining my offer to summon him assistance-helped him to the door. 

"You needn't worry about Harry Tompkins, missus," he said, weaving unsteadily into the corridor. He turned and gave me an exaggerated wink. "Old Harry always ends up all right, no matter what." Looking at him, with his long nose, pink-tippcd from liquor, his large, transparent cars, and his single sly brown eye, it came to me suddenly what he reminded me of. 

"When were you born, Mr. Tompkins?" I asked. 

He blinked for a moment, uncomprehending, but then said, "The Year of our Lord 1713, missus. Why?" 

"No reason," I said, and waved him off, watching as he caromed slowly down the corridor, dropping out of sight at the ladder like a bag of oats. I would have to check with Mr. Willoughby to be sure, but at the moment, I would have wagered mv chemise that 1713 had been a Year of the Rat. 
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Moment of Grace

ver. the next few days, a routine set in, as it does in even the most desperate circumstances, provided that they continue long enough. The hours after a battle are urgent and chaotic, with

nien's lives hanging on a second's action. Here a doctor can be heroic, knowing for certain that the wound just stanched has saved a life, that the qLiick intervention will save a limb. But in an epidemic, there is none of that. 

Then come the long days of constant watching and battles fought on the field of germs-and with no weapons suited to that field, it can be no more than a battle of delay, doing the small things that may not help but must be done, over and over and over again, fighting the invisible enemy of disease, in the tenuous hope that the body can be supported long enough to outlast its attacker. 

Tw fight disease without medicine is to push against a shadow; a darkness that spreads as inexorably as night. I had been fighting for nine days, and forty-six more men were dead. still, I rose each day at dawn, splashed water into my grainy eyes, and went once more to the field of war, unarmed with anything save persistence-and a barrel of alcohol. There were some victories, but even these left a bitter taste in my mouth. I found the likely source of infection-one of the messmates, a man named Howard. First serving on board as a member of one of the gun crews, Howard had been transferred to galley duty six weeks before, the result of an accident with a recoiling gun-carriagc that had crushed several fingers. 

Howard had served the gun room, and the first known case of the disease -taken from the incomplete records of the dead surgeon, Mr. Hunter-was one of the marines who messed there. Four more cases, all from the gun room, and then it had begun to spread, as infected but still ambulatory men Icft the deadly contamination smeared in the ship's heads, to be picked up there and passed to the crew at large. 

Howard's admission that he had seen sickness like this before, on other ships where he had served, was enough to clinch the matter. However, the cook, shorthanded as everyone else aboard, had declined absolutely to part with a valuable hand, only because of "a goddamned female's silly notion!" 

Elias could not persuade him, and I had been obliged to summon the
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captain himself, who-misundcrstanding the nature of the disturbance, had arrived with several armed marines. There was a most unpleasant scene in the galley, and Howard was removed to the brig-the only place of certain quarantine-protesting in bewilderment, and demanding to know his crime. 

As I came up from the galley, the sun was going down into the ocean in a blaze that paved the western sea with gold like the streets of Heaven. I stopped for a moment, just a moment, transfixed by the sight. 

It had happened many times before, but it always took me by surprise. Always in the midst of great stress, wading waist-decp in trouble and sorrow, as doctors do, I would glance out a window, open a door, look into a face, and there it would be, unexpected and unmistakable. A moment of peace. 

The light spread from the sky to the ship, and the great horizon was no longer a blank threat of emptiness, but the habitation of joy. For a moment, I lived in the center of the sun, warmed and cleansed, and the smell and sight of sickness fcll away; the bitterness lifted from my heart. 

I never looked for it, gave it no name; yet I knew it always, when the gift of peace came. I stood quite still for the moment that it lasted, thinking it strange and not strange that grace should find me here, too. 

Then the light shifted slightly and the moment passed, leaving me as it always did, with the lasting echo of its presence. In a reflex of acknowledgment, I crossed myself and went below, my tarnished armor faintly gleaming. 

Elias Pound died of the typhoid four days later. It was a virulent infection; he came to the sickbay heavy-eyed with fever and wincing at the light; six hours later he was delirious and unable to rise. The next dawn he pressed his cropped round head against my bosom, called me "Mother," and died in my arms. 

I did what had to be done throughout the day, and stood by Captain Leonard at sunset, when he read the burial service. The body of Midshipman Pound was consigned to the sea, wrapped in his hammock. 

I declined the Captain's invitation to dinner, and went instead to sit in a remote corner of the aftercleck, next to one of the great guns, where I could look out over the water, showing my face to no one. The sun went down in gold and glory, succeeded by a night of starred velvet, but there was no moment of grace, no peace in either sight for me. As the darkness settled over the ship, all her movements began to slow. I leaned my head against the gun, the polished metal cool under my check. A seaman passed me at a fast walk, intent on his duties, and then I was alone. 

I ached desperately; my head throbbed, my back was stiff and my feet swollen, but none of these was of any significance, compared to the deeper ache that knotted my heart. Any doctor hates to lose a patient. Death is the enemy, and to lose some-PDF Transform
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one in your care to the clutch of the dark angel is to be vanquished yourself, to feel the rage of betrayal and impotence, beyond the common, human grief of loss and the horror of death's finality. I had lost twenty-three men between dawn and sunset of this day. Elias was only the first. 

Several had died as I spongcd their bodies or held their hands; others, alone in their hammocks, had died uncomforted even by a touch, because I could not reach them in time. I thought I had resigned myself to the realities of this time, but ki-iowing-evcn as I held the twitching body of an eighteenyear-old seaman as his bowels dissolved in blood and water-that penicillin would have saved most of them, and I had none, was galling as an ulcer, eating at my soul. 

The box of syringes and ampules had been left behind on the Artemis-, in the pocket of my spare skirt. If I had had it, I could not have used it. If I had used it, I could have saved no more than one or two. But even knowing that, I raged at the futility of it all, clenching my teeth until my jaw ached as I went from man to man, armed with nothing but boiled milk and biscuit, and my two empty hands. 

My mind followed the same dizzying lines my feet had traveled earlier, seeing faces-faces contorted in anguish or smoothing slowly in the slackness of death, but all of them looking at me. At me. I liftcd my futile hand and slammed it hard against the rail. I did it again, and again, scarcely feeling the sting of the bl6)ws, in a frenzy of furious rage and grief. 

"Stop that!" a voice spoke behind me, and a hand seized my wrist, preventing me from slapping the rail yet again. 

"Let go!" I struggled, but his grip was too strong. 

"Stop," he sa-id again, firmly. His other arm came around my waist, and he pulled me back, away from the rail. "You mustn't do that," he said. "You'll hurt yourself.' 

"I don't bloody care!" I wrenched against his grasp, but then slumped, defeated. What did it matter? 

He let go of me then, and I turned to find myself facing a man I had never seen before. He wasn't a sailor; while his clothes vcrc crumpled and stale with long wear, they had originally been very fine; the dove-gray coat and waistcoat had been tailored to flatter his slender frame, and the wilted lace at his throat had come from Brussels. 

"Who the hell are you?" I said in astonishment. I brushed at my wet checks, sniffed, and made an instinctive effort to smooth down my hair. I hoped the shadows hid my face. He smiled slightly, and handed me a handkerchief, crumpled, but clean. "My name is Grey," he said, with a small, courtly bow. "I expect that you must be the famous Mrs. Malcolm, whose heroism Captain Leonard has been so strongly praising." I grimaced at that, and he paused. 

"I am sorry," he said. "Have I said something amiss? My apologies, Ma-PDF Transform
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dame, I had no notion of offering you offcnsc." He looked anxious at the thought, and I shook my head. 

"It is not heroic to watch men die," I said. My words were thick, and I stopped to blow my nose. "I'm just here, that's all. Thank you for the handkerchief." I hesitated, not wanting to hand the used handkerchief back to him, but not wanting simply to pocket it, either. He solved the dilemma with a dismissive wave of his hand. 

11 Might I do anything else for you?" He hesitated, irresolute. "A cup of water? Some brandy, perhaps?" He ftimbled in his coat, drawing out a small silver pocket flask engraved with a coat of arms, which he offered to me. 

I took it, with a nod of thanks, and took a swallow deep enough to make me cough. It burned down the back of my throat, but I sipped again, more cautiously this time, and felt it warm me, casing and strengthening. I breathed deeply and drank again. It helped. 

"Thank you  ,  I said, a little hoarsely, handing back the flask. That seemed somewhat abrupt, and I added, "I'd forgotten that brandy is good to drink; I've been using it to wash people in the sickbay." The statement brought back the events of the day to me with crushing vividness, and I sagged back onto the powder box where I had been sitting. 

"I take it the plague continues unabated?" he asked quietly. He stood in front of me, the glow of a nearby lantern shining on his dark blond hair. "Not unabated, no." I closed my eyes, feeling unutterably bleak. "There

was only one new case today. There were four the day before, and six the day before that." 

"That sounds hopeffil," he observed. "As though you are defeating the disease." 1 shook my head slowly. It felt dense and heavy as one of the cannonballs piled in the shallow bins by the guns. 

"No. All we're doing is to stop more men being infected. There isn't a bloody thing I can do for the ones who already have it." 

"Indeed." He stooped and picked up one of my hands. Surprised, I let him have it. He ran a thumb lightly over the blister where I had burned myself scalding milk, and touched my knuckles, reddened and cracked from the constant immersion in alcohol. 

"You would appear to have been very active, Madame, for someone who is doing nothing," he said dryly. 

"Of course I'm doing something!" I snapped, yanking my hand back. "It doesn't do any good!" 

"I'm sure-" he began. 

"It doesn't!" I slammed my fist on the gun, the noiseless blow seeming to svmbolize the pain-filled futility of the day. "Do you know ho,,N, many men I lost today? Twenty-three! 

I've been on my feet since dawn, clboA,-deep in
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filth and vomit and my clothes stuck to me, and none of it's been any good! I couldn't help! 

Do you hear me? I couldn't help!" 

His face was turned away, in shadow, but his shoulders were stiff. 

"I hear you," he said quietly. "You shame me, Madam. I had kept to my cabin at the Captain's orders, but I had no idea that the circumstances were Such as you describe, or I assure you that I should have come to help, in spite of them." 

"Why?'7 I said blankly. "It isn't your job." 

"Is it Vours?" He swung around to face me, and I saw that he was handsome, in his late thirties, perhaps, with sensitive, fine-cut features, and large blue eyes, open in astonishment. 

"Yes," I said. 

He studied my face for a moment, and his own expression changed, fading from surprise to thoughtfulness. 

"I see." 

"No, you don't, but it doesn't matter." I pressed my fingertips hard against my brow, in the spot Mr. Willoughby had shown me, to relieve headache. "If the Captain means you to keep to your cabin, then you likely should. There are enough hands to help in the sickbay; it's just that nothing helps," I ended, dropping my hands. 

He walked over to the rail, a few feet away from me, and stood looking out over the expanse of dark water, sparked here and there as a random wave caught the starlight. 

"I do see," he repeated, as though talking to the waves. "I had thought your distress due only to a woman's natural compassion, but I see it is something quite different." He paused, hands gripping the rail, an indistinct figure in the starlight. 

"I have been a soldier, an officer," he said. "I know what it is, to hold men's lives in your hand-and to lose them." 

I was quiet, and so was he. The usual shipboard sounds went on in the distance, muted by night and the lack of men to make them. At last he sighed and turned toward me again. 

"What it comes to, I think, is the knowledge that you are not God." He paused, then added, softly, "And the very real regret that you cannot be." I sighed, feeling some of the tension drain out of me. The cool wind lifted

the weight of my hair from my neck, and the curling ends drifted across my face, gentle as a touch. 

"Yes," I said. 

He hesitated a moment, as though not knowing what to say next, then bent, picked up my hand, and kissed it, very simply, without affectation. "Good night, Mrs. Malcolm," he said, and turned away, the sound of his footsteps loud on the deck. 
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He was no more than a few yards past me when a seaman, hurrying by, spotted him and stopped with a cry. It was Jones, one of the stewards. "My Lord! You shouldn't ought to be out of your cabin, sit! The night

air's mortal, and the plague loose on board-and the Captain's orderswhatever is your servant a-thinking of, sit, to let you walk about like this?" My acquaintance nodded apologetically. 

"Yes, yes, I know. I shouldn't have come up; but I thought that if I stayed in the cabin a moment longer I should be stifled altogether." 

"Better stifled than dead o' the bloody flux, sit, and you'll pardon of my saying so," Jones replied sternly. My acquaintance made no remonstrance to this, but merely murmured something and disappeared in the shadows of the afterdeck. 

I reached out a hand and grasped Jones by the sleeve as he passed, causing him to start, with a wordless yelp of alarm. 

"Oh! Mrs. Malcolm," he said, coming to earth, a bony hand splayed across his chest. 

"Christ, I did think you was a ghost, mum, begging your pardon." 

"I beg yours," I said, politely. "I only wanted to ask-who was the man you were just talking to?" 

"Oh, him?" Jones twisted about to took over his shoulder, but the aptly named Mr. Grey had long since vanished. "Why, that's Lord John Grey, mum, him as is the new governor of Jamaica." He frowned censoriously in the direction taken by my acquaintance. "He ain't supposed to be up here; the Captain's give strict orders he's to stay safe below, out o' 

harm's way. All we need's to come into port with a dead political aboard, and there'll be the devil to pay, mum, savin' your presence." 

He shook his head disapprovingly, then turned to me with a bob of the head. 

"You'll be retiring, mum? Shall I bring you down a nice cup of tea and maybe a bit o' 

biscuit?" 

"No, thank you, Jones," I said. "I'll go and check the sickbay again before I go to bed. I don't need anything." 

"Well, you do, mum, and you just say. Anytime. Good night to you, mum." He touched his forelock briefly and hurried off. 

I stood at the rail alone for a moment before going below, drawing in deep breaths of the clean, fresh air. It would be a good many hours yet until dawn; the stars burned bright and clear over my head, and I realized, quite suddenly, that the moment of grace I had wordlessly prayed for had come, after all. 

"You're right," I said at last, aloud, to the sea and sky. "A sunset wouldn't have been enough. Thank you," I added, and went below. 
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4

Land Ho! 

t's see

true, what the sailors say. You can smell land, a long time before you it. Despite the long voyage, the goat pen in the hold was a surprisingly pleasant place. By now, the fresh straw had been exhausted, and the goats' hooves clicked restlessly to and fro on bare boards. Still, the heaps of manure were swept up daily, and neatly piled in baskets to be heaved overboard, and Annekje Johansen brought dry armloads of hay to the manger each morning. There was a strong smell of goat, but it was a clean, animal scent, and quite pleasant by contrast with the stench of unwashed sailors. 

'Womma, komma, komma, dyrget, " she crooned, luring a yearling within reach with a twiddled handful of hay. The animal stretched out cautious lips, and was promptly seized by the neck and pulled forward, its head secured under Annekje's brawny arm. 

"Ticks, is it?" I asked, coming forward to help, Annekjc looked up and gave me her broad, gap-toothed smile. 

"Guten Morgen, Mrs. Claire," she said. "ja, tick. Here," She took the young goat's drooping car in one hand and turned up the silky edge to show me the blueberry bulge of a bloodgorged tick, burrowed deep in the tender skin. She clutched the goat to hold it still, and dug into the ear, pinching the tick viciously between her nails. She pulled it free with a twist, and the goat blatted and kicked, a tiny spot of blood welling from its car where the tick had been detached. 

"Wait," I said, when she would have released the animal. She glanced at me, curious, but kept her hold and nodded. I took the bottle of alcohol I wore slung at my belt like a sidearm, and poured a few drops on the ear. It was soft and tender, the tiny veins clearly visible beneath the satin skin. The goat's square-pupilled eyes bulged farther and its tongue stuck out in agitation as it bleated. 

"No sore car," I said, in explanation, and Annekje nodded in approval. Then the goading was free, and went plunging back into the herd, to butt its head against its mother's side in a frantic search for milky reassurance. Annekjc looked about for the discarded tick and found it lying on the deck, 
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tiny legs helpless to move its swollen body. She smashed it casually under the heel of her shoe, leaving a tiny dark blotch on the board. 

"We come to land?" I asked, and she nodded, with a wide, happy smile. She xvavcd expansively upward, where sunlight fell through the grating overhead. 

"Ja. Smell?" she said, sniffing vigorously in illustration. She beamed. "Land, 14! Water, grass. Is goot, goot!" 

"I need to go to land," I said, watching her carefully. "Go quiet. Secret. Not tell." 

"Ah?" A-nnekje's eyes widened, and she looked at me speculatively. "Not tell Captain, ja?" 

"Not tell anyone," I said, nodding hard. "You can help?" She was quiet for a moment, thinking. A big, placid woman, she reminded me of her own goats, adapting cheerfiilly to the queer life of shipboard, enjoying the pleasures of hay and warm company, thriving despite the lurching deck and stuffy shadows of the hold. With that same air of capable adaptation, she looked up at me and nodded calmIv. 

"Ja, I help." 

It was past midday when we anchored off what one of the midshipmen told me was Watlings Island. 

I looked over the rail with considerable curiosity. This flat island, with its wide white beaches and lines of low palms, had once been called San Salvador. Renarned for the present in honor of a notorious buccaneer of the last century, this dot of land was presumably Christopher Columbus's first sight of the New World. 

I had the substantial advantage over Columbus of having known for a fact that the land was here, but still I fclt a faint echo of the joy and relief that the sailors of those tiny wooden caravels had felt at that first landfall. 

Long enough on a rolling ship, and you forget what it is to walk on land. Getting sea legs, they call it. It's a metamorphosis, this lcg-getting, like the change from tadpole to frog, a painless shift from one element to another. But the smell and sight of land makes you remember that you were born to the earth, and your feet ache suddenly for the touch of solid ground. 

The problem at the moment was actually getting my feet on solid ground. Watlings Island was no more than a pause, to replenish our severely depleted water supply before the run through the Windward Isles down to Jamaica. It would be at least another week's sail, and the presence of so many invalids aboard requiring vast infiisions of liquid had run the great water casks in the hold nearly dry. 

San Salvador was a small island, but I had learned from careful questioning of my patients that there was a fair amount of shipping traffic through its main port in Cockburn Town. It might not be the ideal place to escape, but
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it looked as though there would be little other choice; I had no intention of enjoying the navy's "hospitality" on Jamaica, serving as the bait that would lure Jamie to arrest. Starved as the crew was for the sight and feel of land, no one was allowed to go ashore save the watering party, now busy with their casks and sledges LIP Pigeon Creek, atwhose foot we were anchored. One of the marines stood at the head of the gangway, blocking any attempt at leaving. 

Such members of the crew as were not involved in watering or on watch stood by the rail, talking and joking or merely gazing at the island, the dream of hope fulfilled. Some way down the deck, I caught sight of a long, blond tail of hair, flying in the shore breeze. The Governor too had emerged from Seclusion, pale face upturned to the tropic sun. I would have gone to speak to him, but there was no time. Annekje had already gone below for the goat. I wiped my hands on my skirt, making my final estimations. It was no more than two hundred yards to the thick growth of palms and underbrush. If I could get down the gangway and into the jungle, I thought I had a good chance of getting away. Anxious as he was to be on his way to Jamaica, Captain Leonard was unlikely to waste much time in trying to catch me. And if they did catch me _Nvell, the Captain could hardly punish me for trying to leave the ship; I was neither a seaman nor a formal captive, after all. 

The sun shone on Annekje's blond head as she made her way carefully up the ladder, a young goat cozily nestled against her wide bosom. A quick glance, to see that I was in place, and she headed for the gangway. 

Annekje spoke to the sentry in her queer mixture of English and Swedish, pointing to the goat and then ashore, insisting that it must have fresh grass. The marine appeared to understand her, but stood firm. 

"No, ma'am," he said, respectfLilly enough, "no one is to go ashore save the watering party; captain's orders." 

Standing just out of sight, I watched as she went on arguing, thrusting her goading urgently in his face, forcing him a step back, a step to the side, maneuvering him artfully just far enough that 1 could slip past behind him. No more than a moment, now; he was almost in place. When she had drawn him away from the head of the gangplank, she would drop the goat and cause sufficient confusion in the catching of it that I would have a minute or two to make my escape. 

I shifted nervously from foot to foot. My feet were bare; it would be easier to run on the sandy beach. The sentry moved, his red-coated back fully turned to me. A foot more, I thought, just a foot more. 

"Stich a fine day, is it not, Mrs. Malcolm?" I bit my tongue. 

"Very fine, Captain Leonard," I said, with some difficulty. My heart

PDF Transform

PDF Transform

Y

Y

Y

er

Y

er

B

2

B

2

B

.0

B

.0

A

A

Click here to buy

Click here to buy

w

w

w

w

w . 

w

A B B YY.com

.A B BYY.com

620

Diana Gabaiaon

seemed to have stopped dead when he spoke. It now resumed beating much faster than usual, to make up for lost time. 

The Captain stepped up beside me and looked over the rail, his voung face shining with Columbus's joy. Despite my strong desire to push him overboard, I felt myself smile grudgingly at the sight of him. 

"This landfall is as much your victory as mine, Mrs. Malcolm," he said. "Without you, I doubt we should ever have brought the Porpoise to land." He very shyly touched my hand, and I smiled again, a little less grudgingly. 

"I'm sure you would have managed, Captain," I said. "You seem to be a most competent sailor." 

He laughed, and blushed. He had shaved in honor of the land, and his smooth cheeks glowed pink and raw. 

"Well, it is mostly the hands, ma'am; I may say they have done nobly. And their efforts, of course, are due in turn to vour skill as a physician." He looked at me, brown eyes shining earnestly. 

"Indeed, Mrs. Malcolm-I cannot say what your skill and kindness have meant to us. 1-I mean to say so, too, to the Governor and to Sir Grevilleyou know, the King's Commissioner on Antigua. I shall write a letter, a most sincere testimonial to you and to your efforts on our behalf. Perhapsperhaps it will help." He dropped his eyes. 

"Help with what, Captain?" My heart was still beating fast. Captain Leonard bit his lip, then looked up. 

"I had not meant to say anything to you, ma'am. But I-really I cannot in honor keep silence. Mrs. Fraser, I know your name, and I know what your husband is." 

"Really?" I said, trying to keep control of my own emotions. "What is he?" The boy looked surprised at that. "Why, ma'am, he is a criminal." He paled a little. "You mean-you did not know?" 

"Yes, I knew that," I said dryly. "Why are you telling me, though?" He licked his lips, but met my eyes bravely enough. "When I discovered your husband's identity, I wrote it in the ship's log. I regret that action now, but it is too late; the information is official. Once I reach Jamaica, I must report his name and destination to the authorities there, and likewise to the commander at the naval barracks on Antigua. He will be taken when the Artemi's docks." He swallowed. "And if he is taken-" 

"He'll be hanged," I said, finishing what he could not. The boy nodded, wordless. His mouth opened and closed, seeking words. 

"I have seen men hanged," he said at last. "Mrs. Fraser, I just-I-" He stopped then, fighting for control, and found it. He drew himself up straight and looked at me straight on, the joy of his landing drowned in sudden misery. 
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"I am sorry," he said softly. "I cannot ask you to forgive me; I can only say that I am most terribly sorry." 

He turned on his heel and walked away. Directly before him stood Annekjc Johansen and her goat, still in heated conversation with the sentry. "What is this?" Captain Leonard demanded angrily. "Remove this animal from the deck at once! Mr. Holford, what are you thinking of?" 

Annekje's eyes flicked from the captain to my face, instantly divining what had gone wrong. She stood still, head bowed to the captain's scolding, then marched away toward the hatchway to the goats' hold, clutching her yearling. As she passed, one big blue eye winked solemnly. We would try again. But how? 

Racked by guilt and bedeviled by contrary winds, Captain Leonard avoided me, seeking reftige on his quarterdeck as we made our cautious way past Acklin Island and Samaria Cay. The weather aided him in this evasion; it stayed bright, but with odd, light breezes alternating with sudden gusts, so that constant adjustment of the sails was rcquircd-no easy task, in a ship so shorthanded. 

It was four days later, as we shifted course to enter the Caicos Passage, that a sudden booming gust of wind struck the ship out of nowhere, catching her ill-rigged and unprepared. 

I was on deck when the gust struck. There was a sudden wboosh that sent my skirts billowing and propelled me flying down the deck, followed by a sharp, loud crack! 

somewhere overhead. I crashed head-on into Ramsdell Hodges, one of the forecastle crew, and we whirled together in a mad pirouette before falling entangled to the deck. There was confusion all around, with hands running and orders shouted. I sat up, trying to collect my scattered wits. 

"What is it?" I demanded of Hodges, who staggered to his feet and reached down to lift me up. "What's happened?" 

"The fucking mainmast's split," he said succinctly. "Saving your presence, nia'am, but it has. And now there'll be hell to pay.   1

The Porpoise limped slowly south, not daring to risk the banks and shoals of the passage without a ma-mmast. Instead, Captain Leonard put in for repairs at the nearest convenient anchorage, Bottle Creek, on the shore of North Caicos Island. 

This time, we were allowed ashore, but no great good did it do me. Tiny and dry, with few sources of fresh water, the Turks and Caicos provided little more than numerous tiny bays that might shelter passing ships caught in
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storms. And the idea of hiding on a foodless, waterless island, waiting for a convenient hurricane to blow me a ship, did not appeal. 

To Aimekje, though, our change of course suggested a new plan. 

"I know these island," she said, nodding wisely. "We go round now, Grand Turk, Mouchoir. Not Caicos." 

I looked askance, and she squatted, drawing with a blunt forefinger in the yellow sand of the beach. 

"See-Caicos Passage," she said, sketching a pair of lines. At the top, between the lines, she sketched the small triangle of a sail. "Go through," she said, indicating the Caicos Passage, 

"but mast is gone. Now-" She quickly drew several irregular   circles, to the right of the passage. "North Caicos, South Caicos, Caicos, Grand Turk," she said, stabbing a finger at each circle in turn. Go round     now-reefs. Mouchoir." And she drew another pair of lines, indicating   a passage to the southeast of Grand Turk Island. 

"Mouchoir Passage?" I had heard the sailors mention it, but had no idea how it applied to my potential escape from the Porpoise. 

Annekjc nodded, beaming, then drew a long, wavy line, some way below her previous illustrations. She pointed at it proudly. "Hispaniola. St. Domingue. Big island, is there towns, lots ships." 

I raised my eyebrows, still baffled. She sighed, seeing that I didn't understand. She thought a moment, then stood up, dusting her heavy thighs. We had been gathering whelks from the rocks in a shallow pan. She seized this, dumped out the whelks, and filled it with seawater. Then, laying it on the sand, she motioned to me to watch. She stirred the water carefully, in a circular motion, then lifted her finger out, stained dark with the purple blood of the whelks. The water continued to move, swirling past the tin sides. 

Annekje pulled a thread from the raveling hem of her skirt, bit off a short piece, and spat it into the water. It floated, following the swirl of the water in lazy circles round the pan. 

"You," she said, pointing at it. "Vater move you." She pointed back to her drawing in the sand. A new triangle, in the Mouchoir Passage. A line, curving from the tiny sail down to the left, indicating the ship's course. And now, the blue thread representing me, rescued from its immersion. She placed it by the tiny sail representing the Porpoise, then dragged it off, down the Passage toward the coast of Hispaniola. 

"Jump," she said simply. "You're crazy!" I said in horror. She chuckled in deep satisfaction at my understanding. "ja," she said. "But it vork. Vater move you." She pointed to the end of the Mouchoir Passage, to the coast of Hispaniola, and stirred the water in the pan once
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more. We stood side by side, watching the ripples of her manufactured Current die away. Annekje glanced thoughtfully sideways at me. "You try not drown, ja?" I took a deep breath and brushed the hair out of rm, eyes. 

"Ja, "I said. "I'll try. 11
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I Meet a Priest

he sea was remarkably warm, as seas go, and like a warm bath as compared to the icy surf off Scotland. On the other hand, it was extremely wet. After two or three hours of immersion, my feet

were numb and my fingers chilled where they gripped the ropes of my makeshift life preserver, made of two empty casks. 

The gunner's wife was as good as her word, though. The long, dim shape I had glimpsed from the Porpoise grew steadily nearer, its low hills dark as black velvet against a silver sky. Hispaniola-Haiti. 

I had no way of telling time, and yet two months on shipboard, with its constant bells and watch-changes, had given me a rough feeling for the passage of the night hours. I thought it must have been near midnight when I left the Porpoise; now it was likely near 4:00

A.M., and still over a mile to the shore. Ocean currents are strong, but they take their time. Worn out from work and worry, I twisted the rope awkwardly about one wrist to prevent my slipping out of the harness, laid my forehead on one cask, and drifted off to sleep with the scent of rum strong in My nostrils. 

The brush of something solid beneath my feet woke me to an opal dawn, the sea and sky both glowing with the colors found inside a shell. With my feet planted in cold sand, I could feet the strength of the current flowing past me, tugging on the casks. I disentangled myself from the rope harness and with considerable relief, let the unwieldy things go bobbing toward the shore. 

There were deep red indentations on my shoulders. The wrist I had twisted through the wet rope was rubbed raw; I was chilled, exhausted, and very thirsty, and my legs were rubbery as boiled squid. 

On the other hand, the sea behind me was empty, the Porpoise nowhere in sight. I had escaped. Now, all that remained to be done was to get ashore, find water, find some means of quick transport to Jamaica, and find Jamie and the Artemis, preferably before the Royal Navy did. I thought I could just about manage the first item on the agenda. Such little as I knew of the Caribbean from postcards and tourist brochures had led me to think in terms of white-sand beaches and crystal
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lagoons. 1n fact, prevailing conditions ran more toward a lot of dense and ugly vegetation, embedded in extremely sticky dark-brown mud. 

The thick bushlike plants must be mangroves. They stretched as far as I could see in either direction; there was no alternative but to clamber through them. Their roots rose out of the mud in big loops like croquet wickets, which I tripped over regularly, and the pale, smooth gray twigs grew in bunches like finger bones, snatching at my hair as I passed. Squads of tiny purple crabs ran off in profound agitation at my approach. My feet sank into the mud to the ankles, and I thought better of putting oil n1v shoes, wet as they were. I rolled them up in my wet skirt, kirtling it up above my knees and took out the fish knife Annekje had given me, just in case. I saw nothing threatening, but felt better with a weapon in my hand. 

The rising sun on my shoulders at first was welcome, as it thawed my chilled flesh and dried my clothes. Within an hour, though, I wished that it would go behind a cloud. I was sweating heavily as the sun rose higher, caked to the knees with drying mud, and growing thirstier by the moment. 

I tried to see how far the mangroves extended, but they rose above my head, and tossing waves of narrow, gray-green leaves were all I could see. "The whole bloody island can't be mangroves," I muttered, slogging on. "There has to be solid land some

,place." And water, I hoped. 

A noise like a small cannon going off nearby startled me so that I dropped the fish knife. I groped frantically in the mud for it, then dived forward onto my face as something large whizzed past my head, missing me by inches. 

There was a loud rattling of leaves, and then a sort of conversationalsounding "_Kwark?" 

"What?" I croaked. I sat up cautiously, knife in one hand, and wiped the Nvet, muddy curls out of my face with the other. Six feet away, a large black bird was sitting on a mangrove, regarding me with a critical eye. 

He bent his head, delicately preening his sleek black feathers, as though to contrast his immaculate appearance with my own dishevelment. 

"Well, la-di-dah," I said sarcastically. "You've got wings, mate." The bird stopped preening and eyed me censoriously. Then he lifted his beak into the air, puffed his chest, and as though to further establish his sartorial superiority, suddenly inflated a large pouch of brilliant red skin that ran from the base of his neck halfway down his body. 

'Bwoom!" he said, repeating the cannon-like noise that had startled me before, It startled me again, but not so much. 

"Don't do that," I said irritably. Paying no attention, the bird slowly flapped its wings, settled back on its branch, and boomed again. 

There ,vas a sudden harsh cry from above, and with a loud flapping of wings, two more large black birds plopped down, landing in a mangrove a few feet away. Encouraged by the audience, the first bird went on booming
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at regular intervals, the skin of his pouch flaming with excitement. Within moments, three more black shapes had appeared overhead. 

I was reasonably sure they weren't vultures, but I still wasn't inclined to stay. I had miles to go before I slept-or found Jamie. The chances of finding him in time were something I preferred not to dwell on. 

A half-hour later, I had made so little progress that I could still hear the intermittent booming of my fastidious acquaintance, now joined by a number of similarly vocal friends. Panting with exertion, I picked a thickish root and sat down to rest. My tips were cracked and dry, and the thought of water was occupying my mind to the exclusion of virtually everything else, even Jarnie. I had been struggling through the mangroves for what seemed like forever, yet I could still hear the sound of the ocean. In fact, the tide must have been following me, for as I sat, a thin sheet of foaming, dirty seawater came purling through the mangrove roots to touch my toes briefly before receding. 

"Water, water everywhere," I said ruefully, watching it, "nor any drop to drink. " A small movement on the damp mud caught my eye. Bending down, I saw several small fishes, of a sort I had never seen before. So far from flopping about, gasping for breath, these fish were sitting upright, propped on their pectoral fins, looking as though the fact that they were out of water was of no concern at alt. 

Fascinated, I bent closer to inspect them. One or two shifted on their fins, but they seemed not to mind being looked at. They goggled solemnly back at me, eyes bulging. It was only as I looked closer that I realized that the goggling appearance was caused by the fact that each fish appeared to have four eyes, not two. 

I stared at one for a long minute, feeling the sweat trickle down between my breasts. 

"Either I'm hallucinating," I told it conversationally, "or you are." The fish didn't answer, but hopped suddenly, landing on a branch several inches above the ground. Perhaps it sensed something, for a moment later, another wave washed through, this one splashing up to my ankles. 

A sudden welcome coolness fell on me. The sun had obligingly gone behind a cloud, and with its vanishing, the whole feel of the mangrove forest changed. The gray leaves rattled as a sudden wind came up, and all the tiny crabs and fish and sand fleas disappeared as though by magic. They obviously knew something I didn't, and I found their going rather sinister  *

I glanced up at the cloud where the sun had vanished, and gasped. A huge purple mass of boiling cloud was coming up behind the hills, so fast that I could actually see the leading edge of the mass, blazing white with shielded sunlight, moving forward toward me. 
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The next wave came through, two inches higher than the last, and taking longer to recede. I was neither a fish nor a crab, but by this time I had tumbled to the fact that a storm was on its way, and moving with amazing speed. 

I glanced around, but saw nothing more than the seemingly infinite stretch of mangroves before me. Nothing that could be used for shelter. Still, being caught out in a rainstorm was hardly the worst that could happen, Linder the circumstances. My tongue felt dry and sticky, and 1 licked my lips at the thought of cool, sweet rain falling on my face. The swish of another wave halfivay up my shins brought me to a sudden awareness that I was in danger of more than getting wet. A quick glance into the upper branches of the mangroves showed me dried tufts of seaweed tangled in the twigs and crotchcs-high-tide lcvel-and well above my head. 

I felt a moment's panic, and tried to calm myself. If I lost my bearings in this place, I was done for. "Hold on, Beauchamp," I muttered to myself. I remembered a bit of advice I'd learned as an intern-"The first thing to do in a cardiac arrest is take your own pulse." I smiled at the memory, feeling panic ebb at once. As a gesture, I did take my pulse; a little fast, but strong and steady. 

All right, then, which way? Toward the mountain; it was the only thing I could see above the sea of mangroves. I pushed my way through the branches as fast as I could, ignoring the ripping of my skirts and the increasing pull of each wave on my legs. The wind was coming from the sea behind me, pushing the waves higher. It blew my hair constantly into my eyes and mouth, and I,%viped it back again and again, cursing out loud for the comfort of hearing a voice, but my throat was soon so dry that it hurt to talk. I squelched on. My skirt kept pulling loose from my belt, and somewhere I dropped my shoes, which disappeared at once in the boiling foam that now washed well above my knees. It didn't seem to matter. 

The tide was midthigh when the rain hit. With a roar that drowned the rattle of the leaves, it fell in drenching sheets that soaked me to the skin in nioments. At first I wasted time vainly tilting my head back, trying to direct the rivulets that ran down my face into my open mouth. Then sense reasscrted itself; I took off the kerchief tucked around my shoulders, let the rain soak it and wrung it out several times, to remove the vestiges of salt. Then I let it soak in the rain once more, lifted the wadded fabric to my mouth, and sucked the water from it. It tasted of sweat and seaweed and coarse cotton. It was delicious. I had kept going, but was still in the clutches of the mangroves. The incoming tide was nearly waist-dccp, and the walking getting much harder. Thirst slaked momentarily, I put my head down and pushed forward as fast as I could. 

Lightning flashed over the mountains, and a moment later came the growl
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of thunder. The wash of the tide was so strong now that I could move forward only as each wave came in, half-running as the water shoved me along, then clinging to the nearest mangrove stem as the wash sucked back, dragging my trailing legs. 

I was beginning to think that I had been over-hasty in abandoning Captain Leonard and the Porpoise. The wind was rising still further, dashing rain into my face so that I could barely see. Sailors say every seventh wave is higher. I found myself counting, as I slogged forward. It was the ninth wave, in fact, that struck me between the shoulder blades and knocked me flat before I could grasp a branch. 

I floundered, helpless and choking in a blur of sand and water, then found my feet and stood upright again. The wave had half-drowned me, but had also altered my direction. I was no longer facing the mountain. I was, however, facing a large tree, no more than twenty feet away. 

Four more waves, four more surging rushes forward, four more grim clutchings as the tide-race sought to pull me back, and I was on the muddy bank of a small inlet, where a tiny stream ran through the mangroves and out to sea. I crawled up it, slipping and staggering as I clambered into the welcoming embrace of the tree. 

From a perch twelve feet up, I could see the stretch of the mangrove swamp behind me, and beyond that, the open sea. I changed my mind once more about the wisdom of my leaving the Porpoise; no matter how awfiil things were on land, they were a good deal worse out there. 

Lightning shattered over a surface of boiling water, as wind and tide-race fought for control of the waves. Farther out, in the Mouchoir Passage, the swell was so high, it looked like rolling hills. The wind was high enough now to make a thin, whistling scream as it passed by, chilling me to the skin in my wet clothes. Thunder cracked together with the lightning flashes now, as the storm moved over me. 

The Artemis was slower than the man-of-war; slow enough, I hoped, to be still safe, far out in the Atlantic. 

I saw one clump of mangroves struck, a hundred feet away; the water hissed back, boiled away, and the dry land showed for a moment, before the waves rolled back, drowning the black wire of the blasted stems. I wrapped my arms about the trunk of the tree, pressed my face against the bark, and prayed. For Jamie, and the Artemis. For the Porpoise, Annekje Johansen and Tom Leonard and the Governor. And for me. 

It was full daylight when I woke, my leg wedged between two branches, and numb from the knee down. I half-climbed, half-fell from my perch, landing in the shallow water of the inlet. I scooped up a handful of the water, tasted it, and spat it out. Not salt, but too brackish to drink. 
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My clothes were damp, but I was parched, The storm was long gone; everything around me was peaceful and normal, with the exception of the blackened mangroves. In the distance, I could hear the booming of the big black birds. 

Brackish water here promised fresher water farthcr up the inlet. I rubbed my leg, trying to work out the pins-and-needles, then limped up the bank. The vegetation began to change from the gray-green mangroves to a

lusher green, with a thick undergrowth of grass and mossy plants that obliged me to walk in the water. Tired and thirsty as I was, I could go only a short distance before having to sit down and rest. As I did so, several of the odd little fish hopped up onto the bank beside me, goggling as though in curiosity. 

"Well, I think you look rather peculiar, too," I told one. 

"Are you English?" said the fish incredulously. The impression of Alice in Wonderland was so pronounced that I merely blinked stupidly at it for a moment. Then my head snapped up, and I stared into the face of the man Nvho had spoken. 

His face was weathered and sunburned to the color of mahogany, but the black hair that curled back from his brow was thick and ungrizzled. He stepped out from behind the mangrove, moving cautiously, as though afraid to startle me. 

He was a bit above middle height and burly, thick through the shoulder, with a broad, boldly carved face, whose naturally friendly expression was tinged with wariness. He was dressed shabbily, with a heavy canvas bag slung across his shoulder-and a canteen made of goatskin hung from his belt. 

"Nous tes Anglaise?" he asked, repeating his original question in French. "Comment (a va?" 

"Yes, I'm English," I said, croaking. "May I have some water, please?" His eyes popped wide open-they were a light hazel-but he didn't say anything, just took the skin bag from his belt and handed it to me. 

I laid the fish knife on my knee, close within reach, and drank deeply, scarccfy able to gulp fast enough. 

"Careful," he said. "It's dangerous to drink too fast." 

"I know," I said, slightly breathless as I lowered the bag. "I'm a doctor." I lifted the canteen and drank again, but forced myself to swallow more s)owly this time. Nly rescuer was regarding me quizzically-and little wonder, I supposed. Sca-soaked and sun-dried, mud-caked and sweat-stained, with my hair straggling down over my face, I looked like a beggar, and probably a demented one at that. 

"A doctor?" he said in English, showing that his thoughts had been traveling in the direction I suspected. He eyed me closely, in a way strongly
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reminiscent of the big black bird I had met earlier. "A doctor of what, if I might ask?" 

"Medicine," I said, pausing briefly between gulps. 

He had strongly drawn black brows. These rose nearly to his hairline. "Indeed," he said, after a noticeable pause. 

"Indeed," I said in the same tone of voice, and he laughed. He inclined his head toward me in a formal bow. "In that case, Madame Physician, allow me to introduce myself. Lawrence Stern, Doctor of Natural Philosophy, of the Gesellschaft von Naturwissenschaft Philosophicren, Munich." 

I blinked at him. 

"A naturalist," he elaborated, gesturing at the canvas bag over his shoulder. "I was making my way toward those frigate birds in hopes of observing their breeding display, when I happened to overhear you, er . . . 

"Talking to a fish," I finished. "Yes, well . . . have they really got four eves?" I asked, in hopes of changing the subject. 

"Yes-or so it seems." He glanced down at the fish, who appeared to be following the conversation with rapt attention. "They seem to employ their oddly shaped optics when submerged, so that the upper pair of eyes observes events above the surface of the water, and the lower pair similarly takes note of happenings below it." He looked then at me, with a hint of a smile. "Might I perhaps have the honor of knowing your name, Madame Physician?" 

I hesitated, unsure what to tell him. I pondered the assortment of available aliases and decided on the truth. 

"Fraser," I said. "Claire Fraser. Mrs. James Fraser," I added for good measure, fccling vaguely that marital status might make me seem slightly more respectable, appearances notwithstanding. I fingered back the curl hanging in my left eye. 

"Your servant, Madame," he said with a gracious bow. He rubbed the bridge of his nose thoughtfully, looking at me. 

"You have been shipwrecked, perhaps?" he ventured. It seemed the most logical-if not the only-explanation of my presence, and I nodded. 

"I need to find a way to get to Jamaica," I said. "Do you think you can help me?" He stared at me, frowning slightly, as though I were a specimen he couldn't quite decide how to classify, but then he nodded. He had a broad mouth that looked made for smiling; one corner turned up, and he extended a hand to help me up. 

"Yes," he said. "I can help. But I think maybe first we find you some food, and maybe clothes, ch? I have a friend, who lives not so far away. I will take you there, shall V' 

What with parching thirst and the general press of events, I had paid little
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attcntion to the demands of my stomach. At the mention of food, however, it came immediately and vociferouslv to life. 

"That," I said loudly, in hopes of drowning it out, "would be very nice indeed - " I brushed back the tangle of my hair as well as I could, and ducking Linder a branch, followed my rescuer into the trees. 

As we emerged from a palmetto grove, the ground opened out into a mcadow-likc space, then rose up in a broad hill before us. At the top of the iiill, I could see a house-or at least a ruin. Its yellow plaster walls were cracked and overrun by pink bougainvillaeas and straggling guavas, the tin roof sported several visible holes, and the whole place gave off an air of mournful dilapidation. 

"Hacienda dc la Fuente," my new acquaintance said, with a nod toward it. "Can you stand the walk up the hill, or-" He hesitated, eyeing me as though estimating my weight. "I could carryyou, I suppose," he said, with a not altogether flattering tone of doubt in his voice. 

"I can manage," I assured him. My feet were bruised and sore, and punctured by fallen palmetto fronds, but the path before us looked relatively smooth. 

The hillside leading up to the house was crisscrossed with the faint lines of sheep trails. There were a number of these animals present, peacefully grazing under the hot Hispaniola sun. As we stepped out of the trees, one sheep spotted us and uttered a short bleat of surprise. Like clockwork, every sheep on the hillside lifted its head in unison and stared at us. 

Feeling rather self-conscious under this unblinking phalanx of suspicious eyes, I picked up my muddy skirts and followed Dr. Stern toward the main patti-trodden by more than sheep, to judge from its width-that led up and over the hill. 

It was a fine, bright day, and flocks of orange and white butterflies flickcrcd through the grass. They lighted on the scattered blooms with here and there a brilliant yellow butterfly shining like a tiny sun. 

I breathed in deeply, a lovely smell of grass and flowers, with minor notes of slicep and sun-warmed dust. A brown speck lighted for a moment on my sleeve and clung, long enough for me to see the velvet scales on its wing, and the tiny curled hose of its proboscis. The slender abdomen pulsed, breathing to its wing-beats, and then it was gone. It might have been the promise of help, the water, the butterflies, or all three, but the burden of fear and fatigue under which I had labored for so long began to lift. True, I still had to face the problem of finding transport to Jamaica, but with thirst assuaged, a friend at hand, and the possibility of lunch just ahead, that no longer appeared the impossible task it had seemed in the mangroves. 
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"There he is!" Lawrence stopped, waiting for me to come up alongside him on the path. He gestured upward, toward a slight, wiry figure, picking its way carefully down the hillside toward us. I squinted at the figure as it wandered through the sheep, who took no apparent notice of his passage. "Jesus!" I said, "It's St. Francis of Assisi." Lawrence glanced at me in surprise. 

"No, neither one. I told you he's English." He raised an arm and shouted, Hola! Seftor Fogden!" 

The gray-robed figure paused suspiciously, one hand twined protectively in the wool of a passing ewe. 

ic e Q_U t.en es?" 

"Stern!" called Lawrence. "Lawrence Stern! Come along," he said, and extended a hand to pull me up the steep hillside onto the sheep path above. The ewe was making determined efforts to escape her protector, which

distracted him from our approach. A slender man a bit taller than 1, he had a lean face that might have been handsome if not disfigured by a reddish beard that straggled dust-moplike round the edges of his chin. His long and straying hair had gone to gray in streaks and runnels, and fell forward into his eyes with some frequency. An orange butterfly took wing from his head as we reached him. 

"Stern?" he said, brushing back the hair with his free hand and blinking owlishly in the sunlight. "I don't know any . . . oh, it's you!" His thin face brightened. "Why didn't you say it was the shitworm man; 1 should have known you at once!" 

Stern looked mildly embarrassed at this, and glanced at me apologetically. "I . . . ah . . . collected several interesting parasites from the excrement of Mr. Fogden's sheep, upon the occasion of my last visit," he explained. 

"Horrible great worms!" Father Fogden said, shuddering violently in recollection. "A foot long, some of them, at least!" 

"No more than eight inches," Stern corrected, smiling. He glanced at the nearest sheep, his hand resting on his collecting bag as though in anticipation of further imminent contributions to science. "Was the remedy I suggested effective?" Father Fogden looked vaguely doubtftil, as though trying to remember quite what the remedy had been. 

"The turpentine drench," the naturalist prompted. 

"Oh, yes!" The sun broke out on the priest's lean countenance, and he beamed fondly upon us. "Of course, of course! Yes, it worked splendidly. A few of them died, but the rest were quite cured. Capital, entirely capital!" 

Suddenly it seemed to dawn on Father Fogden that he was being less than hospitable. 

"But you must come in!" he said. "I was just about to partake of the
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inidday meal; I insist you must join me." The priest turned to me. "This will be Mrs. Stern, will it?" 

Mention of eight-inch intestinal worms had momentarily suppressed my hunger pangs, but at the mention of food, they came gurgling back in full force "No, but we should be delighted to partake of your hospitality," Stern answered politely. 

"Pray allow me to introduce my companion-a Mrs. Fraser, a countrywoman of yours." Fogden's eyes grew quite round at this. A pale blue, with a tendency to water in bright sun, they fixed wondcringly upon me. 

"Ali Englishwoman?" he said, disbelieving. "Here?" The round eyes took in the mud and salt stains on my crumpled dress, and my general air of disarray. He blinked for a moment, then stepped forward, and with the UtMOSt dignity, bowed low over my hand. 

"Your most obedient servant, Madame," he said. He rose and gestured grandly at the ruin on the hill. "Mi casa es su casa. "He whistled sharply, and a small King Charles cavalier spaniel poked its face inquiringly out of the kk,ceds. 

"We have a guest, Ludo," the priest said, beaming. "Isn't that nice?" Tucking my hand firmly under one elbow, he took the sheep by its topknot of wool and towed us both toward the Hacienda de la Fuente, leaving Stern to follow. 

The reason for the name became clear as we entered the dilapidated court,ard; a tiny cloud of dragonflies hovered like blinking lights over an algaefilled pool in one corner; it looked like a natural spring that someone had curbed in when the house was built. At least a dozen jungle fowl sprang up from the shattered pavement and flapped madly past our feet, leaving a small cloud of dust and feathers behind them. From other evidences left behind, I deduced that the trees overhanging the patio were their customary roost, and had been for some time. 

"And so I was fortunate enough to encounter Mrs. Fraser among the mangroves this morning," Stern concluded. "I thought that perhaps you might . . . oh, look at that beauty! 

A magnificent Odonata!" 

A tone of amazed delight accompanied this last statement, and he pushed unceremoniously past us to peer up into the shadows of the palm-thatched patio roof, where an enormous dragonfly, at least four inches across, was darting to and fro, blue body catching fire when it crossed one of the errant rays of sunshine poking through the tattered roof. 

Oh, do you want it? Be mv guest." Our host waved a gracious hand at the dragonfly. "Here, Becky, trot in there and I'll see to your hoof in a bit." He shooed the ewe into the patio with a slap on the rump. It snorted and galloped off a few feet, then fell at once to browsing on the scattered fruit of a huge guava that overhung the ancient wall. 

PDF Transform

PDF Transform

Y

Y

Y

er

Y

er

B

2

B

2

B

.0

B

.0

A

A

Click here to buy

Click here to buy

w

w

w

w

w . 

w

A B B YY.com

.A B BYY.com

634                       Diana Gabaldon

In fact, the trees around the patio had grown up to such an extent that the branches at many points interfaced. The whole of the courtyard seemed roofed with them, a sort of leafy tunnel, leading down the length of the patio into the gaping cavern of the house's entrance. 

Drifts of dust and the pink paper leaves of bougainvillaca lay heaped against the sill, but just beyond, the dark wood floor gleamed with polish, bare and immaculate. It was dark inside, after the brilliance of the sunlight, but my eyes quickly adapted to the surroundings, and I looked around curiously. 

It 1,v as a very plain room, dark and cool, furnished with no more than a tong table, a few stools and chairs, and a small sideboard, over which hung a hideous painting in the Spanish style-an emaciated Christ, goateed and pallid in the gloom, indicating with one skeletal hand the bleeding heart that throbbed in his chest. 

This ghastly object so struck my eye that it was a moment before I realized there was someone else in the room. The shadows in one corner of the room coalesced, and a small round face emerged, wearing an expression of remarkable malignity. I blinked and took a step back. The woman-for so she wastook a step forward, black eyes fixed on me, unblinking as the sheep. 

She was no more than four feet tall, and so thick through the body as to seem like a solid block, without joint or indentation. Her head was a small round knob atop her body, with the smaller knob of a sparse gray bun scraped tightly back behind it. She was a light mahogany color-whether from the sun or naturally, I couldn't tell-and looked like nothing so much as a carved wooden doll. An ill-wish doll. 

"Mamacita," said the priest, speaking Spanish to the graven image, "what good fortune! 

We have guests who will eat with us. You remember Sdior Stern.. he added, gesturing at Lawrence. 

"Si, claro," said the image, through invisible wooden lips. "The Christkilter. And who is the puta alba?" 

"And this is Seftora Fraser," Father Fogdcn went on, beaming as though she had not spoken. "The poor lady has had the misfortune to be shipwrecked; we must assist her as much as we can." 

Mamacita looked me over slowly from top to toe. She said nothing, but the wide nostrils flared with infinite contempt. 

"Your food's ready," she said, and turned away. 

"Splendid!" the priest said happily. "Mamacita welcomes you; she'll bring us some food. Won't NTOU sit down.  5, 

The table was already laid with a large cracked plate and a wooden spoon. The priest took two more plates and spoons from the sideboard, and distributed them haphazardly about the table, gesturing hospitably at us to be seated. 

A large brown coconut sat on the chair at the head of the table. Fogden
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tenderly picked this up and set it alongside his plate. The fibrous husk was darkened with age, and the hair was worn off it in patches, showing an almost polished appearance; I thought he must have had it for some time. 

"Hallo there," he said, patting it affectionately. "And how are you keeping this fine day, Coco," 

I glanced at Stern, but lie was studying the portrait of Christ, a small frown between his thick black brows. I supposed it was up to me to open a conversation. 

"You live alone here, Mr.-ah, Father Fogden?" I inquired of our host. "You, and-cr, Mamacita?" 

"Yes, I'm afraid so. That's why I'm so pleased to see you. I haven't any real company but Ludo and Coco, you know," he explained, patting the hairy nut once more. 11 Coco?" I said politely, thinking that on the evidence to hand so far, Coco wasn't the only nut among those present. I darted another glance at Stern, who looked mildly amused, but not alarmed. 

"Spanish for bugbear-coco," the priest explained. "A hobgoblin. See him there, wee button nose and his dark little eyes?" Fogden jabbed two long, slender fingers suddenly into the depressions in the end of the coconut and jerked them back, chortling. 

"Ah-ah!" he cried. "Mustn't stare, Coco, it's rude, you know!" The pale blue eyes darted a piercing glance at me, and with some difficulty, I removed my teeth from my lower lip. 

"Such a pretty lady," he said, as though to himself. "Not like my Ermenegilda, but very pretty none th ele ss-isn't she, Ludo?" 

The dog, thus addressed, ignored me, but bounded joyfully at its master, shoving its head under his hand and barking. He scratched its ears affectionately, then turned his attention back to me. 

"Would one of Ermenegilda's dresses fit you, I wonder?" 

I didn't know whether to answer this or not. Instead, I merely smiled politely, and hoped what I was thinking didn't show on my face. Fortunately, at this point Mamacita came back, carrying a steaming clay pot wrapped in towels. She slapped a ladleftil of the contents on each plate, then went out, her feet-if she had any-Mov     ing invisibIv beneath the shapeless skirt. 

I stirred the mess on my plate, which appeared to be vegetable in nature. I took a cautious bite, and found it surprisingly good. 

"Fried plantain, mixed with manioc and red beans," Lawrence explained, seeing my hesitation. He took a large spoonful of the steaming pulp himself and ate it without pausing for it to cool. 

I had expected something of an inquisition about my presence, identity, and prospects. Instead, Father Fogdcn was singing softlv under his breath, keeping time on the table with his spoon between bites. 
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I darted a glance at Lawrence, eyebrows up. He merely smiled, raised one shoulder in a slight shrug, and bent to his own food. 

No real conversation occurred until the conclusion of the meal, when Mamacita"unsmiling" seemed an understatement of her expression-removed the plates, replacing them with a platter of fruit, three cups, and a gigantic clay pitcher. 

"Have you ever drunk sangria, Mrs. Fraser"' 

I opened my mouth to say "Yes," thought better of it, and said, "No, what is it?" Sangria had been a popular drink in the 1960s, and I had had it many times at faculty parties and hospital social events. But for now, I was sure that it was unknown in England and Scotland; Mrs. Fraser of Edinburgh would never have heard of sangria. 

"A mixture of red wine and the juices of orange and lemon," Lawrence Stern was explaining. "Mulled with spices, and served hot or cold, depending upon the weather. A most comforting and healthful beverage, is it not, Fogden?" 

"Oh, yes. Oh, yes. Most comforting." Not waiting for me to find out for myself, the priest drained his cup, and reached for the pitcher before I had taken the first sip. It was the same; the same sweet, throat-rasping taste, and I suffered the momentary illusion that I was back at the party where I had first tasted it, in company with a marijuana-smoking graduate student and a professor of botany. 

This illusion was fostered by Stern's conversation, which dealt with his collections, and by Father Fogden's behavior. After several cups of sangria, he had risen, rummaged through the sideboard, and emerged with a large clay pipe. This he packed full of a strong-smelling herb shaken out of a paper tw

- ist, and proceeded to smoke. 

"Hemp?" Stern asked, seeing this. "Tell me, do you find it settling to the digestive processes? I have heard it is so, but the herb is unobtainable in most European cities, and I have no firsthand observations of its effect." 

"Oh, it is most genial and comforting to the stomach," Father Fogden assured him. He drew in a huge breath, held it, then exhaled long and dreamily, blowing a stream of soft white smoke that floated in streamers of haze near the room's low ceiling. "I shall send a packet home "vith you, dear fellow. Do say, now, what do you mean doing, you and this shipwrecked lady you have rescued?" 

Stern explained his plan; after a night's rest, we intended to walk as far as the village of St. Luis du Nord, and from there see whether a fishing boat might carry us to Cap-Haitien, thirty miles distant. If not, we would have to make our wav overland to Le Cap, the nearest port of any size. 

The priest s sketchy brows drew close together, frowning against the smoke. 
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"Mm? Well, I suppose there isn't much choice, is there? Still, you must go careful, particularly if you go overland to Le Cap. Maroons, you know." "Maroons?" I glanced quizzicalIv at Stern, who nodded, frowning. "That's true. I did meet with two or three small bands as I came north

through the valley of the Artibonitc. They didn't molest me, though-I daresav I looked little better off than they' poor wretches. The Maroons are escaped slaves," he explained to me. 

"Having fled the cruelty of their mastcrs, they take refuge in the remote hills, where the jungle hides them." 

"They might not trouble you," Father Fogden said. He sucked deeply on 11is pipe, with a low, slurping noise, held his breath for a long count and then let it out reluctantly, His evcs were becoming markedly bloodshot. He closed one of them and examined me rather b1carily with the other. "She doesn't look worth robbing, really." Stern smiled broadly, looking at me, then quickly erased the smile, as though feeling he had been less than tactful. He coughed and took another cup of sangria. The priest's eyes gleamed over the pipe, red as a ferret's. 

"I believe I need a little fresh air," I said, pushing back my chair. "And perhaps a little water, to wash with?" 

"Oh, of course, of course!" Father Fogden cried. He rose, swaying unsteadily, and thumped the coals from his pipe carelessly out onto the sideboard. "Come with rric." The air in the patio seemed fresh and invigorating by comparison, despite its mugginess. I inhaled deeply, looking on with interest as Father Fogden tumbled with a bucket by the fountain in the corner. 

'Where does the water come from?" 1 asked. "Is it a spring?" The stone trough was lined with soft tendrils of green algae, and I could see these moving lazily; evidently there was a current of some kind. 

It was Stern who answered. 

"Yes, there are hundreds of such springs. Some of them are said to have spirits living in thcm-but I do not suppose you subscribe to such superstition, sit?" Father Fogdcn seemed to have to think about this. He set the half-filled bucket down on the coping and squinted into the water, trying to fix his gaze on one of the small silver fish that swam there. 

"Ah" he said vaguely. "Well, no. Spirits, no. Still-oh, yes, I had forgotten. I had something to show you." Going to a cupboard set into the wall, he Pulled open the cracked wooden door and removed a small bundle of coarse unbleached muslin, which he put gingerly into Stern's hands. 

"It came up in the spring one day last month," he said. "It died when the noon sun struck it, and I took it out. I'm afraid the other fish nibbled it a bit," lie said apologetically, "but you can still sec." 

Lying in the center of the cloth was a small dried fish, much like those darting about in the spring, save that this one was pure \%,hire. It was also
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blind. On either side of the blunt head, there was a small swelling where an eye should have been, but that was all. 

"Do you think it is a ghost fish?" the priest inquired. "I thought of it when you mentioned spirits. Still, I can't think what sort of sin a fish might have committed, so as to be doomed to roam about like that-eyeless, I mean. I mean"-he closed one eye again in his favorite expression-,,            one doesn't think of fish as having souls, and yet, if they don't, how can they become ghosts?" 

"I shouldn't think they do, myself," I assured him. I peered more closely at the fish, which Stern was examining with the rapt joy of the born naturalist. The skin was very thin, and so transparent that the shadows of the internal organs and the knobbly line of the vertebrae were clearly visible, yet it did have scales, tiny and translucent, though dulled by dryness. 

"It is a blind cave fish," Stern said, reverently stroking the tiny blunt head. "I have seen one only once before, in a pool deep inside a cave, at a place called Abandawe. And that one escaped before I could examine it closely. My dear fellow-" He turned to the priest, eyes shining with excitement. "Might I have it?" 

"Of course, of course." The priest fluttered his fingers in offhand generosity. "No use to me. Too small to cat, you know, even if Mamacita would think of cooking it, which she wouldn't." He glanced around the patio, kicking absently at a passing hen. "Where is Mamacita?" 

"Here, cabrdn, where else?" I hadn't seen her come out of the house, but there she was, a dusty, sunbrowned little figure stooping to fill another bucket from the spring. A faintly musty, unpleasant smell reached my nostrils, and they twitched uneasily. The priest must have noticed, for he said, "Oh, you mustn't mind, it's only poor Arabella." 

"Arabella? " 

"Yes, in here." The priest held aside a ragged curtain of burlap that screened off a corner of the patio, and I glanced behind it. 

A ledge jutted out of the stone wall at waist-height. On it were ranged a long row of sheep's skulls, pure white and polished. 

"I can't bear to part with them, you see." Father Fogden gently stroked the heavy curve of a skull. "This was Beatriz-so sweet and gentle. She died in lambing, poor thing." He indicated two much smaller skulls nearby, shaped and polished like the rest. 

"Arabclla is a-a sheep, too?" I asked. The smell was much stronger here, and I thought I really didn't want to know where it was coming from at all. "A member of my flock, ves, certainlv." The priest turned his oddly bright

blue eyes on me, looking quite fierce. "She was murdered! Poor Arabella, such a gentle, trusting soul. How they can have had the wickedness to betray such innocence for the sake of carnal lusts!" 
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"Oh, dear," I said, rather inadequately. "I'm terribly sorry to hear that. Ah-who murdered her?" 

"The sailors, the wicked heathen! Killed her on the beach and roasted her poor body over a gridiron, just like St. Lawrence the Martyr." 

"Heavens," I said. 

The priest sighed, and his spindly beard appcarcd to droop with mourning. 

"Yes, I must not forget the hope of Heaven. For if Our Lord observes the fill of every sparrow, He can scarcely have failed to observe Arabella. She must have weighed near on ninety pounds, at least, such a good grazer as she was, poor child." 

"Ali," I said, trying to infuse the remark with a suitable sympathy and horror. It then occurred to me what the priest had said. 

"Sailors?" I asked. "When did you say this-this sad occurrence took place?" It couldn't be the Porpoi   .se, I thought. Surely, Captain Leonard would not have thought me so important that he had risked bringing his ship in so close to the island, in order to pursue me? But mv hands grew damp at the thought, and I wiped them unobtrusively on my robe. 

"This morning," Father Fogden replied, setting back the lamb's skull he had picked up to fondle. "But," he added, his manner brightening a bit, "I must say they're making wonderful progress with her. It usually takes more than a week, and already you can quite see . . ." 

He opened the cupboard again, revealing a large lump, covered with several layers of damp burlap. The smell was markedly stronger now, and a number of small brown beetles scuttled away from the light. 

"Are those members ofthe Dermcstidae you have there, Fogden?" Lawrcnce Stern, having tenderly committed the corpse of his cave fish to a jar of alcoholic spirits, had come to join us. He peered over my shoulder, sunburned features creased in interest. Inside the cupboard, the white maggot larvae of dermestid beetles were hard at work, polishing the skull of Arabella the sheep. They had made a good start on the eyes. The manioc shifted heavily in my stomach. 

"Is that what they are? 1 suppose so; dear voracious little fellows." The Priest swayed alarmingly, catching himsclfon the edge ofthc cupboard. As tic did so, he finally noticed the old woman, standing glaring at him, a bucket in either hand. 

"Oh, I had quite forgotten! You will be needing a change ofclothing, will 'OU not, Mrs. Fraser? 11

I looked down at myself The dress and shift I was wearing were ripped in so niany places that they were barely decent, and so soaked and sodden with Water and swarrip-mud that I was scarcely tolerable, cvcn in such undcmanding company as that of Father Fogden and Lawrence Stern. 

Father Fogden turned to the graven image. "Have we not something this
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unfortunate lady might wear, Mamacita?" he asked in Spanish. He seemed to hesitate, swaying gently. "Perhaps, one of the dresses in-" 

The woman bared her teeth at me. "They arc much too small for such a cow," she said, also in Spanish. "Give her your old robe, if you must." She cast an eye of scorn on my tangled hair and mud-strcaked face. "Come," she said in English, turning her back on me. "You wash." 

She led me to a smaller patio at the back of the house, where she provided me with two buckets of cold, fresh Xv  atcr, a Nvorn linen towel, and a small pot of soft soap, smclling strongly of lye. Adding a shabby gray robe with a rope belt, she bared her teeth at me again and left, remarking genially in Spanish, "Wash away the blood on your hands, Christkilling whore." I shut the patio gate after her with a considerable feeling of relief, stripped off my sticky, filthy clothes with even more relief, and made my toilct as well as might be managed with cold water and no comb. 

Clad decently, if oddlv, in Father Fogdcn's extra robe, I combed out my wet hair with my fingers, contemplating my peculiar host. I wasn't sure whether the priest's excursions into oddness were some form of dementia, or only the side effects of long-term alcoholism and cannabis intoxication, but he seemed a gentle, kindly soul, in spite of it. His scrvant-if that's what she was-was another question altogether. 

Mamacita made me more than slightly nervous. Mr. Stern had announced his intention of going down to the seaside to bathe, and I was reluctant to go back into the house until he returned. There had been quite a lot of sangria left, and I suspected that Father Fogden-if he was still conscious-would be little protection by this time against that basilisk glare. Still, I couldn't stay outside all afternoon; I was very tired, and wanted to sit down at least, though I would have preferred to find a bed and sleep for a week. There was a door opening into the house from my small patio; I pushed it open and stepped into the dark interior. 

I was in a small bedroom. I looked around, amazed; it didn't seem part of the same house as the Spartan main room and the shabby patios. The bed was made up with feather pillows and a coverlet of soft red wool. Four huge patterned fans were spread like bright wings across the whitewashed walls, and ,vax candles in a branched brass candelabrum sat on the table. 

The furniture was simply but carefully made, and polished with oil to a soft, deep gloss. A curtain of striped cotton hung across the end of the room. It was pushed partway back, and I could see a row of dresses hung on hooks behind it, in a rainbow of silken color. These must be Ermcnegilda's dresses, the ones that Father Fogden had mentioned. I walked forward to look at them, my bare feet quiet on the floor. The room was dustless and clean, but very quiet, without the scent or vibration of human occupancy. No one lived in this room anymore. 

The dresses were beautiful; all of silk and velvet, moire and satin, mousse-PDF Transform
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line and panne. Even hanging lifeless here from their hooks, them had the shcen and beauty of an animal's pelt, where some essence of life lingers in the fur. I touched one bodice, purple velvet, heavy with embroidered silver pansies, centered with pearls. She had been small, this Ermenegilda, and slightly built-scveral of the dresses had ruffles and pads cleverly sewn inside the bodiccs, to add to the illusion of a bust. The room was comfortable, though not luxurious; the dresses were splendid-things that might have been worn at Court in Madrid. 

Ermenegilda was gone, but the room still seemed inhabited. I touched a sleeve of peacock blue in farevvcll and tiptoed away, leaving the dresses to their dreams. I found Lawrence Stern on the veranda at the back of the house, overlooking a precipitous slope of aloe and guava. In the distance, a small humped island sat cradled in a sea of glimmering turquoise. He rose in courtesy, giving me a small bow and a look of surprise. 

"Mrs. Fraser! You are in greatly improved looks, I must say. The Father's robe suits you somewhat more than it does him." He smiled at me, hazel eyes creasing in a flattering expression of admiration. 

"I expect the absence of dirt has more to do with it," I said, sitting down in the chair he offered me. "Is that something to drink?" There was a pitcher on the rickcty wooden table between the chairs; moisture had condensed in a licavy dew on the sides and droplets ran enticingly down the sides. I had been thirsty so long that the sight of anything liquid automatically made my checks draw in with longing. 

"More sangria," Stern said. He poured out a small cupful for each of us, and sipped his own, sighing with enjoyment. "I hope you will not think me intemperate, Mrs. Fraser, but after months of tramping country, drinking nothing but water and the slaves' crude rum-" He closed his eyes in bliss. "Ambrosia." 

I was rather disposed to agree. 

"Er . . . is Father Fogden . . . ?" I hesitated, looking for some tactful way of inquiring after our host's state. I needn't have bothered. 

"Drunk," Stern said frankly. "Limp as a -,NT orm, laid out on the table in the sala. He nearly always is, by the time the sun's gone down," he added. 

"I see." I settled back in the chair, sipping my own sangria. "Have vou known Father Fogden long?" 

Stern rubbed a hand over his forehead, thinking. "Oh, for a few years." He glanced at me. 

"I was wondering-do you by chance know a James Fraser, from Edinburgh? I realize it is a common name, but-oh, you do?" 

I hadn't spoken, but my face had given me away, as it always did, unless I was carefully prepared to lie. 

"My husband's name is James Fraser," I said. 
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Stern's face lighted with interest. "Indeed!" he exclaimed. "And is he a very large fellow, with-" 

"Red hair," I agreed. "Yes, that's Jamie." Something occurred to me. "He told me he'd met a natural philosopher in Edinburgh, and had a most interesting conversation about . . . various things." What I was wondering was where Stern had learned Jamie's real name. Most people in Edinburgh would have known him onlv as "Jamie Roy," the smuggler, or as Alexander Malcolm, the respectable printer of Carfax Close. Surclv Dr. Stern, with his distinct German accent, couldn't be the "Englishman'       ;Tompkins had spoken of? 

"Spiders," Stern said promptly. "Yes   'I recall perfectly. Spiders and caves. We met in a-a-" His face went blank for a moment. Then he coughed, mastcrftilly covering the lapse. "In a, um, drinking establishment. One of the -ah-female employees happened to encounter a large specimen of Arachnida hanging from the ceiling in her-that is, from the ceiling as she was engaged in . . . ah, conversation with me. Being somewhat frightened in consequence, she burst into the passageway, shrieking incoherently." Stern took a large gulp of sangria as a restorative, evidently finding the memory stressful. 

"I had just succeeded in capturing the animal and securing it in a specimen jar when Mr. Fraser burst into the room, pointed a species of firearm at me, and said-" Here Stern developed a prolonged coughing fit, pounding himself vigorously on the chest. 

"Eheu! Do you not find this particular pitcher perhaps a trifle strong, Mrs. Fraser? I suspect that the old woman has added too many sliced lemons." I suspected that Mamacita would have added cyanide, had she any to hand, but in fact the sangria was excellent. 

"I hadn't noticed," I said, sipping. "But do go on. Jamie came in with a pistol and said-,"' 

"Oh. Well, in fact, I cannot say I recall precisely what was said. There appeared to have been a slight misapprehension, owing to his impression that the lady's outcry was occasioned by some inopportune motion or speech of my own,    rather than by the arachnid. Fortunately, I was able to display the beast to him, whereupon the lady was induced to come so far as the cloor-we could not persuade her to enter the room again-and identify it as the cause of her distress." 

"I see," I said. I could envision the scene very well indeed, save for one point of paramount interest. "Do you happen to recall what he was wearing? Jamie?" Lawrence Stern looked blank. "Wearing? Why . . . no. My impression is that he was clad for the street, rather than in dishabille, but-11

"That's quite all right," I assured him. "I only wondered.-"Clad," after all, xvas the operative word. "So he introduced himself to vou?" 
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Stern frowned, running a hand through his thick black curls. "I don't believe he did. As I recall, the lady referred to him as Mr. Fraser; sometime later in the convcrsation-wc availed ourselves of suitable refreshment and remained conversing nearly until the dawn, finding considerable interest in each other's company, you see. At some point, he invited me to address him by his given name." He raised one eyebrow sardonically. "I trust you do not think it overfamiliar of me to have done so, upon such brief acquaintance"' 

"No, no. Of course not." Wanting to change the subject, I continued, "You said you talked about spiders and caves? Why caves?" 

"By way of Robert the Bruce and the story-which your husband was inclined to think apocryphal-regarding his inspiration to persevere in his quest for the throne of Scotland. Presumablv, the Bruce was in hiding in a cave, pursued by his enemies, and-" 

"Yes, I know the story," I interrupted. 

"It was James's opinion that spiders do not frequent caves in which humans dwell; an opinion with which I basically concurred, though pointing out that in the larger type of cave, such as occurs on this island-" 

"There are caves here?" I was surprised, and then felt foolish. "But of course, there must be, if there are cave fish, like the one in the spring. I always thought Caribbean islands were made of coral, though. I shouldn't have thought you'd find caves in coral." 

"Well, it is possible, though not highly likely," Stern said judiciously. "However, the island of Hispaniola is not a coral atoll but is basically volcanic in origin-with the addition of crystalline schists, fossiliferous sedimentary deposits of a considerable antiquity, and widespread deposits of limestone. The limestone is particularly karstic in spots." 

"You don't say." I poured a fresh cup of spiced wine. 

"Oh, yes." Lawrence leaned over to pick up his bag from the floor of the veranda. Pulling out a notebook, he tore a sheet of paper from it and crumpled it in his fist. 

"There," he said, holding out his hand. The paper slowly unfolded itself, leaving a mazed topography of creases and crumpled peaks. "That is what this island is likc-you remember what Father Fogden was saying about the Maroons? The runaway slaves who have taken refuge in these hills? It is not lack of pursuit on the part of their masters that allows them to vanish with such case. There are many parts of this island where no man-white or black, I darcsay-has yet set foot. And in the lost hills, there arc caves still more lost, whose existence no one knows save perhaps the aboriginal inhabitants of this place-and they arc long gone, Mrs. Fraser. 

"I have seen one such cave," he added reflectively. "Abandawe, the Maroons call it. They consider it a most sinister and sacred spot, though I do 'lot know why." 
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Encouraged by my close attention, he took another gulp of sangria and continued his natural history lecture. 

"Now that small island"-he nodded at the floating island visible in the sea beyond--that is the Ile de la Tortue-Tortuga. That one is in fact a coral atoll, its lagoon long since filled in by the actions of the coral animalculae. Did you know it was once the haunt of pirates,"' he asked, apparently feeling that he ought to infuse his lecture with something of more general interest than karstic formations and crystalline schists. 

"Real pirates? Buccaneers, you mean?" I viewed the little island with more interest. "That's rather romantic." 

Stern laughed, and I glanced at him in surprise. 

"I am not laughing at you, Mrs. Fraser," he assured me. A smile lingered on his lips as he gestured at the Ile de la Tortue. "It is merely that I had occasion once to talk with an elderly resident of Kngston, regarding the habits of the buccaneers who had at one point made their headquarters in the nearby village of Port Royal." He pursed his lips, decided to speak, decided otherwise, then, with a sideways glance at me, decided to risk it. "You will pardon the indelicacy, Mrs. Fraser, but as you are a married woman, and as I understand, have some familiarity with the practice of medicine" He paused, and might have stopped there, but he had drunk nearly two-thirds of the pitcher; the broad, pleasant face was deeply flushed. 

"You have perhaps heard of the abominable practices of sodomy?" he asked, looking at me sideways. 

"I have," I said. "Do you mean-" 

"I assure you," he said, with a magisterial nod. "My informant was most discursive upon the habits of the buccaneers. Sodomitcs to a man," he said, shaking his head. 

"What?" "It was a matter of public knowledge," he said. "My informant told me that when Port Royal fell into the sea some sixty years ago, it was widely assumed to be an act of divine vengeance upon these wicked persons in retribution for their vile and unnatural usages." 

"Gracious," I said. I wondered what the voluptuous Tessa of The Impetuous Pirate would have thought about this. 

He nodded, solemn as an owl. 

"They say you can hear the bells of the drowned churches of Port Royal when a storm is coming, ringing for the souls of the damned pirates." 

I thought of inquiring further into the precise nature of the vile and unnatural usages, but at this point in the proceedings, Mamacita stumped out onto the veranda, said curtly, 

"Food," and disappeared again. 

"I wonder which cave Father Fogden found her in," I said, shoving back my chair. 
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Stern glanced at me in surprise. "Found her? But I forgot," he said, face clearing, "you don't know." He peered at the open door where the old woman had vanished, but the interior of the house was quiet and dark as a cave. 

"He found her in Habana," he said, and told me the rest of the story. Father Fogden had been a priest for ten years, a missionary of the order of St. Anselm, when he had come to Cuba fifteen years before. Devoted to the needs of the poor, he had worked among the slums and stews of Habana for several years, thinking of nothing more than the relief of suffering and the love of God-until the day he met Ermenegilda Ruiz Alcantara y Meroz in the marketplace. 

"I don't suppose he knows, even now, how it happened," Stern said. He wiped away a drop of wine that ran down the side of his cup, and drank again. "Perhaps she didn't know, either, or perhaps she planned it from the inoment she saw him." In any case, six months later the city of Habana was agog at the news that the young wife of Don Armando Alcantara had run away-with a priest. "And her mother," I said, under my breath, but he heard me, and smiled slightly. 

"Ermenegilda would never leave Mamacita behind," he said. "Nor her dog Ludo." They would never have succeeded in escaping-for the reach of Don Armando was long and powerful-save for the fact that the English conveniently chose the day of their elopement to invade the island of Cuba, and Don Armando had many things more important to worry him than the whereabouts of his runaway young wife. 

The fugitives rode to Bayamo-much hampered by Ermenegilda's dresses, with which she would not part-and there hired a fishing boat, which carried them to safety on Hispaniola. 

"She died two years later," Stern said abruptly. He set down his cup, and refilled it from the sweating pitcher. "He buried her himself, under the bougainvillaea." 

"And here they've stayed since," I said. "The priest, and Ludo and Mamacita. " 

"Oh, yes." Stern closed his eyes, his profile dark against the setting sun. "Ermenegilda would not leave Mamacita, and Mamacita will never leave Ermcnegilda." He tossed back the rest of his cup of sangria. 

"No one comes here," he said. "The villagers won't set foot on the hill. They're afraid of Ermencgilda's ghost. A damned sinner, buried by a reprobate priest in unhallowed ground-of course she will not lie quiet." 

The sea breeze was cool on the back of my neck. Behind us, even the
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chickens in the patio had grown quiet with falling twilight. The Hacienda de la Fucnte lay still. 

"You come," I said, and he smiled. The scent of oranges rose up from the empty cup in my hands, sweet as bridal flowers. 

"Ah, well," he said. "I am a scientist. I don't believe in ghosts." He extended a hand to me, somewhat unsteadily. "Shall we dine, Mrs. Fraser?" 

After breakfast the next morning, Stern was ready to set off for St. Luis. Before leaving, though, I had a question or two about the ship the priest had mentioned; if it were the Porpoise, I wanted to steer clear of it. 

"What sort of ship was it?" I asked, pouring a cup of goat's milk to go with the breakfast of fried plantain. 

Father Fogden, apparently little the worse for his excesses of the day beforc, was stroking his coconut, humming dreamily to himself. 

"AV' he said, startled out of his reverie by Stern's poking him in the ribs. I patiently repeated my query. 

"Oh." He squinted in deep thought, then his face relaxed. "A wooden one. " Lawrence bent his broad face over his plate, hiding a smile. I took a breath and tried again. 

"The sailors who killed Arabella-did you see them?" His narrow brows rose. 

''Well, of course I saw them. How else would I know they had done it?" I seized on this evidence of logical thought. 

"Naturally. And did you see what they were wearing? I mean"-I saw him opening his mouth to say "clothes," and hastily forestalled him -"did they seem to be wearing any sort of uniform?" The crew of the Porpoise commonly wore "slops" when not performing any ceremonial duty, but even these rough clothes bore the semblance of a uniform, being mostly all of a dirty white and similar in cut. 

Father Fogden laid down his cup, leaving a milky mustache across his upper lip. He brushed at this with the back of his hand, frowning and shaking his head. 

"No, I think not. All I rccall of them, though, is that the leader wore a hook-missing a hand, 1 mcan." He waggled his own long fingers at me in illustration. 1 dropped my cup, which exploded on the tabletop. Stern sprang up with an exclamation, but the priest sat still, watching in surprise as a thin white stream ran across the table and into his lap. 

"Whatever did you do that for?" he said reproachfully. 

"I'm sorry," I said. My hands were trembling so that I couldn't even
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manage to pick up the shards of the shattered cup. I was afraid to ask the next question. 

"Father-has the ship sailed away?" 

"Why no," he said, looking up in surprise from his damp robe. "How could it? It's on the beach." 

Father Fogden led the way, his skinny shanks a gleaming white as he kirtlcd his cassock about his thighs. I was obliged to do the same, for the hillside above the house was thick with grass and thorny shrubs that caught at the coarse wool skirts of my borrowed robe. The hill was crisscrossed with sheep paths, but thcsc were narrow and faint, losing themselves under the trees and disappearing abruptly in thick grass. The priest seemed confident about his destination, though, and scampercd briskly through the vegetation, never looking back. 

I was breathing hard by the time we reached the crest of the hill, even though Lawrence Stern had gallantly assisted me, pushing branches out of MV way, and taking my arm to haul me up the steeper slopes. 

"Do you think there really is a ship?" I said to him, low-voiced, as we approached the top of the hill. Given our host's behavior so far, I -wasn't so sure he might not have imagined it, just to be sociable. 

Stern shrugged, wiping a trickle of sweat that ran down his bronzed check. "I suppose there will be something there," he replied. "After all, there is a dead sheep." A qualm ran over me in memory of the late departed Arabella. Someone had killed the sheep, and I walked as quietly as I could, as we approached the top of the hill. It couldn't be the Porpoise; none of her officers or men Nvore a hook. I tried to tell mvself that it likely wasn't the Artemis, either, but my heart beat still faster as wc came to a stand of giant agave on the crest of the hill. 

I could see the Caribbean glowing blue through the succulent's branches, and a narrow strip of white beach. Father Fogden had come to a halt, beckoning us to his side. 

"There they are, the wicked creatures," he muttered. His blue eyes glittered bright with fury, and his scanty hair fairly bristled, like a moth-eaten porcupine. "Butchers!" he said, hushed but vehement, as though talking to himself. "Cannibals!" I gave him a startled look, but then Lawrence Stern grasped my arm, drawing me to a wider opening between two trees. 

-0y! There is a ship," he said. 

There was. It was lying tilted on its side, drawn Lip on the beach, its masts unstepped, unticly piles of cargo, sails, rigging, and water casks scattered all about it. Men cra,,vled over the beached carcass like ants. Shouts and hammer blows rang out like gunshots, and the smell of hot pitch was thick on the air. 
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The unloaded cargo gleamed dully in the sun; copper and tin, slightly tarnished by the sea air. Tanned hides had been laid flat on the sand, brown stiff blotches drying in the sun. 

"It is them! It's the Artemis!" The matter was settled by the appearance near the hull of a squat, onc-leggcd figure, head shaded from the sun by a gaudy kerchief of yellow silk. 

"Murphy!" I shouted. "Fergus! Jamie!" I broke from Stern's grasp and ran down the far side of the hill, his cry of caution disregarded in the excitement of seeing the Artemis. Murphy whirled at my shout, but was unable to get out of my way. Carried by momentum and moving like a runaway freight, I crashed straight into him, knocking him flat. 

"Murphy!" I said, and kissed him, caught up in the joy of the moment. "Hoy!" he said, shocked. He wriggled madly, trying to get out from under me. 

"Milady!" Fergus appeared at my side, crumpled and vivid, his beautiful smile dazzling in a sun-dark face. "Milady!" He helped me off the grunting Murphy, then grabbed me to him in a rib-cracking hug. Marsali appeared behind him, a broad smile on her face. 

"Merci aux les saints!" he said in my ear. "I was afraid -vvc would never see you again!" He kissed me heartily himself, on both cheeks and the mouth, then released me at last. I glanced at the Artemis, lying on her side on the beach like a stranded beetle. "What on earth happened?" 

Fergus and Marsali exchanged a glance. It was the sort of look in which questions are asked and answered, and it rather startled me to see the depths of intimacy between them. Fergus drew a deep breath and turned to me. "Captain Raines is dead," he said. The storm that had come upon me during my night in the mangrove swamp had also struck the Artemis. Carried far off her path by the howling wind, she had been forced over a reef, tearing a sizable hole in her bottom. 

Still, she had remained afloat. The aft hold filling rapidly, she had limped toward the small inlet that opened so near, offering shelter. 

"We were no more than three hundred yards from the shore when the accident happened," Fergus said, his face drawn by the memory. The ship had heeled suddenly over, as the contents of the aft hold had shifted, beginning to float. And just then, an enormous wave, coming from the sea, had struck the leaning ship, washing across the tilting quarterdeck, and carrying away Captain Raines, and four seamen with him. 

"The shore was so near!" Marsali said, her face twisted with distress. "We were aground ten minutes later! If only-" 

Fergus stopped her with a hand on her arm. 

"We cannot guess God's ways," he said. "It would have been the same, if' 
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we had been a thousand miles at sea, save that we would not have been able to give them decent burial." He nodded toward the far edge of the beach, near the jungle, where five small mounds, topped with crude wooden crosses, marked the final resting places of the drowned men. 

"I had some holy water that Da brought me from Notre Dame in Paris," Marsall said. Her lips were cracked, and she licked them. "In a little bottle. I said a prayer, and sprinkJed it on the graves. D'ye-d'ye think they would have I-liked that?" I caught the quaver in her voice, and realized that for all her self-possession, the last two days had been a terriAing ordeal for the girl. Her face was grimy, her hair coming down, and the sharpness was gone from her eyes, softened by tears. 

"I'm sure they would," I said gently, patting her arm. I glanced at the faces crowding around, searching for Jamie's great height and fiery head, even as the realization dawned that he was not there. 

"Where is Jamie? " I said. My face was flushed from the run down the hill. I felt the blood begin to drain from my cheeks, as a trickle of fear rose in my veins. Fergus was staring at me, lean face mirroring mine. "He is not with you?" he said. 

"No. How could he be?" The sun was blinding, but my skin felt cold. I could feel the heat shimmer over me, but to no effect. My lips were so chilled, I could scarcely form the question. 

"Where is he?" 

Fergus shook his head slowly back and forth, like an ox stunned by the slaughterer's blow. 

"I don't know." 
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In Which famie Smells a Rat

amic Fraser lay in the shadows under the Porpoise's jolly boat, chest heaving with effort. Getting aboard the man-of-war without being seen had been no small task; his right side was bruised from being slammed

against the side of the ship as he hung from the boarding nets, struggling to pull himself up to the rail. His arms felt as though they had been jerked from their sockets and there was a large splinter in one hand. But he was here, and so far unseen. He chewed delicately at his palm, groping for the end of the splinter with his teeth, as he got his bearings. Russo and Stone, Artemis hands who had served aboard men-of-war, had spent hours describing to him the structure of a large ship, the compartments and decks, and the probable location of the Surgeon's quarters. Hearing something described and being able to find your way about in it were two different things, though. At least the miserable thing rocked less than the Artemis, though he could still feel the subtle, nauseating heave of the deck beneath him. 

The end of the splinter worked free; nipping it between his teeth, he drew it slowly out and spat it on the deck. He sucked the tiny wound, tasting blood, and slid cautiously out from under the jolly boat, cars pricked to catch the sound of an approaching footstep. The deck below this one, down the forward companionway. The officers' quarters would be there, and with luck, the surgeon's cabin as well. Not that she was likely to be in her quarters; not her. She'd cared enough to come tend the sick-she would be with them. He had waited until dark to have Robbie MacRae row him out. Raines had told him that the Porpoise would likely weigh anchor with the evening tide, two hours from now. If he could find Claire and escape over the side before that-he could swim ashore with her, easily-the Artemi's would be waiting for them, concealed in a small cove on the other side of Caicos Island. If he couldn't-Nvell, he would deal with that when he came to it. Fresh from the cramped small world of the Artemi's, the bclowdecks of the Porpoise seemed huge and sprawling; a shadowed warren. He stood still, nostrils flaring as he deliberately drew the fetid air deep into his lungs. There were all the nasty stenchcs associated with a ship at sea for a long time, overlaid xvith the faint floating stink of feces and vomit. 
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He turned to the left and began to walk softly, long nose twitching. Where the smell of sickness was the strongest; that was where he would find her. Four hours later, in mounting desperation, he made his way aft for the third time. He had covered the entire ship-keeping out of sight with some difficulty-and Claire was nowhere to be found. 

"Bloody woman!" he said under his breath. "Where have yc gone, ye fashious wee hiclce?" A small worm of fear gnawed at the base of his heart. She had said her vaccine would protect her from the sickness, but what if she had been wrong? He could see for himself that the man-of-war's crew had been badly diminished by the deadly sickncss-knce -deep in it, the germs might have attacked her too, vaccine or not. 

He thought of germs as small blind things, about the size of maggots, but equipped with vicious razor teeth, like tiny sharks. He could all too easily imagine a swarm of the things fastening onto her, killing her, draining her flesh of life. It was just such a vision that had made him pursue the Porpoisethat, and a murderous rage toward the English buggercr who had had the filth-eating insolence to steal away his wife beneath his very nose, with a vague promise to return her, once they'd made use of her. 

Leave her to the Sasscnachs, unprotected? 

"Not bloody likely," he muttered under his breath, dropping down into a dark cargo space. She wouldn't be in such a place, of course, but he must think a moment, what to do. Was this the cable tier, the aft cargo hatch, the forward stinking God knew what? Christ, he hated boats! 

He drew in a deep breath and stopped, surprised. There were animals here; goats. He could smell them plainly. There was also a light, dimly visible around the edge of a bulkhead, and the murmur of voices. Was one of them a woman's voice? 

He edged forward, listening. There were feet on the deck above, a patter and thump that he recognized; bodies dropping from the rigging. Had someone above seen him? Well, and if they had? It was no crime, so far as he knew, for a man to come seeking his wife. The Porpoise was asail; he had fclt the thrum of the sails, passing through the wood all the way to the keel as she took the wind. They had long since missed the rendezvous with the Artemis. 

That being so, there was likely nothing to lose by appearing boldly before the captain and demanding to see Claire. But perhaps she was here-it was a Nvoman's voice. It was a woman's figure, too, silhouetted against the lantern's light, but the woman wasn't Claire. His heart leapt convulsively at the gleam of light on her hair, but then fell at once as he saw the thick, square shape of the
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woman by the goat pen. There was a man with her; as Jarnie watched, the man bent and picked up a basket. He turned and came toward Jamie. 

He stepped into the narrow aisle between the bulkheads, blocking the seaman's way. 

"Here, what do you mean-" the man began, and then, raising his eyes to Jamie's face, stopped, gasping, One eye was fixed on him in horrified recognition; the other showed only as a bluish-white crescent beneath the withered lid, 

"God preserve us!" the seaman said, "What are vou doing here?" The seaman's face gleamed pale and jaundiced in the dim light. 

"Ye ken me, do ye?" Jamie's heart was hammering against his ribs, but he kept his voice level and low. "I have not the honor to know your own name, I think?" 

"I should prefer to leave that particular circumstance unchanged, your honor, if youve no objection." The one-eyed seaman began to edge backward, but was forestalled as Jamie gripped his arm, hard enough to elicit a small yelp. 

"Not quite so fast, if ye please. Where is Mrs. Malcolm, the surgeon?" It would have been difficult for the seaman to look more alarmed, but at this question, he managed it. 

"I don't know!" he said. 

"You do," lainie said sharply. "And ye'll tell me this minute, or I shall break your neck." 

"Well, now, I can't be tcllin' you anything if you break my neck, can l?" the seaman pointed out, beginning to recover his nerve. He lifted his chin pugnacious) 'y over his basket of manure. "Now, you leave go of me, or I'll call-" The rest was lost in a squawk as a large hand fastened about his neck and began incxorably to squeeze. The basket fell to the deck, and balls of goat manure exp)oded out of it like shrapnel. 

"Ak!" Harry Tompkins's legs thrashed w]Idly, scattering goat dung in every direction, His face turned the color of a bectroot as he clawed ineffectually at Jamie's arm. Judging the results clinically, Jamie let go as the man's Cile began to bulge. He wiped his hand on his breeches, disliking the greasy feel of the man's sweat on his palm, Tompkins lay on the deck in a sprawl of limbs, wheezing faintly. 

"Ye're quite right," Jamie said. "On the other hand, if I break your arm, I expect you'll still be able to speak to me, aycP" He bent, grasped the man by one skinni, arm and Jerked him to his feet, twisting the arm roughly behind his back. 

"I'll tell you, I'll tell you!" The seaman wriggled madly, panicked. "Damn you, you're as wicked cruel as she was!" 

"Was', What do you mean, 'was?" Jamie's heart squeezed tight in his
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chest, and he jerked the arm, more roughly than he had meant to do. Tompkins let out a screech of pain, and Jamie slackened the pressure slightly. 

"Let go! I'll tell you, but for pity's sake, let go!" Jamie lessened his gras P, but didn't let go. 

"Tell me where my wife is!" he said, in a tone that had made stronger men than Harry Tompkins fall over their feet to obey. 

"She's lost!" the man blurted. "Gone overboard!" 

"What!" He was so stunned that he let go his hold. Overboard. Gone overboard. Lost. 

"When?" he demanded. "How? Damn you, tell me what happened!" He advanced on the seaman, fists clenched. 

The seaman was backing away, rubbing his arm and panting, a look of furtive satisfaction in his one eye. 

"Don't worry, your lionor," he said, a queer, jeering tone in his voice. "You won't be lonesome long. You'll join her in hell in a few days-dancing from the yardarm over Kingston Harbor!" 

Too late, Jamie heard the footfall on the boards behind him. He had no time even to turn his head before the blow fell. 

He had been struck in the head frequently enough to know that the sensible thing was to lie still until the giddiness and the lights that pulsed behind your eyelids with each heartbeat stopped. Sit up too soon and the pain made you vomit. 

The deck was rising and failing, rising and falling under him, in the horrible way of ships. He kept his eyes tight closed, concentrating on the knotted ache at the base of his skull in order not to think of his stomach. 

Ship. He should be on a ship. Yes, but the surface under his cheek was wrong-hard wood, not the linen of his berth's bedding. And the smell, the smell was wrong, it wasHe shot bolt upright, memory shooting through him with a vividness that made the pain in his head pale by comparison. The darkness moved queasily iround him, blinking with colored lights, and his stomach heaved. He closed his eyes and swallowed hard, trying to gathcr his scattered wits about the single appalling thought that had lanced through his brain like a spit through mutton. 

Claire. Lost. Drowned. Dead. 

He leaned to the side and threw up. He retched and coughed, as though his bodv was trying forcibly to expel the thought. It didn't work; when he finally stopped, leaning against the bulkhead in exhaustion, it was still with him. It hurt to breathe, and he clenched his fists on his thighs, trembling. 

There was the sound of a door opening, and bright light struck hirn in the
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eyes with the force of a blow. He winced, closing his eyes against the glare of the lantern. 

"Mr. Fraser," a soft, well-bred voice said. "I am-truly sorry. I wish you to know that, at least." 

Through a cracked eyelid, he saw the drawn, harried face of young Leonard-the man who had taken Claire. The man wore a look of regret. Regret! Regret, for killing her. Fury pulled him up against the weakness, and sent him lunging across the slanted deck in an instant. There was an outcry as he hit Leonard and bore him backward into the passage, and a good, juicy rbunk! as the bugger's head hit the boards. People were shouting, and shadows leapt crazily all round him as the lanterns swaycd, but he paid no attention. He smashed Leonard's jaw with one great blow, his nose with the next. The weakness mattered nothing. He would spend all his strength and die here glad, but let him batter and maim now, feel the bones crack and the blood hot and slick on his fists. Blessed Michael, let him avenge her first! 

There were hands on him, snatching and jerking, but they didn't matter. They would kill him now, he thought dimly, and that didn't matter, either. The bodv under him jerked and twitched between his legs, and lay still. 

When the next blow came, he went willingly into the dark. 

The light touch of fingers on his face awakened him. He reached drowsily up to take her hand, and his palm touched . . . 

"Aaaah! " 

With an instinctive revulsion, he was on his feet, clawing at his face. The big spider, nearly as frightened as he was, made off toward the shrubbery at high speed, long hairy legs no more than a blur. 

There was an outburst of giggling behind him. He turned around, his heart pounding like a drum, and found six children, roosting in the branches of a big green trce, all grinning down at him with tobacco-staincd teeth. 

He bowed to them, fccling dizzy and rubber-legged, the start of fright that had got him up now dying in his blood. 

"Mesdemoiselles, messieurs," he said, croaking, and in the half-awake recesses of his brain wondered what had made him speak to them in French? Had he half-heard them speaking, as he lay asleep? 

French they were, for they answered him in that language, strongly laced with a guttcral sort of creole accent that he had never heard before. 

"Vous tes matelot?" the biggest boy asked, eyeing him with interest. His knees gave way and he sat down on the ground, suddenly enough to make the children laugh again. 

"Non, " he replied, struggling to make his tongue work. "Je suisguerrier. 
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His mouth was dry and his head ached like a fiend. Faint memories s,,vain about in the parritch that filled his head, too vague to grasp. 

"A soldier!" exclaimed one of the smaller children. His eyes were round and dark as sloes. 

"Where is your sword and pistola, ch?" 

"Don't be silly," an older girl told him loftily. "Hoxv could he swim with a pistola? It would be ruined. Don't you know any better, guava-head?" "Don't call me that!" the smaller boy shouted, face contorting in rage. "Shitface! " 

"Frog-guts! 

- Caca-brains!" 

The children were scrabbling through the branches like monkeys, screaming and chasing each other. Jamie rubbed a hand hard over his face, trying to think. 

"Mademoiselle! " He caught the eye of the older girl and beckoned to her. She hesitated for a moment, then dropped from her branch like a ripe fruit, landing on the ground before him in a puff of yellow dust. She was barefoot, \vearing nothing but a muslin shift and a colored kerchief round her dark, curly hair. 

"Monsieur?" 

"You seem a woman of some knowledge, Mademoiselle," he said. "Tell me, please, what is the name of this place," 

"Cap-Haltien," she replied promptly. She eyed him with considerable curiosity. "You talk fL/nny," she said. 

"I am thirsty. Is there water nearby?" Cap-Ha:ftien. So he was on the island of Hispaniola. His mind was slowly beginning to function again; he had a vague memory of terrible effort, of swimming for his life in a frothing cauldron of heaving waves, and rain pelting his face so hard that it made little difference whether his head was above or below the surface. And what else' 

"This way, this way!" The other children had dropped out of the tree, and a little girl was tugging his hand, urging him to follow. 

He knelt by the little stream, splashing water over his head, gulping dclicious cool handfids, while the children scampered over the rocks, pelting each other with mud. No\v he remcmbered-the rat-faced seaman, and Leonard's surprised young face, the dccprcd rage and the satisfiing feel of flesh crushed against bone under his fist. Ai-id Claire. The memory came back suddenly, with a sense of confi-ised cinotion-loss and terror, succeeded by relief What had happened? He stopped what he was doing, not hearing the questions the children were flinging at him. 

"Are you a deserter?" one of the boys asked again. "Have you been in a fight?" The boy's eyes rested curiously on his hands. His knuckles were cut
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65 6                       Diana Gabaldon

and swollen, and his hands ached badly; the fourth finger felt as though he had cracked it again. 

"Yes," he said absently, his mind occupied. Everything was coming back; the dark, stuft, confines of the brig where they had left him to wake, and the dreadful waking, to the thought that Claire was dead. He had huddled there on the bare boards, too shaken with grief to notice at first the increasing heave and roll of the ship, or the high-pitched whine of the rigging, loud enough to filter down even to his oubliette. 

But after a time, the motion and noise were great enough to penetrate even the cloud of grief. He had heard the sounds of the growing storm, and the shouts and running overhead, and then was much too occupied to think of anything. 

There was nothing in the small room with him, nothing to hold to. He had bounced from wall to wall like a dried pea in a wean's rattle, unable to tell up from down, right from left in the heaving dark, and not much caring, either, as waves of seasickness rolled through his body. He had thought then of nothing but death, and that with a fervor of longing. He had been nearly unconscious, in fact, when the door to his prison had opened, and a strong smell of goat assailed his nostrils. He had no idea how the woman had got him up the ladder to the afterdcck, or why. He had only a confused memory of her babbling urgently to him in broken English as she pulled him along, half-supporting his weight as he stumbled and slid on the rain-wet decking. 

He remembered the last thing she had said, though, as she pushed him toward the tilting taffra-il. 

"She is not dead," the woman had said. "She go there"-pointing at the rotting sea-"you go, too. Find her!" and then she had bent, got a hand in his crutch and a sturdy shoulder under his rump, and heaved him neatly over the rail and into the churning water. 

"You are not an Englishman," the boy was saying. "It's an English ship, though, isn't it?" He turned automatically, to look where the boy pointed, and saw the Porpoise, riding at anchor far out in the shallow bay. Other ships were scattcred throughout the harbor, all clearly visible from this vantage point on a hill just outside the town. 

"Yes," he said to the boy. "An English ship." 

"One for me!" the boy exclaimed happily. He turned to shout to another lad. "Jacques! I was right! English! That's four for me, and only two for vou this month!" 

"Three!" Jacques corrected indignantly. "I get Spanish and Portuguese. Bruja was Portuguese, so I can count that, too!" 

Jamie reached out and caught the older boy's arm. "Pardon, Monsieur," he said. "Your friend said Bruja?" 

PDF Transform

PDF Transform

Y

Y

Y

er

Y

er

B

2

B

2

B

.0

B

.0

A

A

Click here to buy

Click here to buy

w

w

w

w

w . 

w

A B B YY.com

.A B BYY.com

Voyager

65 7

"Yes, she was in last week," the boy answered. "Is Bruja a Portuguese iiame, though? We weren't sure whether to count it Spanish or Portuguese." 

"Some of the sailors were in my maman's taverna," one of the little girls chimed in. "They sounded like they were talking Spanish, but it Nvasn't like Uncle Geraldo talks." 

"I think I should like to talk to your maman, chric," he said to the little girl. "Do any of you know, perhaps, where this Bruja was going when she left?" 

"Bridgetown," the oldest girl put in promptly, trying to regain his attcntion. "I heard the clerk at the garrison say so.' 

"The garrison?" 

"The barracks are next door to my maman's taverna," the smaller girl chimed in, tugging at his sleeve. "The ship captains all go there with their papers, while the sailors get drunk. Come, come! Maman will fced you if I tell her to." 

"I think your maman will throw me out the door," he told her, rubbing a hand across the heavy stubble on his chin. "I look like a vagabond." He did. There were stains of blood and vomit on his clothes despite the swim, and he knew by the feel of his face that it was bruised and bloodshot. 

"Maman has seen much worse than you," the little girl assured him. "Come on!" He smiled and thanked her, and allowed them to lead him down the hill, staggering slightly, S his land legs had not yet returned. He found it odd but somehow comfortifig that the children should not be frightened of him, horrible as he no doubt looked. Was this what the goat-woman had meant? That Claire had sxvurn ashore on this island? 

He felt a welling of hope that was as refreshing to his heart as the water had been to his parched throat. Claire was stubborn, reckless, and liad a great deal more courage than was safe for a woman, but she was by no means such a fool as to fall off a man-of-war by accident. 

And the Bruja--and Ian-IATere nearby! He would find them both, then. The fact that he was barefoot, penniless, and a fugitive from the Royal Navy seemed of no consequence. He had his wits and his hands, and with dry land once more beneath his feet, all things seemed possible. 

PDF Transform

PDF Transform

Y

Y

Y

er

Y

er

B

2

B

2

B

.0

B

.0

A

A

Click here to buy

Click here to buy

w

w

w

w

w . 

w

A B B YY.com

.A B BYY.com

)w

A Wedding Takes Place

here was nothing to be done, but to repair the Artemis as quickly as possible, and make sail for Jamaica. I did my best to put aside T

my fear for Jamie, but I scarcely ate for the next two days, my appetite impeded by the large ball of ice that had taken up residence in my stomach. 

For distraction, I took Marsali up to the house on the hill, where she succeeded in charming Father Fogden by rccalling-and mixing for him-a Scottish receipt for a sheep-dip guaranteed to destroy ticks. 

Stern helpfully pitched in with the labor of repair, delegating to me the guardianship of his specimen bag, and charging me with the task of searching the nearby jungle for any curious specimens of Arachnida that might come to hand as I looked for medicinal plants. While thinking privately that I would prefer to meet any of the larger specimens of Arachnida with a good stout boot, rather than my bare hands, I accepted the charge, peering into the internal water-filled cups of bromeliads in search of the bright-colored frogs and spiders who inhabited these tiny worlds. 

I returned from one of these expeditions on the afternoon of the third day, with several large lily-roots, some shelf fungus of a vivid orange, and an unusual moss, together with a live tarantula-carefully trapped in one of the sailor's stocking caps and held at arm's length-largc and hairy enough to send Lawrence into paroxysms of delight. When I emerged from the jungle's edge, I saw that we had reached a new stage of progress; the Artemis was no longer canted on her side, but was slowly regaining an upright position on the sand, assisted by ropes, wedges, and a great deal of shouting. 

"It's nearly finished, then?" I asked Fergus, who was standing near the stern, doing a good bit of the shouting as he instructed his crew in the placement of vcdges. He turned to me, grinning and wiping the sweat from his forehead. 

"Yes, milady! The caulking is complete. Mr. Warren gives it as his opinion that we may launch the ship near evening, when the day is grown cool, so the tar is hardened." 

"That's marvelous!" I crancd my neck back, looking up at the naked mast that towered high above. "Have we got sails?" 
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"Oh, yes," he assured me. "In fact, we have everything except-" A shout of alarm from MacLeod interrupted whatever he had been about to say. I whirled to look toward the distant road out of the palmettos, where the sun winked off the glint of metal. 

"Soldiers!" Fergus reacted faster than anyone, leaping from the scaffolding to land in a thudding spray of sand beside me. "Quick, milady! To the wood! Marsali!" he shouted, looking wildly about for the girl. 

He licked sweat from his upper lip, eyes darting from the jungle to the approaching soldiers. "Marsali!" he shouted, once more. 

Marsali appeared round the edge of the hull, pale and startled. Fergus grasped her by the arm and shoved her toward me, "Go with milady! Run!" I snatched Marsali's hand and ran for the forest, sand spurting beneath our

feet. There were shouts from the road behind us, and a shot cracked overhead, followed by another. 

Ten steps, five, and then we were in the shadow of the trees. I collapsed behind the shelter of a thorny bush, gasping for breath against the stabbing pain of a stitch in my side. Marsali knelt on the earth beside me, her cheeks streaked with tears. 

"What?" she gasped, struggling for breath. "Who are they? What-Xvill they-do? To Fergus. What?" 

"I don't know." Still breathing heavily, I grasped a cedar sapling and pulled myself to my knees, Peering through the underbrush on all fours, I could see that the soldiers had reached the ship. 

It was cool and damp under the trees, but the lining of my mouth was dry as cotton, I bit the inside of my check, trying to encourage a little saliva to flow. 

"I think it will be all right." I patted Marsali's shoulder, trying to be reassuring. "Look, there are only ten of them," I whispered, counting as the last soldier trotted out of the palmetto grove. "They're French; the Artemi's has French papers. It may be all right." And then again, it might not. I was well aware that a ship aground and abandoned was legal salvage. It was a deserted beach. And all that stood betNveen these soldiers and a rich prize were the lives of the Artemis's crew. 

A few of the seamen had pistols to hand; most had knives. But the soldiers \vere armed to the teeth, each man with musket, sword, and pistols. If it came to a fight, it would be a bloody one, but the odds were hcavilv on the Mounted soldiers. 

The men near the ship were silent, grouped close together behind Fergus, "110 stood out, straight-backed and grim, as the spokesman. I saw him push back his shock of hair with his hook, and plant his feet solidly in the sand, ready for whatever might come. The creak and jingle of harness seemed Muted in the damp, hot air, and the horses moved slowly, hooves mufflcd in the sand. 
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The soldiers came to a halt ten feet away from the little knot of seamen. A big man who seemed to be in command raised one hand in an order to stay, and swung down from his horse. 

I was watching Fergus, rather than the soldiers. I saw his face change, then freeze, ,vhite under his tan. I glanced quickly at the soldier coming toward him across the sand, and my own blood froze. 

"Silence, mes amis," said the big man, in a voice of pleasant command. "Silence, et restez, s'il Pous plait." Silence, my friends, and do not move, if you please. I would have fallen, were I not already on my knees. I closed my eyes in a wordless prayer of thanksgiving. 

Next to me, Marsali gasped. I opened my eyes and clapped a hand over her open mouth. The commander took off his hat, and shook out a thick mass of sweatsoaked auburn hair. He grinned at Fergus, teeth white and wolfish in a short, curly red bcard. 

"You are in charge here?" Jamie said in French. "You, come with me. The rest"-he nodded at the crew, several of whom were goggling at him in open amazemcnt-"you stay where you are. Don't talk," he added, offhandedly. 

Marsali jerked at my arm, and I realized how tightly 1 had been holding her. 

"Sorry," I whispered, letting go, but not taking my eyes from the beach. "What is he doing?" Marsali hissed in my car. Her face was pale with excitement, and the little freckles left by the sun stood out on her nose in contrast. "How did he get here?" 

"I don't know! Be quiet, for God's sake!" 

The crew of the Artemis exchanged glances, waggled their eyebrows, and nudged each other in the ribs, but fortunately also obeyed orders and didn't speak. I hoped to heaven that their obvious excitement would be construed merelv as consternation over their impending fate. 

Jamie and Fergus had walked over toward the shore, conferring in low voices. Now they separated, Fergus coming back toward the hull with an expression of grim determination, Jamie calling the soldiers to dismount and gather round him. 

I couldn't tell what Jamie was saying to the soldiers, but Fergus was close enough for us to hear. 

"These are soldiers from the garrison at Cap-HaYtien," he announced to the crew members. "Their commander-Captain Alessandro-" he said, lifting his eyebrows and grimacing hideously to emphasize the name, "says that they will assist us in launching the Artemis." This announcement w-,is greeted with faint cheers from some of the men, and looks of bewilderment from others. 
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"But how did Mr. Fraser--began Royce, a rather slow-witted scaman, his heavy brows drawn together in a puzzled frown. Fergus allowed no time for questions, but plunged into the midst of the crew, putting an arm about Royce's shoulders and dragging him toward the scaffolding, talking loudlv to drown out any untoward remarks. 

"Yes, is it not a most fortunate accident?" he said loudly. I could see that he was twisting Royce's ear with his sound hand. "Most fortunate indeed! Captain Alessandro says that a habitant on his way from his plantation saw the ship aground, and reported it to the garrison. With so much help, we will have the Artemis aswim in no time at all." He let go of Royce and clapped his hand sharply against his thigh. 

"Come, come, let us set to work at once! Manzetti-up you go! MacLeod, MacGregor, seize your hammers! Maitland-" He spotted Maitland, standing on the sand gawking at Jamie. Fergus whirled and clapped the cabin boy on the back hard enough to make him stagger. 

"Maitland, mon enfant! Give us a song to speed our efforts!" Looking rather dazed, Maitland began a tentative rendition of "The Nut-Brown Maid." A few of the seamen began to climb back onto the scaffolding, glancing suspiciously over their shoulders. 

"Sing!" Fergus bellowed, glaring up at them. Murphy, who appeared to be finding something extremely funny, mopped his sweating red face and obligingly joine in the song, his wheezing bass reinforcing Maitland's pure tenor. 

Fergus stalked up and down beside the hull, exhorting, directing, urging -and making such a spectacle of himself that few telltale glances went in Jamie's direction. The uncertain tap of hammers started up again. 

Meanwhile, Jamie was giving careful directions to his soldiers. I saw more than one Frenchman glance at the Artemis as he talked, with a look of dimly concealed greed that suggested that a selfless desire to help their fellow beings was perhaps not the motive uppermost in the soldiers' minds, no matter what Fergus had announced. Still, the soldiers went to work willingly enough, stripping off their leather erkins and laying aside most of their arms. Three of the soldiers, I noticed, did not join the work party, but remained on guard, fully armed, eyes sharp on the sailors' every move. Jamie alone remained aloof, watching everything. 

"Should we come out?" Marsali murmured in my car. "It seems safe, 11 ow. " 

"No," I said. My eyes were fixed on Jamie. He stood in the shade of a tall palmetto, at ease, but erect. Behind the unfamiliar bcard, his expression was unreadable, but I caught the faint movement at his side, as the two stiff fingers flickered once against his thigh. 

"No," I said again. "It isn't over vct." I
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The work Nvcnt on through the afternoon. The stack of wooden rollers mounted, cut ends scenting the air with the tang of fresh sap. Fergus's voice was hoarse, and his shirt clung wetly to his lean torso. The horses, hobbled, wandered slowly under the edge of the forest, browsing. The sailors had given up singing now, and had settled to work, with no more than an occasional glance toward the palmetto where Captain Alessandro stood in the shade, arms folded. 

The sentry near the trees paced slowly up and down, musket carried at the ready, a wistful eye on the cool green shadows. He passed close enough on one circuit for me to see the dark, greasy curls dangling down his neck, and the pockmarks on his plump checks. He creaked and jingled as he walked. The rowel was missing from one of his spurs. He looked hot, and fairly cross. 

It was a long wait, and the inquisitiveness of the forest midges made it longer still. After what seemed forever, though, I saw Jamie give a nod to one of the guards, and come from the beach toward the trees. I signed to Marsali to wait, and ducking under branches, ignoring the thick brush, I dodged madly toward the place where he had disappeared. I popped breathlessly out from behind a bush, just as he was doing up the laces of his flies. His head jerked up at the sound, his eves widened, and he let out a yell that would have summoned Arabella the sheep back from the dead, let alone the waiting sentry. I dodged back into hiding, as crashing boots and shouts of inquiry headed in our direction. 

"C'est bien!" Jamie shouted. Ec sounded a trifle shaken. "Ce nest quun serpent!" The sentry spoke an odd dialect of French, but appeared to be asking rather nervously whether the serpent was dangerous. 

"Non, cest 1  .nnocent," Jamie answered. He waved at the sentry, whose inquiring head I could just see, peering reluctantlv over the bush. The sentry, who seemed unenthusiastic about snakes, however innocent, disappeared promptly back to his duty. Without hesitation, Jamie plunged into the bush. 

"Claire!" He crushed me tight against his chest. Then he grabbed me by the shoulders and shook me, hard. 

"Damn you!" he said, in a piercing whisper. "I thought yc were dead for sure! How dare ye do something harebrained like jump off a ship in the middle of the night! Have ye no sense at all?" 

"Let go!" I hissed. The shaking had made me bite my lip. "Let go, I say! What do you mean, how dare I do something harebrained? You idiot, what possessed you to follow me"' 
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His face was darkened by the sun; now a deep red began to darkcil it further, washing up from the edges of his new beard. 

"What possessed me?" he repeated. "You're my wife, for the Lord's sake! Of course I would follow vc; why did vc not wait for me? Christ, if I had tirne, I'd--The mention of time evidently reminded him that Nvc hadn't tnuch, and with a noticeable effort, he choked back any further remarks, which was just as well, because I had a number of things to say in that vein nivself. I swallowed them, with some cfifficult,. 

",What in bloody hell are you doing here?"' I asked instead. The deep flush subsided slightly, succeeded by the merest hint of a smile amid the unfamiliar foliage. 

"I'm the captain," he said. "Did vc not notice?" 

"Yes, I noticed! Captain Alessandro, my foot! What do you mean to do?" Instead ofanswering, he gave me a final, gentle shake and divided a glare bet,,N-cen me and Marsall, who had poked an inquiring head out. 

"Stay here, the both of vc, and dinna stir a foot or I swear I'll beat ye senseless. " Without pausing for a response, he whirled and strode back through the trees, toward the beach. 

Marsali and I exchanged stares, which were interrupted a second later, when Jamie, breathless, hurtled back into the small clearing. He grabbed me both arms, and kissed me briefly but thoroughIv. 

"I forgot. I  ve you," he said, giving me another shake for emphasis. -And I'm glad you're no dead. Dinna do that again!" Letting go, he crashed back into the brush and disappeared. 

I fclt breathless, myself, and more than a little rattled, but undeniablv happy. Marsali's eyes were round as saucers. 

"What shall we do?" she asked. "What's Da going to do"' 

"I don't know," I said. My checks were flushed, and I could still feel the touch of his mouth on mine, and the UDfamiliar tingling left by the brush of beard and mustache. My tongue touched the small stinging place where I had bitten my lip. "I don't know what he's going to do," I repeated. "I sLippose -,ve'll have to ",air and sec." It was a long wait. I ,vas dozing against the trunk of a huge tree, near dusk, when Marsali's hand on in\, shoulder brought me awake. 

"Thev'rc launching the ship!" she said in an excited whisper. They were; under the eyes of the sentries, the remaining soldiers and the crew of the A rtemis were all manning the ropes and rollers that would move her down the beach into the waters of the inlet. Even Fergus, Innes, and Murphy joined in the labor, missing limbs not-withstanding. 

The sun was going down; its disc shone huge and orangc-gold, blinding above a sea gone the purple of Nvhclks. The men Nverc no more than black
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silhouettes against the light, anonymous as the slaves of an Egyptian wallpainting, tethered by ropes to their massive burden. 

The monotonous "Heave! " of the bosun's shout was succeeded by a weak cheer as the hull slid the last few feet, drawn away from the shore by towropes from the Artemis's jolly boat and cutter. 

I saw the flash of red hair as Jamie moved up the side and swung aboard., then the gleam of metal as one of the soldiers followed him. They stood guard together, red hair and black no more than dots at the head of the rope ladder, as the crew of the Artemis entered the jolly boat, rowed out and came up the ladder, interspersed with the rest of the French soldiers. 

The last man disappeared up the ladder. The men in the boats sat on their oars, looking up, tense and alert, Nothing happened. 

Next to me, I heard Marsali exhale noisily, and realized I had been holding MY own breath much too long. 

"What are they doing?" she said, in exasperation. 

As though in answer to this, there was one loud, angry shout from the Artemis. The men in the boats jerked up, ready to lunge aboard. No other signal came, though. The Artemi's floated serenely on the rising ,vatcrs of the inlet, perfect as an oil painting. 

"I've had enough," I said suddenly to Marsah. "Whatever those bloody men are doing, they've done it. Come on." 

I drc,,N, in a fresh gulp of the cool evening air, and walked out of the trees, Marsali behind me. As we came down the beach, a slim black figure dropped over the ship's side and galloped through the shallows, gleaming gouts of green and purple seawater spouting from his footsteps. 

"Mo cbridhe chrie!" Fergus ran dripping toward us, face beaming, and seizing Marsali, swung her off her feet with exuberance and whirled her round. 

"Done!" he crowed. "Done without a shot fired! Trussed like geese and packed like salted herrings in the hold!" He kissed Marsali heartily, then set her down on the sand, and turning to me, bowed ceremoniously, with the elaborate flourish of an imaginary hat. 

"Milady, the captain of the Artemis desires you will honor him with your company over supper." 

The new captain of the Artemis was standing in the middle of his cabin, eyes closed and completely naked, blissfully scratching his testicles. 

"Er," I said, confronted with this sight. His eyes popped open and his face lit with joy. The next moment, I was crifolded in his embrace, face pressed against the red-gold curls of his chest. 

We didn't say anything for quite some time. I could hear the thrum Of footsteps on the deck overhead, the shouts of the crew, ringing with joy at
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was simple enough. I told the soldiers that as soon as the ship was launched, we'd gather everyone on deck, and at my signal, they were to fall on the crew and push them into the hold." A broad grin blossomed through the foliage. "  Only Fergus had mentioned it to the crew, yc see; so when each soldier came aboard, two of the crewmen snatched him by the arms while a third gagged him, bound his arms, and took away his weapons. Then,ve pushed all of them into the hold. That's all." He shrugged, modestly nonchalant. 

"Right," I said, exhaling. "And as for just how you happened to be here in the first place . . 

." 

At this juncture we were interrupted by a discreet knock on the cabin's door. 

"Mr. Fraser? Er . . . Captain, I mean"' Maitland's angular young face peered round the jamb, cautious over a steaming bowl. "Mr. Murphy's got the galley fire going, and here's your hot water, with his compliments." 

"Mr. Fraser will do," Jamie assured him, taking the tray with bowl and razor in one hand. 

"A less seaworthy captain doesna bear thinking of." He paused, listening to the thump of feet above our heads. 

"Though since I am the captain," he said slowly, "I suppose that means I shall say when we sail and when we stop?" 

'Yes, sir, tha-'s one thing a captain does," Maitland said. He added helpftilly, "The captain also says when the hands arc to have extra rations of food and grog." 

"I see." The upward curt of Jamie's mouth was still visible, beard notwithstanding. "Tell me, Maitland-how much d'ye think the hands can drink and still sail the ship?" 

"Oh, quite a lot, sir," Maitland said earnestly. His brow wrinkled in thought. "Maybe-an extra double ration all round?" 

Jamie lifted one evebrow. "Of brandv?" 

"Oh, no, sir!" Maitland looked shocked. "Grog. If it was to be brandy, only an extra halfration, or they'd be rolling in the bilges." 11 Double grog, then." Jamie bowed ceremoniously to Maitland, unhampered by the fact that he was still completely unclad. "Make it so, Mr. Maitland. And the ship will not lift anchor until I have finished mN T supper. 1

"Yes, sit!" Maitland bowed back; Jamie's manners were catching. "And shall I desire the Chince to attend you directly after the anchor is weighed?" "Some,vN,hat before that, Mr. Maitland, thank ye kindly." 

Maitland was turning to leave, with a last admiring glance at Jamie's scars, but I stopped him. 

"One more thing, Maitland," I said. "Oh, yes, mum?" 

"Will you go down to the galley and ask Mr. Murphy to send up a bottle of his strongest vinegar? And then find ,,,,here the men have put some of my medicines, and fetch them as well,"' 
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'And your mother brought you up to have nice manners, I expect," I said, very dryly. 

"Upon second thoughts, I think perhaps we shall anchor here for the night," he said thoughtfully, looking at me. 

"Shall we'," 

"And slccp ashore, Nvhcrc there's roorn." 

"Room for what?" I asked, regarding him with suspicion. 

"Well, I have it planned, avc?" he said, sloshing water ovcr his face with both hands. 

"You have what planned," I asked. He snortcd and shook the excess water from his beard before replying. 

"I have been thinking of this for months, now," he said, with kccn anticipation. "Every night, foldcd up in that godforsaken nutshell of a berth, listening to Fergus grunt and fart across the cabin. I thought it all out, just what I would do, did I have yc naked and willing, no one in hearing, and room enough to serve ye suitably." He lathered the cake of soap vigorously bet,,vecn his palms, and applied it to his face. 

"Well, I'm willing enough," I said, intrigued. "And there's room, ccrtainly. As for naked . . 

." 

"I'll see to that," he assured me. "That's part o' the plan, aycr I shall take ye to a private spot, spread out a quilt to lie on, and commence by sitting down beside you." 

"Well, that's a start, all right," I said. "What then?" I sat down next to him on the berth. He leaned close and bit iny earlobe very delicately. 

"As for what next, then I shall take vc on my knee and kiss yc." He paused to illustrate, holding my arms so I couldn't move. He let go a minute later, leaving my lips slightly s,vollcn, tasting of ale, soap, and Jamic. 

"So much for step one," I said, wiping soapsuds from my mouth. "What then?" 

"Then I shall lay ye down upon the quilt, twist your hair up in my hand and taste your face and throat and cars and bosom Xvi '   my lips," he said. "I thought I would do that until vc start to make squeaking noises." 

"I don't make squeaking noises!" 

Avc, vc do," lie said. "Here, hand me the to,,vcl, avc?" 

'Then," he Nvcnt on chccrfi-illy, "I thought I would begin at the other end. I shall lift up your skirt and-" His face disappeared into the folds of the linen towcl, And -what," I asked, thoroughly intrigued. 

'And kiss the insides of your thighs, where the skin's so soft. The beard might help there, ayc?" He stroked his jaw, considering. 

"It might," I said, a little faintiv. "What arn I supposed to be doing while you do this.. 
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"Well, ye might moan a bit, if N c like, to encourage me, but otherwise, x c just lie still." He didn't Sound as though he needed any encouragement whatever. One of his hands was resting on my thigh as he used the other to swab his chest with the damp towel. As he finished, the hand slid behind me, and squeezed. 

"My beloved's arm is under me," I quoted. "And his hand behind my ficad. Comfort me with apples, and stay me with flagons, For I am sick of love." There was a flash of white teeth in his beard. 

"More like grapefruit," he said, one hand cupping my behind. "Or possibly gourds. Grapefruit are too small." 

11 Gourds,"' I said inclignantlN. 

"Well, wild gourds get that big sometimes," he said. "But avc, that's next." He squeezed once more, then removed the hand in order to wash the armpit on that side. "I lie upon mv back and have vc stretched at length upon me, so that I can get hold of your buttocks and forictle them property." He stopped washing to give me a quick example of what he thought proper, and I let out an involuntary gasp. 

"Now," he went on, resuming his ablutions, "should ye wish to kick your legs a bit, or make lewd motions wi' your hips and pant in my car at that point in the proceedings, I should have no great objcction." 

"I do not pant!" 

"Aye, ye do. Now, about your breasts-" IL Oh, I thought you'd forgotten those." 

"Never in life," he assured me. "No," he went blithely on, "that's when I take off your gown, leaving yc in naught but your shift." 

'I'm not wearing a shift." 

'Oh? Well, no matter," he said, dismissing this. "I meant to suckle yc through the thin cotton, 'til your nipples stood up hard in my mouth, and then take it off, but it's no great concern; I'll manage without. So, allowing for the absence of your shift, I shall attend to your breasts until ye make that wee bleating noisc-11

"I clon't-" 

I'And then," he said, interrupting, "since ye will, according to the plan, be naked, andprovidcd I've done it right so far-possibly willing as well-" "Oh, just possibly"' I said. My lips Nvcrc still tingling from step one. ,,-then I shall spread open your thighs, take down my breeks, and-" He paused, waiting. 

I'And?" I said, obliginglN. 

The grin widened substantially. 

"Arid we'll see what sort of noise it is vc don't make then, Sasscnach." Thcrc NXT as a slight cough in the cloorway behind me. 

"Oh, your parclon, Mr. Willoughby," Jamie said apologetically.    ILI wasna
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expecting ye so soon. Perhaps ye'd care to go and have a bit of supper? And if ve would, take those things along and ask Murphy will he burn them in the galley fire." He tossed the remains of his uniform to Mr. Willoughby, and bcnt to rummage in a sealocker for fresh clothing. 

"I never thought to meet Lawrence Stern again," he remarked, burrowing through the tangled linen. "How does he come to be here?" 

"Oh, he i's the Jewish natural philosopher you told me about?" 

"He is. Though I shouldna think there arc so manv JeNvi        sh philosophers about as to cause great confusion." 

I explained how I had come to meet Stern in the mangroves.                   and then he brought me up to the priest's house," I said, and stopped, suddenly reminded. "Oh, I almost forgot! You owe the priest two pounds sterling, on account of Arabella." 

"I do?" Jamie glanced at me, startled, a shirt in his hand. 

"You do. Maybe you'd best ask Lawrence if he'll act as ambassador; the priest seems to get on with him." 

"All right. What's happened to this Arabella, though, Has one of the crew debauched her?" 

"I suppose you might say that." I drew breath to explain further, but before I could speak, another knock sounded on the door. 

"Can a man no', dress in peacc" Jamie demanded irritably. "Come, then! " The door swung open, revealing Marsali, who blinked at the sight of her nude stepfather. Jamie hastily swathed his midscction in the shirt he was holding, and nodded to her, sangfroid only Oightly impaired. 

"Marsali, lass. I'm glad to see ye unhurt. Did ye require something?" The girt edged into the room, taking up a position between the table and a sea chest. 

"Aye, I do," she said. She was sunburned, and her nose was peeling, but I thought she seemed pale nonetheless. Her fists were clenched at her sides, and her chin lifted as for battle. 

"I require ye to keep your promise," she said. "Aye?" Jamie looked wary. 

"Your promise to let me and Fergus be married, so soon as we came to the Indies." A small Nvrinlde appeared between her fair evebrows. "Hispaniola is in the Indies, no? The Jew said so." 

Jamie scratched at his heard, looking reluctant. 

It is," he said. "And aye, I suppose if I . . . Nvcll, ayc. I did promise. But -vOU'rc still sure of yourselvcs, the two of ve?" She lifted her chin higher, jaW set firmly. 

,,we are." 

Jamie lifted one eycbroxv. "Where's Fergus?" 
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"Helping sto,,v the cargo. I kent we'd be under way soon, so I thought I'd best conic and ask now." 

"Ave. Well." Jamie frowned, then sighed with resignation. "Aye, I said. But I did say as ye must be blessed by a priest, did I no, There's no priest closer than Bayamo, and that's three days' ride. But perhaps in Jarnaica

"Nay, you're forgating!" Marsali said triumphantly. "We'vc a priest right here. Father Fogden can marry us." 

I felt my jaw drop, and hastilv closed it. Jamie was scowling at her. "We sail first thing in the morning!" 

"It won't take long," she said. "It's only a few words, after all. We're already married, by law;   It's onlv to be blessed bv the Church, ave,"' Her hand flattened on her abdomen where her marriage contract presumably resided beneath her stavs. 

"But your mother            Jamie glanced helplessly at me for reinforceincnt. I shrugged, equally helpless. The task of trying either to explain Father Fogden to Jamie or to dissuade Marsah was well beyond me. 

"He likely Nvon't do it, though." Jamie came up with this objection with a palpable air of relief. "The crew have been trifling with one of his parishioners named Arabella. He willna want anything to do wi' us, I'm afraid." 

"Yes, he -vvilfl He'll do it for me-he likes me!" Marsali was almost dancing on her tocs with eagerness. 

Jamie looked at her for a long moment, eves fixed on hers, reading her face. She was very young. 

"You're sure, then, lassie?" he said at last, very gently. "Ye want this.. She took a deep breath, a glow spreading over her face. 

"I am, Da. I truly am. I want Fergus! I love him!" 

Jamie hesitated a moment, then rubbed a hand through his hair and nodded. 

"Aye, then. Go and send Mr, Stern to me, then fetch Fergus and tell him to make ready." 

"Oh, Da! Thank you, thank you!" Marsali flung herself at him and kissed him. He held her with one arm, clutching the shirt about his middle with the other. Then he kissed her on the forehead and pushed her gently away. 

"Take care," he said, smiling. "Ye dinna want to go to your bridal covered %vi, lice." 

"Oh!" This seemed to remind her of something. She glanced at me and blushed, putting up a hand to her own pale locks, which were mattcd with swcat and straggling down her neck from a careless knot. 

"I'dother Claire," she said shyly, "I wondcr-Nvould ye-could ye lend me a bit of the special soap ye make wi' the chamomile? I-if there's time-" she added, with a hasty glance at Jamie, "I should like to wash my hair." 

"Of course," I said, and smiled at her. "Come along and we'll make N       70L1
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6 72                       Diana Gabaldon

pretty for your wedding." I looked her over appraisingly, from glowing round face to dirty bare feet. The crumpled muslin of her sea-shrunk gown stretched tight over her bosom, slight as it was, and the grubby hern hovered several inches above her sandy ankles. A thought struck me, and I turned to Jamie. "She should have a nice dress to be married in," I said. 

"Sasscnach," he said, with obvioUSIV waning patience, "we havena-" "No, but the priest does," I interrupted. "Tell Lawrence to ask Father Fogden whether we might borrow one of his gowns; Ermencgilda's, I mean. I think they're almost the right size." Jamie's face went blank with surprise above his beard. 

"Ermcnegilda," he said. "Arabella? Gmvns," He narroNv       cd his eyes at me. "What sort of priest is this man, Sasscnach?" 

I paused in the doorway, Marsall hovering impatiently in the passage beyond. 

"Well," I said, "he drinks a bit. And he's rather fond of sheep. But he might remember the words to the wedding ceremony." 

it Nvas one of the more unusual weddings I had attended. The sun had long since sunk into the sea by the time all arrangements were made. To the disgruntlement of Mr. Warren, the ship's master, Jamie had declared that we would not leave until the next day, so as to allow the ncwlvWeds one night of privacy ashore. 

"Damned if I'd care to consummate a marriage in one of those godforsaken pesthole berths," he told me privately. "If they got coupled in there to start Nvi', we'd never pry them out. And the thought of takin' a maidcnhcad in a hammock-" 

"Quite," I said. I poured more vinegar on his head, smiling to myself. "Very thoughtful of you." 

Now Jamie stood by me on the beach, smelling rather strongly of vinegar, but handsome and dignificd in blue coat, clean stock and linen, and gray serge brceks, with his hair clubbed back and ribboncd. The 'AT    ild red beard was a bit incongruous abov e his otherwise sober garb, but it had been neatly trimmed and fine-cornbed with vinegar, and stockinged feet notwithstanding, he made a fine picture as father of the bride. Nlurphv, as one chief witness, and Maitland, as the other, were somewhat less prepossessing, though Murphy had ,vashed his hands and Maitland his face. Fergus would have preferred Lawrence Stern as a witness, and Marsali had asked for me, but both were dissuaded; first on grounds that Stern was not a Christian, let alone a Catholic, and then, by consideration that while I was religiously qualified, that fact was unlikelv to weigh heavily with Laoghairc, once she found out about it. 
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"I've told Marsall she must write to her mother to say she's wcd," Jamie murmured to me as we watched the preparations on the beach go forward. "But perhaps I shall suggest she doesna say much more about it than that." 

I saw his point; Laoghairc was not going to be pleased at hearing that her cldcst daughter had eloped with a onc-handcd cx-pickpockct twicc her age. Her maternal feelings were unlikely to be assuaged by hearing that the marriagc had been performed in the middle of the night on a West Indian beach by a disgraccd-if not actually dcfrockcd-pricst, 

,N,Itncsscd by twenty-five seamen, ten French horses, a small flock of shccp-all gaily beribboncd in lionor of the occasion-and a King Charles spaniel, who added to the gcncrally festive feeling by attempting to Copulate with Murphy's wooden leg at every opportunity. The only thing that could make things worse, in Laoghairc's view, would be to hear that I had participated in the ceremony. 

Several torches were ]it, bound to stakes pounded into the sand, and the fiamcs streamed seaward in tails of red and orange, bright against the black \,elvct night. The brilliant stars of the Caribbean shone overhead like the lights of heaven. While it was not a church, few brides had had a more beautiful setting for their nuptials. 

I didn't know what prodigies of persuasion had been required on Lawrcnce's part, but Father Fogden was there, frail and insubstantial as a ghost, the blue sparks of his eves the only real signs of life. His skin was gray as his robe, and his hands trembled on the worn leather of his prayer book. 

Jamic glanced sharply at him, and appeared to be about to say something, but then merely muttered under his breath in Gaelic and pressed his lips tightly together. The spicy scent of sangria wafted from Father Fogden's vicinity, but at least he had reached the beach under his own power. He stood swaying between two torches, laboriously trving to turn the pages of his book as the light offshore wind jerked them     fluttering from his fingers. At last he gave Lip, and dropped the book on     the sand with a little plop! "Um," he said, and belched. He looked about and gave us a small, saintlike smile. "DearIv bclovcd of God." 

It was several inorucrits before the throng of shuffling, murmuring spectators realized that the ceremony had started, and began to poke each other and straighten to attention. 

"Wilt thou take this woman"' Father Fogdcn demanded, suddenly rounding ferociouSINT

on MurphN. 

"No!" said the cook, startled. "I don't hold NNTI' Nvomcn. Mcssy things." "You clon't?" Father Fogdcn closed one eye, the remaining orb bright and accusing. He looked at Maitland. 

"Do i,oit take this ,voman?" 

"Not me, sir, no. Not that anvone NXTOU  Idn't be pleased," he added hastily. "Him, please." Maitland pointed at Fergus, who stood next to the cabin boy, glo\vcriug at the priest. 
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"Hirn? You're sure,' He hasn't a hand," Father Fogden said doubtfully. "Won't she mind?" 

"I will not!" Marsali, imperious in one of Ermenegilda's gowns, blue silk encrusted with gold embroidery along the low, square neckline and puffed sleeves, stood beside Fergus. She looked lovely, with her hair clean and bright as fresh straw, brushed to a gloss and floating loose round her shouldcrs, as became a maiden. She also looked angry. 

"Go on!" She stamped her foot, which made no noise on the sand, but seemed to startle the priest. 

"Oh, yes," he said nervously, taking one step back. "Well, I don't suppose it's an imptimpeddy-impedimcnt, after all. Not as though he'd lost his cock, I mean. He hasn't, has he?" the priest inquired anxiously, as the possibility occurred to him. "I can't marry you if he has. It's not allowed." 

Marsali's face was already bathed in red by torchlight. The expression on it at this point reminded me strongly of how her mother had looked upon finding me at Lallybroch. A visible tremor ran through Fergus's shoulders, whether of rage or laughter, I couldn't tell. Jamie quelled the incipient riot by striding firmly into the middle of the wedding and placing a hand on the shoulders of Fergus and Marsali. 

"This man," he said, with a nod toward Fergus, "and this woman," with another toward Marsali. "Marry them, Father. Now. Please," he added, as an obvious afterthought, and stood back a pace, restoring order among the audience by dint of dark glances from side to side. 

"Oh, quite. Quite," Father Fogdcn repeated, swaying gently. "Quite, quite." A long pause followed, during which the priest squinted at Marsali. "Name," he said abruptly. "I have to have a name. Can't get married

without a name. Just like a cock. Can't get married without a name; can't get married without a c-" 

"Marsali Jane MacKimmic Joyce!" Marsali spoke up loudly, drowning him out. 

"Yes, yes," he said hurriedly. "Of course it is. Marsali. Mar-sa-lec. Just so. Well, then, do vou Mar-sa-lee take this man-even though he's missing a hand and possibly other parts not visible-to be your lawful husband? To have and to hold, from this day forward, forsaking . . ." At this point he trailed off, his attention fixed on one of the sheep that had wandered into the light and was chewing industriously on a discarded stocking of striped wool. "I do!" 

Father Fogden blinked, brought back to attention. He made an unsuccessful attempt to stifle another belch, and transferred his bright blue gaze to Fergus. 

"You have a name, too? And a cock," 

"Yes," said Fergus, wisely choosing not to be more specific. "Fergus." 
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The priest frowned slightly at this. "Fergus?" he said. "Fergus. Fergus. Yes, Fergus, got that. That's all? No more name? Need more names, surely." "Fergus," Fergus repeated, with a note of strain in his voice. Fergus was the only name he had ever had-bar his original French name of Claudcl. Jamie had given him the name Fergus in Paris, when they had met, twenty years before. But naturally a brothcl-born bastard would have no last name to give a wife. 

"Fraser," said a deep, sure voice beside me. Fergus and Marsali both glanced back in surprise, and Jamie nodded. His eyes met Fergus's, and he smiled faintly. 

"Fergus Claudcl Fraser," he said, slowly and clearly. One cvebro,v liftcd as he looked at Fergus. 

Fergus himself looked transfixed. His mouth hung open, eyes wide black pools in the dim light. Then he nodded slightly, and a gloNv rose in his face, as though he contained a candle that had just been lit. 

"Fraser," he said to the priest. His voice was husky, and he cleared his throat. "Fergus Claudel Fraser." 

Father Fogden had his head tilted back, watching the sky, where a crescent of light floated over the trees, holding the black orb of the moon in its cup. He lowered his head to face Fergus, looking dreamy. 

"Well, that's good," he said. "Isn't it?" 

A small poke in the ribs from Maitland brought him back to an awareness of his responsibilities. 

"Oh! Urn. Well. Man and wife. Yes, I pronounce you man-no, that's not right, you haven't said whether you'd take her. She has both hands," he added helpfully. 

"I will," Fergus said. He had been holding Marsali's hand; now he let go and dug hastily in his pocket, coming out with a small gold ring. He must have bought it in Scotland, I realized, and kept it ever since, not wanting to make the marriage official until it had been blessed. Not by a priest-by Jamie. 

The beach was silent as he slid the ring on her finger, all eyes fixed on the small gold circle and the two heads bent close together over it, one bright, one dark. So she had done it. One fiftecri-ycar-old girl, with nothing but stubbornness as a weapon. 

"I want him," she had said. And kept saying it, through her mother's objections and Jamie's arguments, through Fergus's scruples and her own fears, through three thousand miles of homesickness, hardship, ocean storm, and shipwreck. 

She raised her face, shining, and found her mirror in Fergus's eyes. I saw them look at each other, and felt the tears prickle behind my lids. 

"I want him." I had not said that to Jamie at our marriage; I had not
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6 / 6                    Diana Gabalaon

wanted him, then. But I had said it since, three times; in two moments of choice at Craigh na Dun, and once again at Lallybroch. 

"I want him." I wanted him still, and nothing whatever could stand between us. He was looking down at me; I could feel the vveight of his gaze, dark blue and tender as the sea at cla-,vn. 

"What are ye thinking, wo chridbe?" he asked softly. 

I blinked back the tears and smiled at him. His hands were large and warm on mine. 

"What I tell you three times is true," I said. And standing on tiptoe, I kissed him as the sailor's cheer went up. 
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Bat Guano

at guano is a slimy blackish green when fresh, a powdery light brown when dried.     In both states, it emits an cvc-watering reek of

15 musk, ammonia, and decay. 

"Hon, much of this stuff did you say we're taking.. I asked, through the cloth I had wrapped about my lower face. 

"Ten tons," Jarnie replied, his words similarlymuffled. We were standing on the upper deck, watching as the slaves trundled barrowloads of the reekirig stuff down the gangplank and over to the open hatchway of the after hold. 

Tiny particles of the dried guano blew from the barrows and filled the air around us with a dcCCpti\Telv beautiful cloud of gold, that sparked and glimincrcd in the late afternoon sun. The men's bodies were coated with the stuff as well; the runnels of sweat carved dark channels in the dust oil their bare torsos, and the constant tears ran down their faces and chests, so that theN wcrc striped in black and gold like exotic zebras. Jamie dabbed at his own streaming eyes as the wind veered slightly toward Lis. "D'vc kcn how to keelhaul someonc, Sassenach," 

"No, but if it's Fergus you have in mind as a candidate, I'm with you. How far is it to Jamaica?" It was Fergus, making inquiries in the marketplace oii King's Street in Bridgetown, who had gained the Arremis her first commission as a trading and hauling XTCSSCI; the shipment of ten cubic tons of bat guano from Barbados to Jamaica, for use as fertilizer on the sugar plantation of one Mr. Grey, planter. 

Fergus himself was rather self-consciously overseeing the loading of the huge quarriccl blocks of dried guano, which were tippcd from their barrows and handed down onc by one into the hold. Marsali, never far from his side, had in this case Mov  cd as far as the forecastle, where she sat on a barrel filled with oranges, the lovely new shawl Fergus had bought her in the market wrapped over her face. 

"We are meant to be traders, no?" Fergus had argued. "We have an empty hold to fill. Besides," he had added logically, clinching the argument, "Monsieur Grey will pay us more than adequately." 

"How far, Sassenach?" Jamie squinted at the horizon, as though hoping to see land rising from the sparkling waves. Mr. Willoughby's magic needles
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rendered him seaworthy, but he submitted to the process with no real enthusiasm. "Three or four days' sail, Warren says," he admitted with a sigh, "and the weather holds fair." 

"Maybe the smell will be better at sea," I said. 

"Oh, ves, milady," Fergus assured me, overhearing as he passed. "The owner tells me that the stench dissipates itself significantly, once the dried material is removed from the caves where it accumulates." He leapt into the rigging and went up, climbing like a monkey despite his hook. Reaching the top rigging, Fergus tied the red kerchief that was the signal to hands on shore to come aboard, and slid down again, pausing to say something rude to Ping An, who was perched on the lowest crosstrecs, keeping a bright yellow eye on the proceedings below. 

"Fergus seems to be taking quite a proprietary interest in this cargo," I observed. 

"Aye, well, he's a partner," Jamie said. "I told him if he'd a wife to support, he must think of how to do it. And as it may be some time before Nve're in the printing business again, he must turn his hand to what offers. He and Marsali have half the profit on this cargoagainst the dowry I promised her," he added wryly, and I laughed. 

"You know," I said, "I really would like to read the letter Marsali's sending to her mother. First Fergus, I mean, then Father Fogdcn and Mamacita, and now a dowry of ten tons of bat shit." 

"I shall never be able to set foot in Scotland again, once Laoghairc reads it," said Jamie, but he smiled nonetheless. "Have ye thought yet what to do Vour new acquisition?" 

"Don't remind me," I said, a little grimly. "Where is he,"' 

"Some-,vhere below," Jamie said, his attention distracted by a man coming down the wharf toward us. "Murphy's fed him, and Innes will find a place for him. Your pardon, Sassenach; I think this will be someone looking for me." He swung down from the rail and went down the gangplank, neatly skipping around a slave coming up with a barrowload of guano. 

I watched with interest as he greeted the man, a tall colonial in the dress of a prosperous planter, with a weathered red face that spoke of long years in the islands. He extended a hand toward Jamie, who took it in a firm clasp. Jamie said something, and the man replied, his expression of wariness changing to an instant cordiality. This must be the result of Jamie's visit to the Masonic lodge in Bridgetown, Nvherc he had gone immediately upon landing the day before, mindful of Jared's suggestion. He had identified himself as a member of the brotherhood, and spoken to the Master of the lodge, describing Young Ian and asking for any news of either the boy or the ship Bruja. The Master had promised to spread the word among such Freemasons as might have occa-PDF Transform
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sion to frequent the slave market and the shipping docks. With luck, this was the fruit of that promise. 

I watched eagerly as the planter reached into his coat and withdrew a paper, which he unfolded and showed to Jamie, apparently explaining something. Jamie's face was intent, his ruddy brows drawn together with concentration, but showed neither exultation nor disappointment. Maybe it was not riews of Ian at all. After our visit to the slave market the dav before, I was half-inclined to hope not. 

Lawrence, Fergus, Marsali, and I had gone to the slave market under the cranky chaperonage of Murphy, while Jamie called on the Masonic Master. 'File slave market was near the docks, down a dusty road lined with sellers of fruit and coffee, dried fish and coconuts, yams and red cochineal bugs, sold for dye in small, corked glass bottles. Murphy, with his passion for order and propriety, had insisted that Marsali and I must each have a parasol, and had forced Fergus to buy two from a roadside vendor. 

"All the white women in Bridgetown carry parasols," he said firmly, trv iiig to hand me one. 

"I don't need a parasol," I said, impatient at talk of something so inconsequcntial as my complexion, when we might be near to finding Ian at last. "The sun isn't that hot. Let's go!" Murphy glowered at me, scandalized. 

"Yc don't want folk to think ve ain't respectable, that ve don't care enough to keep yet skin fine!" 

"I wasn't planning to take up residence here," I said tartly. "I don't care ji,hat thev think." Not pausing to argue further, I began walking down the road, toward a distant murmur of noise that I took to be the slave market. 

"Yet face will . . . get . . . red!" Murphy said, huffing indignantIN alongside me, attempting to open the parasol as he stumped along. 

"Oh, a fate worse than death, I'm sure!" I snapped. My nerves were strung tight, in anticipation of what we might find. "All right, then, give me the bloody thing!" I snatched it from him, snapped it open, and set it over iny shoulder with an irritable twirl. As it was, within minutes I was grateftil for Murphy's intransigence. While the road was shaded by tall palms and cecropia trees, the slave market itself was held in a large, stonepavcd space without the grace of any shade, save that provided by ramshackle open booths roofed with sheets of tin or palm fronds, in which the slave-dealers and auctioneers sought occasional refuge from the sun. The slaves theMSCINT es were mostly held in large pens at the side of the square, open to the elements. 

The SU11 iras fierce in the open, and the light bouncing off the pale stories
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was blinding after the green shade of the road. I blinked, eyes watering, and hastily adjusted my parasol over my head. 

So shaded, I could see a bewildering array of bodies, naked or nearly so, gleaming in every shade from pale caf& an lait to a deep blue-black. Bouquets of color blossomed in front of the auction blocks, where the plantation owners and their servants gathered to inspect the wares, vivid amid the stark blacks and whites. 

The stink of the place was staggering, even to one accustomed to the stenches of Edinburgh and the reeking tween-clecks of the Porpoise. Heaps of Nvet human excrement lay in the corners of the slave pens, buzzing with flies, and a thick oily reek floated on the air, but the major component of the smell was the unpleasantly intimate scent of acres of hot bare flesh, baking in the sun. 

'Jesu, " Fergus muttered next to me. His dark eyes flicked right and left in shocked disapproval. "It's worse than the slums in Montmartre." Marsali didn't say a word, but drew closer to his side, her nostrils pinched. 

Lawrence was more mattcr-of-fact; I supposed he must have seen slave markets before during his explorations of the islands. 

"The whites are at that end," he said, gesturing toward the far side of the square. "Come; we'll ask for news of any young men sold recentIv.         1)  He placed a large square hand in the center of my back and urged me gently forward through the crowd. Near the edge of the market, an old black woman squatted on the ground, feeding charcoal to a small brazier. As we drew near, a little group of people approached her: a planter, accompanied by two black men dressed in rough cotton shirts and trousers, evidently his servants. One of them was holding the arm of a newly purchased female slave; two other girls, naked but for small strips of cloth wrapped about their middles, were led by ropes around their necks. 

The planter bent and handed the old woman a coin. She turned and drew several short brass rods from the ground behind her, holding them up for the man's inspection. He studied them for a moment, picked out two, and straightened up. He handed the branding irons to one of his servants, who thrust the ends into the old woman's brazier. The other servant stepped behind the girl and pinioned her arms. The first man then pulled the irons from the fire and planted both together on the upper slope of her right breast. She shrieked, a high steam-whistlc sound loud enough to turn a few heads nearby. The irons pulled away, leaving the letters HB in raw pink flesh. 

I had stopped dead at the sight of this. Not realizing that I was no longer with them, the others had gone on. I turned round and round, looking vainly for any trace of Lawrence or Fergus. I never had any difficulty finding Jamie in crowds; his bright head was always visible above cveryoric elsc's. But
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Fergus was a small man, Murphy, no taller, and Lawrence, no more than Iniddle height; even Marsali's yellow parasol was lost among the many others in the square. I turned away from the brazier with a shudder, hearing screams and %vhimpers behind me, but not wanting to look back. I hurried past several auction blocks, eyes averted, but then was slowed and finally stopped by a thickening of the crowd around me. The men and women blocking mN       T way were listening to an auctioneer Nvho was touting the virtues of a one-armed slave who stood naked on the block for inspection. He was a short man, but broadly built, with massive thighs and a strong chest. The missing arm had been crudely amputated above the elbow; sweat dripped from the end of the stump. 

"No good for field work, that's true," the auctioneer was admitting. "But a sound investment for breeding. Look at those legs!" He carried a long rattan cane, which he flicked against the slave's calves, then grinned fatly at the crowd. 

"Will you give a guarantee of virility?" the man standing behind me said, with a distinct tonc of skepticism. "I had a buck three year past, big as a mule, and not a foal dropped on his account; couldn't do a thing, the jubagirls said." 

The crowd tittcred at that, and the auctioneer pretended to be offended. "Guarantee?" he said. He wiped a hand theatrically over his jowls, gathering oily sweat on the palm. "See for yourselves, 0 ye of little faith!" Bending slightly, he grasped the slave's penis and began to massage it vigorously. 

The man grunted in surprise and tried to draw back, but was prevented by the auctioneer's assistant, who clutched him firmly by his single arm. There Nvas an outburst of laughter from the crowd, and a few scattered cheers as the soft black flesh hardened and began to swell. 

Some small thing inside me suddenly snapped; I heard it, distinctly. Outraged by the market, the branding, the nakedness, the crude talk and casual indignity, outraged most of all by my own presence here, I could not even think what I was doing, but began to do it, all the same. I felt very oddly detached, as though I stood outside myself, watching. 

"Stop it!" I said, very loudly, hardly recognizing my own voice. The auctioneer looked up, startled, and smiled ingratiatingly at me. He looked directly into my eyes, with a knowing leer. 

"Sound breeding stock, ma'am," he said. "Guaranteed, as N     Tou see." I folded my parasol, lowered it, and stabbed the pointed end of it as hard as I could into his fat stomach. He jerked back, eyes bulging in surprise. I yanked the parasol back and smashed it on his head, then dropped it and kicked him, hard. 

Somewhere deep inside, I knew it would make no difference, would not lielp in any Nvay, would do nothing but harm. And yet I Could not stand here, 
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consenting by silence. It was riot for the branded girls, the man on the block, riot for any of them that I did it; it was for myself. 

There was a good deal of noise around me, and hands snatched at me, PLI]Iing me off the auctioneer. This worthy, recovered sufficiently from his initial shock, grinned nastily at me, took aim, and slapped the slave hard across the face. 

I looked around for reinforcements, and caught a quick glimpse of Fergus, face contorted in rage, lunging through the crowd toward the auctioneer. There was a shout, and several men turned in his direction. People began to push and shove. Someone tripped me and I sat down hard on the stones. 

Through a haze of dust, I saw Murphy, six feet away. With a resigned expression on his broad red face, he bent, detached his wooden leg, straightened up, and hopping gracefully forward, brought it down with great force on the auctioneer's head. The man tottercd and fcll, as the crowd surged back, trying to get out of the wax. 

Fergus, baffled of his prey, skidded to a halt by the fallen man and glared ferociousINT

round. Lawrence, dark, grim, and bulky, came striding through the crowd from the other direction, hand on the cane-knife at his belt. 

I sat on the ground, shaken. I no longer felt detached. I felt sick, and terrified, realizing that I had just committed an act of folly that was likely to result in Fergus, Lawrence, and Murphy being badly beaten, if nothing worse. 

And then Jamie was there. 

"Stand up, Sassenach," he said quietly, stooping over me and giving me his hands. I managed it, knees shaking. I saw Raeburn's long mustache twitching at one side, MacLeod behind him, and realized that his Scots were with him. Then mv knees gave way, but Jamie's arms held me up. 

"Do something,      I said in a choked voice into his chest. "Please. Do something." He had. With his usual presence of mind, he had done the only thing that would quell the riot and prevent harm. He had bought the one-armed man. And as the ironic result of my little outburst of sensibilities, I was now the appalled owner of a genuine male Guinea slave, one-armed, but in glowing health and of guaranteed virilit-N. I sighed, trying not to think of the man, presumably now somewhere under my feet, fed, and-I hoped-clad. The papers of ownership, which I had refused even to touch, said that he was a ftill-blooded Gold Coast Ncgro, a Yoruba, sold by a French planter from Barbuda, one-armed, bearing a brand on the left shoulder of a flcur-dc-lys and the initial "A," and known by the name Tcnicraire. The Bold One. The papers did riot suggest what in the name of God I was to do with him. 
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of English, at least. One listed a previous owner, but the name had been scratched out; I couldna  read it. The other two gave a Mrs. Abernathy of Rose Hall, Jamaica, as the previous mvncr."Jamaica? How far-" 

"I dinna ken," he interrupted. "But Mr. Warren will know. It may be right. In any case, I think we must go to Jamaica ncxt-if only to dispose of our cargo before we all die o' 

disgust." He wrinkled his long nosc fastidiously and I laughed. 

"You look like an anteater xvhcn you do that," I told him. The attempt to distract him was succcssftil; the wide mouth curved upward slightly. 

"Oh, ayc? There's a beastic cats ants, is there?" He did his best to respond to the teasing, turning his back on the Barbados docks. He leaned against the rail and smiled down at me. 

"I shouldna think they'd be verra filling." 

"I suppose it must cat a lot of them. The\, can't be any worse than haggis, after all." I took a breath before going on, and let it out quickly, coughing. "God, \vhat's that?" The Artemi's had by now slid free of the loading wharf and out into the harbor. As we came about into the wind, a deep, pungent smell struck the ship, a lower and more sinister note in the olfactory docksidc symphony of dead barnacles, wet wood, fish, rotted seaweed, and the constant warm breath of the tropical vegetation on shore. 

I pressed my handkerchief hard over my nosc and mouth. "What is it?" "We're passing the burning ground, mum, at the foot o' the slave markct," Maitland explained, overhearing my question. He pointed toward the shore, where a plumc of white smoke rose from behind a screen of bayberry bushes. "They burn the bodies of the slaves who don't survive their passage from Africa," he explained. "First they unload the living cargo, and then, as the ship is swabbed out, the bodies arc removed and thrown onto the pyre here, to prevent sickness spreading into the town." 

I looked at Jamic, and found the same fear in his face that showed in my own. 

"HoNv often do thev burn bodies?" I asked. "Everv dav?" 

"Don't know, mum, but I don't think so. Maybe once a week"' Maitland shrugged and went on   about his duties. 

"We have to look," I said. My voice sounded strange to my oxvii ears, calm and clear. I didn't feel that way. 

Jamie had gone very pale. He had turned round again, and his eyes were fixed on the plume of smoke, rising thick and white from behind the palm trees. His lips pressed tight, then, and his jaw set hard. 

"Ayc," was all he said, and turned to tell Mr. Warren to put about. 
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The keeper of the flames, a -vvizened little creature of indistinguishable color and accent, was vociferously shocked at the notion that a lady should cntcr the burning ground, but Jamie elbowed him brusquelv aside. He didn't try to prevent me following him, or turn to see that I did; he knew I would not leave him alone here. 

It was a small hollow, set behind a screen of trees, convenient to a small \x harf that extended into the river. Black-smeared pitch barrels and piles of dry wood stood in grim sticky clumps amid the brilliant greens of trec-ferns ,111d dwarf poinciana. To the right, a huge pyre had been built, with a platI'Orin of wood, onto which the bodies had been thrown, dribbled with pitch. 

T his had been lit only a short time before; a good blaze had started at one side of the heap, but only small tongues of flame licked up from the rest. It was smoke that obscured the bodies, rolling up over the heap in a wavering thick veil that gave the outflung limbs a horrid illusion of movement. 

Jamie had stopped, staring at the heap. Then he sprang onto the platform, heedless of smoke and scorching, and began jerking bodies loose, grimly paNving through the grisly remains. 

A smaller heap of gray ashes and shards of pure white friable bone lay iiearby. The curve of an occiput lay on top of the heap, fragile and perfect as an eggshell. 

"Makce fine crop." The soot-smcared little creature who tended the fire was at my elbow, offering information in evident hopes of reward. Hc-or she-pointed at the ashes. "Put on crop; rnakcc grow-grow." 

"No, thank you," I said faintly. The smoke obscured Jamie's figure for a moment, and I had the terrible feeling that he had fallen, was burning in the pyre. The horrible, jolly smell of roasting meat rose on the air, and I thought I would be sick. 

"Jamie!" I called. "jamie!" 

He didn't answer, but I heard a deep, racking cough from the heart of the fire. Several long minutes later, the veil of smoke parted, and he staggered out, choking. He made his -,,,,av down the platform and stood bent over, Coughing his lungs out. He was covered with an oily soot, his hands and clothes smeared with pitch. He was blind with the smoke; tears poured down his checks, making runncls in the soot. 

I threw several coins to the keeper of the pyre, and taking Jamie by the arm, led him, blind and choking, out of the valley of death. Under the palms, he sank to his knees and threw Lip. 

"Don't touch me," he gasped, when I tried to help him. He retchcd over and over again, but finally stopped, swaying on his knees. Then he slowly staggered to his feet. 
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"Don't touch me," he said again. His voice, roughened by smoke and sickness, was that of a stranger. 

He walked to the edge of the dock, removed his coat and shoes, and dived into the water, fully clothed. I waited for a moment, then stooped and picked up the coat and shoes, holding them gingerly at arm's length. I could see in the inner pocket the faint rectangular bulge of Brianna's pictures. 

I waited until he came back and hoisted himself out of the water, dripping. The pitch smcars were still there, but most of the soot and the smell of the fire were gone. He sat on the wharf, head on his knees, breathing hard. A row of curious faces edged the Artemiss raii above us. 

Not knowing what else to do, I leaned down and laid a hand on his shoulder. Without raising his head, he reached up a hand and grasped mine. "He wasn't there," he said, in his muffled, rasping stranger's voice. 

The breeze was freshening; it stirred the tendrils of wet hair that lay across his shoulders. I looked back, to see that the plume of smoke rising from the little valley had changed to black. It flattened and began to drift out over the sea, the ashes of the dead slaves fleeing on the wind, back toward Africa. 
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"The Impetuous Pirate," 

can't own anyone, Jamie," I said, looking in dismay at the papers spread out in the lamplight before me. "I just can't. It isn't right." 

"Well, I'm inclined to agree wi' ve, Sassenach. But what are Nvc to do with the fcIlo,,v,-' 

Jamie sat on the berth next to me, close enough to see tile ownership documents over my shoulder. He rubbed a hand through his hair, frowning. 

"We could set him frec-that would seem the right thing-and yet, if we do-what will happen to him then?" He hunched forward, squinting down his nose to read the papers. "He's no more than a bit of French and English; no skills to speak of. If Nvc were to set him free, or even give him a bit of inoney-can he manage to live, on his own?" I nibbled thoughtfully on one of Murphy's cheese rolls. It was good, but the smell of the burning oil in the lamp blended ocidly ,vith the aromatic cheese, underlaid-as everything was-with the insidious sccnt of bat guano that permeated the ship. 

"I don't know," I said. "Lawrence told me there arc a lot of free blacks on Hispaniola. Lots of Creoles and mixed-race people, and a good many who own their own businesses. Is it like that on Jamaica, too?" 

He shook his head, and reached for a roll from the tray. 

"I dinna think so. It's true, there are some free blacks who earn a living for themselves, but those arc the ones who have some skill-sempstresses and fishers and such. I spoke to this Temcrairc a bit. He was a cane-cuttcr until lic lost his arm, and doesna ken how to do anything else much." 

I laid the roll down, barely tasted, and frowned unhappily at the papers. Thc mere idea of owning a slave frightened and disgusted me, but it was beginning to da,,N,n on me that it might not be so simple to divest myself of the responsibility. 

The man had been taken from a barracoon on the Guinea coast, fivc years bcfOre. My original impulse, to return him to his home, was clearly impossib1c; even had it been possible to find a ship headed for Africa that would agree to take him as a passenger, the overwhelming likelihood was that he \vould be immediately enslaved again, either by the ship that accepted him, ()r b\T another slaver in the West African ports. Traveling alone, one-armed and ignorant, he would havc no protection at
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all. And even if he should by some miraclc reach Africa safely and keep himself out of the hands of both European and African slavers, there was virtually no chance of his ever finding his way back to his village. Should he do so, Lawrence had kindly explained, he would likely be killed or driven away, as his own people would regard him now as a ghost, and a danger to them. 

"I dinna suppose yc would consider selling him?" Jamie put the question delicately, raising one cyebro\7,T. "To someone we could be sure would treat him kindly?" I rubbed two fingers between my brows, trying to soothe the growing headache. 

,,I can't see that that's any better than owning him ourselves," I protested. "Worse, probably, because we couldn't be sure what the new owners would do with him." Jamie sighed. He had spent most of the day climbing through the dark, reeking cargo holds with Fergus, making up inventories against our arrival in Jamaica, and he was tired. 

"Aye, I sec that," he said. "But it's no kindness to free him to starve, that I can sec." 

"No." I fought back the uncharitable wish that I had never seen the onearmed slave. It would have been a great deal easier for me if I had not-but possibly not for him. Jamie rose from the berth and stretched himself, leaning on the desk and flexing his shoulders to ease them. He bent and kissed me on the forehead, between the brows. 

"Dinna fash, Sasscnach. I'll speak to the manager at Jared's plantation. Perhaps he can find the man some employment, or else-" 

A warning shout from above interrupted him. 

"Ship ahoy! Look alive, below! Off the port bow, ahoy!" The lookout's cry was urgent, and there was a sudden rush and stir, as hands began to turn out. Then there was a lot more shouting, and a jerk and shudder as the Artemis backed her sails. 

"What in the name of God-" Jamie began. A rending crash drowned his words, and he pitched sideways, eyes wide with alarm, as the cabin tilted. The stool I was on fell over, throwing me onto the floor. The oil lamp had shot from its bracket, luckily extinguishing itself before hitting the floor, and the place was in darkness. 

"Sasscnach! Arc vc all right," Jamie's voice came out of the murk close at hand, sharp with anxiety. 

"Yes," I said, scrambling out from under the table. "Are you? What happened? Did someone hit us?" 

Not pausing to answer any of these questions, Jamie had reached the door

PDF Transform

PDF Transform

Y

Y

Y

er

Y

er

B

2

B

2

B

.0

B

.0

A

A

Click here to buy

Click here to buy

w

w

w

w

w . 

w

A B B YY.com

.A B BYY.com

Voyager                                    691

and opened it. A babel of shouts and thumps came down from the deck above, punctuated by the sudden popcorn-sound of small-arms fire. 

"Pirates," he said briefly. "We've been boarded." My eyes were becoming accustomed to the dim light; I saw his shadow lunge for the desk, reaching for the pistol in the drawer. He paused to snatch the dirk from under the pillow of his berth, and made for the door, issuing instructions as he went. 

"Take Marsali, Sasscnach, and get below. Go aft as far as ye can gct-the big hold where the guano blocks are. Get behind them, and stay there." Then he was gone. I spent a moment feeling my way through the cupboard over my berth, in search of the morocco box Mother Hildegardc had given me when I saw her in Paris. A scalpel might be little use against pirates, but I would feel better with a weapon of some kind in my hand, no matter how small. 

"Mother Claire?" Marsali's voice came from the door, high and scared. "I'm here," I said. I caught the gleam of pale cotton as she moved, and pressed the ivory lettcr-opener into her hand. "Here, take this, just in case. Come on; we're to go below." With a long-handled amputation blade in one hand, and a cluster of scalpcls in the other, I led the way through the ship to the after hold. Feet thundered on the deck overhead, and curses and shouts rang through the night, overlaid with a dreadfal groaning, scraping noise that I thought must be. caused bN, the rubbing of the Artemis's timbers against those of the unknown ship that had rammed us. 

The hold was black as pitch and thick with dusty fumes. We made our way slowly, coughing, toward the back of the hold. 

"Who are they?" Marsall asked. Her voice had a strangely muffled sound, the echoes of the hold deadened by the blocks of guano stacked around us. "Pirates, d'ye think?" 

"I expect they must be." Lawrence had told us that the Caribbean was a rich hunting ground for pirate luggers and unscrupulous craft of all kinds, but we had expected no trouble, as our cargo was not particularly valuable. "I suppose they must not have much sense of smell." 

"Eh?" "Never mind," I said. "Come sit down; there's nothing we can do but Nvait." I knew from experience that waiting while men fought was one of the most difficult things in life to do, but in this case, there Nvasn't any sensible alternative. Down here, the sounds of the battle were muted to a distant thumping, though the constant rending groan of the scraping timbers echoed through the whole ship. 

"Oh, God, Fergus," Marsali whispered, listening, her voice filled with agony. "Blessed Mary, save him!    11
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I silcntlv echoed the prayer, thinking of Jamie, somewhere in the chaos overhead. I crossed myself in the dark, touching the small spot between my brows that he had kissed a few minutes before, not wanting to think that it could so easily be the last touch of him I would ever know. 

Suddenly, there was an explosion overhead, a roar that sent vibrations through the jutting timbers we were sitting on. 

"They're blowing up the ship!" Marsali jumped to her feet, panicked. "They'll siuk us! We must get out! We'll drown down here!" 

,,Wait!" I called. "It's only the guns!" but she had not waited to hear. I could hear her, blundering about in a blind panic, whimpering among the blocks of guano. 

"Marsali! Come back!" There was no light at all in the hold; I took a few steps through the smothering atmosphere, trying to locate her by sound, but the deadening effect of the crumbling blocks hid her movements from me. There was ariothcr booming explosion overhead, and a third close on its heels. The air was filled with dust loosed from the vibrations, and I choked, eyes watering. 

I wiped at my eyes with a sleeve, and blinked. I was not imagining it; there was a light in the hold, a dim glow that limned the edge of the nearest block. "Marsali.. I called. "Where are you,"' 

The answer was a terrified shriek, from the direction of the light. I dashed around the edge of the block, dodged between two others, and emerged into the space by the ladder, to find Marsali in the clutches of a large, halfnaked man. 

He was hugcl\  Tobese, the rolling layers of his fat decorated with a stipple of tattoos, a jangling necklace of coins and buttons hung round his neck. Marsali slapped at him, shrieking, and he jerked his face away, impatient. 

Then he caught sight of me, and his eyes widened. He had a wide, flat face, and a tarred topknot of black hair. He grinned nastily at me, showing a marked lack of teeth, and said something that sounded like slurred Spanish. 

"Let her go!" I said loudly. "Basta, cabrn!" That was as much Spanish as I could summon; he seemed to think it ftinny, for he grinned more widely, let go of Marsali, and turned toward me. I threw one of my scalpels at him. 

It bounced off his head, startling him, and he ducked wildly. Marsali dodged past him, and sprang for the ladder. 

The pirate waffled for a moment, torn between us, but then turned to the ladder, leaping up several rungs with an agilitv that belied his weight. He caught Marsali by the foot as she dived through the hatch, and she screamed. 

Cursing incoherently under my breath, I ran to the bottom of the ladder, and reaching up, swung the long-handled amputation knife at his foot, as hard as I could. There was a highpitched screech from the pirate. Something flew past my head, and a spray of blood spattered across in\, check, wet-hot on my skin. 
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Startled, 1 dropped back, looking down by rcflex to see what had fallen. It was a small brown toe, calloused and black-nailed, smudged with dirt. The pirate hit the deck beside me with a thud that shivered the floorL)oards, and lunged. I ducked, but he caught a handful of my sleeve. I yankcd away, ripping fabric, and jabbed at his face with the blade in my hand. 

jerking back in surprise, he slipped on his own blood and fell. I jumped for the ladder and climbed for my life, dropping the blade. 

He was so close behind me that he succeeded in catching hold of the hcm of my skirt, but I pulled it from his grasp and lunged upward, lungs burning from the dust of the choking hold. The man was shouting, a language I didn't know. Some dim recess of my brain, not occupied with immediate survival, speculated that it might be Portuguese. I burst out of the hold onto the deck, into the midst of a surging chaos. The air was thick with black-powder smoke, and small knots of men were Pushing and shoving, cursing and stumbling all over the deck. 

I couldn't take time to look around; there was a hoarse bellow from the liatch-,vay behind me, and I dived for the rail. I hesitated for a moment, balanced on the narrow wooden strip. The sea spun past in a dizzy churn of black below. I grasped the rigging and began to climb. 

It was a mistake; I knew that almost at once. He was a sailor, I was not. Neither was he hampered by wearing a dress. The ropes danced and jerked in my hands, vibrating under the impact of his weight as he hit the lines below me. 

He was coming up the underside of the lines, climbing like a gibbon, even as I made my slower way across the upper slope of the rigging. He drew even with me, and spat in my face. I kept climbing, propelled by desperation; there was nothing else to do. He kept pace with me, easily, hissing words through an evil, half-toothed grin. It didn't matter what language he was speaking; his meaning was perfectly clear. Hanging by one hand, he drew the cutlass from his sash, and swung it in a vicious cut that barely missed me. I was too frightened even to scream. There was nowhere to go, nothing to do. I squeezed my eyes tight shut, and hoped it would be quick. 

It was. There was a sort of thump, a sharp grunt, and a strong smell of fish. I opened my eyes. The pirate was gone. Ping An was sitting on the crosstrees, three feet away, crest erect with irritation, wings half-spread to keep his balance. 

"Giva!" he said crossly. He turned a beady little yellow eye on me, and clacked his bill in warning. Ping An hated noise and commotion. Evidently, he didn't like Portuguese pirates, either. 

There were spots before my eyes, and I fclt light-hcadcd. I clung tight to the rope, shaking, until I thought I could move again. The noise below had slackened now, and the tenor of the shouting had changed. Something had happened; I thought it was over. 
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There was a ncNv noise, a sudden flap of sails, and a long, grinding sound, with a vibration that made the line I was holding sing in my hand. It ivas over; the pirate ship was moving away. On the far side of the Artemis, I saw the web of the pirate's mast and rigging begin to move, black against the silver Caribbean skv. Very, very slowly, I began the long trip back down. 

The lanterns were still lit below. A haze of black-powdcr smoke lay over everything, and bodies lay here and there about the deck. MV glance flickered over them as I lowered myself, searching for red hair. I found it, and my heart leapt. 

Jamie was sitting on a cask near the wheel, with his head tilted back, eyes closed, a cloth pressed to his brow, and a cup of whisky in his hand. Mr. Willoughby was on his knees alongside, administering first aid-in the form of more ,vhisky-to Willie MacLeod, who sat against the foremast, looking sick. 

I was shaking all over from exertion and reaction. I felt giddy and slightly cold. Shock, I supposed, and no,,vonder. I could do with a bit of that whisky as well. I grasped the smaller lines above the rail, and slid the rest of the way to the deck, not caring that my palms were skinned raw. I was sweating and cold at the same time, and the clown-hairs on rny face ,vere prickling unpleasantly. 

I landed clumsily, with a thump that made Jamie straighten up and open his eyes. The look of relief in them pulled me the few feet to him. I felt better, with the warm solid flesh of his shoulder under my hand. 

"Arc you all right?" I said, leaning over him to look. 

"Aye, it's no more than a wee dunt," hc said, smiling up at me. There was a small gash at his hairline, where something like a pistol butt had caught him, but the blood had clotted already. There were stains of dark, drying blood on the front of his shirt, but the sleeve of his shirt was also bloody. In fact, it was nearly soaked, with fresh bright red. 

"Jamie!" I clutched at his shoulder, my vision going white at the edges. "You aren't all right-look, you're bleeding!" 

My hands and feet were numb, and I only half-felt his hands grasp my arms as he rose from the cask in sudden alarm. The last thing I saw, amid flashes of light, was his face, gone white beneath the tail. 

"Mv God!" said his frightened voice, out of the whirling blackness. "It's no my blood, Sassenach, it's yours!" 

"I am not going to die," I said crossly, "unless it's from heat exhaustion. Take some of this bloody stuff off me!" 

Marsali, who had been tearfully pleading with me not to expire, looked rather relieved at this outburst. She stopped crying and sniffed hopeffilly, but
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made no move to remove any of the cloaks, coats, blankets, and other impcdimcnta in which I was swaddled. 

"Oh, I canna do that, Mother Claire!" she said. "Da says ye must be kept Nvarm!" 

"Warm? I'm being boiled alive!" I was in the captain's cabin, and even ,,vith the stern windows wide open, the atmosphere belowdecks was stifling, hot with sun and acrid with the fumes of the cargo. 

I tried to struggle out from under my wrappings, but got no more than a few inches before a bolt of lightning struck me in the right arm. The world went dark, with small bright flashes zigging through my vision. 

"Lie still," said a stern Scots voice, through a wave of giddy sickness. An arm was under my shoulders, a large hand cradling my head. "Aye, that's right, lie back on my arm. All right now, Sassenach?" 

"No," I said, looking at the colored pinwheels inside my eyelids. "I'm going to be sick." I was, and a most unpleasant process it was, too, with fiery knives being jabbed into my right arm with each spasm. 

11 Jesus H. Roosevelt Christ," I said at last, gasping. 

"Finished, are yc?" Jamie lowered me carefully and eased my head back onto the pillow. 

"If you mean am I dead, the answer is unfortunately no." I cracked one eyelid open. He was kneeling by my berth, looking no end piratical himself, with a bloodstained strip of cloth bound round his head, and still wearing his blood-soaked shirt. He stayed still, and so did the cabin, so I cautiously opened the other eye. He smiled faintly at me. 

"No, you're no dead; Fergus will be glad to hear it." 

As though this had been a signal, the Frenchman's head poked anxiously into the cabin. Seeing me awake, his face broke into a dazzling smile and disappeared. I could hear his voice overhead, loudly informing the crew of my survival. To my profound embarrassment, the news was greeted with a rousing cheer from the upper deck. 

"What happened?" I asked. 

"What happened?" Jamie, pouring water into a cup, stopped and stared over the rim at me. He knelt down again beside me, snorting, and raised my head for a sip of water. 

"What happened, she says! Aye, what indeed? I tell ye to stay all snug below wil Marsali, and next thing I ken, ye've dropped out of the sky and landed at my feet, sopping wi' 

blood!" 

He shoved his face into the berth and glared at me. Sufficiently impressive when cleanshaven and unhurt, he was considerably more ferocious when \,icwed, stubbled, bloodstained, and angry, at a distance of six inches. I promptly shut my eyes again. 

PDF Transform

PDF Transform

Y

Y

Y

er

Y

er

B

2

B

2

B

.0

B

.0

A

A

Click here to buy

Click here to buy

w

w

w

w

w . 

w

A B B YY.com

.A B BYY.com

696                        Diana Gabaldon

"Look at me!" he said peremptorily, and I did, against my better judgment. Blue cves bored into mine, narrowed with fury. 

"D'ye ken ve came damn close to dying?" he demanded. "Ye've a bonedeep slash down your arm from oxter to elbow, and had I not got a cloth round it in time, ye'd be feeding the sharks this minute!" 

One big fist crashed down on the side of the berth next to me, making me start. The movement hurt my arm, but I didn't make a sound. 

"Damn ye, woman! Will ve never do as you're told?" "Probably not," I said meekly. He turned a black scowl on me, but I could see the corner of his mouth twitching under the copper stubble. 

"God," he said longingly. "What I wouldna give to have ye tied facedown over a gun, and me wi' a rope's end in my hand." He snorted again, and pulled his face out of the berth. 

"Willoughby!" he bellowed. In short order, Mr. Willoughby trotted in, beaming, with a steaming pot of tea and a bottle of brandy on a tray. "Tea!" I breathed, struggling to sit up. 

"Ambrosia." In spite of the stifling atmosphere of the cabin, the hot tea was just what I needed. The delightful, brandylaced stuff slid down my throat and glowed peacefully in the pit of my quivering stomach. 

"Nobody makes tea better than the English," I said, inhaling the aroma, "except the Chinese." 

Mr. Willoughby beamed in gratification and bowed ceremoniously. Jamie snorted again, bringing his total up to three for the afternoon. 

"Aye? Well, enjoy it while ye can." 

This sounded more or less sinister, and I stared at him over the rim of the cup. "And just what do you mean by that?" I demanded. 

"I'm going to doctor your arm when you're finished," he informed me. He picked up the pot and peered into it. 

"How much blood did ye tell me a person has in his body?" he asked. "About eight quarts," I said, bewildered. "Why?" 

He lowered the pot and glared at me. 

"Because," he said precisely, "judging from the amount ye left on the deck, you've maybe four of them left. Here, have some more." He refilled the cup, set down the pot, and stalked out. 

"I'm afraid Jamie's rather annoyed with me," I observed rueftilly to Mr. Willoughby. 

"Not angry," he said comfortingly. "Tsei-mi scared very bad." The little Chinaman laid a hand on my right shoulder, delicate as a resting butterfly. "This hurts?" I sighed. "To be perfectly honest," I said, "yes, it does." 
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Mr. Willoughby smiled and patted me gently. "I help," he said consolingly. "Later." In spite of the throbbing in my arm, I was feeling sufficiently restored to inquire about the rest of the crew, whose injuries, as reported by Mr. Willoughby, were limited to cuts and bruises, plus one concussion and a minor arm fracture. 

A clatter in the passage heralded Jamie's return, accompanied by Fergus, who carried my medicine box under one arm, and yet another bottle of brandy in his hand. 

"All right," I said, resigned. "Let's have a look at it." I was no stranger to horrible wounds, and this one-tcchnically speaking -was not all that bad. On the other hand, it was my own personal flesh involved here, and I was not disposed to be technical. 

"Ooh," I said rather faintly. While being a bit picturesque about the nature of the wound, Jamie had also been quite accurate. It was a long, clean-edged slash, running at a slight angle across the front of my biceps, from the shoulder to an inch or so above the elbow joint. And while I couldn't actually see the bone of my humerus, it was without doubt a very deep wound, gaping widely at the edges. 

It was still bleeding, in spite of the cloth that had been wrapped tightly round it, but the seepage was slow; no major vessels seemed to have been scvered. 

Jamie had flipped open my medical box and was rootling meditatively through it with one large forefinger. 

"You'll need sutures and a needle," I said, feeling a sudden jolt of alarm as it occurred to me that I was about to have thirty or forty stitches taken in my arm, with no anesthesia bar brandy. 

"No laudanum?" Jamie asked, frowning into the box. Evidently, he had been thinking along the same lines. 

"No. I used it all on the Porpoise." Controlling the shaking of my left hand, I poured a sizable tot of straight brandy into my empty teacup, and took a healthy mouthful. 

"That was thoughtful of you, Fergus," I said, nodding at the fresh brandy bottle as I sipped, 

"but I don't think it's going to take two bottles." Given the potency of Jared's French brandy, it was unlikely to take more than a teacupful. 

I waswondering whether it was more advisable to get dead drunk at once, or to stay at least half-sober in order to supervise operations; there wasn't a chance in hell that I could do the suturing myself, left-handed and shaking like a leaf Neither could Fergus do it onehanded. True, Jamie's big hands could move with amazing lightness over some tasks, but . 

. . 

Jamie interrupted my apprehensions, shaking his head and picking up the second bottle. 

PDF Transform

PDF Transform

Y

Y

Y

er

Y

er

B

2

B

2

B

.0

B

.0

A

A

Click here to buy

Click here to buy

w

w

w

w

w . 

w

A B B YY.com

.A B BYY.com

698                        Diana Gabaldon

"This one's no for drinking, Sassenach, that's for washing out the wound." 

"What!" In my state of shock, I had forgotten the necessity for disinfection. Lacking anything better, I normally washed out wounds with distilled grain alcohol, cut half and half with water, but I had used my supply of that as well, in our encounter with the manof-war. I felt my lips go slightly numb, and not just because the internal brandy was taking effect. Highlanders were among the most stoic and courageous of warriors, and seamen as a class weren't far behind. I had seen such men lie uncomplaining while I set broken bones, did minor surgery, sewed up terrible wounds, and put them through hell generally, but when it came to disinfection with alcohol, it was a different story-thc screams could be heard for miles. 

"Er . . . wait a minute," I said. "Maybe just a little boiled water. Jamie was watching me, not without sympathy. 

"It willna get easier wi' waiting, Sassenach   "I he said. "Fergus, take the bottle." And before I could protest, he had lifted me out of the berth and sat down with me on his lap, holding me tight about the body, pinning my left arm so I couldn't struggle, while he took my right wrist in a firm grip and held my wounded arm out to the side. 

I believe it was bloody old Ernest Hemingway who said you're supposed to pass out from pain, but unfortunately you never do. All I can say in response to that is that either Ernest had a fine distinction for states of consciousness, or else no one ever poured brandy on several cubic inches of his raw flesh. 

To be fair, I suppose I must not absolutely have lost consciousness myself, since when I began noticing things again, Fergus was saying, "Please, milady! You must not scream like that; it upsets the men." 

Clearly it upset Fergus; his lean face was pale, and droplets of sweat ran down his jaw. He was right about the men, too-several faces were peering into the cabin from door and window, wearing expressions of horror and concern. 

1 summoned the presence of mind to nod weakly at them. Jamie's arm was still locked about my middle; I couldn't tell which  of us was shaking; both, I thought. I made it into the wide captain's chair, with considerable assistance, and lay back palpitating, the fire in mv arm still sizzling. Jamie was holding one of my curved suture needles and a length of sterilized cat-gut, looking as dubious over the prospects as I felt. It was Mr. Willoughby who intervened, quietly taking the needle from Jamie's hands. 

"I can do this," he said, in tones of authority. "A moment." And he disappeared aft, prcsumablv to fetch something. 
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Jamie didn't protest, and neither did 1. We heaved twin sighs of relief, in fact, which made me laugh. 

"And to think," I said, "I once told Bree that big men were kind and gentle, and the short ones tended to be nasty." 

"Well, I suppose there's always the exception that proves the rule, no?" He mopped my streaming face with a wet cloth, quite gently. 

"I dinna want to know how ye did this," he said, with a sigh, "but for God's sake, Sassenach, don't do it aga-in!" 

"Well, I didn't intend to do anything . . ." I began crossly, when I was interrupted by the return of Mr. Willoughby. He was carrying the little roll of green silk I bad seen when he cured Jamie's seasickness. 

"Oh, ye've got the wee stabbcrs?" Jamie peered intcrestedly at the small gold needles, then smiled at me. "Dinna fash yourself, Sassenach, they don't hurt . . . or not much, anyway," he added. 

Mr. Willoughby's fingers probed the palm of my right hand, prodding here and there. Then he grasped each of my fingers, wiggled it, and pulled it gently, so that I felt the joints pop slightly. Then he laid two fingers at the base of my wrist, pressing down in the space between the radius and the ulna. 

"This is the Inner Gate," he said softly. "Here is quiet. Here is peace." I sincerely hoped he was right. Picking up one of the tiny gold needles, he placed the point over the spot he had marked, and with a dexterous twirl of thumb and forefinger, pierced the skin. The prick made me jump, but he kept a tight, warm hold on my hand, and I relaxed again. He placed three needles in each wrist, and a rakish, porcupine-like spray on the crest of my right shoulder. I was getting interested, despite my guinea pig status. Beyond an initial prick at placement, the needles caused no discomfort. Mr. Willoughby was humming, in a low, soothing sort of way, tapping and pressing places on my neck and shoulder. I couldn't honestly tell whether my right arm was numbed, or whether I was simply distracted by the goings-on, but it did feel somewhat less agonized-at least until he picked up the suture needle and began. 

Jamie was sitting on a stool by my left side, holding my left hand as he watched my face. After a moment, he said, rather gruffly, "Let your breath out, Sasscnach; it's no going to get any worse than that." 

I let go of the breath I hadn't realized I was holding, and realized as well what he was telling me. It was dread of being hurt that had me rigid as a board in the chair. The actual pain of the stitches was unpleasant, all right, but nothing I couldn't stand. I let my breath out cautiously, and gave him a rough approximation of a smile. Mr. Willoughby was si   .nging under his breath in Chinese. Jamie had translated the words for me a week earlier; it was a pillow-song, in which a
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young man catalogued the physical charms of his partner, one by one. I hoped he would finish the stitching before he got to her feet. 

"That's a verra wicked slash," Jamie said, eyes on Mr. Willoughby's work. I preferred not to took myself. "A parang, was it, or a cutlass, I wonder?" "I think it was a cutlass," I said. 

"In fact, I know it was. He came after . . ." 

"I wonder what led them to attack us," Jamie said, not paving any attention to me. His brows were drawn in speculation. "It canna ha' been the cargo, after all." 

"I shouldn't think so," I said. "But maybe they didn't know what we were carrying?" This seemed grossly unlikely; any ship that came within a hundred yards of us would have known-the ammoniac reek of bat guano hovered round us like a miasma. 

"Perhaps it's only they thought the ship small enough to take. The Artemi's itself would bring a fair price, cargo or no." 

I blinked as Mr. Willoughby paused in his song to tic a knot. I thought he was down to the navcl by now, but wasn't paying close attention. 

"Do we know the name of the pirate ship?" I asked. "Granted, there's likely a lot of pirates in these waters, but we do know that the Bruja was in this area three days ago, and-" 

"That's what I'm wondering," he said. "I couldna see a great deal in the darkness, but she was the right size, w1' that wide Spanish beam." 

"Well, the pirate that was after me spoke-" I started, but the sound of voices in the corridor made me stop. 

Fergus edged in, shy of interrupting, but obviously bursting with excitement. He held something shiny and jingling in one hand. 

"Milord," he said, "Maitland has found a dead pirate on the forward deck." Jamie's red brows went up, and he looked from Fergus to me. "Dead?" 

"Very dead, milord," said Fergus, with a small shudder. Maitland was peeking over his shoulder, anxious to claim his share of the glory. "Oh, yes, sit," he assured Jamie carnestlv. 

"Dead as a doornail-, his poor head's bashed in something shocking!" All three men turned and stared at me, I gave them a modest little smile. Jamie rubbed a hand over his face. His eyes were bloodshot, and a trickle of blood had dried in front of his car. 

"Sassenach," he began, in measured tones. 

"I tried to tell you," I said virtuously. Between shock, brandy, acupuncture, and the dawning realization of survival, I was beginning to feel quite pleasantly light-headed. I scarcely noticed Mr. Willoughby's final efforts. 

"He was wearing this, milord. Fergus stepped forward and laid the pi rate's neckJace on the table in front of us. It had the silver buttons from a
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military uniform, polished kona nuts, several large shark's teeth, pieces of polished abalone shell and chunks of mother of pearl, and a large number of jingling coins, all pierced for stringing on a leather thong. 

"I thought you should see this at once, milord," Fergus continued. He reached out a hand and lifted one of the shimmering coins. It was silver, Lintarnished, and through the gathering brandy haze, I could see on its face the twin heads of Alexander. A tetradrachm, of the fourth century B.C. Mint condition. 

Thoroughly worn out by the events of the afternoon, I had fallen asleep at once, the pain in my arm dulled by brandy. Now it was fiill dark, and the brandy had worn off. My arm seemed to swell and throb with each beat of my heart, and any small movement sent tiny jabs of a sharper pain whipping through my arm, like warning flicks of a scorpion's tail. The moon was thrce-quarters full, a huge lopsided shape like a golden teardrop, hanging just above the horizon. The ship heeled slightly, and the moon slid slowly out of sight, the Man in the Moon leering rather unpleasantly as he went. I was hot, and possibly a trifle feverish. 

There was a jug of water in the cupboard on the far side of the cabin. I fcIt Nvcak and giddy as I swung my feet over the edge of the berth, and my arm registered a strong protest against being disturbed. I must have made some sound, for the darkness on the floor of the cabin stirred suddenly, and Jamic's voice came drowsily from the region of my feet. 

"Arc ye hurting, Sassenach?" 

"A little," I said, not wanting to be dramatic about it. I set my lips and rose unsteadily to my feet, cradling my right elbow in my left hand. "That's good," he said. 

"That's good?" I said, my voice rising indignantly. 

There was a soft chuckle from the darkness, and he sat up, his head popping suddenly into sight as it rose above the shadows into the moonlight. "Aye, it is," he said. "When a wound begins to hurt yc, it means it's hcaling. Ye didna feel it when it happened, did you?" 

"No," I admitted. I certainly felt it now. The air was a good deal cooler out on the open sea, and the salt wind coming through the window felt good on my face. I was damp and stickywith sweat, and the thin chemise clung to my breasts. 

"I could see yc didn't. That's what frightened me. Ye never feel a fatal wound, Sassenach," he said softly. 

I laughed shortly, but cut it off as the movement jarred my arm. 

"And how do you know that?" I asked, ftimbling left-handed to pour water into a cup. "Not the sort of thing you'd learn firsthand, I mean." "Murtagh told me." 
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The water seemed to purl soundlessly into the cup, the sound of its pouring lost in the hiss of the bow-wave outside. I set down the jug and lifted the cup, the surface of the water black in the moonlight. Jamie had never mentioned Murtagh to me, in the months of our reunion. I had asked Fergus, who told me that the wiry little Scot had died at Cullodcn, but he knew no more than the bare fact. 

"At Culloden." Jamie's voice was barely loud enough to be heard above the creak of timber and the whirring of the wind that bore us along. "Did ye ken they burnt the bodies there? I wondered, listening to them do it-what it would be like inside the fire when it came my turn." I Could hear him swallow, above the creaking of the ship. "I found that out, this morning." 

The moonlight robbed his face of depth and color; he looked like a skull, with the broad, clean planes of check and jawbone white and his eyes black empty pits. 

"I went to Cullodcn meaning to die," he said, his voice scarcely more than a whisper. "Not the rest of them. I should have been happy to stop a musket ball at once, and yet I cut my way across the field and halfivay back, while men on either side o' me were blown to bloody bits." He stood up, then, looking down at me. 

"Why?" he said. "Why, Claire? Why am I alive, and they arc not?" 

"I don't know," I said softly. "For your sister, and your family, maybe? For me?" 

"They had families," he said. "Wives, and sweethearts; children to mourn them. And yet they are gone. And I am still here." 

"I don't know, Jamie," I said at last. I touched his check, already roughened by newly sprouting beard, irrepressible evidence of life. "You aren't ever going to know." He sighed, his cheekbone pressed against my palm for a moment. 

"Aye, I ken that well enough. But I canna help the asking, when I think of them-especially Murtagh." He turned restlessly away, his eyes empty shadows, and I knew he walked Drumossic Moor again, with the ghosts. 

"We should have gone sooner; the men had been standing for hours, starved and halffrozen. But they waited for His Highness to give the order to charge." And Charles Stuart, perched safely on a rock, well behind the line of battle, having seized personal command of his troops for the first time, had dithered and delayed. And the English cannon had had time to bear squarely on the lines of ragged Highlanders, and opened fire. 

"It was a relief, I think," Jamie said softly. "Every man on the field knew the cause was lost, and we were dead. And still we stood there, watching the English guns come up, and the cannon mouths open black before us. No one spoke. I couldna hear anvthing but the wind, and the English soldiers shouting, on the other side of the field." 
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And then the guns had roared, and men had fallen, and those still standing, rallied by a late and ragged order, had seized their swords and charged the enemy, the sound of their Gaelic shrieking drowned by the guns, lost in the wind. 

"The smoke was so thick, I couldna see more than a few feet before me. I kicked off my shoon and ran into it, shouting." The bloodless line of his lips turned up slightly. 

"I was happy,   11 he said, sounding a bit surprised. "Not scairt at all. I rneant to die, after all; there was nothing to fear except that I might be wounded and not die at once. But I would die, and then it would be all over, and I would find ye again, and it would be all right." 

I moved closer to him, and his hand rose up from the shadows to take inine. 

"Men fcll to either side of me, and I could hear the grapeshot and the musket balls hum past my head like bumblebees. But I wasna touched." He had reached the British lines unscathed, one of very few Highlanders

to have completed the charge across Culloden Moor. An English gun crew looked up, startled, at the tall Highlander who burst from the smoke like a demon, the bladc of his broadsword gleaming with rain and then dull with blood. 

"There was a small part of my mind that asked why I should be killin' them," he said rcflectively. "For surely I knew that we were lost; there was no gain to it. But there is a lust to killing-you'll know that?" His fingers tightened on mine, questioning, and I squeezed back in affirmation. 

"I couldna stop-or I would not." His voice was quiet, without bitterness or recrimination. 

"It's a vcrra old feeling, I think; the wish to take an enemy with ye to the grave. I could feel it there, a hot red thing in my chest and belly, and . . . I gave myself to it," he ended simply. There were four men tending the cannon, none armed with more than a pistol and knife, none expecting attack at such close quarters. They stood helpless against the berserk strength of his despair, and he killed them all. 

"The ground shook under my feet," he said, "and 1 was near deafened bN the noise. I couldna think. And then it came to me that I was behind the English guns." A soft chuckle came from below. "A verra poor place to trN to be killed, no,"' 

So he had started back across the moor, to join the Highland dead. "He was sitting against a tussock near the middle of the field-Murtagh. He'd been struck a dozen times at least, and there was a dreadful wound in his hcad-I knew he was dead." He hadn't been, though; when Jamie had fallen to his knees beside his godfather and taken the small bodv in his arms, Murtagh's eves had opened. "He saw me. And he smiled. And then the older man's hand had
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touched his cheek briefly. "Dinna be afraid, a bbalaich," Murtagh had said, using the endearment for a small, beloved boy. "It doesna hurt a bit to die." I stood quietly for a long time, holding Jamie's hand. Then he sighed, and his other hand closed very, very gently about my wounded arm. 

"Too many folk have died, Sasscnach, because they knew me-or suffered for the knowing. I would give my own body to save ye a moment's painand yet I could wish to close my hand just now, that I might hear ye cry out and know for sure that I havena killed you, too." I leaned forward, pressing a kiss on the skin of his chest. He slept naked in the heat. 

"You haven't killed me. You didn't kill Murtagh. And we'll find Ian. Take me back to bed, Jamie." 

Sometime later, as I drowsed on the edge of sleep, he spokc from the floor beside my bed. 

"Ye know, I seldom wanted to go home to Laoghairc," he said contcmplatively. "And yet, at least when I did, I'd find her where I'd left her." 

I turned my head to the side, where his soft breathing came from the darkened floor. "Oh? 

And is that the kind of wife you want? The sort who stays put?" He made a small sound between a chuckle and a cough, but didn't answer, and after a few moments, the sound of his breathing changed to a soft, rhythmic snore. 
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slept restlessly, and woke up late and feverish, with a throbbing headache just behind my eyes. I fclt ill enough not to protest when Marsali insisted on bathing my forehead, but relaxed gratefully, eyes closed, enjoying the cool touch of the vincgar-soaked cloth on my pounding temples. 

It was so soothing, in fact, that I drifted off to sleep again after she left. I was dreaming uneasily of dark mine shafts and the chalk of charred bones, when I was suddenly roused by a crash that brought me bolt upright and sent a shaft of pure white pain ripping through my head. 

"What?" I exclaimed, clutching my head in both hands, as though this inight prevent it falling off. "What is it?" The window had been covered to keep the light from disturbing me, and it took a moment for my stunned vision to adapt to the dimness. On the opposite side of the cabin, a large figure was mimicking me, clutching its own head in apparent agony. Then it spoke, releasing a volley of very bad language, in a mixture of Chinese, French, and Gaelic. 

"Damn!" it said, the exclamations tapering off into milder English. "Goddamn it to hell!" Jamie staggered to the window, still rubbing the head he had smashed on the edge of my cupboard. He shoved aside the covering and pushed the window open, bringing a welcome draft of fresh air in along with a dazzle of light. 

"What in the name of bloody hell do you think you're doing?" I deinanded, with considerable asperity. The light jabbed my tender eyeballs like needles, and the movement involved in clutching my head had done the stitches in in), arm no good at all. 

"I was looking for your medicine box," he replied, wincing as he felt the crown of his head. 

"Damn, I've caved in my skull. Look at that!" He thrust two fingers, slightly smeared with blood, under my nose. I dropped the vinegar-soaked cloth over the fingers and collapsed back on my pillow'., 

Why do you need the medicine box, and why didn't you ask me in the first place, instead of bumping around like a bee in a bottle?" I said irritably. "I didna ,vant to wake ye from your sleep," he said, sheepishly enough

that I laughed, despite the various throbbings going on in my anatomy. "That's all right; I wasn't enjoying it," I assured him. "Why do you need the box? Is someone hurt?" 
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"Aye. I am," he said, dabbing gingerly at the top of his head with the cloth and scowling at the result. "Ye dinna want to look at my head?" 

The answer to this was "Not especially," but I obligingly motioned to him to bend over, presenting the top of his head for inspection. There was a reasonably impressive lump under the thick hair, with a small cut from the edge of the shelf, but the damage seemed a bit short of concussion. 

"It's not fractured," I assured him. "You have the thickest skull I've ever seen." Moved by an instinct as old as motherhood, I leaned forward and kissed the bump gently. He liftcd his head, eyes wide with surprise. 

"That's supposed to make it feel better," I explained. A smile tugged at the corner of his mouth. 

"Oh. Well, then." He bent down and gently kissed the bandage on my wounded arm. 

"Better?" he inquired, straightening up. "Lots. )

He laughed, and reaching for the decanter, poured out a tot of whisky, which he handed to me. 

"I wanted that stuff ye use to wash out scrapes and such," he explained, pouring another for himself. 

"Hawthorn lotion. I haven't got any ready-made, because it doesn't keep," I said, pushing myself upright. "If it's urgent, though, I can brew some; it doesn't take long." The thought of getting up and walking to the galley was daunting, but perhaps I'd feel better once I was moving. 

"Not urgent," he assured me. "It's only there's a prisoner in the hold who's a bit bashed about." 

I lowered my cup, blinking at him. 

"A prisoner? Where did we get a prisoner?" 

"From the pirate ship." He frowned at his whisky. "Though I dinna think he's a pirate." 

"What is he?" 

He tossed off the whisky neatly, in one gulp, and shook his head. "Damned if I know. From the scars on his back, likely a runaway slave, but in that case, I canna think why he did what he did." 

"What did he do?" 

"Dived off the Bruja into the sea. MacGregor saw him go, and then after the Bruja made sail, he saw the man bobbing about in the waves and threw him a rope." 

"Well, that is funny; why should he do that?" I asked. I was becoming interested, and the throbbing in my head seemed to be lessening as I sipped my whisky. Jamie ran his fingers through his hair, and stopped, wincing. 

"I dinna ken, Sassenach," he said, gingerly smoothing the hair on his crown flat. "It wouldna be likely for a crew like ours to try to board the
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pirate-any merchant would just fight them off; there's no reason to try to take them. But if he didna mean to escape from us-perhaps he meant to escape from them, aye?" The last golden drops of the whisky ran down my throat. It was Jared's special blend, the next-to-last bottle, and thoroughly justified the name he had given it-Ce Gbeasacacb. 

"Magic Mist." Feeling somewhat restored, I pushed myself upright. 

"If he's hurt, perhaps I should take a look at him," I suggested, swinging my feet out of the berth. 

Given Jamie's behavior of the day before, I fully expected him to press me flat and call for Marsall to come and sit on my chest. Instead, he looked at me thoughtfi.illy, and nodded. 

"Aye, well. If ye're sure ye can stand, Sassenach?" 

I wasn't all that sure, but gave it a try. The room tilted when 1 stood up, and black and yellow spots danced before my eyes, but I stayed upright, clinging to Jamie's arm. After a moment, a small amount of blood reluctantly consented to reenter my head, and the spots went away, showing Jamie's face looking anxiously down at me. 

"All right," I said, taking a deep breath. "Carry on." The prisoner was below in what the crew called the orlop, a lower-deck space full of miscellaneous cargo. There was a small timbered area, walled off at the bow of the shi , that sometimes housed drunk or unruly seamen, and p

here he had been secured. 

It was dark and airless down in the bowels of the ship, and I felt myself becoming dizzy again as I made my way slowly along the companionway behind Jamie and the glow of his lantern. 

When he unlocked the door, at first I saw nothing at all in the makeshift brig. Then, as Jamie stooped to enter with his lantern, the shine of the man's eyes betrayed his presence. 

"Black as the ace of spades" was the first thought that popped into my slightly addled mind, as the edges of face and form took shape against the darkness of the timbers. No wonder Jamie had thought him a runaway slave. The man looked African, not islandborn. Besides the deep red-black of his skin, his demeanor wasn't that of a man raised as a slave. He was sitting on a cask, hands bound behind his back and feet tied together, but I saw his head rise and his shoulders straightcn as Jamie ducked under the lintel of the tiny space. He was very thin, but very muscular, clad in nothing but a ragged pair of trouscrs. The lines of his body were clear; he was tensed for attack or defense, but not submission. Jamie saw it, too, and motioncd me to stay well back against the wall. He placed the lantern on a cask, and squatted down before the captive, at eyelevel. 

"Amikl," he said, spreading out his empty hands, palm up. "Amiki. Benc-PDF Transform
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bene. "Friend. Is good. It was taki-taki, the all-purpose pidgin polyglot that the traders from Barbados to Trinidad spoke in the ports. 

The man stared impassively at Jamie for a moment, eyes still as tide pools. Then one eyebrow flicked up and he extended his bound feet before him. "Bene-bene, amikl?" he said, with an ironic intonation that couldn't be missed, whatever the language. Is good, friend, 

Jamie snorted briefly, amused, and rubbed a finger under his nose. "It's a point," he said in English. 

"Does he speak English, or French?" I moved a little closer. The captive's eyes rested on me for a moment, then passed away, indifferent. 

"If he does, he'll no admit it. Picard and Fergus tried talking to him last night. He willna say a word, just stares at them. What he just said is the first he's spoken since he came aboard. Habla Espahol?" he said suddenly to the prisoner. There was no response. The man didn't even look at Jamie; just went on staring impassively at the square of open doorway behind me. 

"Er, sprechen sie Deutsche?" I said tentatively. He didn't answer, which was just as well, as the question had exhausted my own supply of German. Nicht Hollander, either, I don't suppose." 

Jamie shot me a sardonic look. "I canna tell much about him, Sasscnach, but I'm fairly sure he's no a Dutchman." 

"Thev have slaves on Eleuthera, don't they? That's a Dutch island," I said irritably. "Or St. Croix-that's Danish, isn't it?" Slowly as my mind was working  this morning, it hadn't escaped me that the captive was our only clue to the pirates' whereabouts-and the only frail link to Ian. "Do you know enough taki-taki to ask him about Ian?" Jamie shook his head, eyes intent on the prisoner. "No. Besides what I said to him already, I ken how to say'not good,' 'how much?' 'give it to me,' and 'drop that, ye bastard,' none of which seems a great deal to the point at present." 

Stymied for the moment, we stared at the prisoner, who stared impassively back. 

"To hell with it," Jamie said suddenly. He drew the dirk from his belt, went behind the cask, and sawed through the thongs around the prisoner's wrists. 

He cut the ankle bindings as well, then sat back on his heels, the knife laid across his thigh. 

"Friend," he said firmly in taki-taki. "Is good?" The prisoner didn't say anything, but after a moment, he nodded slightly, his expression warily quizzical. 

"There's a chamber pot in the corner," Jamie said in English, rising and sheathing his dirk. 

"Use it, and then my wife will tend vour -,vounds." 

A verv faint flicker of amusement crossed the man's face. He nodded once
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more, this time in acceptance of defeat. He rose slowly from the cask and turned, stiff hands fumbling at his trousers. I looked askance at Jamie. 

"It's one of the worst things about being bound that way," he explained i-nattcr-of-factly. 

"Ye canna take a piss by yourself." 

"I see," I said, not wanting to think about how he knew that. 

"That, and the pain in your shoulders," he said. "Be careful touching him, Sasscnach." The note of warning in his voice was clear, and I nodded. it wasn't the man's shoulders he was concerned about. 

I still felt light-headed, and the stuffiness of the surroundings had made my headache throb again, but I was less battered than the prisoner, who had indeed been "bashed about" at some stage of the proceedings. 

Bashed though he was, his injuries seemed largely superficial. A swollen knot rose on the man's forehead, and a deep scrape had left a crusted reddish patch on one shoulder. He was undoubtedly bruised in a number of places, but given the remarkably deep shade of his skin and the darkness of the surroundings, I couldn't tell where. There were deep bands of rawness on ankles and wrists, where he had pulled against the thongs. I hadn't made any of the hawthorn lotion, but I had brought the jar of gentian salve. I eased myself down on the deck next to him, but he took no more notice of me than of the deck beneath his feet, even when I began to spread the cool blue cream on his wounds. 

What was more interesting than the fresh injuries, though, were the healed ones. At close range, I could see the faint white lines of three parallel slashes, running across the slope of each cheekbone, and a series of three short vertical lines on the high, narrow forehead, just.between his brows. Tribal scars. African-born for sure, then; such scars were made during manhood rituals, or so Murphy had told me. 

His flesh was warm and smooth under my fingers, slicked with sweat. I felt warm, too; sweaty and unwell. The deck rose gently beneath me, and I put rny hand on his back to keep my balance. The thin, tough lines of healed Nvhipstrokes webbed his shoulders, like the furrows of tiny worms beneath his skin. The feel of them was unexpected; so much like the feel of the marks on Jamie's own back. I swallowed, feeling queasy, but went on with my doctoring. 

The man ignored me completely, even when I touched spots I knew must be painful. His eyes were fixed on Jamie, who was watching the prisoner with equal intentness. The problem was plain. The man was almost certainly a runaway slave. He hadn't wanted to speak to us, for fear that his speech would give away his owner's island, and that we would then find out his original owner and return him to captivity. Now we knew that he spoke-or at least understood-English, it was bound to increase his wariness. Even if we assured him that it was not our
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intention either to return him to an owner or to enslave him ourselves, he was unlikely to trust us. I couldn't say that I blamed him, under the circumstances. On the other hand, this man was our best-and possibly the only-chance of finding out what had happened to Ian Murray aboard the Bruja. 

When at length I had bandaged the man's wrists and ankles, Jamie gave me a hand to rise, then spoke to the prisoner. 

"You'll be hungry, I expect," he said. "Come along to the cabin, and we'll eat." Not waiting for a response, he took my good arm and turned to the door. There was silence behind us as we moved into the corridor, but when I looked back, the slave was there, following a few feet behind. 

Jamie led us to my cabin, disregarding the curious glances of the sailors we passed, only stopping by Fergus long enough to order food to be sent from the galley. 

"Back to bed with ye, Sassenach," he said firmly, when we reached the cabin. I didn't argue. My arm hurt, my head hurt, and I could feel little waves of heat flickering behind my eyes. It looked as though I would have to break down and use a little of the precious penicillin on myself, after all. There was still a chance that my body could throw off the infection, but I couldn't afford to wait too long. 

Jamie had poured out a glass of whisky for me, and another for our guest. Still wary, the man accepted it, and took a sip, eyes widening in surprise. I supposed Scotch whisky must be a novelty to him. 

Jamie took a glass for himself and sat down, motioning the slave to the other seat, across the small table. 

"My name is Fraser," he said. "I am captain here. My wife," he added, with a nod toward my berth. 

The prisoner hesitated, but then set down his glass with an air of decision. "Thev be callin' 

me Ishmael," he said, in a voice like honev poured over coal. "I ain't no pirate. I be a cook." 

"Murphy's going to like that," I remarked, but Jamie ignored me. There was a faint line between the ruddy brows, as he felt his way into the conversation. 

"A ship's cook?" he asked, taking care to make his voice sound casual. Only the tap of his two stiff fingers against his thigh betrayed him-and that, only to me. 

"No, inon, I don't got nothin' to do with that ship!" Ishmael was vehement. "They taken me off the shore, say they kill me, I don' go long by them, be easy. I ain't no pirate!" he repeated, and it dawned on me belatedly that of course he Nvouldn't wish to be taken for a piratc-whether he was one or not. Piracy was punishable by hanging, and he could have no way of knowing that we were as eager as he to stay clear of the Royal Navy. 

"Aye, I see." Jamie hit the right balance, between soothing and skeptical. 
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He leaned back slightly in the big wheel-backed chair. "And how did the Bruja come to take ye prisoner, then? Not where," he added quickly, as a look of alarm flitted across the prisoner's face. 

"Ye necdna tell me where vc came from; that's of no concern to me. Only I should care to know how yc came to fall into their hands, and how long N,c've been with them. Since, as ye say, ye werena one of them." The hint was broad enough to spread butter on. We didn't mean to return him to his owner; however, if he didn't oblige with information, we might just turn him over to the Crown as a pirate. 

The prisoner's eyes darkened; no fool, he had grasped the point at once. His head twitched bricfly sideways, and his eyes narrowed. 

"I be catchin' fish by the river," he said. "Big ship, he come sailin' up the river slow, little boats be pullin' him. Men in the little boat, they see me, holler out. I drop the fish, be runnin', but they close by. They men jump out, kotch me by the cane field, figure they take me to sell. Tha's all, mon." He shrugged, signaling the conclusion of his story. 

"Aye, I see." Jamie's eyes were intent on the prisoner. He hesitated, wanting to ask where the river was, but not quite daring to, for fear the man would clam up again. "While ye were on the ship-did ye see any boys among the crew, or as prisoners, too? Boys, young men?" 

The man's eyes widened slightly; he hadn't been expecting that. He paused warily, but then nodded, with a faintly derisive glint in his eye. "Yes, mon, they have boys. Why? You be wantin' one?" His glance flicked

to me and then back to Jamie, one eyebrow raised. 

Jamie's head jerked, and a slight flush rose on his cheekbones at the implication. 

"I do," he said levelly. "I am looking for a young kinsman who was taken by pirates. I should feel myself greatly obliged to anyone who might assist me in finding him." He liftcd one eyebrow significantly. 

The prisoner grunted slightly, his nostrils flaring. 

"That so? What you be doin' for me, I be helpin' you fin' this boy?" 

"I should set you ashore at any port of your choosing, with a fair sum in gold," Jamie replied. "But of course I should require proof that ye did have knowledge of my nephew's whereabouts, aye?" 

"Huh." The prisoner was still wary, but beginning to relax. "You tell me, mon-Nvhat this boy be like?" 

Jamie hesitated for a moment, studying the prisoner, but then shook his head. 

"No," he said thoughtfully. "I dinna think that will work. You describe to me such lads as ye saw on the pirate vessel." 

The prisoner eyed Jamie for a moment, then broke out in a low, rich laugh. 

"You no particular fool, mon," he said. "You know that?" 
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"I know that," Jamie said dryly. "So long as ye know it as well. Tell me, then." Ishmael snorted briefly, but complied, pausing only to refresh himself from the tray of food Fergus had brought. Fergus himself lounged against the door, watching the prisoner through half-lidded eyes. 

"They be twelve boys talkin' strange, like you'll

Jamie's eyebrows shot up, and he exchanged a glance of astonishment with me. Twelve? 

"Like me?" He said. "White boys, English? Or Scots, d'ye mean?" Ishmael shook his head in incomprehension; "Scot" was not in his vocabulary. 

"TaWn' like dogs fightin'," he explained. "Grrrr! Wuffl." He growled, shaking his head in illustration like a dog worrying a rat, and I saw Fergus's shoulders shake in suppressed hilarity. 

"Scots for sure," I said, trying not to laugh. Jamie shot me a brief dirty look, then returned his attention to Ishmael. 

"Verra well, then," he said, exaggerating his natural soft burr. "Twelve Scottish lads. What did they look like?" 

Ishmael squinted dubiously, chewing a piece of mango from the tray. He Wiped the juice from the corner of his mouth and shook his head. 

"I only see them once, mon. Tell you all I see, though." He closed his eyes and frowned, the vertical lines on his forehead drawing close together. "Four boys be ycllow-haired, six bro,,vn, two with black hair. Two shorter

than me, one maybe the size that griffone there--he nodded toward Fergus, who stiffened in outrage at the insult-"one big, not so big as you . . . 

"Aye, and how will they have been dressed?" Slowly, carefully, Jamie drew him through the descriptions, asking for details, demanding comparisonshow tall? how fat? what color eyes?-carefullv concealing the direction of his interest as he drew the man ftirther into conversation. 

My head had stopped spinning, but the fatigue was still there, weighting my senses. I let my eyes close, obscurely soothed by the deep, murmuring voices. Jamie did sound rather like a big, fierce dog, I thought, with his soft growling burr and the abrupt, clipped sound of his consonants. 

"Wuff," I murmured under my breath, and my belly muscles quivered slightly under my folded hands. 

Ishmael's voice was just as deep, but smooth and low, rich as hot chocolate made with cream. I began to drift, lulled by the sound of it. 

He sounded like Joe Abernathy, I thought drowsily, dictating an autopsy reportunvarnished and unappetizing physical details, related in a voice like a deep golden lullaby. 

I could see Joe's hands in memory, dark on the pate skin of an accident victim, moving swiftly as he made his verbal notes to the tape recorder. 
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Jamie was catcchizing the man about the personnel and structure of the Bruja-for so the ship that had attacked us had been-but I was paying no attention. I sat up, cautiously, so as not to make the dizziness worse, and signaled to Fergus. 

"I need air," I said. "Help me up on deck, will you?" Jamie glanced at me with a hint of worry, but I smiled reassuringly at him, and took Fergus's arm. "Where are the papers for that slave we bought on Barbados?" I demanded, as soon as we were out of earshot of the cabin. "And where's the slave, for that matter?" 

Fergus looked at me curiously, but obligingly rummaged in his coat. 

"I have the papers here, milady," he said, handing them to me. "As for the slave, I believe he is in the crew's quarters. Why?" he added, unable to restrain his curiosity. I ignored the question, ffimbling through the grubby, repellent bits of paper. 

"There it is," I said, finding the bit I remembered Jamie reading to me. "Abernathy! It was Abernathy! Branded on the left shoulder with a fleur-delys. Did you notice that mark, Fergus?" 

He shook his head, looking mildly bewildered. "No, milady." 

"Then come with me," I said, turning toward the crew's quarters. "I want to see how big it is." 

The mark was about three inches long and three wide; a flower, surmounting the initial

"A," burned into the skin a few inches below the point of the shoulder. It was the right size, and in the right place, to match the scar on the man Ishmael. It wasn't, however, a fleurde-lys; that had been the mistake of a careless transcriber. It was a sixteen-petalcd rosethe Jacobite emblem of Charles Stuart. I blinked at it in amazement; what patriotic exile had chosen this bizarre method of maintaining allegiance to the vanquished Stuarts? 

"Milady, I think you should return to your bed," Fergus said. He was frowning at me as I stooped over Temeraire, who bore this inspection as stolidly as everything else. "You are the color of goose turds, and milord will not like it at all if I allow vou to fall down on the deck." 

"I won't fall down," I assured him. "And I don't care what color I am. I think we've just had a stroke of luck. Listen, Fergus, I want vou to do something for me." 

"Anything, milady," he said, grabbing me by the elbow as a shift in the wind sent me staggering across the suddenly tilting deck. "But not," he added firmly, "until you are safelv back in vour bed." 

I allowed him to lead me back to the cabin, for I really didn't feel at all well, but not before giving him my instructions. As we entered the cabin, Jamie stood up from the table to greet us. 
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"There ye are, Sasscnach! Are ye all right?" he asked, frowning down at me. "Ye've gone a nasty color, like a spoilt custard." 

"I am perfectly fine," I said, through my teeth, easing myself down on the bunk to avoid jarring my arm. "Have you and Mr. Ishmael finished your conversation?" Jamie glanced at the prisoner, and I saw the flat black gaze that locked with his. The atmosphere between them was not hostile, but it was charged in some way. Jamie nodded in dismissal. 

"We've finishcd-for the moment," he said. He turned to Fergus. "See our guest below, will ye, Fergus, and see to it that he's fed and clothed?" He remained standing until Ishmael had left under Fergus's wing. Then he sat down beside my berth and squinted into the darkness at me. 

"Ye look awful," he said. "Had I best fetch your kit and be feeding ye a wee tonic or somesuch?" 

"No," I said. "Jamie, listen-I think I know where our friend Ishmael came from." He lifted one brow. 

"You do?" 

I explained about the scar on Ishmael, and the almost matching brand on the slave Temeraire, without mentioning what had given me the idea in the first place. 

"Five will get you ten that they came from the same place-from this Mrs. Abernathy's, on Jamaica." I said. 

"Five will . . . ? Och," he said, waving away my confusing reference in the interests of continuing the discussion. "Well, ve could be right, Sassenach, and I hope so. The wily black bastard wouldna say where he was from. Not that I can blame him," he added fairly. 

"God, if I'd got away from such a life, there's no power on earth would take me back!" He spoke with a surprising vehemence. 

"No, I wouldn't blame him either," I said. "But what did he tell you, about the boys? Has he seen Young Ian?" 

The frowning lines of his face relaxed. 

"Aye, I'm almost sure he has." One fist curled on his knee in anticipation. "Two of the lads he described could be Ian. And knowin' it was the Bruja, I canna think otherwise. And if you're right about where he's come from, Sasscnach, we might have him-we may find him at last!" Ishmael, while refusing to give any clue as to where the Bruja had picked him up, had gone so far as to say that the twelve boys-all prisoners-had been taken off the ship together, soon after his own capture. 

"Twelve lads," Jamie repeated, his momentary look of excitement fading back into a frown. 

"What in the name of God would someone be wanting, to kidnap twelve lads from Scotland?" 

PDF Transform

PDF Transform

Y

Y

Y

er

Y

er

B

2

B

2

B

.0

B

.0

A

A

Click here to buy

Click here to buy

w

w

w

w

w . 

w

A B B YY.com

.A B BYY.com

71 6                       Diana Gabaldon

"Perhaps he's a collector," I said, feeling more light-headed by the moment. "Coins, and gems, and Scottish boys." 

"Ye think whoever's got Ian has the treasure as well?" He glanced curiously at me, 41 1 don't know," I said, feeling suddenly very tired. I yawned rackingly. "We may know for sure about Ishmael, though. I told Fergus to see that Temcraire gets a look at him. If they are from the same place . . ." I yawned again, my body seeking the oxygen that loss of blood had deprived me of. 

"That Is verra sensible of ye, Sassenach," Jamie said, sounding faintly surprised that I was capable of sense. For that matter, I was a little surprised myself; my thoughts were becoming more fragmented by the moment, and it was an effort to keep talking logically. Jamie saw it; he patted my hand and stood up. 

"Ye dinna trouble yourself about it now, Sassenach. Rest, and I'll send Marsall down wi' 

some tca." 

"Whiskv," I said, and he laughed. 

"All right, then, whisky," he agreed. He smoothed my hair back, and leaning into the berth, kissed my hot forehead. 

"Better?" he asked, smiling. 

"Lots." I smiled back and closed my eyes. 
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Turtle Soup

hen I Nvoke again, in the late afternoon, I ached all over. I had thrown off the covers in my sleep, and lay sprawled in my shift, my skin hot and dry in the soft air. My arm ached W

abominably, and I could feel each of Mr. Willoughby's forty-three elegant stitches like redhot safety pins stuck through my flesh. No help for it; I was going to have to use the penicillin. I might be proof against smallpox, typhoid, and the common cold in its eightecrith-century incarnation, but I wasn't immortal, and God only knew what insanitary substances the Portuguese had been employing his cutlass on before applying it to me. 

The short trip across the room to the cupboard where my clothes hung left me sweating and shivering, and I had to sit down quite suddenly, the skirt clutched to my bosom, in order to avoid falling. 

"Sassenach! Are ye all right?" Jamie poked his head through the low doorway, looking worried. 

"No," I said. "Come here a minute, will you? I need you to do something." 

"Wine? A biscuit? Murphy's made a wee broth for ye, special." He was beside me in a moment, the back of his hand cool against mv flushed cheek. "God, you're burning!" 

"Yes, I know," I said. "Don't worry, though; I have medicine for it." I fumbled one-handed in the pocket of the skirt, and pulled out the case containing the syringes and ampules. My right arm was sore enough that any movement made me clench my teeth. 

"Your turn," I said wryly, shoving the case across the table toward Jamie. "Here's your chance for revenge, if you want it." 

He looked blankly at the case, then at me. 

"What?" he said. "Ye want me to stab ye with one of these spikes?" "I wish you wouldn't put it quite that way, but yes," I said. 

"In the bum?" His lips twitchcd. "Yes, damn you!" He looked at me for a moment, one corner of his mouth curling slightly upward. Then he bowed his head over the case, red hair glowing in the shaft of sun from the winclow. 
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"Tell me what to do, then," he said. 

I directed him carefully, guiding him through the preparation and filling of the syringe, and then took it myself, checking for air bubbles, clumsily left-handed. By the time I had given it back to him and arranged myself on the berth, he had ceased to find anything faintly ftinny about the situation, 

"Are vc sure ve want me to do it?" he said doubtfully. "I'm no verra good with my hands.", That made me laugh, in spite of my throbbing arm. I had seen him do everything with those hands, from delivering foals and building Nvalls, to skinning deer and setting type, all with the same light and dextrous touch. 

"Well, aye," he said, when I said as much. "But it's no quite the same, is it? The closest thing I've done to this is to dirk a man in the warric, and it feels a bit strange to think of doin' such a thing to you, Sasscnach." 

I glanced back Over my shoulder, to find him gnawing dubiously on his lower lip, the brandy-soaked pad in one hand, the syringe held gingerly in the other. 

"Look," I said. "I did it to you; you know what it feels like. It wasn't that bad, was it?" He was beginning to make me rather nervous. 

"Mmphm." Pressing his lips together, he knelt down by the bed and gently wiped a spot on my backside with the cool, wet pad. "Is this all right. 

"That's fine. Press the point in at a bit of an angle, not straight in-you see how the point of the needle's cut at an angle? Push it in about a quarterinch-don't be afraid to jab a bit, skin's tougher than you think to get through-and then push down the plunger very slowly, you don't want to do it too fast." 

I closed my eyes and waited. After a moment, I opened them and looked back. He was pale, and a faint sheen of sweat glimmered over his cheekbones. 

"Never mind." I heaved myself upright, bracing against the wave of dizzincss. "Here, give me that." I snatched the pad from his hand and swiped a patch across the top of my thigh. My hand trembled slightly from the fever. "But-" 

"Shut up!" I took the syringe and aimed it as well as I could, left-handed, then Plunged it into the muscle. It hurt. It hurt more when I pressed down on the plunger, and my thumb slipped off. 

Then Jamic's hands were there, one steadying my leg, the other on the needle, SloNvlv pressing down until the last of the white liquid had vanished from the tube. I took one quick, deep breath when he pulled it out. 

"Thanks," I said, after a moment. 

"I'm sorry," he said softly, a minute later. His hand came behind my back, casing me down. 

"It's all right." My eyes ,vcrc closed, and there were little colored patterns
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They contrasted strangely with the smudges beneath his eyes and the deeper lines at the corners. He was tired; he'd barely slept since the sighting of the pirate vessel. 

"I haven't told you about Graham Menzies, have P" I said at last. The blue eyes opened at once. 

"No. Who was he?" 

"A patient. At the hospital in Boston." 

Graham had been in his late sixties when I knew him; a Scottish immigrant who hadn't lost his burr, despite nearly forty years in Boston. He was a fisherman, or had been; when I knew him he owned several lobster boats, and let others do the fishing for him. He was a lot like the Scottish soldiers I had known at Prestonpans and Falkirk; stoic and humorous at once, willing to joke about anything that was too painful to suffer in silence. 

"You'll be careful, now, lassie," was the last thing he said to me as I watched the anesthetist set up the intravenous drip that would maintain him while I amputated his cancerous left leg. "Be sure ye're takin' off the right one, now." 

"Don't worry," I assured him, patting the weathered hand that lay on the sheet. "I'll get the right one." 

"Ye will?" His eyes widened in simulated horror. "I thought 'twas the left one was bad!" He was still chuckling asthmatically as the gas mask came down over his face. The amputation had gone well, and Graham had recovered and gone home, but I was not really surprised to see him back again, six months later. The tab report on the original tumor had been dubious, and the doubts were now substantiated; metastasis to the lymph nodes in the groin. 

I removed the cancerous nodes. Radiation treatment was applied. Cobalt. I removed the spleen, to which the disease had spread, knowing that the surgery was entirely in vain, but not willing to give up. 

"It's a lot easier not to give up, when it isn't you that's sick," I said, staring up at the timbers overhead. 

"Did he give up, then?" Jamie asked. "I don't think I'd call it that, exactly." 

"I have been thinking," Graham announced. The sound of his voice echoed tinnily through the earpieces of my stethoscope. 

"Have   -you?" I said. "Well, don't do it out loud 'til I've finished here, that's a good lad." Hegave a brief snort of laughter, but lay quietly as I auscultated his chest, moving the disc of the stethoscope siviftvfrom ribs to sternum. 

"All riqht," I said at last, slipping the tubes out of'm,y cars and
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knew enough to make up something fatal, but I wasn't sure of it being painless, and he didn't want to risk me being accused, if anyone got suspicious and did a forensic examination." I saw Jamie's eyebrow lift, and flapped a hand. "It doesn't matter; it's a way of finding out how someone died." 

"Ah. Like a coroner's court?" 

"A bit. Anyway, he'd be supposed to have morphia in his blood; that wouldn't prove anything. So that's what we did." 

I drew a deep breath. 

"There would have been no trouble, if I'd given him the injection, and left. That's what he'd asked me to do." 

Jamie was quiet, eyes fixed intently on me. 

"I couldn't do it, though." I looked at my left hand, seeing not my own smooth flesh, but the big, swollen knuckles of a commercial fisherman, and the fat green veins that crossed his wrist. 

"I got the needle in," I said. I rubbed a finger over the spot on the wrist, where a large vein crosses the distal head of the radius. "But I couldn't press down the plunger." In memory, I saw Graham Menzies's other hand rise from his side, trailing tubes, and close over my own. He hadn't much strength, then, but enough. "I sat there until he was gone, holding his hand." I felt it still, the steady

beat of the wrist-pulse under my thumb, growing slower, and slower still, as I held his hand, and then waiting for a beat that did not come. 

I looked up at Jamie, shaking off the memory. 

"And then a nurse came in." It had been one of the younger nurses-an excitable girl, with no discretion. She wasn't very experienced, but knew enough to tell a dead man when she saw one. And me just sitting there, doing nothing-most undoctorlike conduct. And the empty morphia syringe, lying on the table beside me. 

"She talked, of course," I said. "I expect she would." 

"I had the presence of mind to drop the syringe into the incinerator chute after she left, though. It was her word against mine, and the whole matter was just dismissed." My mouth twisted wryly. "Except that the next week, they offered me a job as head of the whole department. Very important. A lovely office on the sixth floor of the hospital-safely away from the patients, where I couldn't murder anyone else   *" My finger was still rubbing absently across my wrist. Jamie reached out and stopped it by laying his own hand over mine. 

"When was this, Sassenach?" he asked, his voice very gentle. 

"Just before I took Bree and went to Scotland. That's why I went, in fact; 
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But now all these were known; there was no way for him to resume any of his former activities-or even to appear in public in Scotland. 

His final refuge had always been Lallybroch. But even that avenue of retreat was lost to him now. Lallybroch would always be his home, but it was no longer his; there was a new laird now. I knew he would not begrudge the fact that jenny's family possessed the estatebut he must, if he were human, regret the loss of his heritage. I could hear his faint snort, and thought he had probably reached the same point in his thinking that I had in mine. 

"Not Jamaiza or the English-owned islands, either," he observed ruefully. "Tom Leonard and the Royal Navy may think us both dead for the moment, but they'll be quick enough to notice otherwise if we stay for any length of time." 

"Have you thought of America?" I asked this delicately. "The Colonies, I mean." He rubbed his nose doubtfully. 

"Well, no. I hadna really thought of it. It's true we'd likely be safe from the Crown there, but . . ." He trailed off, frowning. He picked up his dirk and scored the orange, quickly and neatly, then began to peel it. 

"No one would be hunting you there," I pointed out. "Sir Percival hasn't got any interest in you, unless you're in Scotland, where arresting you would do him sorne good. The British Navy can't very well follow you ashore, and the West Indian governors haven't anything to say about what goes on in the Colonies, either." 

"That's true," he said slowly. "But the Colonies               He took the peeled orange in one hand, and began to toss it lightly, a few inches in the air. "It's verra primitive, Sassenach," he said. "A wilderness, aye? I shouldna like to take ye into danger." That made me laugh, and he glanced sharply at me, then, catching my thought, relaxed into a half-rueful smile. 

"Aye, well, I suppose draggin' yc off to sea and letting ye be kidnapped and locked up in a plague ship is dangerous enough. But at least I havena let ye be eaten by cannibals, Yet.,' 

I wanted to laugh again, but there was a bitter note to his voice that made me bite my lip instead. 

"There aren't any cannibals in America," I said. 

"There are!" he said heatedly. "I printed a book for a society of Catholic missionaries, that told all about the heathen Iroquois in the north. They tic up their captives and chop bits off of them, and then rip out their hearts and cat them before their eves!" 

"Eat the hearts first and then the eyes, do thcy" I said, laughing in spite of myself. "All right," I said, seeing his scowl, "I'm sorry. But for one thing, you can't believe everything you read, and for another-" 
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1 didn't get to finish. He leaned forward and grasped my good arm, tight enough to make me squeak with surprise. 

"Damn you, listen to me!" he said. "It's no light matter!" 

"Well . . . no, I suppose not," I said, tentatively. "I didn't mean to make fun of you-but, Jamie, I did live in Boston for nearly twenty years. You've never set foot in America!" 

-That's true," he said evenly. "And d'ye think the place ye lived in is anything like what it's like now, Sassenach?" 

"Well-" I began, then paused. While I had seen any number of historic buildings near Boston Common, sporting little brass plaques attesting to their antiquity, the majority of them had been built later than 1770; many a lot later. And beyond a few buildings . . . 

"Well, no," I admitted. "It's not; I know it's not. But I don't think it's a complete wilderness. There are cities and towns now; I know that much." He let go of my arm and sat back. He still held the orange in his other hand. 

"I suppose that's so," he said slowly. "Ye dinna hear so much of the towns -only that it's such awild savage place, though vcrra beautiful. But I'm no a fool, Sassenach." His voice sharpened slightly, and he dug his thumb savagely into the orange, splitting it in half. 

"I dinna believe something only because someone's set words down in a book-for God's sake, I print the damn things! I ken verra well just what charlatans and fools some writers arc-I see them! And surely I ken the difference between a romance and a fact set down in cold blood!" 

"All right," I said. "Though I'm not sure it's all that easy to tell the difference between romance and fact in print. But even if it's dead true about the Iroquois, the whole continent isn't swarming with bloodthirsty savages. I do know that much. It's a very big place, you know," I added, gently. 

"Minphin," he said, plainly unconvinced. Still, he bent his attention to the orange, and began to divide it into segments. 

"This is very funny," I said ruefully. "When I made up my mind to come back, I read everything I could find about England and Scotland and France about this time, so I'd know as much as I could about what to expect. And here we end up in a place I know nothing about, because it never dawned on iiie we'd cross the ocean, with you being so seasick." 

That made him laugh, a little grudgingly. 

"Aye, well, ye never ken what ye can do 'til ye have to. Believe me, Sassenach, once I've got Ian safely back, I shall never set foot on a filthy, godforsaken floating plank in my life again-except to go home to Scotland, when it's safe," he added, as an afterthought. He offered me an orange segment and I took it, token of a peace offering. 

"Speaking of Scotland, you still have your printing press there, safe in
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Edinburgh," I said. "We could have it sent over, mavbe-if we settled in one of the larger American cities." 

He looked up at that, startled. 

"D'ye think it would be possible to earn a living, printing? There are that many people', It takes a fair-sized city, ve ken, to need a printer or bookseller." 

"I'm sure you could. Boston, Philadelphia . . . not New York yet, I don't think. Williamsburg, maybe? I don't know which ones, but there are several places big enough to need printing-thc shipping ports, certainly." I remembered the flapping posters, advertising dates of embarkation and arrival, sales of goods and recruitment of seamen, that decorated the walls of every seaside tavern in Le Havre. 

"Mmphm." This one was a thoughtful noise. "Aye, well, if we might do that . . ." He poked a piece of fruit into his mouth and ate it slowly. "What about you?" he said abruptly. 

I glanced at him, startled. "What about me?" 

His eyes were fixed intently on me, reading my face. 

"Would it suit ye to go to such a place?" He looked down then, carefully separating the other half of the fruit. "I mean-you've your work to do as well, aye?" He looked up and smiled, wryly. 

"I learned in Paris that I couldna stop ye doing it. And yc said yourself, ye might not have come, had Menzies's death not stopped you, where ye were. Can ye be a healer in the Colonies, d'ye think?" 

"I expect I can," I said slowly. "There are people sick and injured, almost anywhere you go, after all." I looked at him, curious. 

"You're a very odd man, Jamie Fraser." 

He laughed at that, and swallowed the rest of his orange. "Oh, I am, aye? And what d'ye mean by that?" 

"Frank loved me," I said slowly. "But there were . . . pieces of me, that he didn't know what to do with. Things about me that he didn't understand, or maybe that frightened him." I glanced at Jamie. "Not vou." 

His head was bent over a second orange, hands moving swiftly as he scored it with his dirk, but I could see the faint smile in the corner of his mouth. 

"No, Sassenach, ye dinna frighten me. Or rather ye do, but only when I think ye may kill yourself from carelessness." 

I snorted bricfly. 

"You scare me, for the same reason, but I don't suppose there's anything I can do about it." His chuckle was deep and easy. 
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"And ye think I canna do anything about it, either, so I shouldna be Nvorrit? " 

"I didn't say you shouldn't vorry-do you think I don't worry? But no, you probably can't do anything about me." 

I saw him opening his mouth to disagree. Then he changed his mind, and laughed again. He reached out and popped an orange segment into my inouth. 

"Well, maybe no, Sassenach, and maybe so. But I've lived a long enough time now to think it maybe doesna matter so much-so long as I can love N1011.11

Speechless with orange juice, I stared at him in surprise. 

"And I do," he said softly. He leaned into the berth and kissed me, his mouth warm and sweet. Then he drew back, and gently touched my cheek. "Rest now," he said firmly. "I'll bring ye some broth, in a bit." 

I slept for several hours, and woke up still feverish, but hungry. Jamie brought me some of Murphy's broth-a rich green concoction, swimming iii butter and reeking with sherry-and insisted, despite my protests, on feeding it to me with a spoon. 

"I have a perfectly good hand," I said crossly. 

"Aye, and I've seen ye use it, too," he replied, deftly gagging me with the spoon. "If ye're clumsy with a spoon as wi' that needle, you'll have this all spilt down your bosom and wasted, and Murphy will brain me wi' the ladle. Here, open up." I did, my resentment gradually melting into a sort of warm and glowing stupor as I ate. I hadn't taken anything for the pain in my arm, but as my empty stomach expanded in grateftil relief, I more or less quit noticing it. 

"Will ye have another bowl?" Jamie asked, as I swallowed the last spoonffil. "Ye'll need your strength kept up." Not waiting for an answer, he inicovered the small tureen Murphy had sent, and refilled the bowl. 

"Where's Ishmael?" I asked, during the brief hiatus. 

"On the after deck. He didna seem comfortable belowdecks-and I canna say I blame him, having seen the slavers at Bridgetown. I had Maitland sling him a hammock." 

"Do you think it's safe to leave him loose like that? What kind of soup is this?" The last spoonftil had lcft a delightful, lingering taste on my tongue; the next revived the full flavor. 

"Turtle; Stern took a big hawksbill last night. He sent word he's saving ye the shell to make combs of, for your hair." Jamie frowned slightly, whether at the thought of Lawrence Stern's gallantry or Ishmael's presence, I couldn't tell, "As for the black, he's not looseFergus is watching him." 
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"Fergus is on his honeymoon," I protested. "You shouldn't make him do it. Is this really turtle soup? I've never had it before. It's marvelous." Jamie was unmoved by contemplation of Fergus's tender state. 

"Aye, well, he'll be wed a long time," he said callously. "Do him no harm to keep his breeches on for one night. And they do say that abstinence makes the heart grow firmer, no?" 

"Absence," I said, dodging the spoon for a moment. "And fonder. If anything's growing firmer from abstinence, it wouldn't be his heart." "That's verra bawdy talk for a respectable marrit woman," Jamie said

reprovingly, sticking the spoon in my mouth. "And inconsiderate, forbye." I swallowed. 


"Inconsiderate?" 

"I'm a wee bit firm myself at the moment," he replied evenly, dipping and spooning. "What wi' you sitting there wi' your hair loose and your nipples starin' me in the eye, the size of cherries." 

I glanced down involuntarily, and the next spoonful bumped my nose. Jamie clicked his tongue, and picking up a cloth, briskly blotted my bosom with it. It was quite true that my shift was made of thin cotton, and even when dry, reasonably easy to see through. 

"It's not as though you haven't seen them before," I said, amused. He laid down the cloth and raised his brows. 

"I have drunk water every day since I was weaned," he pointed out. "It doesna mean I canna be thirsty, still." He picked up the spoon. "You'll have a wee bit more?" 

"No, thanks," I said, dodging the oncoming spoon. "I want to hear more about this firmness of yours." 

"No, ye don't; you're ill." 

"I feel much better," I assured him. "Shall 1 have a look at it?" He was wearing the loose petticoat breeches the sailors wore, in which he could easily have concealed three or four dead mullet, let alone a fugitive firmness. 

"You shall not," he said, looking slightly shocked. "Someone might come in. And I canna think your looking at it would help a bit." 

"Well, you can't tell that until I have looked at it, can you?" I said. "Besides, you can bolt the door." 

"Bolt the door? What d'ye think I'm going to do? Do I look the sort of man would take advantage of a woman who's not only wounded and boiling wi' fever, but drunk as well?" he demanded. He stood up, nonetheless. 

"I am not drunk," I said indignantly. "You can't get drunk on turtle soup!" Nonetheless, I was conscious that the glowing warmth in my stomach seemed to have migrated somewhat lower, taking up residence between my thighs, and there was undeniably a slight lightness of head not strictly attributable to fever. 

"You can if ye've been drinking turtle soup as made by Aloysius

PDF Transform

PDF Transform

Y

Y

Y

er

Y

er

B

2

B

2

B

.0

B

.0

A

A

Click here to buy

Click here to buy

w

w

w

w

w . 

w

A B B YY.com

.A B BYY.com

Voyager                                   729

O'Shaughnessy Murphy," he said. "By the smell of it, he's put at least a full bottle o' the sherry in it. A verra intemperate race, the Irish." 

"Well, I'm still not drunk." I straightened up against the pillows as best I could. "You told me once that if you could still stand up, you weren't drunk." 

"You aren't standing up," he pointed out. 

"You are. And I could if I wanted to. Stop trying to change the subject. We were talking about your firmness." 

"Well, ye can just stop talking about it, because-" He broke off with a sinall yelp, as I made a fortunate grab with my left hand. 

"Clumsy, am l?" I said, with considerable satisfaction. "Oh, my. Heavens, you do have a problem, don't you?" 

"Will yc leave go of me?" he hissed, looking frantically over his shoulder at the door. 

"Someone could come in any moment!" 

"I told you you should have bolted the door," I said, not letting go. Far from being a dead mullet, the object in my hand was exhibiting considerable liveliness. He eyed me narrowly, breathing through his nose. 

"I wouldna use force on a sick woman," he said through his teeth, "but N-ou've a damn healthy grip for someone with a fever, Sasscnach. If vou-" "I told vou I felt better," I interrupted, "but I'll make you a bargain; you

bolt the door and I'll prove I'm not drunk." I rather regretfully let go, to indicate good faith. He stood staring at me for a moment, absentmindedly rubbing the site of my recent assault on his virtue. Then he lifted one ruddy eyebrow, turned, and went to bolt the door. By the time he turned back, I had made it out of the berth and was standing-a trifle shakily, but still upright-against the frame. He eyed me critically. 

"It's no going to work, Sassenach," he said, shaking his head. He looked rather regretful, himself. "We'll never stay upright, wi' a swell like there is underfoot tonight, and ye know I'll not fit in that berth by myself, let alone \vi, you. " 

There was a considerable swell; the lantern on its swivel-bracket hung steady and level, but the shelf above it tilted visibly back and forth as the Artemis rode the waves. I could feel the faint shudder of the boards under iny bare feet, and knew Jamie was right. At least he was too absorbed in the discussion to be seasick. 

"There's always the floor," I suggested hopefully. He glanced down at the limited floor space and frowned. "Ave, well. There is, but xve'd have to do it like snakes, Sasscnach, all twined round each other amongst the table legs." "I don't mind." 

"No," he said, shaking his head, "it would hurt vour arm." He rubbed a knuckle across his lower lip, thinking. His eves passed absentlv across mv
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body at about hip level, returned, fixed, and lost their focus. I thought the bloody shift must be more transparent than 1 realized. 

Deciding to take matters into my own hands, I let go my hold on the frame of the bcrth and lurched the two paces necessary to reach him. The roll of the ship threw me into his arms, and he barely managed to keep his own balance, clutching me tightly round the waist. 

"Jesus!" he said, staggered, and then, as much from reflex as from desire, bent his head and kissed me. 

It was startling. I was accustomed to be surrounded by the warmth of his embrace; now it was I who was hot to the touch and he who was cool. From his reaction, he was enjoying the novelty as much as I was. 

Light-headed, and reckless with it, I nipped the side of his neck with my teeth, feeling the waves of heat from my face pulsate against the column of his throat. He felt it, too. 

"God, you're like holding a hot coal!" His hands dropped lower and pressed me hard against him. 

"Firm is it? Ha," I said, getting my mouth free for a moment. "Take those baggy things off." I slid down his length and onto my knees in front of him, ftimbling mazily at his flies. He freed the laces with a quick jerk, and the petticoat breeches ballooned to the floor with a whiff of wind. 

I didn't wait for him to remove his shirt; just lifted it and took him. He made a strangled sound and his hands came down on my head as though he wanted to restrain me, but hadn't the strength. 

"Oh, Lord!" he said. His hands tightened in my hair, but he wasn't trying to push me away. 

"This must be what it's like to make love in Hell," he whispered. "With a burning shedevil." I laughed, which was extremely difficult under the circumstances. I choked, and pulled back a moment, breathless. 

"Is this what a succubus does, do you think?" 

"I wouldna doubt it for a moment," he assured me. His hands were still in my hair, urging me back. 

A knock sounded on the door, and he froze. Confident that the door was indeed bolted, I didn't. 

"Aye? What is it?" he said, with a calmness rather remarkable for a man in his position. 

"Fraser?" Lawrence Stern's voice came through the door. "The Frenchman says the black is asleep, and may he have leave to go to bed now?" "No," said Jamie shortly. "Tell him to stay where he is; I'll come along and relieve him in a bit." 

"Oh." Stern's voice sounded a little hesitant. "Surely. His . . . um, his wife seems . . . eager for him to come now." 

Jamie inhaled sharply. 
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"Tell her," he said, a small note of strain becoming evident in his voice, "that he'll be there . 

. . presently." 

"I will say so." Stern sounded dubious about Marsali's reception of this news, but then his voice brightened. "Ah . . . is Mrs. Fraser feeling somewhat improved?" 

"Verra much," said Jamie, with feeling. "She enjoyed the turtle soup?" 

"Greatly. I thank ye." His hands on my head were trembling. 

"Did you tell her that I've put aside the shell for her', It was a fine hawksbill turtle; a most elegant beast." 

"Aye. Aye, I did." With an audible gasp, Jamie pulled away and reaching clown, lifted me to my feet. 

"Good night, Mr. Stern!" he called. He pulled me toward the berth; we struggled fourlcgged to keep from crashing into tables and chairs as the floor rose and fell beneath us. 

"Oh." Lawrence sounded faintly disappointed. "I suppose Mrs. Fraser is asleep, then?" 

"Laugh, and I'll throttle ye," Jamie whispered fiercely in my car. "She is, Mr. Stern," he called through the door. "I shall give her your respects in the morning, aye?" 

"I trust she will rest well. There seems to be a certain roughness to the sea this evening." 

"I . . . have noticed, Mr. Stern." Pushing me to my knees in front of the berth, he k-nelt behind me, groping for the hem of my shift. A cool breeze from the open stern window blew over my naked buttocks, and a shiver ran down the backs of my thighs. 

"Should you or Mrs. Fraser find yourselves discommoded by the motion, I have a most capital remedy to hand-a compound of mugwort, bat dung, and the fruit of the mangrove. You have only to ask, you know." 

Jamie didn't answer for a moment. 

"Oh, Christ!" he whispered. I took a sizable bite of the bedclothes. "Mr. Fraser?" 

"I said, 'Thank you'!" Jamie replied, raising his voice. "Well, I shall bid you a good evening, then." 

Jamie let out his breath in a long shudder that was not quite a moan. "Mr. Fraser?" 

"Good evening, Mr. Stern!" Jamie bellowed. "Oh! Er . . . good evening.    11

Stern's footsteps receded down the companionway, lost in the sound of the waves that were now crashing loudly against the hull. I spit out the mouthfid of quilt. 

"Oh . . . mv . . . God! 

His hands were large and hard and cool on my heated flesh. 
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"You've the rounclest arse I've ever seen!" 

A lurch by the Artemis here aiding his efforts to an untoward degree, I uttered a loud shriek. 

"Shh! " He clasped a hand over my mouth, bending over me so that he lay over my back, the billowing linen of his shirt failing around me and the weight of him pressing me to the bed. My skin, crazed with fever, was sensitive to the slightest touch, and I shook in his arms, the heat inside me rushing outward as he moved within me. 

His hands were under me then, clutching my breasts, the only anchor as I lost my boundaries and dissolved, conscious thought a displaced element in the chaos of sensations-the warm damp of tangled quilts beneath me, the cold sea wind and misty spray that waftcd over us from the rough sea outside, the gasp and brush of Jamie's warm breath on the back of my neck, and the sudden prickle and flood of cold and heat, as iny fever broke in a dew of satisfied desire. 

Jamie's weight rested on my back, his thighs behind mine. It was warm, and comforting. After a long time, his breathing cased, and he rose off me. The thin cotton of my shift was damp, and the wind plucked it away from my skin, making me shiver. Jamie closed the window with a snap, then bent and picked me up like a rag doll. He lowered me into the berth, and pulled the quilt up over me. "How is your arm?" he said. 

"What arm?" 1 murmured drowsily. I felt as though I had been melted and poured into a mold to set. 

"Good," he said, a smile in his voice. "Can ye stand up?" "Not for all the tea in China." 

"I'll tell Murphy ye liked the soup." His hand rested for a moment on my coot forehead, passed down the curve of my cheek in a light caress, and then was gone. I didn't hear him leave. 
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Promised Land

t's persecution!" Jamie said indignantly. He stood behind me, looking over the rail of the Artemis. Rngston Harbor stretched to our left, 

like liquid sapphires in the morning light, the town above half-sunk in jungle green, cubes of yellowed ivory and pink rose-quartz in a lush setting of emerald and malachite. And on the cerulean bosom of the water below floated the majestic sight of a great three-masted ship, furled canvas white as gull wings, gun decks proud and brass gleaming in the sun. His Majesty's man-of-war Porpoise. 

"The filthy boat's pursuing me," he said, glaring at it as we sailed past at a discreet distance, well outside the harbor mouth. "Everywhere 1 go, there it is again!" I laughed, though in truth, the sight of the Porpoise made me slightly nervous, too. 

"I don't suppose it's personal," I told him. "Captain Leonard did say they were bound for Jamaica." 

"Aye, but why would they no head straight to Antigua, where the naval barracks and the navy shipyards arc, and them in such straits as ye left them?" He shaded his eyes, peering at the Porpoise. Even at this distance, small figures were visible in the rigging, making repairs. 

"They had to come here first," I explained. "They were carrying a new governor for the colony." I felt an absurd urge to duck below the rail, though I knew that even Jamie's red hair would be indistinguishable at this distance. 

"Aye? I wonder who's that?" Jamie spoke absently; we were no more than an hour away from arrival at Jared's plantation on Sugar Bay, and I knew his in Ind was busy with plans for finding Young Ian. 

'LA chap named Grey," I said, turning away from the rail. "Nice man; 1 ',let him on the ship, just bricfly." 

"Grey?" Startled, Jamie looked down at me. "Not Lord John Grey, bv chance?" 

"Yes, that was his name? Whv?" I glanced up at him, curious. He was staring at the Porpoise with renewed interest. 

"Why?" He heard me w,hcn I repeated the question a second time, and 734                        Diana Gabaldon

glanced down at me, smiling. "Oh. It's only that I ken Lord John; he's a friend of mine." 

"Really?" I was no more than mildly surprised. Jamie's friends had once included the French minister of finance and Charles Stuart, as well as Scottish beggars and French pickpockets. I supposed it was not remarkable that he should now count English aristocrats among his acquaintance, as well as Highland smugglers and Irish seacooks. 

"Well, that's luck," I said. "Or at least I suppose it is. Where do you know Lord John from?" 

"He was the Governor of Ardsmuir prison," he replied, surprising me after all. His eyes were still fixed on the Porpoise, narrowed in speculation. "And he's a friend of yours?" I shook my head. "I'll never understand men." 

He turned and smiled at me, taking his attention at last from the English ship. 

"Well, friends arc where ye find them, Sassenach," he said. He squinted toward the shore, shading his eyes with his hand. "Let us hope this Mrs. Abernathy proves to be one." As we rounded the tip of the headland, a lithe black figure materialized next to the rail. Now clothed in spare seaman's clothes, with his scars hidden, Ishmael looked less like a

PDF Transform

PDF Transform

Y

Y

Y

er

Y

er

B

2

B

2

B

.0

B

.0

A

A

Click here to buy

Click here to buy

w

w

w

w

w . 

w

A B B YY.com

.A B BYY.com

slave and a good deal more like a pirate. Not for the first time, I wondered just how much of what he had told us was the truth. 

"I be leavin' now," he announced abruptly. 

Jamie lifted one eyebrow and glanced over the rail, into the soft blue depths. 

"Dinna let me prevent ye," he said politely. "But would ye not rather have a boat?" Something that might have been humor flickered bricflv in the black man's eyes, but didn't disturb the severe outlines of his face. 

"You say you put me ashore where I want, I be tellin' you 'bout those boys," he said. He nodded toward the island, where a riotous growth of J.ungle spilled down the slope of a hill to meet its own green shadow in the shallow water. "That be where I want." Jamie looked thoughtfiffly from the uninhabited shore to Ishmael, and then nodded. 

"I'll have a boat lowered." He turned to go to the cabin. "I promised ye gold as well, no?" 

"Don't be Nvantin' gold, mon." Ishmael's tone, as xvc1l as his words, stopped Jamie in his tracks. He looked at the black man with interest, mingled with a certain reserve. 
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"Yc'll have something else in mind?" 

Ishmael jerked his head in a short nod. He didn't seem outward1v n,.-,ous, but I noticed the faint gleam of sweat on his temples, despite the MiL noon breeze. 

"I be wantin' that one-arm nigger." He stared boldlv at Jarric as he spoke, but there was a diffidence under the confident facade. "Temcraire?" I blurted out in astonishment. "Why?" Ishmael flicked a glance at me, but addressed his words to Jamic. half bold, half-cajoling. 

"He ain't no good to you, mon; can't be doin' field work or shi.-vork neither, ain't got but one arm." 

Jamie didn't reply directly, but stared at Ishmael for a moment. T-,n he turned and called for Fergus to bring up the one-armed slave. Temcraire, brought up on deck, stood expressionless as a block of wood, 

barely blinking in the sun. He too had been provided with scaman's c.)thes, but he lacked Ishmael's raffish elegance in them. He looked like a -ump upon which someone had spread out washing to dry. 

"This man wants you to go with him, to the island there," Jamic-id to Temerairc, in slow, careful French. "Do you want to do this things' Temcraire did blink at that, and a brief look of startlement wicler.,d his

eyes. I supposed that no one had asked him what he wanted in Man. Iarsif ever. He glanced warily from Jamie to Ishmael and back again, bitt _'idn't say anything. Jamie tried again. 

"You do not have to go with this man," he assured the slave. "Yc-may come with us, and we will take care of you. No one will hurt you. B-, you can go with him, if you like." Still the slave hesitated, eyes flicking right and lcft, clearly starrlc and disturbed by the unexpected choice. It was Ishmael who decided the ratter. He said something, in a strange tongue fiill of liquid vowels and syllabl, that repeated like a drumbeat. Temeraire let out a gasp, fell to his knees, and pressed his forehead ,) the deck at Ishmael's feet. Everyone on deck stared at him, then loo.,d at Ishmael, who stood with arms folded with a sort of Nvary defiance. 

"He be goin' with me," he said. 

And so it was. Picard rowed the two blacks ashore in the dinghy, aA left them on the rocks at the edge of the jungle, supplied with a small ag of provisions, each equipped with a knife. 

"Why there?" I wondered aloud, ,vatching the two small figun.nake their way slowly up the wooded slope. "There aren't any towns nearby, are there? Or any plantations?" To the eye, the shore presented an unl%)ken expanse of jungle. 

"Oh, there arc plantations," Lawrence assured me. "Far up in tli 11ills; 
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736                       Diana Gabaldon

that's where they grow the coffee and indigo-the sugarcane grows better near the coast." He squinted toward the shore, where the two dark figures had disappeared. "It is more likely that they have gone to join a band of Maroons, though," he said. 

"There are Maroons on Jamaica as well as on Hispaniola?" Fergus asked, interested. Lawrence smiled, a little grimly. 

,c There are Maroons wherever there are slaves, my friend," he said. "There are always men who prefer to take the chance of dying like animals, rather than live as captives." Jamie turned his head sharply to look at Lawrence, but said nothing. Jared's plantation at Sugar Bay was called Blue Mountain House, presumably for the sake of the low, hazy peak that rose inland a mile behind it, blue with pines and distance. The house itself was set near the shore, in the shallow curve of the bay. In fact, the veranda that ran along one side of the house overhung a small lagoon, the building set on sturdy silvcred-wood pilings that rose from the water, crusted with a spongy growth of tunicates and mussels and the fine green seaweed called mermaid's hair. 

We were expected; Jared had sent a letter by a ship that left Le Havre a week before the Artemis. Owing to our delay on Hispaniola, the letter had arrived nearly a month in advance of ourselves, and the overseer and his wife -a portly, comfortable Scottish couple named MacIvers-were relieved to

see us. 

"I thought surely the winter storms had got ye," Kenneth Maclvcr said for the fourth time, shaking his head. He was bald, the top of his head scaly and freckled from long years' 

exposure to the tropic sun. His wife was a plump, genial, grandmotherly soul-who, I realized to my shock, was roughly five years younger than myself. She herded Marsali and me off for a quick wash, brush, and nap before supper, while Fergus and Jamie went with Mr. MacIver to direct the partial unloading of the Artemis's cargo and the disposition of her crew. 

I was more than willing to go; while my arm had healed sufficiently to need no more than a light bandage, it had prevented me from bathing in the sea as was my usual habit. After a week aboard the Artemis, unbathed, I looked forward to fresh water and clean sheets with a longing that was almost hunger. 

I had no landlegs yet; the worn wooden floorboards of the plantation house gave the disconcerting illusion of seeming to rise and fall beneath my feet, and I staggered down the hallway after Mrs. Madver, bumping into walls. 

The house had an actual bathtub in a small porch; wooden, but filled-PDF Transform
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He made a sort of rumbling noise in his throat, but sighed and relaxed, letting his hands fall away to the sides. 1 squirmed lower on his body, making him inhale sharply, and set my mouth on his nipple. 

ran my tongue delicately round the tiny nub, making it stand up stiff, enjoying the coarse feel of the curly auburn hairs that surrounded it. I felt him tense under me, and put my hands on his upper arms to hold him still while I went on with it, biting gently, sucking and flicking with my tongue. 

A few minutes later, I raised my head, brushed my hair back with one hand, and asked, 

"What's that you're saying?" 

He opened one eye. 

"The rosary," he informed me. "It's the only way I'm going to stand it." He closed his eyes and resumed murmuring in Latin. "Ave Maria, gratt            .a plena . . . " I snorted and went to work on the other one. 

"You're losing your place," I said, next time I came up for air. "You've said the Lord's Prayer three times in a row." 

"I'm surprised to hear I'm still makin' any sense at all." His eyes were closed, and a dew of moisture gleamed on his cheekbones. He moved his hips with increasing restiveness. 

"Now?" 

"Not yet." I dipped my head lower and seized by impulse, went Pfffr! into his navel. He convulsed, and taken by surprise, emitted a noise that could only be described as a giggle. 

"Don't do that!" he said. 

"Will if I want to," I said, and did it again. "You sound just like Bree," I told him. "I used to do that to her when she was a baby; she loved it." "Well, I'm no a -,vce bairn, if ye hadna noticed the difference," he said a

little testily. "If ye must do that, at least try it a bit lower, aye?" I did. 

"You don't have any hair at all at the tops of your thighs," I said, admiring the smooth white skin there. "Why is that, do you think?" 

"The cow licked it all off last time she milked me," he said between his teeth. "For God's sake, Sassenach!" 

I laughed, and returned to my work. At last I stopped and raised myself on my elbows. 

"I think you've had enough," I said, brushing hair out of my eyes. "You haven't said anything but 'Jesus Christ' over and over again for the last few minutes. " Given the cue, he surged upward, and flipped me onto my back, pinning me with the solid weight of his body. 

"You're going to live to regret this, Sassenach," he said with a grim satisfaction. I grinned at him, unrepentant. "Am I? " 
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He looked down at me, eyes narrowed. "Take my time, was it? You'll beg for it, before I've done wi' ye. 

I tugged experimentally at my wrists, held tight in his grasp, and wriggled slightly under him with anticipation. 

"Ooh, mercy," I said. "You beast." 

He snorted bricfly, and bent his head to the curve of my breast, white as pearl in the dim green water-light. 

I closed my eyes and lay back against the pillows. "Pater noster, qui es in coclis      1

whispered. We were very late to supper. 

Jamie lost no time over supper in asking about Mrs. Abernathy of Rose Hall. 

"Abernathy?" Maclvcr frowned, tapping       his knife on the table to assist thought. "Aye, seems I've heard the name, though I canna just charge my i-ncmorv." 

'Och, ye ken Abernathy's fine," his wife interrupted, pausing in her instructions to a servant for the preparation of the hot pudding. "It's that place up the Yallahs River, in the mountains. Cane, mostly, but a wee bit of coffee, too." 

"Oh, aye, to be sure!" her husband exclaimed. "What a memory ye've got, Rosie!" He beamed fondly at his wife. 

"Well, I might not ha' brought it to mind mysel'," she said modestly, only as how that minister over to New Grace kirk last week was askin' after Mrs. Abernathy, too." 

"What minister is this, ma'am?" Jamie asked, taking a split roast chicken from the huge platter presented to him by a black servant. 

"Such a fine braw appetite as ye have, Mr. Fraser!" Mrs. MacIver exclaimed admiringly, seeing his loaded plate. "It's the island air does it, I expect." The tips of Jamie's cars turned pink. 

"I expect it is," he said, carefully not looking at me. "This minister . . . ?" 

"Och, aye. Campbell, his name was, Archie Campbell." I started, and she glanced quizzically at me. "You'll know him?" 

I shook my head, swallowing a pickled mushroom. "I've met him once, in Edinburgh." 

"Oh. Well, he's come to be a missionary, and bring the heathen blacks to the salvation of Our Lord Jesus." She spoke with admiration, and glared at her husband when he snorted. 

"Now, ye'll no be makin' your Papist remarks, Kenny! The Reverend Campbell's a fine holy man, and a great scholar, forbye. I'm Free Church mysclf," she said, leaning toward me con-PDF Transform
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fictingly. "My parents disowned me when I wed Kenny, but I told them I was sure he'd come to see the light sooner or later.,, 

"A lot later," her husband remarked, spooning jam onto his plate. He grinned at his wife, who sniffccl and returned to her story. 

"So, 'twas on account of the Reverend's bcin' a great scholar that Mrs. Abernathy had written him, whilst he was still in Edinburgh, to ask him questions. And now that he's come here, he had it in mind to go and see her. Though after all Myra Dalrymple and the Reverend Davis telt him, I should be surprised he'd set foot on her place," she added primIv. 

Kenny MacIver grunted, motioning to a servant in the doorway with another huge platter. 

"I wouldna put a great deal of stock in anything the Reverend Davis says, myself," he said. 

"The man's too godly to shit. But Myra Dalrymple's a sensible woman. Ouch!" He snatched back the fingers his wife had just cracked with a spoon, and sucked them. 

"What did Miss Dalrymple have to say of Mrs. Abernathy?" Jamie inquired, hastily intervening before full-scale marital warfare could break out. Mrs. MacIver's color was high, but she smoothed the frown from her brow as she turned to answer him. 

"Well, a great deal of it was no more than ill-natured gossip," she admitted. "The sorts of things folk will always say about a woman as lives alone. That she's owerfond of the company of her men-slaves, aye?" 

"But there was the talk when her husband died," Kenny interrupted. He slid several small, rainbow-striped fish off the platter the stooping servant held for him. "I mind it well, now I come to think on the name." 

Barnabas Abernathy had come from Scotland, and had purchased Rose Hall five years before. He had run the place decently, turning a small profit in sugar and coffee, causing no comment among his neighbors. Then, two years ago, he had married a woman no one knew, bringing her home from a trip to Guadeloupe. 

"And six months later, he was dead," Mrs. Maclver concluded with grim relish. 

"And the talk is that Mrs. Abernathy had something to do with it?" Having some idea of the plethora of tropical parasites and diseases that attacked Europeans in the West Indies, I was inclined to doubt it, myself. Barnabas Abernathy could easily have died of anything from malaria to elephantiasis, but Rosie MacIver was right-folk were partial to ill-natured gossip. 

"Poison," Rosic said, low-voiced, with a quick glance at the door to the kitchen. "The doctor who saw him said so. Mind, it could ha' been the slavewomen. There was talk about Barnabas and his female slaves, and it's more common than folk like to say for a plantation cook-girl to be slipping something into the stew, but-" She broke off as another servant came in, carrN -
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ing a cut-glass relish pot. Everyone was silent as the woman placed it on the table and left, curtsying to her mistress. 

"You needn't worry," Mrs. MacIver sa-id reassuringly, seeing me look after the woman. 

"We've a boy who tastes everything, before it's served. It's all quite safe." I swallowed the mouthful of fish I had taken, with some difficulty. 

"Did the Reverend Campbell go to see Mrs. Abernathy, then?" Jamie put in. Rosic took the distraction gratefully. She shook her head, agitating the lace ruffles on her cap. 

"No, I'm sure not, for 'twas the very next day there was the stramash about his sister." In the excitement of tracking Ian and the Bruja, I had nearly forgotten Margaret Jane Campbell. 

"What happened to his sister?" I asked, curious. 

"Why, she's disappeared!" Mrs. MacIver's blue eyes went wide with importance. Blue Mountain House was remote, some ten miles out of Kingston by land, and our presence provided an unparalleled opportunity for gossip. 

"What?" Fergus had been addressing himself to his plate with singleminded devotion, but now looked up, blinking. "Disappeared? Where?" "The whole island's talking of it," Kenny put in, snatching the convcrsational ball from his wife. "Seems the Reverend had a woman engaged as abigail to his sister, but the woman died of a fever on the voyage." 

" Oh, that's too bad!" I felt a real pang for Nellie Cowden, with her broad, pleasant face. 

"Aye." Kenny nodded offhandedly. "Well, and so the Reverend found a place for his sister to lodge. Feebleminded, I understand?" He lifted a brow

at me. 

"Something like that." 

"Aye, well, the lass seemed quiet and biddable, and Mrs. Forrest, who had the house where she lodged, would take her to sit on the veranda in the cool part of the day. So Tuesday last, a boy comes to say as Mrs. Forrest is wanted quicklike to come to her sister, who's having a child. And Mrs. Forrest got flustered and went straight off, forgetting Miss Campbell on the veranda. And when she thought of it, and sent someone back to see-why Miss Campbell was gone. And not a smell of her since, in spite of the Reverend raising heaven and earth, ye might say." MacIver rocked back on his chair, puffing out his sunmottled cheeks. Mrs. MacIver wagged her head, rsking mournfully. 

"Myra Dalrymple told the Reverend as how he should go to the Governor for help to find her," she said. "But the Governor's scarce settled, and not yet ready to receive anyone. He's having a great reception this coming
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Thursday, for to meet all the important folk o' the island. Myra said as the Reverend must go, and speak to the Governor there, but he's no of a mind to do that, it bein' such a worldly occasion, aye?" 

"A reception?" Jamie set down his spoon, looking at Mrs. Maclver with interest. "Is it by invitation, d'ye know?" 

"Oh, no," she said, shaking her head. "Anyone may come as likes to, or so I've heard." 

"Is that so," Jamie glanced at me, smiling. "What d'ye think, Sasscnachwould ye care to step out wi' me at the Governor's Residence?" 

I stared at him in astonishment. I should have thought that the last thing he would wish to do was show himself in public. I was also surprised that he would let anything at all stop his visiting Rose Hall at the carliest opportunity. 

"It's a good opportunity to ask about Ian, no?" he explained. "After all, he might not be at Rose Hall, but someplace else on the island." 

"Well,  aside from the fact that I've nothing to wear               I temporized, trying to figure out what he was really up to. 

"Och,   that's no trouble," Rosie Maclver assured me. "I've one of the cleverest sempstresses on the island; she'll have yc tricked out in no time." Jamie was nodding thoughtfully. He smiled, eyes slanting as he looked at me over the candle flame. 

"Violet silk, I think," he said. He plucked the bones delicately from his fish and set them aside. "And as for the other-dinna fash, Sasscriach. I've something in mind. You'll sec." 
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Masque of the Red Death

"'Oh ipbo is that Young st.nner ivirb the handcuffs on his wrists? And iphat has be been after that tbeygroan and shake theirfists? And wherefore is he n7carin such a consciencestricken air? 

W Oh they're taking hint to prison for the colour of his hair." Jamie put down the wig in his hand and raised one eyebrow at me in the mirror.   I grinned at him and went on, declaiming with gestures:

cc Yis a shaine to human nature, such a head of hair as his; In thegood old time Ywas hakoingfor the colour that it is; Thou

gh hanging isnt bad enough and fhwug would be fair For the nameless and abominable colour of his hair!" 

"Did ye not tell me ye'd studied for a doctor, Sassenach?" he inquired. "Or was it a poet, after all?" 

"Not me," I assured him, coming to straighten his stock. "Those sentimcnts are by one A. E. Housman." 

"Surely one of him is sufficient," Jamie said drviv. "Given the quality of his opinions." He picked up the wig and fitted it carefully on his head, raising little puffs of scented powder as he poked it here and there. "Is Mr. Housman an acquaintance of yours, then?" 

"You might say so." I sat down on the bed to watch. "It's only that the doctors' lounge at the hospital I worked at had a copy of Housman's coltected works that someone had lcft there. There isn't time between calls to read most novels, but poems are ideal. I expect I know most of Housman by heart, now." 

He looked warily at me, as though expecting another Outburst of poetry, but I merely smiled at him, and he returned to his work. I watched the transformation in fascination. R-ed-hcefcd shoes and silk stockings clocked in black. Gray satin breeches with silver knee buckles. Snowy linen, with Brussels lace six inches deep at cuff and jabot. The coat, a masterpiece in heavy gray with blue satin cuffs and crested silver buttons, hung behind the door, awaiting its turn. 

He finished the careful powdering of his face, and licking the end of one
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finger, picked up a false beauty mark, dabbed it in gum arabic, and affixed it neatly near the corner of his mouth. 

"There," he said, swinging about on the dressing stool to face me. "Do I look like a redheidcd Scottish smuggler?" I inspected him carefully, from full-bottomed wig to morocco-heeled shoes. 

"You look like a gargoyle," I said. His face flowered in a wide grin. Outlined in white powder, his lips seemed abnormally red, his mouth even Nvider and more exprcssivc than it usually was. 

"Non!" said Fergus indignantly, coming in in timc to hear this. "He looks like a Frenchman." 

"Much the same thing," Jamie said, and sneezed. Wiping his nose on a handkerchief, he assured the young man, "Begging your pardon, Fergus." He stood up and reached for the coat, shrugging it over his shoulders and

settling the edges. In three-inch heels, he towered to a height of six feet seven; his head nearly brushed the plastered ceiling. 

"I don't know," I said, looking up at him dubiously. "I've never seen a Frenchman that size." 

Jamie shrugged, his coat rustling like autumn leaves. "Aye, well, there's no hiding my height. But so long as my ha-ir is hidden, I think it will be all right. Besides," he added, gazing with approval at me, "folk willna be looking at me. Stand up and let me see, aye?" I obliged, rotating slowly to show off the deep flare of the violet silk skirt. Cut low in the front, the d6colletage was filled with a froth of lace that rippled down the front of the bodice in a series of V's. Matching lace cascadcd from the elbow-Icngth sleeves in graceful white falls that left my wrists bare. 

"Rathcr a Pity I don't have your mother's pearls," I remarked. I didn't regret their lack; I had left them for Brianna, in the box with the photographs and family documents. Still, with the deep d6colletage and my hair twisted up in a knot, the mirror showed a long expanse of bare neck and bosom, rising whitely out of the violet silk. 

"I thought of that." With the air of a conjuror, Jamie produced a small box from his inside pocket and presented it to me, making a leg in his best Versailles fashion. Inside was a small, gleaming fish, carved in a dense black material, the edges of its scales touched with gold. 

"It's a pin," he explained. "Yc could maybc wear it fastened to a white ribbon round your neck?" 

"It's beautiful!" I said, dclighted. "What's it made of? Ebony?" 

"Black coral," he said. "I got it yesterday, when Fergus and I were in Montego Bay." He and Fergus had taken the Artemis round the island, disposing at last of the cargo of bat guano, delivered to its purchaser. 
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"Mm"' she said absently, her eyes on Fergus as he bowed and held open the carriage door for her. "What did ye sav?" 

"Never mind," I said, resigned. That was the least of our worries at the moment. The Governor's mansion -,vas ablaze with lights. Lanterns were perched along the low wall of the veranda, and hung from the trees along the paths of the ornamental garden. Gaily dressed people were emerging from their carriagcs on the crushed-shell drive, passing into the house through a pair of huge French doors. 

We dismissed our o\vn-or, rather, Jared's-carriagc, but stood for a momerit on the drive, waiting for a brief lull in the arrivals. Jamie seemed mildly nervous-for him; his fingers vvitchcd now and then against the gray satin, but his manner was outwardly as calm as ever. 

There was a short reception line in the foyer; several of the minor dignitaries of the island had been invited to assist the new governor in welcoming his guests. I passed ahead of Jamie down the line, smiling and nodding to the Mayor of Kingston and his wife. I quailed a bit at the sight of a fully decorated admiral next in line, resplendent in gilded coat and epaulettes, but no sign of anything beyond a mild amazement crossed his features as he shook hands with the gigantic Frenchman and the tiny Chinese who accompanied me. There was mv acquaintance from the Porpoise; Lord John's blond hair was hidden under a formal wig tonight, but I recognized the fine, clear features and slight, muscular body at once. He stood a little apart from the other dignitaries, alone. Rumor had it that his,vife had refused to leave England to accompany him to this posting. 

He turned to grect me, his face fixed in an expression of formal politeness. He looked, blinked, and then broke into a smile of extraordinary warmth and pleasure. 

"Mrs. Malcolm!" he exclaimed, seizing my hands. "I am vastly pleased to see VOU!" 

"The feeling is entirely mutual," I said, smiling back at him. "I didn't know you were the Governor, last time we met. I'm afraid I was a bit informal." He laughed, his face glowing with the light of the candles in the wall sconces. Seen clearly in the light for the first time, I realized what a remarkably handsome man he was. 11 You might be thought to have had an excellent excuse," he said. He looked me over carefully. "May I say that you are in remarkable fine looks this evening, Clearly the island air must agree with you somewhat more than the miasmas of shipboard. I had hoped to meet you again before leaving the
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Porpoise, but when I inquired for you, I was told by Mr. Leonard that you ,vere unwell. I trust you are entirely recovered?" 

"Oh, entirely," I told him, amused. Unwell, ch? Evidently Tom Leonard Nvas not about to admit to losing me overboard. I wondered whether he had put my disappearance in the log. 

"May I introduce my husband?" I turned to wave at Jamie, who had been detained in animated conversation with the admiral, but who was now advancing toward us, accompanied by Mr. Willoughbv. 

I turned back to find the Governor gone green as a gooseberry. He stared from Jamie to me, and back again, pale as though confronted by twin spccters. 

Jamie came to a stop beside me, and inclined his head graciously toward the Governor. 

"John," he said softly. "It's good to see ye, man." The Governor's mouth opened and shut without making a sound. 

"Let us make an opportunity to speak, a bit later," Jamie murmured. "But for now-my name is Etienne Alexandre." He took my arm, and bowed formally. "And may I have the pleasure to present to you my wife, Claire?" he said aloud, shifting effortlessly into French. 

"Claire?" The Governor looked wildly at me. "Claire?" 

"Er, ycs," I said, hoping he wasn't going to faint. He looked very much as though he might, though I had no idea why the revelation of my Christian name ought to affect him so strongly. 

The next arrivals were waiting impatiently for us to move out of the way. I bowed, fluttering my fan, and we walked into the main salon of the Residence. I glanced back over my shoulder to see the Governor, shaking hands mechanically with the new arrival, staring after us with a face like white paper. 

The salon was a huge room, low-ceilinged and filled with people, noisy and bright as a cageful of parrots. I felt some relief at the sight. Among this crowd, Jamie wouldn't be terribly conspicuous, despite his size. 

A small orchestra played at one side of the room, near a pair of doors thrown open to the terrace outside. I saw a number of people strolling there, evidently seeking either a breath of a-ir, or sufficient quiet to hold a private conversation. At the other side of the room, yet another pair of doors opened into a short hallway, where the retiring rooms were. We knew no one, and had no social sponsor to make introductions. However, due to Jamie's foresight, we had no need of one. Within moments of our arrival, women had begun to cluster around us, fascinated by Mr. Willoughby. 

"My acquaintance, Mr. Yi Tien Cho," Jamie introduced him to a stout young woman in tight yellow satin. "Late of the Celestial Mngdom of China, Madame." 
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"Ooh!" The voung lady fluttered her fan before her face, impressed. "Really from China? 

But what an unthinkable distance you must have come! Do let me welcome vou to our small island, Mr.-Mr. Cho?" She extended a hand to him, clearly expecting it to be kissed. Mr. Willoughby bowed deeply, hands in his sleeves, and obligingly said something in Chinese. The young woman looked thrilled. Jamie looked momentarily startled, and then the mask of urbanity dropped back over his face. I saw Mr. Willoughby's shining black eyes fix on the tips of the lady's shoes, protruding from under the hem of her dress, and wondered just what he had said to her. 

Jamie seized the opportunIty-and the lady's hand-bowing over it with extreme politeness. 

"Your servant, Madame," he said in thickly accented English. "Etienne Alexandre. And might I present to you my wife, Claire?" 

"Oh, yes, so pleased to meet you!" The young woman, flushed with excitement, took mv hand and squeezed it. "I'm Marcelline Williams; perhaps you'll be acquainted with my brother, Judah? He owns Twelvetreesyou know, the large coffee plantation? I've come to stay with him for the season, and Fm having ever so marvelous a time!" 

"No, Fin afraid Nvc don't know anyone here," I said apologetically. "We've only just arrived ourselves-from Martinique, where my husband's sugar business is." 

"Oh," Miss Williams cried, her eyes flying wide open. "But you must allow me to make you acquainted with mv particular friends, the Stephenses! I believe they once visited Martinique,    and Georgina Stephens is such a charming person-you will like her at once, I promise!" 

And that was all there was to it. Within an hour, I had been introduced to dozens of people, and was being carried slowly round the room, eddying from one group to the next, passed hand to hand by the current of introductions launched by Miss Williams. Across the room, I could see Jamie, standing head and shoulders above his companions, the picture of aristocratic dignity. He was conversing cordially with a group of men, all eager to make the acquaintance of a prosperous businessman who might offer useftil contacts with the French sugar trade. I caught his eye once, in passing, and he gave me a brilliant smile and a gallant French boxv. I still wondered what in the name of God he thought he was up to, but shrugged mentally. He would tell me when he was ready. Fergus and Marsali, as usual needing no one's company but each other's, were dancing at one end of the floor, her glowing pink face smiling into his. For the sake of the occasion, Fergus had forgone his useful hook, replacing it with a black leather glove filled with bran, pinned to the sleeve of his coat. This rested against the back of Marsali's gown, a trifle stifflooking, but not SO unnatural as to provoke comment. 
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1 danced past them, revolving sedately in the arms of a short, tubby English planter named Carstairs, who wheezed pleasantries into iny bosom, red face streaming sweat. 

As for Mr. Willoughby, he was enjoying an unparalleled social triumph, the center of attention of a cluster of ladies who \,led with each other in pressing claintics and refreshments on him. His eyes were bright, and a faint flush shone on his sallow checks. Mr. Carstairs deposited me among a group of ladies at the end of the dance, and gallantly went to fetch a cup of claret. I at once returned to the business of the evening, asking the ladies whether they might be familiar with people to whose acquaintance I had been recommended, named Abernathy. 

"Abernathy?" Mrs. Hall, a youngish matron, fluttered her fan and looked blank. "No, I cannot say I am acquainted with them. Do they take a great part in society, do you know?" 

"Oh, no, Joan!" Her friend, Mrs. Yoakum, looked shocked, with the particular kind of enjoyable shock that precedes some juicy revelation. "You've heard of the Abernathys! You remember, the man who bought Rose Hall, up on the Yallahs River? 11

"Oh, yes!" Mrs. Hall's blue eyes widened. "The one who died so soon after buying it?" 

"Yes, that's the one," another lady chimed in, overhearing. "Malaria, they said it was, but I spoke to the doctor who attended him-he had come to dress Mama's bad leg, you know she is such a martyr to the dropsy-and he told me-in strictest confidence, of course . . ." The tongues wagged merrily. Rosie MacIver had been a faithful reporter; all the stories she had conveyed were here, and more. I caught hold of the conversational thread and gave it a jerk in the desired direction. 

"Does Mrs. Abernathv have indentured labor, as well as slaves?" Here opinion was more confused. Some thought that she had several indentured servants, some thought only one or two-no one present had actually set foot in Rose Hall, but of course people said . . . 

A few minutes later, the gossip had turned to fresh meat, and the incredible behavior of the new curate, Mr. Jones, with the widowed Mrs. Mina Alcott, but then, what could be expected of a woman with her reputation, and surclv it was not cntirclv the voung man's fault, and she so much older, though of course, one in Holy Orders might be expected to be held to a higher standard . . . I made an excuse and slipped away to the ladies' retiring room, my cars ringing. 

I saw Jamie as I went, standing near the refreshment table. He was talking to a tall, redhaired girl in embroidered cotton, a trace of unguarded tenderness lingering in his eyes as he looked at her. She was smiling eagerly up at him, flattered bv his attention. I smiled at the sight, wondering   what the
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young ladN, would think, did she realize that he was not really looking at her at all, but imagining her as the daughter he had never seen. 

I stood in front of the looking glass in the outer retiring room, tucking in stray curls loosened by the exertion of dancing, and took pleasure in the temporary silence. The retiring room was luxuriously appointed, being in fact three separate chambers, with the privy facilities and a room for the storage of hats, shawls, and extraneous clothing opening off the main room, ,,vherc I stood. This had not only a long picr-glass and a fully appointed dressing table, but also a chaise longue, covered in red velvet. I eyed it with some xvistfulness-the slippers I was wearing were pinching mv feet badlvbut duty called. So far, I had learned nothing beyond what we already knew about the Abernathy plantation, though I had compiled a useful list of several other plaritations near lCrigston that employed indentured labor. 1 wondered whether Jarnie intended to call upon his friend the Governor to help in the search for Ian-that might possibly justiA, risking an appearance here tonight. 

But Lord John's response to the revelation of my identity was both puzzling and disturbing; you would think the man had seen a ghost. I squinted at Mv violet reflection, admiring the glitter of the black-and-gold fish at my throat, but failed to see anything unsettling in iny appearance. My hair -was tucked up with pins decorated with seed pearls and brilliants, and discreet use of Mrs. MacIver's cosmetics had darkened my lids and blushed my checks quite becomingly, if 1 did say so myself. 

I shrugged, fluttered my lashes seductively at my image, then patted my hair and returned to the salon. 

I made Mv wav toward the long tables of refreshments, where a huge array of cakes, pastries, savories, fruits, candies, stuffed rolls, and a number of objects I Couldn't put a name to but presumed edible were displayed. As I turned absentmindedly from the refreshment table with a plate of fruit, I collided headlong with a dark-hued waistcoat. Apologizing to its owner in confusion, I found myself looking up into the dour face of the Reverend Archibald Campbell. 

"Mrs. Malcolm!" he exclaimed in astonishment. 

"Er . . . Reverend Campbell," I replied, rather weakly. "What a surprisc." I dabbed tentatively at a smear of mango on his abdomen, but he took a marked step backward, and I desisted. 

He looked rather coldly at my d6collctagc. 

"I trust I find vou well, Mrs. Malcolm?" he said. 

"Yes, thank you," I said. I wished he would stop calling me Mrs. Malcolm before someone to whom I had been introduced as Madame Alexandre heard him. 
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Nvas so sorry to hear about your sister," I said, hoping to distract him. "Have you any word of her yet?     ;1

He bent his head stiffly, accepting my sympathy. 

"No. My own attempts at instigating a search have of course been limitcd," he said. "It was at the suggestion of one of iny parishioners that I accompanied him and his wife here tonight, with the intention of putting mN case before the Governor, and begging his assistance in locating my sister. I assure you, Mrs. Malcolm, no less xveighty a consideration would have impelled my attendance at a function such as this." He cast a glance of profound dislike at a laughing group nearby, where three young men were competing with each other in the composition of witty toasts to a group of young ladies, who received these attentions with much giggling and energetic fan-fluttering. 

"I'm truly sorry for your misfortune, Reverend," I said, edging aside. "Miss Cowden told inc a bit about your sister's tragedy. If I should be able to be of help . . ." 

"No one can help," he interrupted. His eves were bleak. "It,vas the fault of the Papist Stuarts, with their wicked attempt upon the throne, and the licentious Highlanders who followed them. No, no one can help, save God. He has destroyed the house of Stuart; he vvill destroy the man Fraser as we]], and on that day, my sister will be healed."Fraser?" The trend of the conversation was making me distinctly uneasy. I glanced quickly across the room, but luckily Jamie was nowhere in sight. "That is the name of the man who seduced Margaret from her family and

her proper loyalties. His may not have been the hand that struck her down, but it was on his account that she had left her home and safav, and placed herself in danger. Aye, God will requite James Fraser fairly," he said with a sort of grim satisfaction at the thought. 

"Yes, I'm sure he will," I murmured. "If you will excuse me, I believe I see a friend . . ." I tried to escape, but a passing procession of footmen bearing dishes of meat blocked my way. 

"God will not suffer lewdness to endure forever," the Reverend went on, evidently feeling that the Almighty's opinions coincided largely with his OXV11. His small gray eves rested with icy disapproval on a group nearby, where several ladies fluttered around Mr. Willoughby like bright moths about a Chinese lantern. 

Mr. Willoughby was brightly lit, too, in more than one sense of the word. His high-pitched giggle rose above the laughter of the ladies, and I saw him lurch heavily against a passing servant, nearly upsetting a trav of sorbet cups. 

"Let the women learn with all sobriety," the Reverend was intoning, avoiding all gaudiness of clothing and broided hair." He seemed to be hitting his stride; no doubt Sodom and Gomorrah would be up next. "A worrian who has no husband should devote herself to the service of the Lord, 
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not be disporting herself with abandon in public places. Do you see Mrs. Alcott? And she a widow, who should be engaged in pious works!" 

I followed the direction of his frown and saw that he was looking at a chubby, jolly-looking woman in her thirties, with light brown hair done in gathered ringlets, who was giggling at Mr. Willoughby. I looked at her with interest. So this was the infamous mcrrv widow of Kingston! 

The little Chinese had now got down upon his hands and knees and was cra,vling around on the floor, pretending to look for a lost earring, while Mrs. Alcott squeaked in mock alarm at his forays toward her feet. I thought perhaps I had better find Fergus without delay, and have him detach Mr. Willoughby from his new acquaintance before matters went too far. 

Evidently offended beyond bearing by the sight, the Reverend abruptly put down the cup of lemon squash he had been holding, turned and made his way through the crowd toward the terrace, vigorously elbowing people out of his way. 

I breathed a sigh of relief; conversation with the Reverend Campbell was a lot like exchanging frivolities with the public hangman-though, in fact, the only hangman with whom I had been personally acquainted was much better company than the Reverend. Suddenly I saw Jamie's tall figure, heading for a door on the far side of the room, where I assumed the Governor's private quarters to be. He must be going to talk to Lord John now. Moved by curiosity, I decided to join him. 

The floor was by now so crowded that it was difficult to make my way across it. By the time I reached the door through which Jamie had gone, he had long since disappeared, but I pushed my way through. 

I was in a long hallway, dimly lighted by candles in sconces, and pierced at intervals by long casement windows, through which red light from the torches on the terrace outside flickered, picking up the gleam of metal from the decorations on the walls. These were largely military, consisting of ornamental sprays of pistols, knives, shields and swords. Lord John's personal souvenirs? I wondered, or had they come with the house? 

Away from the clamor of the salon, it was remarkably quiet. I walked down the hallway, my steps muffled by the long Turkey carpet that covered the parquet. There was an indistinguishable murmur of male voices ahead. I turned a corner into a shorter corridor and saw a door ahead from which light spilled -that Must be the Governor's private office. Inside, 1 heard Jamie's voice. "Oh, God, John!" he said. I stopped dead, halted much more by the tone of that voice than by the words-it was broken with an emotion I had seldom heard from him. Walking very quietly, I drew closer. Framed in the half open door was

Jamie, head bowed as he pressed Lord John Grev tight in a fervent embrace. I stood still, completely incapable of movement or speech. As I watched, 

PDF Transform

PDF Transform

Y

Y

Y

er

Y

er

B

2

B

2

B

.0

B

.0

A

A

Click here to buy

Click here to buy

w

w

w

w

w . 

w

A B B YY.com

.A B BYY.com

Voyager                                   753

they broke apart. Jamie's back was turned to me, but Lord John faced the hallway; he could have seen me easily, had he looked. He Nvasn't looking toward the hallway, though. He was staring at Jamie, and on his face was a look of such naked hunger that the blood rushed to my own checks when I saw it. 

I dropped my fan. I saw the Governor's head turn, startled at the sound. Then I was running down the hall, back toward the salon, my heartbeat drumming in my ears. I shot through the door into the salon and came to a halt behind a potted palm, heart pounding. The wrought-iron chandeliers were thick with beesxvax candles, and pine torches burned brightly on the walls, but even so, the corners of the room were dark. I stood in the shadows, trembling. 

My hands were cold, and I fclt slightly sick. What in the name of God was going on? 

The Governor's shock at learning that 1 was Jamie's wife was now at least partially explained; that one glimpse of unguarded, painful yearning had told Inc exactly how matters stood on his side. Jamie was another question altogcther. 

He was the Governor of Ardsmuir prison, he had said, casualty. And less casually, on another occasion, Dye ken what men in prison do? 

I did know, but 1 would have sworn on Brianna's head that Jamie didn't; hadn't, couldn't, under any circumstances whatever. At least I would have sworn that before tonight. I closed my eyes, chest heaving, and tried not to think of what I had seen. I couldn't, of course. And yet, the more I thought of it, the more impossiblc it seemed. The memories of Jack Randall might have faded with the physical scars he had left, but I could not believe that they would ever fade sufficiently for Jamie to tolerate the physical attentions of another man, let alone to welcome them. 

But if he knew Grey so intimately as to make what I had witnessed plausible in the name of friendship alone, then why had he not told me of him before? Why go to such lengths to see the man, as soon as he learned that Grey was in Jamaica? My stomach dropped once more, and the feeling of sickness returned. I wanted badly to sit down. As I leaned against the wall, trembling in the shadows, the door to the Governor's quarters opened, and the Governor came out, rcturnin to his ,g

party. His face was flushed and his eyes shone. I could at that moment casily have murdered him, had I anvthing more lethal than a hairpin to hand. The door opened again a few minutes later, and Jamie emerged, no more

than six feet awav. His mask of cool reserve was in place, but I knew him ,vcll enough to see the marks of a strong emotion under it. But while I could see it, I couldn't interpret it. Excitement? Apprehension, Fear and joy mingled, Something else? I had simply never seen him look that Nvav bcft)re. 

PDF Transform

PDF Transform

Y

Y

Y

er

Y

er

B

2

B

2

B

.0

B

.0

A

A

Click here to buy

Click here to buy

w

w

w

w

w . 

w

A B B YY.com

.A B BYY.com

754                        Diana Gabaldon

He didn't seek conversation or refreshments, but instead began to stroll about the room, obviously looking for someone. For me. 

I swallowed heavily. I couldn't face him-not in front of a crowd. I stayed where 1 was, watching him, until he finally went out onto the terrace. Then I left my hiding place, and crossed the room as quickly as I could, heading for the refuge of the retiring room. At least there I would be able to sit down for

a moment. 

I pushed open the heavy door and stepped inside, relaxing at once as the warm, comforting scents of women's perftime and powder surrounded me. Then the other smell struck me. It too was a familiar scent-one of the smells of my profession. But not expected here. 

The retiring room was still quiet; the loud rumble from the salon had dropped abruptly to a faint murmur, like a far-off thunderstorm. It was, however, no longer a place of refuge. Mina Alcott lay sprawled across the red velvet chaise, her head hanging backward over the edge, her skirts in disarray about her neck. Her eyes were open, fixed in upside-down surprise. The blood from her severed throat had turned the velvet black beneath her, and dripped down into a large pool beneath her head. Her light brown hair had come loose from its dressing, the matted ends of her ringlets dangling in the puddle. I stood frozen, too paralyzed even to call for help. Then I heard the sound of gay voices in the hallway outside, and the door pushed open. There was a moment's silence as the women behind me saw it too. 

Light from the corridor spilled through the door and across the floor, and in the moment before the screaming began, I saw the footprints leading toward the window-the small neat prints of a fclt-soled foot, outlined in blood. 
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In Which Much Is Revealed

hey had taken Jamie somewhere. 1, shaking and incoherent, had been put-with a certain amount of irony-in the Governor's private office with Marsali, who insisted on trying to bathe my T

face with a damp towel, in spite of my resistance. 

"They canna think Da had anything to do with it!" she said, for the fifth tirne. 

"They don't." I finally pulled myself together enough to talk to her. "But they think Mr. Willoughby did-and Jamie brought him here." 

She stared at me, wide-eyed with horror. "Mr. Willoughby? But he couldn't!" 

"I wouldn't have thought so." I felt as though someone had been beating me with a club; everything ached. I sat slumped on a small velvet love seat, aimlessly twirling a glass of brandy between my hands, unable to drink it. 

I couldn't even decide what I ought to feel, let alone sort out the conflicting events and emotions of the evening. My mind kept jumping bawccrt the grisly scene in the retiring room, and the tableau I had seen a half-hour earlier, in this very room. I sat looking at the Governor's big desk. I could still see the two of them, Jamie and Lord John, as though they had been painted on the wall before inc. 

"I just don't believe it," I said out loud, and felt slightly better for the saying. 

"Neither do I,-said Marsali. She was pacing the floor, her footsteps changing from the click of heels on parquet to a mufflcd thump as she hit the flowered carpet. "He can't have! 

I ken he's a heathen, but we've lived wi' the man! We know him!" Did we? Did I know Jamie? I would have sworn I did, and yet . . . I kept remembering what he had said to me at the brothel, during our first night together, Will ye take me, and risk the man that I am, for the sake of'the man Ye knew? 1 had thought then-and since-that there was not so much differencc between them. But if I were Nvrong? 

"I'm not Nvrong!" I Muttered, clutching my glass fiercely. "I'm not!" If Jamie could take Lord John Grcv as a lover, and hidc it from me, he wasn't

PDF Transform

PDF Transform

Y

Y

Y

er

Y

er

B

2

B

2

B

.0

B

.0

A

A

Click here to buy

Click here to buy

w

w

w

w

w . 

w

A B B YY.com

.A B BYY.com

756                        Diana Gabaldon

remotely the man I thought he was. There had to be some other exptanation. He didn't tc11 you about Laoyhairc, said an insidious little voice inside my head. 

"That's different," I said to it stoutly. 

"What's different?" Marsall was looking at me in surprise. 

"I don't know; don't mind me." I brushed a hand across my face, trying to wipe away confusion and weariness. "It's taking them a long time." The walnut case-clock had struck two o'clock in the morning before the

door of the office opened and Fergus came in, accompanied by a grimlooking militiaman. Fergus was somewhat the worse for xvcar; most of the powder had gone from his hair, shaken onto the shoulders of his dark blue coat like dandruff. What was left gave his hair a gravish cast, as though he had aged twenty T years overnight. No surprise; I fclt as though I had. 

"We can go now, cbrie," he said quietly to Marsali. He turned       to me. "Will you Come with us, milady, or wait for milord?" 

"I'll wait," I said. I wasn't going to bed until I had seen jamic, no matter how long it took. 

"I will have the carriage return for you, then," he said, and put a hand on Marsali's back to usher her out. 

The militiaman said something under his breath as they passed him. 1 didn't catch it, but evidently Fergus did. He stiffened, eyes narrowing, and turned back toward the man. The militiaman rocked up onto the balls of his feet, smiling evilly and looking expectant. Clearly he would like nothing better than an excuse to hit Fergus. To his surprise, Fergus smiled charmingly at him, square white teeth gleaming. 

"My thanks, mon ami"' he said, "for your assistance in this most trying situation." He thrust out a black-glovcd hand, which the militiaman accepted in surprise. Then Fergus jerked his arm suddenly backward. There was a brief rip, and a pattering sound, as a small stream of bran struck the parquet floor. "Keep it," he told the militiaman graciously. "A small token of my appreciation." And then they were gone, leaving the man slack-jawed, staring clow n in horror at the apparently severed hand in his grasp. 

It was another hour before the door opened again, this time to admit the Governor. He was still handsome and neat as a white camellia, but dcfinitely beginning to turn bro'kvn round the edges. I set the untouched glass of brandy down and got to my feet to face him. 

"Where is jarnic?" 
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"Still being questioned by Captain Jacobs, the militia commander." He sank into his chair, looking bemused. "I had no notion he spoke French so remarkably well

. 

"I don't suppose you know him all that well," I said, deliberately baiting. What I wanted badly to know was just how well he did know Jamie. He didn't rise to it, though; merely took off his formal wig and laid it aside, running a hand through his damp blond hair with relief. 

"Can he keep up such an impersonation, do you think?" he asked, frowning, and I realized that he was so occupied with thoughts of the murder and of Jamie that he was paying little, if any, attention to me. 

"Yes," 1 said shortly. "Where do they have him," I got up, heading for the door, 

"In the formal parlor," he said. "But I don't think you should-" Not pausing to listen, I vanked open the door and poked my head into the hall, then hastily drew it back and slammed the door. 

Coming down the hall was the Admiral I had met in the receiving line, face set in I'ines of gravity suitable to the situation. Admirals I could deal with. However, he was accompanied by a flotilla of junior officers, and an-iong the entourage I had spotted a iace I knew, though he was now wearing the uniform of a first lieutenant, instead of an oversized captain's coat. 

He was shaved and rested, but his face was puffy and discolored; someone had beaten him up in the not too distant past. Despite the differences in his appearance, I had not the slightest difficulty in recognizing Thomas Leonard. I had the distinct feeling that he wouldn't have any trouble recognizing me, either, violet silk notwithstanding. I looked frantically about the office for someplace to hide, but short of crawling into the kneehole of the desk, there was no place at all. The Govcrnor was watching me, fair brows raised in astonishment. 

"What-" he began, but I rounded on him, finger to my lips. 

"Don't give me away, if you value Jamie's life!" I hissed melodramatically, and so saying, flung myself onto the velvet love seat, snatched up the damp towel and dropped it on my face, and-with a superhuman effort of willforced all my limbs to go limp. I heard the door open, and the Admiral's high, querulous voice. 

"Lord John-" he began, and then evidently noticed my supine form, for he broke off and resumed in a slightly lower voice, "Oh! I collect you are engaged?" 

"Not Precisely engaged, Admiral, no." Grey had fast reflexes, I would say that for him; he sounded perfectly self-possessed, as though he were quite used to being found in custody of unconscious females. "The lady was overcome by the shock of discovering the body." 

"Oh! 11 said the Admiral again, this time dripping with sympathy. "I quite
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see that. Beastly shock for a lady, to be sure." He hesitated, then dropping his voice to a sort of hoarse whisper, said, "D'vou think she's aslcep?" 

"I should think so," the Governor assured him. "She's had enough brandy to fell a horse." My fingers twitched, but I managed to lie still. "Oh, quite. Best thing for shock, brandy." The Admiral went on whispering, sounding like a rusted hinge. "Meant to tell you I have sent to Antigua for additional troops-quite at your disposal-guards, search the town-if the militia don't find the fellow first," he added. 

"I hope they may not," said a viciously determined voice among the officers. "I'd like to catch the yellow bugger myself. There wouldn't be enough of him left to hang, believe me!" A deep murmur of approval at this sentiment went through the men, to be sternly quelled by the Admiral. 

"Your sentiments do you credit, gentlemen," he said, "but the law will be observed in all respects. You will make that clear to the troops in your command; when the miscreant is taken, he is to be brought to the Governor, and justice will be properly executed, I assure you." I didn't like the way he emphasized the word "executed," but he got a grudging chorus of assent from his officers. 

The Admiral, having delivered this order in his ordinary voice, dropped back into a whisper to take his leave. 

"I shall be staying in the town, at MacAdams' Hotel," he croaked. "Do not hesitate to send to me for any assistance, Your Excellency." 

There was a general shuffle and murmur as the naval officers took their leave, observing discretion for the sake of mv slumbers. Then came the sound of a single pair of footsteps, and then the whoosh and creak of someone settling heavily into a chair. There was silence for a moment. 

Then Lord John said "You can get up now, if you wish. I am supposing that you are not in fact prostrate with shock," he added, ironically. "Somehow I suspect that a mere murder would not be sufficient to discompose a woman who could deal single-handedly with a typhoid epidemic." 

I removed the towel from in), face and swung my feet off the chaise, sitting up to face him. He -,vas leaning on his desk, chin in his hands, staring at me. "There are shocks," I said precisely, smoothing back my damp curls and

giving him an eyeball, "and then there are shocks. If you know what I mean." He looked surprised; then a flicker of understanding came into his expression. He reached into the drawer of his desk, and pulled out my fan, white silk embroidered with violets. 

"This is yours, I suppose? I found it in the corridor." His mouth twisted wryly as he looked at me. "I see. I suppose, then, you will have some notion of how your appearance earlier this evening affected me." 

"I doubt it very much," I said. My fingers were still icy, and I felt as
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perhaps nine or ten, with a childish tenderness still lingering about his face, and his hair was a soft chestnut brown, not red. But the slantcd blue eves looked out boldly over a straight nose a fraction of an inch too long, and the high Viking cheekbones pressed tight against smooth skin. The tilt of the head held the same confident carriage as that of the man who had given him that face. 

My hands trembled so violently that I nearly dropped it. I set it back on the desk, but kept my hand over it, as though it might leap up and bite me. Grey was watching me, not without sympathy. 

"You didn't know?" he said. 

"Who-" My voice was hoarse with shock, and I had to stop and clear my throat. "Who is his mother?" 

Grey hesitated, eyeing me closely, then shrugged slightly. "Was. She's dead." 

"Who was she?" The ripples of shock were still spreading from an epicenter in my stomach, making the crown of my head tingle and my toes go numb, but at least my vocal cords were coming back under my control. I could hear jenny saying, He's no the sort of man sbould steep alone, aye? Evidently he wasn't. 

"Her name was Geneva Dunsany," Grey said. "My wife's sister." My mind was reeling, in an effort to make sense of all this, and I suppose I was less than tactful. 

"Your wife?" I said, goggling at him. He flushed deeply and looked away. If I had been in any doubt about the nature of the took I had seen him give Jamie, I wasn't any longer. 

"I think you had better bloody well explain to me just what you have to do with Jamie, and this Geneva, and this boy," I said, picking up the portrait

once more. 

He raised one brow, cool and reserved; he had been shocked, too, but the shock was wearing off. 

"I cannot see that I am under any particular obligation to do so," he said. I fought back the urge to rake my nails down his face, but the impulse must have shown on my face, for he pushed back his chair and got his feet under him, ready to move quickly. He eyed me warily across the expanse of dark wood. 

I took several deep breaths, unclenched my fists, and spoke as calmly as I could. 

"Right. You're not. But I would appreciate it verv much if you did. And why did you show me the picture if you didn't mean me to know?" I added. "Since I know that much, I'll certainly find out the rest from Jamie. You might as well tell me your side of it now." I glanced at the window; the slice of sky that showed between the half-open shutters was still a velvet black, with no sign of dawn. "There's time." 
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He breathed c1ceply and laid down the paperweight. "I suppose there is." He jerked his head abruptly at the decanter. "Will you have brandy?" 

"I will," I said promptly, "and I strongly suggest you have some, too. I expect you need it as much as I do." 

A slight smile showed briefly at the corner of his mouth. "Is that a medical opinion, Mrs. Malcolm?" he asked drvlv. "Absolutely," I said. 

This small truce established, he sat back, rolling his beaker of brandy slowly between his hands. 

"You said Jamie mentioned me to you," he said. I must have flinched slightly at his use of Jamie's name, for he frowned at me. "Would you prefer that I referred to him by his surname?" he said, coldly. "I should scarcely know which to use, under the circumstances." 

"No." I waved it away, and took a sip of brandy. "Yes, he mentioned you. He said you had been the Governor of the prison at Ardsmuir, and that you were a fricrid-and that he could trust you," I added reluctantly. Possibly Jamie felt he could trust Lord John Grey, but I was not so sanguine. 

The smile this time was not quite so brief. 

"I am glad to hear that," Grey said softly. He looked down into the amber liquid in his cup, swirling it gently to release its heady bouquet. He took a sip, then set the cup down with decision. 

"I met him at Ardsmuir, as he said," he began. "And when the prison was shut down and the other prisoners sold to indenture in America, I arranged that Jamie should be paroled instead to a place in England, called Hclwater, owned by friends of my family." He looked at me, hesitating, then added simply, "I could not bear the thought of never seeing him again, you sec." 

In a few brief words, he acquainted me with the bare facts of Geneva's death and Willie's birth. 

"Was he in love with her?" I asked. The brandy was doing its bit to warm i-ny hands and feet, but it didn't touch the large cold object in my stomach. "He has never spoken to me of Geneva," Grey said. He gulped the last of

his brandy, coughed, and reached to pour another cup. It was only when he finished this operation that he looked at me again, and added, "But I doubt it, having known her." His mouth twisted wryly. 

"He never told me about Willie, either, but there was a certain amount of gossip about Geneva and old Lord Ellesmere, and by the time the boy was four or five, the resemblance made it quite clear who his father was-to anyone who cared to look." He took another deep s-,vallow of brandy. "I suspect that mv mother-in-law knows, but of course she would never breathe a word." 

"She xvouldn't?" 

He stared at me over the rim of his cup. 

"No, would you? If it were a choice of your only grandchild being either
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the ninth Earl of Ellesmere, and heir to one of the wealthiest estates in England, or the penniless bastard of a Scottish criminal?" 

"t see." f drank some more of my own brandy, trying to imagine Jamie with a young English girl named Geneva-and succeeding aft too well. "Quite," Grey said dryly. "Jamie saw, too. And very wisely arranged to

leave Helwater before it became obvious to everyone.'; 

"And that's where you come back into the story, is it?" I asked, He nodded, eyes closed. The Residence was quiet, though there was a certain distant stir that made me aware that people were still about. "That's right," he said. "Jamie gave the boy to me." 

The stable at Ellesmere was well-built; cozy in the winter, it was a cool haven in summer. ne b0 bay stallionflicked its ears lazily at a passing fly, but stood stolidly content, enjoying the attentions of bis groom. 

"Isobel is most displeased with you," Grey said. 

"Is she?" Jamie's voice was indifferent. 77)ere was no need any Ion                            I ger to worry about displeas'ny any of the Dunsanys. 

""She said you had told Willie you were leaving, which upset him dreadfully. He's been howling all day." 

Jamie-'sface was turned away, but Grey saw thefaint tightening at the side of his throat. He rocked backward, leaning against the stable wall as he watched the curr y comb come down and down and down in bard, even strokes that left dark traits across the shimmeriny coat. 

"Surely it would have been easier to sa nothin

y       g to the boy?" Grey said quietly. 

"I suppose it would-for Lady Isobel."' Fraser turned to put up the curry comb, and slapped a band on the stallion's rump in dismissal. Grey thought there was an air offinality in tbegesture; tomorrow Jamie would be gone. He felt a slight th'ckenin I       g in his own throat, but swallowed it. He rose andfollowed Fraser toward the door o the stall. 

'7amic-" he said, putting his hand on Fraser's shoulder. The Scot swun g round, hisfeatuyes hastily readjustin

g themselves, but notfast enough to bide the misery in his eyes. He stood still, looking down at the En

glisbman. "You'Ye Yght togo," Grey said. Alarm flared in Fraser's eyes, quickly supplanted by wariness. 

"Am l?" he said. 

"Anyone with half an eye could see it," Grey said dryly. "If anyone ever actually looked at agroom, someone would have noticed long before now." Heglanced back at the bay stallion, and
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cocked one brow. "'Some sires stamp their get. I have the distinct impression that any offspring of yours would be unmistakable." 

Jamie said nothing, but Greyfancied that he hadgrown a shade paler than usual. 

"Surely you can see-well, no, perhaps not," he corrected himself, "I don't suppose you have a looking glass, have yoit? " 

Jamie shook his bead mccbanicaly. "No," he said absently. "I shave in the reflection from the trough. "He drew in a deep breath, and let it out slowly. 

"Aye, well," he said. He glanced to-ward the house, where the French doors were standing open onto the lawn. Willie was accustomed to play there after lunch on fine days. Fraser turned to him with sudden decision. "Will ye walk with me?" he said. Not pausing for an answer, he set off past the stable, turning down the lane that ledfrom the paddock to the lowerpasture. It was nearly a quarter-mile before be came to a halt, in a sunny clearing by a clump of willows, near the edge of the mere. 

Grey found himself puffing slightly from the quick pace-too much soft living in London, be chided himself. Fraser, of course, was not even sweating, despite the warmth of the day. Without preamble, turning tojace Grey, be said, "I wish to ask a favor of ye. " The slanted blue eyes were direct as the man himself. "If you think I would tell anyone . . . " Grey began, then shook

his head. "'Surely you don't think I could do such a thing. After all, I have known-or at least suspected-for some time. " 

"No. " A faint smile lifted Jamie's mouth, "No, I dinna think ye would. But I would ask ye . 

. ." 

"Yes, " Grey said promptly. The corner ofjamie's mouth twitched. "Ye dinna wish to know what it isfirst?" 

"I should imagine that I know; you wish me to look outfor Willie; perhaps to send you word of his weFare. 

Jamie nodded. 

"Aye, that's it." He glanced up the slope, to where the house lay half-bidden in its nest offiery maples. "It's an imposition, maybe, to ask ye to come all the wayfrom London to see him now and then, " 

"Not at all," Grey interrupted. "I came this afternoon to give you some news-of my own; I am to be married." 

"Married?" The shock was plain on Traser-s face. "To a woman?" 

"I think there are not many alternatives," Grey replied dryly. "But yes, since you ask, to a woman. To the Lady Isobel." 

"Christ, man! Ye canna do that!" 
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"I can," Grev assured him. He grimaced. "I made trial ofmY capacity in London,-be assured that I shall make her an adequate husband. You neednt necessaril      'v enJq.11 the act in order to pcrfbrm it -or perhaps you were a ware of that?" There was a small rcflcxl've twitch at the corner ofJamics eyc; not quite a flinch, but enough for GreY to notice. jamie opened his mouth, then closed it again and shook hi's head, obviously thinkiktj better of what be had been about to sa      'v. 

"Dunsan   '7 isgrowiiq too old to take a hand in the runnliT of the estate, " Grey pot  .nted out. "Gordon is dead, and Isobel and her mother cannot manage the place alone. Ourfamilies have known each otherfor decades. It is an entircl), suitable match. " 

"Is it, then?" The sardonic skepticism in Jamie's voice was clear. Grey turned to him, fair skin flushtiq as he a7mvercd sharply. 

,'It is. There is more to a marri.tqe than carnal love. Agreat deal more. " Fraser swung sharply awa    'y. He strode to the etqc of'the mere, and stood, boots sunk in the reedy mud, lookitq over the ruffled )vavcsji)isome time. Gre   'v waited paticnty, taking the time to unribbon hi's hair and reorder the thick blond mass. 

At long last, Fraser came back, ivalkiiq slowlv, head down as though still thinking. Face-toface with Gre     'y he looked up ttqain. "You are right," he said quictlY. "I ha ve no right to think ill of you, if ye mean no dishonor to the lad      'v. " 

"Certainly not," Grey said. "Besides, " he added more chceifulv, "it means I will be here pcrmancnrv, to see to Willie. " 

"Tou mean to resign     'vour commission, tbcn" One copper e'vebrow flicked upward. 

"Yes," Grey said. He smiled, a little ruefidly. "It will be a relief, in a way. I was not meant fir arm), lift, I think. " 

Fraser seemed to be thinking. "I should be . . . gratefid, then, he said, "if you would stand as stepfather to-to mY son. " He bad likely never spoken the word aloud before, and the sound of it seemed to shock him. "I . . . would be obliqed to You. " Jamie sounded as though his collar were too tight, tbough in fhct his shirt was open at the throat. Grev looked curioustv at him, and saw that h;s countcnance was slowly turning a dark and painful red. 

"In return . . . If you want . . . I mean, I would be willitw to . . . that is . . . " Gre'i, suppressed the sudden desire to laigh. He laid a 1'qht hand on the bg Scot's arm, and saw jamic brace himself'not to flinch at the touch. 

'Jly dear Jamie, " he said, torn between laighrcr and exaspcra -
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tion. "Are you actually offering me your body in payment for my promise to look after Willie?" 

Fraser's face was red to the roots of his hair. 

"Aye, I am," be snapped, tight-lipped. ' D'ye want i       .t, or no?" At this, Grey did laugh, in longgasping whoops, finally having to sit down on thegrassy bank in order to recover himse4F

"Oh, dear God, " be said at last, wiping hi's eyes. "That I should live to hear an offer like that!" 

Fraser stood abope him, looking down, the morning light silhouetting him, lighting his hair in flames against the pale blue sky. gbt he could see a slight twitch of the wide mouth

'n

Grey thou                                                          I the darkened jace-bumor, tempered with a profound relief. 

"Ye dinna want me, then?" 

Greygot to hisfeet, dusting the seat of his breeches. "I sballprobably want   'you to the day I die," be said matter-of-factly. 'But tempted as I am-" He shook bis bead, brushing wetgrassfrom his hands. 

"Do You really think that I would demand-or accept-any paymentfor such a serpice?" be asked. "Really, I sbouldfeel my honor most grossly insulted by that offer, save that I know the depth of feeling which prompted it." 

"Aye, well, " jamic muttered. "I didna mean to insult ye. Grey was not sure at this point whether to laugh or cr     -y. Instead, be reached a hand up andgently touched Jamie's check, fading now to its normal pale bronze. More qulety, be said, 'Besides, you cannot give me what you do not have." 

Grey felt, rather than saw, the slight relaxation of tension in the tall bodyfacing him. 

"You shall have my friendship, " Jamie said sqfty, "if that has any value to ye. " ccA very great value indeed." The two men stood silent together for a moment, then Grey sighed and turned to look up at the sun. "It'sgetting late. I suppose you will have a great many things to do today?" 

Jamie cleared his tbroat. "Aye, I have. I suppose I should be about my business. ('-Yes, I suppose so. 

Grey tugged down the points of his waistcoat, read       'y to go. But Jamie lingered awkwardly a moment, and then, as though suddenly making up his mind to it, stepped forward and bending down, cupped Grey'sface between his hands. 

Gre ,vjelt the biff hands warm on the skin of bisface, light and strong as the brush of an eqqle'sfeatber, and then Jamie Fraser's
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soft ivide mouth touched hi's ojvn. There ivas a jleetiiq impression of tenderness and streiTth held in check, the fttint taste of ale and fresb-baked bread. Then it ivasgone, and John Gre.il stood blinkik,q in the brilliant sun. 

"Oh," be said. 

jamlegave him a ski,, crooked smile. 

"A),e, ivell"' be said. "I suppose I'm maybe not poisoned." He turned then, and disappeared into the screen of ivilloivs, leaviiy Lord John Gre), alone by the mere. The Governor was quiet for a moment. Then he looked up with a bleak smile. 

"That was the first time that he ever touched me willinglN      T" he said quiCtINT. "And the last-until this evening, when I gave him the other copy of that miniaturc." I sat completCINT motionless, the brandy glass unregardcd in mN1 hands. I Nvasn't sure ivhat I felt; shock, fury, horror, jealousv, and pitv all vvashed through me in successive waves, mingling in eddies of confused emotion. 

A woman had been \,iolcntlv done to death nearbNT, within the last few hours. And yet the scene in the retiring room seemed unreal by comparison with that miniature; a small and unimportant picture, painted in tones of red. For the moment, neither Lord John nor I was concerned with crime or justicc-or with anything beyond what lay between us. The Governor was examining in\, face, with considerable absorption. 

"I suppose I should ha\Te recognized you on the ship," he said. "But of course, at the time, I had thought Tou long dead." 

"Well, it was dark," I said, rather stupidly. I shoved a hand through my curls, feeling dizzN1 from brandv and sleeplessness. Then I realized what he had said. 

"Recognized me, But you'd never met me!" He hesitated, then nodded. 

"Do \,on recall a dark wood, near Carryarrick in the Scottish Highlands, twenty years ago? 

And a young boy with a broken arm? You set it for inc." He liftcd one arm in demonstration. 

"Jesus H. Roosevelt Christ." I picked up the brandy and took a swallow that made me cough and gasp. I blinked at him, c\TCS watering. Knowing now who he was, I could make out the fine, light bones and see the slighter, softer outline of the boy he had been. 

"Yours were the first Nvornan's breasts I had ever seen," he said Nvrv1v. "It was a considerable shock." 

"Fron-i which you appear to have recovered," I said, rather coldIv. "You seem to have forgivcri Jarnie for breaking your arm and threatening to shoot you, at least." 
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He flushed slightly, and set down his beaker. 

"I-xvell-NIcs," he said, abrupth. 

We sat there for quite some time, neither of us having any idea what to say. He took a breath once or twice, as though about to say something, but then abandoned it. At last, he closed his eyes as though commending his soul to God, opened them and looked at me. 

"Do you kriow-" he began, then stopped. He looked down at his clenched hands, then, not at me. A blue stone Nvinkcd on one knuckle, bright as a teardrop. 

"Do vou know," he said again, softIv, addressing his hands, "what it is to love someone, and ncvcr-ncvcr!-be able to givc them peace, or joy, or happiness?" He looked up then, evcs filled with pain. "To know that you cannot give them happiness, not thr  ,ough any fault of yours or theirs, b'ut only because you ,verc not born the right person for them," 

I sat quiet, seeing not his, but another handsome face; dark, not fair. Not feeling the warm breath of the tropical night, but the icy hand of a Boston winter. Seeing the pulse of light like heart's blood, spilling across the cold snow of hospital linens. 

. . .on1v because 'wu ivere not born the rqbt person for them. 

"I know," I whispered, hands clenched in in\, lap. I had told FrankLeave me. But he could not, no more than I could love him rightIv, having found mv match elsewhere. Oh, Frank, I said, silently. Forgive me. 

"I suppose I am asking whether you believe in fate," Lord John went on. The ghost of a smile wavered on his face. "You, of all people, would seem best suited to say. 11

"You'd think so, Nvouldn't \,on?" I said bleakly. "But I don't know, any more than you." He shook his head, then reached out and picked up the miniature. 

"I have been niorc fortunate than most, I suppose," he said quietly. "There was the one thing he would take from me." His expression softened as he looked down into the face of the bov  in the palm of his hand. "And he has given me something most precious in return." 

Without thinking, my hand spread out across my belly. Jamie had given rric that same precious gift-and at the same great cost to himself. 

The sound of footsteps came down the hall, mufflcd by the carpet. There was a sharp rap at the door, and a militiaman stuck his head into the office. "Is the ladv recovered vet?" he asked. "Captain Jacobs has finished his questions, and Monsieur Alexandre's carriage has returned." 

I got hastily to iny feet. 

"Yes, I'm fine." I turned to the Governor, not knowing what to say to him. "I-thank VOU

for-that is-" 
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He bowed formally to me, coming around the desk to see me out. 

"I regret extremely that you should have been subjected to such a shocking experience, ma'am," he said, with no trace of anything but diplomatic regret in his voice. He had resumed his official manner, smooth and polished as his parquet floors. I followed the militiaman, but at the door I turned impulsively. 

"When we met, that night aboard the Porpoise-I'm glad you didn't know who I was. I . . . liked you. Then." 

He stood for a second, polite, remote. Then the mask dropped away. "I liked you, too," he said quietly. "Then." 

I felt as though I were riding next to a stranger. The light was beginning to gray toward dawn, and even in the dimness of the coach, I could see Jamie sitting opposite me, his face drawn with weariness. He had taken off the ridiculous wig as soon as we drove away from Government House, discarding the facade of the polished Frenchman to let the disheveled Scot beneath show through. His unbound hair lay in waves over his shoulders, dark in that predawn light that robs everything of color. 

"Do you think he did it?" I asked at last, only for something to say. His eyes were closed. At this, they opened and he shrugged slightly. 

"I don't know," he said. He sounded exhausted. "I have asked myself that a thousand times tonight-and been asked it even more." He rubbed his knuckles hard over his forehead. 

"I canna imagine a man I know to do such a thing. And yet . . . well, ye ken he'll do anything when he's drink taken. And he's killed before, drunkyou'll mind the Customs man at the brothel?" I nodded, and he leaned forward, elbows on his knees, sinking his head into his hands. 

"This is different, though," he said. "I canna think-but mavbe so. Ye ken what he said about women on the ship. And if this Mrs. Alcott was to have toyed wi' him-" 

"She did," I said. "I saw her." 

He nodded without looking up. "So did any number of other people. But if she led him to think she meant more than she maybe did, and then perhaps she put him off, maybe laughed at him . . . and him fu' as a puggie wi' drink, and knives to hand on everywall of the place       He sighed and sat up. 

"God knows," he said bleaklv. "I don't." He ran a hand backward through his hair, smoothing it. 

"There's something else about it. I had to tell them that I scarcely knew Willoughby-that we'd met him on the packet boat from Martinique, and thought it kindly to introduce him about, but didna ken a thing of where he came from, or the sort of fellow he trulv was." 
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"Did they believe it?" 

He glanced at me Nvryly. 

"So far. But the packet boat comes in again in six days-at which point, they'll question the captain and discover that he's never laid eyes on Monsicur Etienne Alexandre and his wife, let alone a xvce yellow murdering ficnd." 

"That might be a trifle awkward," I observed, thinking of Fergus and the militiaman. 

"We're already rather unpopular on Mr. Willoughby's account." "Nothing to what we will be, if six days pass and they havcna found him," 

lie assured me. "Six days is also maybe as long as it will take for gossip to spread from Blue Mountain House to Mngston about the MacIvers' visitors -for ye ken the servants there all know who Nvc arc." 

"Darrin." He smilcd briefly at that, and my heart turned over to see it. 

"You Ivc a nice Nvay Nvi' words, Sassenach. Ave, well, all it means is that we must find Ian within six days. I shall go to Rose Hall at once, but I think I must just havc a Nvec  rest before setting out." He yawned ,vidcly behind his hand and shook his head, blinking. We didn't speak again until after we had arrived at Blue Mountain House and made our way on tiptoe through the slumbering house to our room. 

I changed in the dressing room, dropping the heavy stays on the floor with relief, and taking out the pins to let my hair fall free. Wearing only a silk chemise, I came into the bedroom, to see Jamie standing by the French door in his shirt, looking out over the lagoon. 

He turned when he heard me, and beckoned, putting a finger to his lips. "Conic see," he whispered. 

There was a small herd of manatees in the lagoon, big gray bodies gliding under the dark crystal water, rising gleaming like smooth, wet rocks. Birds were beginning to call in the trees near the house; besides this, the only sound was the frequent )vhoosh of the manatees' breath as they rose for air, and now and then an ceric sound like a hollo-,v, distant wail, as they called to each other. 

We watched them in silence, side by side. The lagoon began to turn green as the first rays of sun touched its surface. In that state of extreme fatigue \\,here every sense is preternatural]\, heightened, I was as aware of Jamie as though I Nvcrc touching him. John Grev's revelations had relieved me of most of in\, fears and doubtsand vet there remained the fact that Jamie had not told me about his son. Of course he had reasons-and good oncs-for his secrecy, but did he not think lie could trust me to keep his secret,' It Occurred to me suddenly that perhaps lie had kept quiet because of the boy's mother. Perhaps he had loved her, in spite of Grey's impressions. 

She was dead; Could it matter if he had', The answer was that it did. I had
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thought Jamie dead for twenty years, and it had made no difference at all in what I felt for him. What if he had loved this young English girl in such a way? I swallowed a small lump in my throat, trying to find the courage to ask him. 

His face was abstracted, a small frown creasing his forehead, despite the dawning beauty of the lagoon. 

"What are you thinking?" I asked at last, unable to ask for reassurance, fearing to ask for the truth. 

"It's only that I had a thought," he answered, still staring out at the manatees. "About Willoughby, aye?" 

The events of the night seemed far away and unimportant. Yet murder had been done. 

"What was that?" 

"Well, I couldria think at first that Willoughby could do such a thinghow could any man?" He paused, drawing a finger through the light mist of condensation that formed on the windowpanes as the sun rose. "And yet . . ." He turned to face me. 

"Perhaps I can sec." His face was troubled. "He was alone-verra much alone." 

"A stranger, in a strange land," I said quietly, remembering the poems, painted in the open secrecy of bold black ink, sent flying toward a long-lost home, committed to the sea on wings of white paper. 

"Aye, that's it." He stopped to think, rubbing a hand slowly through his hair, gleaming copper in the new daylight. "And when a man is alone that waywell, it's maybe no decent to say it, but making love to a woman is maybe the only thing will make him forget it for a time." 

He looked down, turning his hands over, stroking the length of his scarred middle finger with the index finger of his left hand. 

"That's what made me wed Laoghaire," he said quietly. "Not Jenny's nagging. Not pity for her or the wee lassies. Not even a pair of aching balls." His mouth turned up briefly at one corner, then relaxed. "Only needing to forget I was alone," he finished softly. He turned restlessly, back to the window. 

"So I am thinking that if the Chinee came to her, wanting that-needing that-and she wouldna take him . . ." He shrugged, staring out across the cool green of the lagoon. "Aye, maybe he could have done it," he said. 

I stood beside him. Out in the center of the lagoon, a single manatee drifted lazily to the surface, turning on her back to hold the infant on her chest toward the sunlight. He was silent for several minutes, and I was as well, not knowing how to take the conversation back to what I had seen and heard at Government House. I felt rather than saw him swallow, and he turned from the window to face
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me. There were lines of tiredness in his face, but his expression was filled with a sort of determination-the sort of look he wore facing battle. 

"Claire," he said, and at once I stiffened. He called me by my name only when he was most serious. "Claire, I must tell ye something." 

"What?" I had been trying to think how to ask, but suddenly I didn't want to hear. I took half a step back, away from him, but he grabbed my arm. 

He had something hidden in his fist. He took my unresisting hand and put the object into it. Without looking, I knew what it was; I could feel the carving of the delicate oval frame and the slight roughness of the painted surface. 

"Claire." I could see the slight tremor at the side of his throat as he swallowed. "Claire-I must tell ye. I have a son." 

I didn't say anything, but opened my hand. There it was; the same face I had seen in Grey's office, a childish, cocky version of the man before me. "I should ha' told ye before." He was searching my face for some clue to

my feelings, but for once, my giveaway countenance must have been perfectly blank. "I would have-only-" He took a deep breath for strength to

go on. 

"I havena ever told anyone about him," he said. "Not even Jenny." That startled me enough to speak. 

"Jenny doesn't know?" 

He shook his head, and turned away to watch the manatees. Alarmed by our voices, they had retreated a short distance, but then had settled down again, feeding on the water weed at the edge of the lagoon. 

"It was in England. It's-he's-I couldna say he was mine. He's a bastard, aye?" It might have been the rising sun that flushed his cheeks. He bit his lip and went on. 

"I havena seen him since he was a wee lad. I never will see him againexcept it might be in a wee painting like this." He took the small picture from me, cradling it in the palm of his hand like a baby's head. He blinked, head bent over it. 

"I was afraid to tell ye," he said, low-voiced. "For fear ye would think that perhaps I'd gone about spawning a dozen bastards . . . for fear ye'd think that I wouldna care for Brianna so much, if ye kent I had another child. But I do care, Claire-a great deal more than I can tell ye." He lifted his head and looked directly at me. 

"Will ye forgive me?" 

"Did you-" The words almost choked me, but I had to say them. "Did you love her?" An extraordinary expression of sadness crossed his face, but he didn't look away. 

"No," he said softly. "She . . . wanted me. I should have found a way-PDF Transform

PDF Transform

Y

Y

Y

er

Y

er

B

2

B

2

B

.0

B

.0

A

A

Click here to buy

Click here to buy

w

w

w

w

w . 

w

A B B YY.com

.A B BYY.com

772                        Diana Gabaldon

should have stopped her, but I could not. She wished me to lie wi' her. And I did, and . . . she died of it." He did look down then, long lashes hiding his eyes. "I am guilty of her death, before God; perhaps the more guilty because I did not love her." I didn't say anything, but put up a hand to touch his cheek. He pressed his own hand over it, hard, and closed his eves. There was a gecko on the wall beside us, nearly the same color as the yellow plaster behind it, beginning to glow in the gathering daylight. 

"What is he like?" I asked softiv. "Your son?" He smiled slightly' without ope  ning his eyes. 

"He's spoilt and stubborn," he said softly. "Ill-mannered. Loud. Wi' a wicked temper." He swallowed. "And braw and bormy and canty and strong," he said, so softly I could barely hear him. 

"And yours," I said. His hand tightened on mine, holding it against the soft stubble of his cheek. 

"And mine," he said. He took a deep breath, and I could see the glitter of tears Linder his closed lids. 

"You should have trusted me," I said at last. He nodded, slowly, then opened his eves, still holding mv hand. 

"Perhaps I should," he said quietly. "And yet I kept thinking-how should I tell ye everything, about Geneva, and Willie, and John-will ye know about John?" He frowned slightly, then relaxed as I nodded. 

"He told me. About everything." His brows rose, but he went on. "Especially after ye found out about Laoghaire. How could I tell ye, and expect yc to know the difference?" 

"What difference?" 

"Geneva-Willic's mother-she wanted my body," he said softly, watching the gecko's pulsing sides. "Laoghaire needed my name, and the work of my hands to keep her and her bairns." He turned his head then, dark blue eyes fixed on mine. "John-wcll." He lifted his shoulders and let them drop. 'I couldna give him what he wanted-and he is friend enough not to ask it. 

"But how shall I tell ye all these things," he said, the line of his mouth twisting. "And then say to you-it is only you I have ever loved? How should you believe m0" The question hung in the air between us, shimmering like the reflection from the water below. 

"If vou sav it," I said, "I'll believe you." 

"You will?" He sounded faintly astonished. "Why?" 

"Because you're an honest man, Jamie Fraser," I said, smiling so that I wouldn't cry. "And may the Lord have mercy on you for it." 

"Only you," he said, so softly I could barely hear him. "To worship ye with my body, give ye all the service of my hands. To give ye my name, and
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all my heart and soul with it. Only you. Because ye will not let me lie-and yet ye love Me." I did touch him then. 

"Jamie," I said softly, and laid my hand on his arm. "You aren't alone anymore." He turned then and took me by the arms, searching my face. 

"I swore to you," I said. "When we married. I didn't mean it then, but I swore-and now I mean it." I turned his hand over in both mine, feeling the thin, smooth skin at the base of his wrist, where the pulse beat under my fingers, where the blade of his dirk had cut his flesh once, and spilled his blood to mingle with mine forever. 

I pressed my own wrist against his, pulse to pulse, heartbeat to heartbeat. "Blood of my blood . . ." I whispered. 

"Bone of my bone." His whisper was deep and husky. He knelt quite suddenly before me, and put his folded hands in mine; the gesture a Highlander makes when swearing loyalty to his chieftain. 

"I give ve my spirit," he said, head bent over our hands. 

" 'Tit our life shall be done," I said softly. "But it isn't done yet, Jamie, is it? " Then he rose and took the shift from me, and I lay back on the narrow bed naked, pulled him down to me through the soft yellow light, and took him home, and home, and home again, and we were neither one of us alone. 
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The Scent of Gemstones

ose Hall was ten miles out of Kingston, up a steep and Nvinding road of reddish dust that led into blue mountains. The road was overgrown, so narrow that we must ride in single file most of the

way. I followed Jamie through the dark, sweet-scented caverns of cedar boughs, under trees nearly a hundred feet high. Huge ferns grew in the shade below, the fiddleheads nearly the size of real violin necks. 

Everything was quiet, save for the calling of birds in the shrubbery-and even that fell silent as we passed. Jamie's horse stopped dead, once, and backed up, snorting; we waited as a tiny green snakc,,vriggled across the path and into the undergrowth. I looked after it, but could see no farther than ten feet from the edge of the road; everything beyond was cool green shadow. I half-hoped that Mr. Willoughby had come this waV-no one would ever find him, in a place like this. 

The Chinaman had not been found in spite of an intensive search of the town by the island militia. The special detachment of marines from the barracks on Antigua was expected to arrive tomorrow. In the meantime, every house in Kingston was shut up like a bank vault, the owners armed to tile tecth. 

The mood of the town was thoroughly dangerous. Like the naval officers; it was the militia colonel's opinion that if the Chinaman were found, he would be lucky to survive long enough to be hanged. 

"Be torn to pieces, I expect," Colonel Jacobs had said as he escorted us from the Residence on the night of the murder. "Have his balls ripped off and thrust down his stinking throat, I daresay"' he added, with obvious grim satisfaction at the thought. 

"I daresay"' Jamie had murmured in French, assisting riie into the carriage. I knew that the question of Mr. Willoughby was still troubling him; he had been quiet and thoughtful on the ride through the mountains. And yet there was nothing Nvc could do. If the little Chinese was innocent, we could not save him; if he was guilty, we could not give him Lip. The best we might hope for was that he would not be found. 

And in the meantime, -,vc had five days to find Young Ian. If he were indeed at Rose Hall, all might be well. If lie were not . . 
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A fence and sinall gate marked the division of the plantation from the surrounding forct. Inside, the ground had been cleared, and PlaDred in sugarcane and coffee. Sorne distance from the house, on a separate rise, a large, plain, mud-claub building stood, roofed with palm thatch. Dart,-skinned pcopfe Nverc going in and out, and the faint, cloying scent of burnt sugar hung over the place. 

Below the rcfincry-or so I assumed the building to be-stood a large sugar press. A primitive

- looking affair, this consisted of a pair of huge filnbers crossed in the shape of an X, set on an enormous spindle, surmounting the boxlike body of the press. Two or three men were clambering over the press, but itvvas not working at present; the oxen who drove it were hobbled some distance away, grazing. 

"How do they ever get the sugar down from here"' I asked curiously, thinking of the narrow trail we had come up. "On mulcs,"' I brushed cedar needles off the shoulders of mv coat, making myself presentable. 

"No," Jamie answered absently. "They send it down the river on barges. The river's just over there, down the wee pass ve can see beyond the house." He pointed with his chin, reining up with one hand, and using the other to beat the dust of travel from the skirts of his coat. 

"Ready, Sassenach?" "As I'll ever be." 

Rose Hall was a t-,vo-storied house; long and graciously proportioned, with a roof kiid in expensive states, rather than in the sheets of tin that covered most of the planters' 

residences. A long veranda ran all along one side of the house, with long windows and French doors opening on to it. 

A great yellow rosebush grew bv the front door, climbing on a trellis and spilling over the edge of the roof. The scent of its perfume was so head), that it made breathing difficult; or perhaps it was onlN, excitement that made mv breath come short and stick in my throat. I glanced around as we waited for the door to be answered, trving to catch a glimpse of any whitc-skirmcd figure near the sugar refinery above. 

"Yes, sah?" A middle-aged slave woman opened the door, looking out CUrioUSjv at Lis. She was wide-bodied, dressed in a white cotton smock, with a red turban wrapped round her head, and her skin was the deep, rich gold in the heart of the flo,,vcrs on the trellis. 

"Mr. and Mrs. Malcolm, to call upon Mrs. Abcri-iathv, if vC please," Jamie said politely. The woman looked rather taken aback, as though callers were not a common occurrence, but after a moment's indecision, she nodded and stcpped back, s-winging the door )vidc. 

"You be waitin' in the salon, please, sah," she said, in a soft lilt that made it "sallong." "I be askin' the mistress will she see you." 
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It was a large room, long and graciously proportioned, lit by huge casemerit windows all down one side. At the far end of the roorn was the fireplace, an enormous structure with a stone overmantel and a hearth of polished slates that occupied nearly the whole wall. You could have roasted an ox in it without the slightest difficulty, and the presence of a large spit suggested that the owner of the house did so on occasion. 

The slave had shown us to a wicker sofa and invited us to be scated. I sat, looking about, but Jamie strolled restlessly about the room, peering through the windows that gave a view of the cane fields below the house. 

It ,vas an odd room; comfortably furnished with wicker and rattan furniture, wcllequipped with fat, soft cushions, but ornamented with small, uncommon curios. On one window ledge sat a row of silver handbells, graduated from small to large. Several squat figures of stone and terra-cotta sat together on the table by my clboNv; some sort of primitive fetishes or idols. 

All of them were in the shape of women, hugely pregnant, or with enormous, rounded breasts and exaggerated hips, and all ,vith a vivid and mildly disturbing sexuality about them. It was not a prudish age, by any means, but I wouldn't have expected to find such objccts in a drawing room in any age. 

Somewhat more orthodox were the Jacobite relics. A silver snuffbox, a glass flagon, a decorated fan, a large serving platter-even the large woven rug on the floor; all decorated with the square white rose of the Stuarts. That wasn't so odd-a great many Jacobites who had fled Scotland after Culloden had come to the West Indies to seek the repair of their fortunes. I found the sight encouraging. A householder with Jacobite sympathies might be welcoining to a fcllo,,N,, Scot, and willing to oblige in the matter of Ian. If he's here, a small voice in rny head Nvarned. 

Steps sounded in the inner part of the house, and there was a flutter at the door bv the hearth. Jamie made a small grunting sound, as though someone had hit him, and I looked up, to see the mistress of the house step into the room. 

I rose to my feet, and the small silver cup I had picked up fell to the floor with a clank. 

"Kept your girlish figure, I see, Claire." Her head was tilted to one side, green eyes gleaming with amusement. 

I was too paralyzed vith surprise to respond aloud, but the thought drifted through niv stunned mind that I couldn't say the same for her. Gcillis Duncan had always had a voluptuous abundance ofcreamy bosom

and a generous s-,vclI ofrOLindcd hip. While still crcai ny-skinned, she was considerably more abundant and generous, in every dimension visible. She wore a loose muslin gown, tinder which the soft, thick flesh wobbled and swayed as she moved. The delicate bones of her face had long since been submerged in s,,vc1ling plumpness, but the brilliant green eyes were the same, filled with malice and humor. 
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1 took a deep breath, and got my voice back. 

"I trust vou won't take this the wrong way," I said, sinking slowly back onto the wicker sofa, "but why aren't you dead?" 

She laughed, the silver in her voice as clear as a young girl's. 

"Think I should have been, do you? Well, you're no the first-and I daresay you'll not be the last to think so, either." 

Eyes creased to bright green triangles by amusement, she sank into her own chair, nodded casually to Jamie, and clapped her hands sharply to summon a servant. "Shall we have a dish of tca?" she asked me. "Do, and I'll read the leaves in your cup for ye, after. I've a reputation as a reader, after all; a fine teller o' the future, to be sure-and why not?" She laughed again, plump cheeks pinkening with mirth. If she had been as shocked by my appearance as I was at hers, she disguised it masterfully. 

"Tca," she said, to the black maidservant who appeared in response to the summons. "The special kind in the blue tin, aye? And the bittic cakes wi' the nuts in, too." 

"You'll take a bite?" she asked, turning back to me. " 'Tis something of an occasion, after all. I did wonder," she said, tilting her head to one side, like a gull judging the chances of snatching a fish, "whether our paths might cross again, after that day at Cranesmuir." My heart was beginning to slow, the shock overcome in a great wave of curiosity. I could feel the questions bubbling up by the dozens, and picked one off the top at random. 

"Did you know me?" I asked. "When you met me in Cranesmuir?" She shook her head, the strands of cream-white hair coming loose from their pins and sliding Oown her neck. She poked haphazardly at her knot, still surveying me with interest. 

"Not at the first, no. Though sure and I thought there was a great strangeness about ye-not that I was the only one to think that. Ye didna come through the stones prepared, did ye? 

Not on purpose, I mean?" 

I bit back the words, "Not that time," and said instead, "No, it was an accident. You came on purpose, though-from 1967?" 

She nodded, studying me intently. The thickened flesh between her brows was creased, and the crease deepened slightly as she looked at me. "Aye-to help Prince Tearlach." Her mouth twisted to one side, as

though she tasted something bad, and quite suddenly, she turned her head and spat. The globule of saliva hit the polished wooden floor with an audible plop. 

"An gealtaire salacb Atailteach!" she said. "Filthy Italian coward!" Her eyes darkened and shone with no pleasant light. "Had I known, I should have made my way to Rome and killed him, while there was time. His brother Henry might ha' been no better, though-a ballock-less, sniveling
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priest, that one. Not that it made a difference. After Culloden, any Stuart would be as useless as another." 

She sighed, and shifted her bulk, the rattan of the chair creaking beneath her. She waved a hand impatiently, dismissing the Stuarts. 

"Still, that's done with for now. Ye came by accident-walked through the stones near the date of a Fire Feast, did ye? That's how it usually happens." "Yes," I said, startled. "I came through on Bcltane. But what do you

mean, 'usually happens'? Have you met a great many others-like . . . us? I ended hesitantly. She shook her head rather absently. "Not many." She seemed to be pondering something, though perhaps it was only the absence of her refreshments; she picked up the silver bell and rang it violently. 

"Damn that Clotilda! Like us?" she said, returning to the question at hand. "No, I haven't. Only one besides you, that I ken. Yc could ha' knocked me over wi' a feather, when I saw the wee scar on your arm, and kent ye for one like myself." She touched the great swell of her own upper arm, where the small vaccination scar lay hidden beneath the puff of white muslin. She tilted her head in that bird-like way again, surveying me with one bright green eye. 

"No, when I said that's how it usually happens, I meant, judging from the stories. Folk who disappear in fairy rings and the stone circles, I mean. They usually walk through near Beltane or Samhain; a few near the Sun FeastsMidsummer's Day or the winter solstice." 

"That's what the list was!" I said suddenly, reminded of the gray notebook I had left with Roger Wakefield. "You had a list of dates and initialsnearly two hundred of them. I didn't know what they were, but I saw that the dates were mostly in late April or early May, or near the end of October." 

"Aye, that's right." She nodded, eyes still fixed on me in speculation. "So ye found my wee book? Is that how yc knew to come and look for me on Craigh na Dun? It was you, no? 

That shouted my name, just before I stepped through the stones?" 

"Gillian," I said, and saw her pupils widen at the name that had once been hers, though her face stayed smooth. "Gillian Edgars. Yes, it was me. I didn't know if you saw me in the dark." I could see in memory the night-black circle of stones-and in the center, the blazing bonfire, and the figure of a slim girl standing by it, pale hair flying in the heat of the fire. 

"I didn't see ye," she said. " 'Twas only later, when I heard ye call out at the witch trial and thought I'd heard your voice before. And then, when I saw the mark on your arm . . ." She shrugged massively, the muslin tight across her shoulders as she settled back. "Who was with ye, that night?" she asked curiously. "There were two 1 saw-a bonnie dark lad, and a girl." 

She closed her eyes, concentrating, then opened them again to stare at me. 
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"Later on, I thought I kent her-but I couldna put a name to her, though I could swear I'd seen the face. Who was she?" 

"Mistress Duncan? Or is it Mistress Abernathy, now?" Jamie interrupted, stepping forward and bowing to her formally. The first shock of her appearance was fading, but he was still pale, his cheekbones prominent under the stretched skin of his face. She glanced at him, then looked again, as though noticing him for the first time. 

"Well, and if it's no the wee fox cub!" she said, looking amused, She looked him carefully up and down, noting every detail of his appearance 6th interest. 

"Grown to a bormy man, have ye no?" she said. She leaned back in the chair, which creaked loudly under her weight, and squinted appraisingly at him. "You've the look of the MacKenzies about ye, laddie. Ye always did, but now you're older, you've the look of both your uncles in your face." 

"I am sure both Dougal and Colum would be pleased ye'd remember them so well." Jamie's eyes were fixed on her as intently as hers on him, He had never liked her-and was unlikely to change his opinion now-but he could not afford to antagonize her; not if she had Ian here somewhere. 

The arrival of the tea interrupted whatever reply she might have made. Jamie moved to my side, and sat with me on the sofa, while Geilie carefully poured the tea and handed us each a cup, behaving exactly like a com,entional hostess at a tea party. As though wishing to preserve this illusion, she offered the sugar bowl and milk jug, and sat back to make light conversation. 

"If ye dinna mind my asking, Mrs. Abernathy," Jamie said, "how did ye come to this place?" Politely left unspoken was the larger question-Ho)1, did you escape being burned as a witch? 

She laughed, lowering her long lashes coquettishly over her eyes. "Well, and ye'll maybe recall I was wi' child, back at Cranesmuir?" 

"I seem to recall something of the sort." Jamie took a sip of his tea, the tips of his ears turning slightly pink. He had cause to remember that, all right; she had torn off her clothes in the midst of the witch trial, disclosing the secret bulge that would save her life-at least temporarily. 

A small pink tongue poked out and delicately sk-immed the tea droplets from her upper lip. 

"Have ye had children yourself?" she asked, cocking an eyebrow at me. "I have." 

"Terrible chore, isn't it? Dragging about like a mud-caked sow, and then being ripped apart for the sake of something looks like a drowned rat." She shook her head, making a low noise of disgust in her throat. "The beaury 0' motherhood, is it? Still, I should not complain, I suppose-the wee rading saved my life for me. And wretched as childbirth is, it's better than being burnt at the stake." 
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"I'd suppose so," I said, "though not having tried the lattcr, I Couldn't say for sure." Geillis choked in her tea, spraying brown droplets over the front ofher dress. She mopped at them carelessly, cycing me Nvith amusement. 

"Well, I've not done it either, but I've seen them burn, poppet. And I think perhaps even lyin' in a muddy hole watching your bc1ly grow is better than that." 

"They kept you in the thieves' hole all the tin-ic," The silvcr spoon was cool in my hand, but my palm grew sweaty at the memory of the thievcs' hole in Cranesmuir. I had spent three days there with Geillis Duncan, accused as a Nvitch. How long had she staycd there? 

"Three months," she said, staring meditatively into her tea. "Three mortal months of frozen feet and crawling verinin, stinking scraps of food and the gravc-sniell clinging to my skin day and night." 

She looked up then, mouth twisting in bitter alnUSCITICut. "But I bore the child in stvIc, at the end. When niv pains began, they took me from the hole -little chance I'd run then, ayc'    and the babe was born in my own old bedroom; in the fiscal's house." Her cycs were slightly clouded, and I wondered whether the liquid in her glass was entircly tea. 

"I had diarnond-pancd Nvinclows, do vc recall? All in shades ofpurplc and green and

,vhitc-thc finest house in the village." She smiled reminiscently. "They gave me the bairn to hold, and the green light fell over his face. He looked as though lie was drowncd indeed. I thought he should be cold to the touch, like a corpse, but lie wasn't; he was warm. Warni as his filther's balls." She laughed suddcn]Nl, an ugly sound. 

"Why are men such fools Ye can lead them anywhere by the cock-for a while. Then give them a son and yc have them by the balls again. But it's all yC arc to them, whether thcv're coming in or going out-a cunt." 

She was leaning back in her chair. At this, she spread her thighs xvidc, and hoisted her glass in ironic toast above her pubic bone, squinting down across the swelling bulge of bc]]N. 

"Well, here's to it, I sav! Most powerful thing in the world. The niggers know that, at least." She took a deep, careless swig oflier drink. "They carve Nvcc idols, all bclIv and cunt and breasts. Same as men do where Nvc came from-you and I.-She squinted at me, teeth bared in amusertient. "Seen the dirty inags men bUV under the counters then, ave?" The bloodshot green cvcs swiveled to Jarnie. "And you'll know the picturcs and the books the men pass about among thcinselves in Paris noxv, won't ye, fox,' It's all the same." She waved a hand and drank again, deeply. "The only difference is the niggcrs have the decency to worship it." 

I'Vcrra pcrccptive of them," Jarnic said calmly. He was sitting back in his chair, long legs stretched out in apparent relaxation, but I Could see the
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tension in the fingers of the hand that gripped his own cup. "And how d've ken the pictures men look at in Paris, Mistress-Abernathy, is it nowShe might be tipsy, but was by no means ftiddled. She looked up sharply at the tone of his voice, and gave him a twisted smile. 

"Oh, Mistress Abernathy will do well enough. When I lived in Paris, I had another namcMadame Melisande Robichcaux. Like that one? I thought it a bit grand, but your uncle Dougal gave it me, so I kept it-out of sentiment." 

My free hand curled into a fist, out of sight in the folds of my skirt. I had heard of Madame Melisande, when we lived in Paris. Not a part of society, she had had some fame as a seer of the ftiture; ladies of the court consulted her in deepest secrecy, for advice on their love lives, their investments, and their pregnancies. 

"I imagine you could have told the ladies some interesting things," I said dryly. Her laugh this time was truly amused. "Oh, I could, indeed! Seldom did, though. Folk don't usually pay for the truth, ye know. Sometimes, thoughdid yc ken that jean-Paul Marat's mother meant to name her bairn Rudolphe? I told her I thought Rudolphe was illomencd. I wondered now and then about that-would he grow up a revolutionary with a name like Rudolphe, or would he take it all out in writing poems, instead? Ever think that, fox-that a name might make a difference?" Her eyes were fixed on Jamie, green glass. 

"Often," he said, and set down his cup. "It was Dougal got ye away from Cranesmuir, then?" 

She nodded, stifling a small belch. "Aye. He came to take the babealone, for fear someone would find out he was the father, avc? I wouldna let it go, though. And when he came near to wrest it from mc-why, I snatched the dirk from his belt and pressed it to the child's throat." A small smile of satisfaction at the memory curved her lovely lips. 

"Told him I'd kill it, sure, unless he swore on his brother's life and his own soul to get me safe away." 

"And he believed you?" I felt mildly ill at the thought of any mother holding a knife to the throat of her newborn child, even in pretense. 

Her gaze swiveled back to me. "Oh, yes," she said softly, and the smile widened. "He knew me, did Dougal." 

Sweating, even in the chill of December, and unable to take his eyes off the tiny face of his sleeping son, Dougal had agreed. 

"When he leaned over me to take the child, I thought of plunging the dirk into his own throat instead," she said, reminiscently. "But it would have been a good deal harder to get away by myself, so I didn't." 

forme's expression didn't change, but he picked up his tea and took a deep swallow. 
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Dougal had summoned the locksman, John MacRae, and the church sexton, and by means of discreet bribery, insured that the hooded figure dragged on a hurdle to the pitch barrel next morning would not be that of Geillis Duncan. 

"I thought they'd use straw, maybe," she said, "but he was a cleverer man than that. Auld Grannie Joan MacKenzie had died three davs before, and was meant to be burying that same afternoon. A few rocks in the coffin and the lid nailed down tight, and Bob's vour Uncle, eh? A real body, fine for burning." She laughed, and gulped the last swallow of her drink. 

"Not everyone's seen their own funeral; fewer still ha' seen their own execution, ayer"' 

It had been the dead of winter, and the small grove of rowan trees outside the village stood bare, drifted xvith their own dead leaves, the dried red berries showing here and there on the ground like spots of blood. 

It -,vas a cloudy clay, with the promise of sleet or snow, but the whole village turned out noiletheless; a xvitch-burning was not ail event to be missed. The village priest, Father Bain, had died himself three moriths before, of fever brought on by a festering sore, but a new priest had been imported for the occasion from a village nearby. Perfuming his way with a censer held before him, the priest had come down the path to the grove, chanting the service for the dead. Behind him came the locksman and his two assistants, dragging the hurdle and its black-robcd burden. 

"I expect Grannie Joan Would have been pleased," Geilie said, white teeth gleaming at the vision. "She couldna have expected more nor four or five people to her burying-as it was, she had the whole village, and the incense and special prayers to boot!" MacRae had untied the body and carried it, lolling, to the barrel of pitch ready ,vaiting. 

-The court granted me the mercy to be weirrit before the burning," Geillis explained ironically. "So the\ expected the body to be dead-no cliffiCUILA' there, if I was strangled already. The only thing anyone might ha' seen ,vas that Grannie Joan weighed half what I did, ricwly delivered as I was, but no one seemed to notice she was light in MacRae's arms." 

"You were there?" I said. 

She nodded smugly. "Oh, ave. Well inufflcd in a cloak-evervoric was, because o' the wcather-but I ,vouldna have missed it." 

As the priest finished his last prayer against the evils of enchantment, MacRae had taken the pine torch from his assistant and stepped forward. "God, ornit not this Nvoman from Thy covenant, and the man\, evils that

she in the body committed," he had said, and flung the fire into the pitch. "It was faster than I thought it would be," Gcillis said, sounding rnildlN surprised. "A great irhoosb! of firc-there ,vas a blast of hot air and a clicer
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from the crowd, and naught to be seen but the flames, shooting up high CuOUgh to singe the roNvan branches overhead." 

The fire had subsided within a minute, though, and the dark figure within was clear enough to be seen through the pale daylight flames. The hood and the hair had burned away with the first scorching rush, and the face itself was burned bcyond recognition. A few moments more, and the clean dark shapes of the bones emerged from the melted flesh, an airy superstructure rising above the charring barrel. 

"Only great empty holes where her eyes had been," she said. The moss-rCCn Cves turned toward me, clouded bv memory. "I thought perhaps she was looking at me. But then the skull exploded, and it was all over, and folk began to come away-all except a few who stayed in hopes of picking up a bit of bone as a keepsake." 

She rose and ,vci-it unsteadily to the small table near the window. She picked up the silver bell and rang it, hard. 

"Aye," she said, her back turned to us. "Childbirth is maybe easier." "so Dougal got ye away to France," Jamie said. The fingers of his right hand t-witchcd slightly. "Ho,,N, came ye here to the West Indies?" 

"Oh, that was later,  11 she said carelessly. "After Culloden." She turned then, and smiled from Jamie to me. 

"And what might bring the two of ye here to this place? Surely not the pleasure of my company?" 

I glanced at Jamie, seeing the slight tensing of his back as he sat up straighter. His face stayed calin, though, only his eyes bright with wariness. "We'vc come to seek a young kinsman of mine," he said. "My nephew, Ian Murray. We've some reason to think he is indentured here." 

Geilic's pale broxvs rose high, making soft ridges in her forehead. 

"Ian Murray?" she said, and shook her head in puzzlement. "I've no indentured whites at all, here. No whites, come to that. The only free man on the place is the overseer, and he's what they call agriffone; onc-qUarter black." 

Unlike me, Gcillis Duncan was a very good liar. Impossible to tell, from ber expression of mild interest, whether she had ever heard the name Ian Murray before. But lying she was, and I knew it. 

Jamie knew it, too; the expression that flashed through his eyes was not disappointment, but farv, quicklN, suppressed. 

"Indeed'," he said politely. "And are ye not fcarful, then, alone wi' your slaves here, so far from town?" 

"Oh, no. Not at all." 

She smiled broadly at hirn, then lifted tier double chin and waggled it gcnt1v in the direction of the terrace behind him. I turned mv head, and saw that the French door was filled from jairib to doorpost with an immense
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black man, several inches taller than Jamie, from whose rollcd-up shirt sleeves protruded arms like tree trunks, knotted with muscle. 

"Meet Hercules," Geilie said, with a tiny laugh. "He has a t"vin brother, too." 

"Named Atlas, by chance?" I asked, with an edge to my voice. 

"You guessed! Is she no the clever one, ch, fox?" She winked conspiratorially at Jamie, the rounded flesh of her check wobbling with the movement. The light caught her from the side as she turned her head, and I saw the red spiderwebs of tiny broken capillaries that netted her jowls. 

Hercule took no note of this, or of anything else. His broad face was slack and dull, and there was no life in the deep-sunk eyes beneath the bony brow ridge. It gave me a very uneasy feeling to look at him, and not only because of his threatening size; looking at him was like passing by a haunted house, where something lurks behind blind windows. 

"That will do, Hercule; yc can go back to work now." Geilie picked up the silver bell and tinkled it gently, once. Without a word, the giant turned and lumbered off the veranda. "I have no fear o' the slaves," she explained. "They're afraid o' me, for they think I'm a witch. Verra funny, considering, is it not?" Her eyes twinkled behind little pouches of fat. 

"Geilie-that man." I hesitated, feeling ridiculous in asking such a question. "He's not a-a zombie?" 

She laughed delightedly at that, clapping her hands together. 

"Christ, a zombie? Jesus, Claire!" She chortled with glec, a bright pink rising from throat to hair roots. 

14Well, I'll tell ye, he's no verra bright," she said at last, still gasping and wheezing. "But he's no dead, either!" and went off into further gales of laughter. Jamie stared at me, puzzled. "Zombie?" 

"Never mind," I said, my face nearlv as pink as Geilic's. "How many slaves have you got here?" I asked, wanting to change the subject. 

"Hee hee," she said, winding down into giggles. "Oh, a hundred or so. It's no such a big place. Only three hundred acres in cane, and a wee bit of coffee on the upper slopes." She pulled a lacc-trimmed handkerchief from her pocket and patted her damp face, sniffing a bit as she regained her composure. I could feel, rather than see, Jamie's tension. I was sure he was as convinced as I that Geilie knew something about Ian Murray-if nothing else, she had betrayed no surprise whatever at our appearance. Someone had told her about us, and that someone could only be Ian. 

The thought of threatening a wornan to extract information wasn't one that would come naturally to Jamie, but it would to me. Unfortunately, the presence of the t-,vin pillars of Hercules had put a stop to that line of
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thought. The next best idea seemed to be to search the house and grounds for any trace of the boy. Three hundred acres was a fair piece of ground, but if lie was on the propertv, he would likelN, be in or near the bUildings-thc house, the Sugar refincry, or the slave quarters. 

I came out of my thoughts to realize that Gcilie had asked nic a question. "What's that," 

"I said," she repeated patiently, "that ye had a great deal of talent for the licaling when I kiww ye in Scotland; you'll maybe know more now," 

"I expect I might." I looked her over cautiously. Did she want my skill for licrsclf,' She wasn't health\,; a glance at her mottled complexion and the dark ,:irclcs beneath her eyes was enough to show that. But was she actively ill-' 

"Not for nic," she said, seeing in\, look. "Not Just now, anyway. 1'\TC t'o slaves gone sick. Maybe ye'd be so   kind as to look at them,  11

I glanced at Jamie, who gave nic the shadow of a nod. It was a chance to -ct into the slave quarters and look for Ian. 

I saw when we canic in as vc had a bit of trouble wi' vour Sugar press," he said, rising abruptly. He gave Gcilic a cool nod. "Perhaps I shall have a look at it, v,-hilst you and my wifc tend the sick." Without waiting for an answer, lie took off his coat and hung it on the peg by the door. He Went Out by the veranda, rolling up the sleeves of his shirt, sunlight glinting on his hair. 

"A hand\, sort, is he?" Geilic looked after him, amused. "My husband Barnabas was that sort-COUldna keep his hands off an\T kind of ii-iachine. Or off the slave girls, either," she added. "Come along, the sick ones are back o' the kitchen." The kitchen was in a separate small building of its owri, connected to the house by a breczeway covered vvith bloorning jasmine. Walking through it was like floating through a Cloud of perfi-imc, surrounded bv a hL111-1 of bees

10Uc1 enough to be fclt on the skin, like the low drone of a bagpipe. 

"Ever been stung," Gcillis swiped casually at a low-flying fi-irrv bodv, hatting it Out of the air. 

"Now and then." 

"So have I," she said. "An\, number of times, and nothing worse        than a red wclt on my skin to show for it. One of these Nvcc buggers stung      one o' the kitchen slaves last spring, though, and the -wench swelled Lip like  a toad and died, right before in\, evcs!" She glanced at me, eNTcs wide and mocking. "Did woriders for my reputation, I can tell ye. The rest o' the slaves put it about I'd witched the lass; Put a spell on her to kill her for burning the sponge cake. I havcna had so much as a scorched pot, since." Shaking her head, she NNTaved awav another bee. 

While appalled at her callousness, I was somewhat relieved by the storN. Perhaps the other gossip I had heard at the Governor's ball had as little foundation in fact. I paused, looking out through the jasmine's lacy leaves at the cane fields
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below. Jamie was in the clearing by the sugar press, looking up at the gigantic crossbars of the machine while a man I assumed to be the overseer pointed and explained, As I watched, he said something, gesturing, and the overseer nodded emphatically, waving his hands in voluble reply. If I didn't find any trace of Ian in the kitchen quarters, perhaps Jamie would learn something from the o\erseer. Despite Geilie's denials, every instinct I had insisted that the boy was here-somewhere. 

There was no sign of him in the kitchen itself; only three or four women, kneading bread and snapping peas, who looked up curiously as we came through. I caught the eye of one young woman, and nodded and smiled at her; perhaps I would have a chance to come back and talk, later. Her eyes widened in surprise, and she bent her head at once, eyes on the bowl of peapods in her lap. I saw her steal a quick glance at me as we crossed the long room, and noticed that she balanced the bowl in front of the small bulge of an early pregnancy. 

The first sick slave was in a small pantry off the kitchen itself, lying on a pallet laid under shelves stacked high with gauze-wrapped cheeses. The patient, a young man in his twenties, sat up blinking at the sudden ray of light when I opened the door. 

"What's the trouble with him?" I knelt down beside the man and touched his skin. Warm, damp, no apparent fever. He didn't seem in any particular distress, merely blinking sleepily as I examined him. 

"He has a worm." 

I glanced at Geilie in surprise. From what I had seen and heard so far in the islands, I thought it likely that at least three-quartcrs of the black population-and not a few of the whites-suffered from internal parasites. Nasty and debilitating as these could be, though, most were actively threatening only to the very young and the very old. 

"Probably a lot more than one," I said. I pushed the slave gently onto his back and began to palpate his stomach. The spleen was tender and slightly cnlarged-also a common finding herc-but I felt no suspicious masses in the abdomen that might indicate a major intestinal infestation. "He seems moderately healthy; why have you got him in here in the dark?" As though in answer to my question, the slave suddenly wrenched himself away from my hand, let out a piercing scream, and rolled up into a ball. Rolling and unrolling himself like a yo-yo, he reached the wall and began to bang his head against it, still screaming. Then, as suddenly as the fit had come on, it passed off, and the young man sank back onto the pallet, panting heavily and soaked with sweat. 

"Jesus H. Roosevelt Christ," I said. "What was that?" 

"A loa-loa worm," Geilie said, looking amused at my reaction. "They live in the eyeballs, just under the lining. They cross back and forth, from one eye
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to the other, and when they go across the bridge o' the nose, I'm told it's rather painful." She nodded at the slave, still quivering slightly on his pallet. 

"The dark keeps them from moving so much," she explained. "The fellow from Andros who told me about them says ye must catch them when they've just come in one eye, for they're right near the surface, and ye can lift them out with a big darning needle. If ye wait, they go deeper, and yc canna get them." She turned back to the kitchen and shouted for a light. 

"Here, 1, brought the needle, just in case." She groped in the bag at her waist and drew out a square of felt, with a three-inch steel needle thrust through it, which she extended helpfully to me. 

"Are you out of your mind?" I stared at her, appalled. 

"No. Did ye not say ye were a good healer?" she asked reasonably. 

"I am, but-" I glanced at the slave, hesitated, then took the candle one of the kitchenmaids was holding out to me. 

"Bring me some brandy, and a small sharp knife," I said. "Dip the knifeand the needlc-in the brandy, then hold the tip in a flame for a moment. Let it cool, but don't touch it." As I spoke, I was gently pulling up one eyelid. The man's eye looked up at me, an oddly irregular, blotched brown iris in a bloodshot sclcra the yellow of heavy cream. I searched carefully, bringing the candle flame close enough to shrink the pupil, then drawing it away, but saw nothing there. 

I tried the other eye, and nearly dropped the candle. Sure enough, there was a small, transparent filament, moving under the conjunctiva. I gagged slightly at the sight, but controlled myself, and reached for the freshly sterilized knife, still holding back the eyelid. 

"Take him by the shoulders," I said to Geilie. "Don't let him move, or I may blind him." The surgery itself was horrifying to contemplate, but surprisingly simple to perform. I made one quick, small incision along the inside corner of the conjunctiva, lifted it slightly with the tip of the needle, and as the worm undulated lazily across the open field, I slipped the tip of the needle under the body and drew it out, neat as a loop of yarn. Repressing a shudder of distaste, I flicked the worm away. It hit the wall with a tiny wet splat! and vanished in the shadows under the cheese. There was no blood; after a brief debate with myself, I decided to leave it

to the man's own tear ducts to irrigate the incision. That would have to be left to heal by itself; I had no fine sutures, and the wound was small enough not to need more than a stitch or two in any case. 

1 tied a clean pad of cloth over the closed eye with a bandage round the head, and sat back, reasonably pleased with my first foray into tropical medicine. 

"I-ine," I said, pushing back my hair. "Where's the other one?" The next patient was in a shed outside the kitchen, dead. I squatted next
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to the body, that of a middle-aged man with grizzled hair, fccling both pity and outrage. The cause of death was more than obvious: a strangulated hernia. The loop of twisted, gangrenous bowel protruded from one side of the belly, the stretched skin over it already tinged with green, though the body itself was still nearly as warm as life. An expression of agony was fixed on the broad features, and the limbs were still contorted, giving an unfortunately accurate witness to just what sort of death it had been. 

"Why did you wait?" I stood up, glaring at Geilie. "For God's sake, you kept me drinking tea and chatting, while this was going on? He's been dead less than an hour, but he must have been in trouble a long time since-days! Why didn't you bring me out here at once?" 

"He seemed pretty far gone this morning," she said, not at all disturbed by my agitation. She shrugged. "I've seen them so before; I didna think you could do anything much. It didna seem worth hurrying." 

I choked back further recrimination. She was right; I could have operated, had I come sooner, but the chances of it doing any good were slim to nonexistent. The hernia repair was something I might have managed, even with such difficult conditions; after all, that was nothing more than pushing back the bowel protrusion and pulling the ruptured layers of abdominal muscle back together with sutures; infection was the only real danger. But once the loop of escaped intestine had twisted, so that the blood supply was cut off and the contents began to putrefy, the man was doomed. 

But to allow the man to die here in this stuffy shed, alone . . . well, perhaps he would not have found the presence of one white woman more or less a comfort, in any case. Still, I felt an obscure sense of failure; the same I always fclt in the presence of death. I wiped my hands slowly on a brandysoaked cloth, mastcring my feelings. 

One to the good, one to the bad-and Ian still to be found. 

"Since I'm here now, perhaps I'd best have a look at the rest of your slaves," I suggested. 

"An ounce of prevention, you know." 

"Oh, thcv're well enough." Geilie waved a careless hand. "Still, if ye want to take the time, you're welcome. Later, though; I've a visitor coming this afternoon, and I want to talk more with ye, first. Come back to the house, now-someone will take care o' this." A brief nod disposed of "this," the slave's contorted body. She linked her arm in mine, urging me out of the shed and back toward the kitchen with soft thrustings of her weight. In the kitchen, I detached myself, motioning toward the pregnant slave, now on her hands and knees, scrubbing the hearthstones. 

"You go along; I want to have a quick look at this girl. She looks a bit toxic to me-you don't want her to miscarry." 

Geilie gave me a curious glance, but then shrugged. 

"She's foaled twice with no trouble, but you're the doctor. Aye, if that's
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your notion of fun, go ahead. Don't take too long, though; that parson said he'd come at four o'clock." 

I made some pretense of examining the bewildered woman, until Gcilic's draperies had disappeared into the breezeway. 

"Look," I said. "I'm looking for a voting wliitc bov named Ian; I'm his aunt. Do you know where he might be"' 

The girl-shc couldn't be more than seventeen or eighteen-lookcd startlcd. She blinked, and darted a glance at one of the older Nvomcn, who had quit her own work and come across the room to see what was going on. 

"No, ma'am," the older woman said, shaking her head. "No white boys here. None at all." 

"No, ma'am," the girl obediently echoed. "We don' knoNv nothin' 'bout your boy." But she hadn't said that at first, and her eyes wouldn't meet mine. 

The older woman had been joined now by the other two kitchcrimaids, coming to buttress her. I was surrounded by an impenetrable wall of bland ignorance, and no way to break through it. At the same time, I was aware of a current running among the women-a feeling of mutual warning; of wariness and secrecy. It might be only the natural reaction to the sudden appearance of a white stranger in their domain-or it might be something more. I couldn't take longer; Geilie would be coming back to look for me. I fumbled quickly in my pocket, and pulled out a silver florin, which I pressed into the girl's hand. 

"If you should see Ian, tell him that his uncle is here to find him." Not waiting for an answer, I turned and hurried out of the kitchen. 

I glanced down toward the sugar mill as I passed through the breezeway. The sugar press stood abandoned, the oxen grazing placidly in the long grass at the edge of the clearing. There was no sign of Jamie or the overseer; had he come back to the house? 

I came through the French windows into the salon, and stopped short. Gellie sat in her wicker chair, Jamie's coat across the arm, and the photographs of Brianna spread over her lap. She heard my step and looked up, one pale brow arched over an acid smile. 

"What a pretty lassie, to be sure. What's her name," 

"Brianna." My lips felt stiff. I walked slowly toward her, fighting the urge to snatch the pictures from her hands and run. 

"Looks a great deal like her father, doesn't she? I thought she seemed familiar, that tall red-haired lass I saw that night on Craigh na Dun. He is her father, no?" She inclined her head toward the door where Jamie had vanishcd. 

"Yes. Give them to me." It made no difference; she had seen the pictures already. Still, I couldn't stand to see her thick vvhitc fingers cupping Brianna's face. 
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Her mouth twitched as though she meant to refuse, but she tapped them neatlv into a square and handed them to me without demur. I held them against rn chest for a moment, not knowing what to do with them, then thrust them back into the pocket of iny skirt. 

"Sit yc down, Claire. The coffee's come." She nodded toward the small table, and the chair alongside. Her eyes followed me as I moved to it, alive with calculation. She gestured for me to pour the coffee for both of us, and took her own cup without words. We sipped silently for a few moments. The cup trembled in my hands, spilling hot liquid across my xvrist. I Put it down, wiping my hand on my skirt, wondering in some dim recess of my mind why I should be afraid. 

"Twice," she said suddenly. She looked at me with something akin to awe. "Sweet Christ Jesus, yc went through tivice! Or no-three times, it must have been, for here yc arc now." She shook her head, marveling, never taking her bright green eyes from my face. 

"How?" she asked. "HONNT     could ve do it so many times, and live?" 

"I don't know . ' 'I saw the look of hard skepticism flash across her face, and answered it, defensively. "I don't! 1 just-went." 

"Was it not the same for you?" The green eyes had narrowed into slits of concentration. 

"What was it like, there between? Did ve not feel the terror? And the noise, fit to split your skull and Spill your brains"' 

"Yes, it was like that." I didn't want to talk to about it; didn't cvcn like to think of the timepassage. I had blocked it deliberately from my mind, the roar of death and dissolution and the voices of chaos that urged me to join them. 

"Did vc have blood to protect you, or stones, I wouldna think vc'd the nerve for blood-but mavbe I'm wrong, For surelv ve're stronger than I thought, to have done it three times, and lived through it." 

"Blood?" I shook my head, confused. "No. Nothing, I told you-I . . . went. That's all." Then I remembered the night she had gone through the stones in 1968; the blaze of fire on Craigh na Dun, and the twisted, blackened shape in the center of that fire. "Greg Edgars," I said. The name of her first husband. "You didn't just kill him because he found you and tried to stop you, did you? He was-" 

"The blood, aye." She was watching me, intent. "I didna think it could be done at all, the crossing-not without the blood." She sounded faintly amazed. "The auld oncs-they always used the blood. That and the fire. They built great wicker cages, filled wi' their captives, and set them alight in the circles. I thought that was how they opened the passage." My hands and my lips felt cold, and I picked up the cup to Xv      arm them. Where in the name of God was Jamie? 

"And ve didna use stones, either?" 
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1 shook my head. "What stones?" 

She looked at me for a moment, debating whether to tell me. Her little pink tongue flicked over her lip, and then she nodded, deciding. With a small grunt, she heaved herself up from the chair and went toward the great hearth at the far end of the room, beckoning me to follow. 

She knelt, with surprising grace for one of her figure, and pressed a greenish stone set into the mantelpiece, a foot or so above the hearth. It moved slightly, and there was a soft click! 

as one of the hearth slates rose smoothly out of its mortared setting. 

"Spring mechanism," Geilic explained, lifting the slate carefully and setting it aside. "A Danish fellow named Leivcn from St. Croix made it for Inc. " 

She reached into the cavity beneath and drew out a wooden box, about a foot long. There were pale brown stains on the smooth wood, and it looked swollen and split, as though it had been immersed in seawater at some time. I bit my lip hard at its appearance, and hoped my face didn't give anything away. If I had had any doubts about Ian being here, thev had vanished-for here, unless I was very much mistaken, was the silkies' treasure. Fortunately, Geilie wasn't looking at me, but at the box. 

"I learned about the stones from an Indian-not a red Indian, a Hindoo from Calcutta," she explained. "He came to me, looking for thornapple, and he told me about how to make medicines from the gemstones." 

I looked over my shoulder for Jamie, but there was no sign of him. Where the hell was he? 

Had he found Ian, somewhere on the plantation,' 

"Ye can get the powdered stones from a London apothecary," she was saying, frowning slightly as she pushed at the sliding lid. "But they're mostIN poor quality, and the bbasmas doesn't work so well. Best to have a stone at least of the second quality-what they call a nagina stone. That's a goodishsized stone that's been polished. A stone of the first quality is faceted, and unflaNved for preference, but most folk canna afford to burn those to ash. The ashes of the stone arc the bhasmas," she explained, turning to look up at me. "That's what ye use in the medicines. Here, can ye pry this damn thing loose? It's been spoilt in seawater, and the locking bit swells whenever the wcathcr's damp-which it is all the time, this season of the yearl" she added, making a face over her shoulder at the clouds rolling in over the bay, far below. 

She thrust the box into my hands and rose heavily to her feet, grunting with the effort. It was a Chinese puzzle-box, I saw; a fairly simple one, with a small sliding panel that unlocked the main lid. The problem was that the smaller panel had swollen, sticking in its slot. 

"It's bad luck to break one," Geilic observed, watching my attempts. "Else I'd just smash the thing and be done with it. Here, maybe this will
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help." She produced a small mother-of-pearl penknife from the recesses of her gown and handed it to me, then went to the window ledge and rang another of her silver bells. I pried gently upward with the blade of the knife. I felt it catch in the wood, and wiggled it gingerly. Little by little, the small rectangle of wood edged out of its place, until I could get hold of it between thumb and forefinger and pull it all the way loosc. 

"There you go," I said, handing her back the box with some reluctance. It felt heavy, and there was an unmistakable metallic chinking as I tilted it. "Thanks." As she took it, the black servingmaid came in through the far

door. Geilie turned to order the girl to bring a tray of fresh tarts, and I saw that she had slipped the box between the folds of her skirts, hiding it. "Nosy creatures," she said, frowning toward the departing maid's back as

the girl passed through the door. "One of the difficulties wi' slaves; it's hard to have secrets." She put the box on the table, and pushed at the top; with a small, sharp skreek! of protest, the lid slid back. 

She reached into the box and drew out her closed hand. She smiled mischievously at me, saying, "Little Jackie Horner sat in the corner, eating her Christmas pie. She put in her thumb, and pulled out a plum"-shc opened her hand with a flourish-"and said 'What a good girl am P' " 

I had been expecting them, of course, but had no difficulty in looking impressed anyway. The reality of a gem is both more immediate and more startling than its description. Six or seven of them flashed and glimmered in her palm, flaming fire and frozen ice, the gleam of blue water in the sun, and a great gold stone like the eye of a lurking tiger. Without meaning to, I drew near enough to look down into the well of her hand, staring with fascination. "Big enough," Jamie had described them as being, with a characteristic Scottish talent for understatement. Well, smaller than a breadbox, I supposed. 

"I got them for the money, to start," Geilie was saying, prodding the stones with satisfaction. "Because they were easier to carry than a great weight of gold or silver, I mean; I didna think then what other use they might have." 

"What, as bhasmas?" The idea of burning any of those glowing things to ash seemed a sacrilege. 

"Oh, no, not these." Her hand closed on the stones, dipped into her pocket, and back into the box for more. A small shower of liquid fire dropped into her pocket, and she patted it affectionately. "No, I've a lot o' the smaller stones for that. These are for something else." She eyed me speculatively, then jerked her head toward the door at the end of the room. 

"Come along up to my workroom," she said. "I've a few things there you'll maybe be interested to see." 
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"Interested" was putting it mildly, I thought. 

It was a long, light-filled room, with a counter down one side. Bunches of drying herbs hung from hooks overhead and lay on gauzc-covered drying racks along the inner wall. Drawerccl cabinets and cupboards covered the rest of the wall space, and there was a small glass-fronted bookcase at the end of the room. 

The room gave me a mild sense of d6jA-vu; after a moment, I realized that it was because it strongly resembled Geilie's workroom in the village of Cranesmuir, in the house of her first husband-no, second, I corrected myself, remember the flaming body of Greg Edgars. 

"How many times have you been married?" I asked curiously. She had begun building her fortune with her second husband, procurator fiscal of the district where they lived, forging his signature in order to divert money to her own use, and then murdering him. Successful with this modus operandi, I imagined she had tried it again; she was a creature of habit, was Geilic Duncan. 

She paused a moment to count up. "Oh, five, I think. Since I came here," she added casually. 

"Five?" I said, a little faintly. Not just a habit, it seemed; a positive addiction. 

"A verra unhealthy atmosphere for Englishmen it is in the tropics," she said, and smiled slyly at me. "Fevers, ulcers, festering stomachs; any little thing will carry them off." She had evidently been mindful of her oral hygiene; her teeth were still very good. She reached out and lightly caressed a small bottle that stood on the lowest shelf. It wasn't labeled, but I had seen crude white arsenic before. On the whole, I was glad I hadn't taken any food. 

"Oh, you'll be interested in this," she said, spying a jar on an upper shelf. Grunting slightly as she stood on tiptoe, she reached it down and handed it

to me. 

It contained a very coarse powder, evidently a mixture of several substances, brown, yellow, and black, flecked with shreds of a semitranslucent material. 

"What's this?" 

"Zombie poison," she said, and laughed. "I thought ye'd like to see." "Oh?" I said coldly. "I thought you told me there was no such thing." "No," she corrected, still smiling. "I told ve Hercule wasn't dead; and

he's not." She took the jar from me and replaced it on the shelf. "But there's no denying that he's a good bit more manageable if he's had a dose of this stuff once a week, mixed with his grain." 

"What the hell is it?" 

She shrugged, ofthandcd. "A bit of this and a bit of that. The main thing secins to be a kind of fish-a little square thing wi' spots; vcrra funnN -
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looking. Ye take the skin and dry it, and the liver as well. But there are a few other things ye put in with it-I wish I kent what," she added. 

"You don't know what's in it?" I stared at her. "Didn't you make it?" "No. I had a cook," Geilie said, "or at least they sold him to me as a cook, but damned if I'd feel safe eating a thing he turned out of the kitchen, the sly black devil. He was a houngan, though." 

"A what?" 

"Houngan is what the blacks call one of their medicine -priests; though to be quite right about it, I believe Ishmael said his sort of black called him an oniseegun, or somesuch." 

"Ishmael, hm?" I licked my dry lips. "Did he come with that name?" "Oh, no. He had some heathen name wi' six syllables, and the man who sold him called him jimmy'-the auctioneers call all the bucks Jimmy. I named him Ishmael, because of the story the seller told me about him." 

Ishmael had been taken from a barracoon on the Gold Coast of Africa, one of a shipment of six hundred slaves from the villages of Nigeria and Ghana, stowed between decks of the slave ship Persephone, bound for Antigua. Coming through the Caicos Passage, the Persephone had run into a sudden squall, and been run aground on Hogsty Reef, off the island of Great Inagua. The ship had broken up, with barely time for the crew to escape in the ship's boats. 

The slaves, chained and helpless bctweendecks, had all drowned. All but one man who had earlier been taken from the hold to assist as a galley mate, both messboys having died of the pox cn route from Africa. This man, lcft behind by the ship's crew, had nonetheless survived the wreck by clinging to a cask of spirits, which floated ashore on Great Inagua two days later. 

The fishermen who discovered the castaway were more interested in his means of salvation than in the slave himself. Breaking open the cask, however, they were shocked and appalled to find inside the body of a man, somewhat imperfectly preserved by the spirits in which he had been soaking. 

"I wonder if they drank the cr&me de menthe anyway," I murmured, having observed for myself that Mr. Overholt's assessment of the alcoholic affinities of sailors was largely correct. 

"I daresay," said Gcilie, mildly annoyed at having her story interrupted. "In any case, when I heard of it, I named him Ishmael straight off. Because of the floating coffin, aye?" 

"Very clever," I congratulated her. "Er . . . did they find out who the man in the cask was?" 

"I don't think so." She shrugged carelessly. "The), gave him to the Governor of Jamaica, who had him put in a glass case, wi' fresh spirits, as a curiosity." 

"What?" I said incredulously. 

"Well, not so much the man himself, but some odd fungi that were grow-PDF Transform
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ing on him," Geilie explained. "The Governor's got a passion for such things. The old Governor, I mean; I hear there's a new one, now." 

"Quite," I said, feeling a bit queasy. I thought the ex-governor was more likely to quali, as a curiosity than the dead man, on the whole. 

Her back was turned, as she pulled out drawers and rummaged through them. I took a deep breath, hoping to keep my voice casual. 

"This Ishmael sounds an interesting sort; do you still have him?" "No," she said indifferently. "The black bastard ran off. He's the one who made the zombie poison for me, though. Wouldn't tell me how, no matter what I did to him," she added, with a short, humorless laugh, and I had a sudden vivid memory of the weals across Ishmael's back. "He said it wasn't proper for women to make medicine, only men could do it. Or the verra auld women, once they'd quit bleeding. Hmph!" 

She snorted, and reached into her pocket, pulling out a handful of stones. "Anyway, that's not what I brought yc up to show ye." 

Carefully, she laid five of the stones in a rough circle on the countertop. Then she took down from a shelf a thick book, bound in worn leather. "Can ye read German?" she asked, opening it carefully. 

"Not much, no," I said. I moved closer, to look over her shoulder. Hexenbammer, it said, in a fine, handwritten script. 

"Witches' Hammer?" I asked. I raised one eyebrow. "Spells? Magic?" The skepticism in my voice must have been obvious, for she glared at me over one shoulder. 

"Look, fool," she said. "Who are vc? Or what, rather?" "What am P" I said, startled. 

"That's right." She turned and leaned against the Counter, studying me through narrowed eyes. "What are ye? Or me, come to that? What are \ve?" I opened my mouth to reply, then closed it again. 

"That's right," she said softly, watching. "It's not everyone can go through the stones, is it? 

Why us   ?11

"I don't know," I said. "And neither do you, I'll be bound. It doesn't mean we're witches, surely!" 

"Doesn't it?" She lifted one brow, and turned several pages of the book. "Some people can leave their bodies and travel miles away," she said, staring meditatively at the page. "Other people see them out wandering, and recognize them, and ve can bloody prove they were really tucked up safe in bed at the time. I've seen the records, all the evewitncss testimony. Some people have stigmata yc can see and touch-I'vc seen one. But not everybody. Only certain people." 

She turned another page. "If cverVone can do it, it's science. If only a few can, then it's witchcraft, or superstition, or whatever you like to call it," she said. "But it's real." She looked up at me, green eyes bright as a snake's over
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the crumbling book. " We're real, ClairC-YOU and me. And special. Have ye never asked yourself why?" 

I had. Any number of times. I had never gotten a reasonable answer to the question, though. Evidently, Geilie thought she had one. 

She turned back to the stones she had laid on the counter, and pointed at them each in turn. "Stones of protection; amethyst, emerald, turquoise, lapis lazuli, and a male ruby." 

"A male ruby?" 

"Pliny says rubies have a sex to them; who am I to argue?" she said impatiently. "The male stones are what ye use, though; the female ones don't work." 

I suppressed the urge to ask precisely how one distinguished the sex of rubies, in favor of asking, "Work for iihat?" 

"For the travel," she said, glancing curiously at me. "Through the stones. They protect ye from the . . . whatever it is, out there." Her eyes grew slightly shadowed at the thought of the timc-passagc, and I realized that she was deathly afraid of it. Little wonder; so was 1. 

"When did ye come? The first time?" Her eyes were intent on mine. "From 1945," 1 said slowly. "I came to 1743, if that's what vou mean." I was reluctant to tell her too much; still, my own CLiriosity,,vas overwhelming. She was right about one thing; she and I were different. I might never again have the chance to talk to another person who knew what she did. For that matter, the longer I could keep her talking, the longer Jamie would have to look for Ian. 

"Hin." She grunted in a satisfied manner. "Near enough. It's two hundred vear, in the Highland tales-when folk fall asleep on fairy duns and end up dancing all night w1' the Auld Folk; it's usually two hundred year later when they come back to their own place." 

"You didn't, though. You came from 1968, but you'd been in Cranesmuir several years before I came there." 

"Five vCars, aye." She nodded, abstracted. "Ave, well, that was the blood." 

"Blood?" "The sacrifice," she said, suddenly impatient. "It gives yc a greater range. And at least a bit of control, so yc have some notion how far ye'rc going. How did ye get to and fro three times, without blood,"' she demanded. 

"I . . . just came." The need to find out as much as I could made me add the little else I knew. "I think-I think it has something to do with being able to fix your mind on a certain pcrson,,N-ho's in the time you go to." Her eyes were nearly round with interest. 

"Really," she said softly. "Think o' that, noxv." She shook her head slowly, thinking. "Hin. That might be so. Still, the stories should work as well; there's patterns yc make, xvi' the different genis, ye ken." 
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She pulled another fistful of shining stones from her pocket and spread them on the wooden surface, pawing through them. 

"The protection stones are the points of the pentacle," she explained, intent on her rummaging, "but inside that, ye lav the pattern ,vi' different stones, depending which way vc mean to go and how far. And ve lav a line of quicksilver bcnvecn them, and fire it when ye speak the spells. And of course ye draw the pentacle wi' diamond dust." 

"Of  course," 1 murmured, fascinated. 

"Smell it?" she asked, looking up for a moment and sniffing. "Ye wouldna think stones had a scent, avc? But they do, when ye grind them to powder." I inhaled deeply, and did seem to find a faint, unfamiliar scent among the

smell of dried herbs. It was a dry scent, pleasant but indescribable-thc scent of gemstones. She held up one stone with a small cry of triumph. 

"This one! This is the one I needed; couldna find one anywhere in the islands, and finally I thought o' the box I'd left in Scotland." The stone she held was a black crystal of some kind; the light from the window passed through it, and yet it glittered like a piece of jet bct-,XT een her white fingers. "What is it?" 

"An adamant; a black diamond. The auld alchemists used them. The books say that to ,vear an adamant brings yc the knowledge of the joy in all things." She laughed, a short, sharp sound, devo          id of her usual girlish charm. "If anything can bring knowledge o' 

joy in that passage through the stones, I want one!" 

Something was beginning to dawn on me, rather belatedly. In defense of my slowness, I can only argue that I was simultaneously listening to Geilie and keeping an ear out for any sign of Jamie returning below. 

"You mean to go back, then?" I asked, as casually as I could. 

"I might." A small smile played around the corners of her mouth. "Now that I've got the things I need. I tell ye, Claire, I Nvouldna risk it, without." She stared at me, shaking her head. "Three times, -,vi' no blood," she murinured. "So it can be done. 

"Well, best we go down noNv," she said, suddenly brisk, sweeping the stones up and dumping them back into her pocket. "The fox will be backFraser is his name, is it no? I thought Clotilda said something else, but the stupid bitch likely got it wrong-11

As we made our way down the long workroom, something small and brown darted across the floor in front of me. Geilie was quick, despite her size; her small foot stamped on the centipede before I could react. 

She watched the half-crushed beast wriggling on the floor for a moment, then stooped and slid a sheet of paper under it. Scooping it up, she decanted the thing thriftily into a glass jar. 

"Yc diiina want to believe in witches and zombies and things that go
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bump in the night?" she said, with a small, sly smile at me. She nodded at the centipede, struggling round and round in frenzied, lopsided circles. "Well, legends arc many-lcgged beasties, aye? But they generally have at least one foot on the truth." She took down a clear brown-glass jug and poured the liquid into the centipede's bottle. The pungent scent of alcohol rose in the air. The centi pedc, washed up by the wave, kicked frantically for a moment, then sank to the bottom of the bottle, legs moving spasmodically. She corked the bottle neatly, and turned to go. 

"You asked me why I thought we can pass through the stories," I said to her back. "Do you know why, Geilie?" She glanced over her shoulder at me. "Why, to change things," she said, sounding surprised. "Why else? Come along; I hear your man down there." Whatever Jamie had been doing, it had been hard work; his shirt was dampened with sweat, and clung to his shoulders. He swung around as we entered the room, and I saw that he had been looking at the wooden puzzlebox that Geilie had left on the table. It was obvious from his expression that I had been correct in my surmise-it was the box he had found on the silkies' isle. 

"I believe I have succeeded in mending your sugar press, mistress," he said, bowing politely to Gcilie. "A matter of a cracked cylinder, which your overseer and I contrived to stuff with wedges. Still, I fear ve may be needing another soon." Geilie quirked her eyebrows, amused. 

"Well, and I'm obliged to ve, Mr. Fraser. Can I not offer ve some refreshment after your labor?" Her hand hovered over the row of bells, but Jamie shook his head, picking up his coat from the sofa. 

"I thank vc, mistress, but I fear we must take our leave. It's quite some way back to Kingston, and we must be on our way, if we mean to reach it before dark." His face went suddenly blank, and I knew he must have felt the pocket of his coat and realized that the photographs were missing. 

He glanced quickly at me, and I gave him a brief nod, touching the side of my skirt where they lay. 

"Thank you for your hospitality," I said, snatching up my hat, and moving toward the door with alacrity. Now that Jamie was back, I vanted nothing so much as to get quickly away from Rose Hall and its owner. Jamie hung back a moment, though. 

"I wondered, Mistress Abernathv-since ve mentioned having lived in Paris for a timewhether yc might   .have bce'n acquainted there ,vi' a gent1cman of rny own acquaintance. Did ye by chance ken the Duke of Sandringham?" 
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She cocked her crcam-blond head at him inquisitively, but as he said no more, she nodded. 

"Aye, I kcnt him. Why?" 

Jamie gave her his most charming smile. "No particular reason, mistress; only a curiosity, ye might say." 

The sky,,vas completely overcast by the time we passed the gate, and it was clear that we weren't going to make it back to Kingston without getting soaked. Under the circumstances, I didn't care. 

"Ye've got Brianna's pictures?" was the first thing Jamie asked, reining up for a moment. 

"Right here." I patted my pocket. "Did you find any sign of Ian?" He glanced back over his shcalder, as though fearing we might be pLirsued. 

"I couldna get anvthing out of the overseer or any o' the slaves-they'rc bonc-scairt of that woman, and I canna say I blame them a bit. But I know where he is." He spoke with considerable satisfaction. 

"Where? Can we sneak back and get him?" I rose slightly in my saddle, looking back; the slates of Rose Hall were all that was visible through the treetops. I would have been most reluctant to set foot on the place again for any reason-cxcept for Ian. 11 Not now." Jamie caught at my bridle, turning the horse's head back to the trail. "I'll need help." 

Under the pretext of finding material to repair the damaged sugar press, Jamie had managed to see most of the plantation within a quarter-milc of the house, including a cluster of slave huts, the stables, a disused drying shed for tobacco, and the building that housed the sugar refinery. Everyplace he went, he suffered no interference beyond curious or hostile glanccs-except near the refinery. 

"That big black bugger who came up onto the porch was sitting on the ground outside," he said. "When I got too close to him, it made the overseer vcrra nervous indeed; he kept calling me away, warning me not to get too close to the fellow." 

"That sounds like a really e-wellcrit idea," I said, shuddering slightly. "Not getting close to him, I mean. But you think he has something to do with Ian? " 

"He was sitting in front of a ,Ace door fixed into the ground, Sassenach.-Jamie guided his horse adroitly around a fallen log in the path. "It must lead to a cellar beneath the refinery." The man had not r;oved an inch, in all the time that Jamie contrived to spend around the refinery. "If Ian's there, that's where he is." 

"I'm fairly sure he's there, all right." I told him quickly the details of mN visit, including my brief conversation with the kitchcnmaids. "But what arc \vc going to do," I concluded. "We can't just leave him there! After all, we
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don't know what GcIllis wants with him, but it can't be innocent, if she wouldn't admit he was there, can it?" 

"Not innocent at all," he agreed, grim-faccd. "The overseer wouldna speak to me of lan, but he told me other things that would curl your hair, if it wasna alrcadv curled up like sheep's wool." He glanced at me, and a halfsmile lit his face, in spite of his obvious perturbation. 

"Judging by the state of your hair, Sasscnach, I should say that it's going to rain vcrra soon now." 

"How observant of vou," I said sarcastically, vain1v trying to tuck in the curls and tendrils that were escaping from under my hat. "The fact that the sky's black as pitch and the air smells like lightning Nvouldn't have a thing to do with vour conclusions, of course." The leaves of the trees all round us were fluttering like tethered butterflies, as the edge of the storm rose toward us tip the slope of the mountain. From the small rise where we stood, I could see the storm clouds sweep in across the bay below, with a dark curtain of rain hanging beneath it like a veil. 

Jamie rose in his saddle, looking over the terrain. To my unpracticcd eye, our surroundings looked like solid, impenetrable jungle, but other possibilities were visible to a man who had lived in the heather for seven years. 

"We'd best find a bit of shelter while we can, Sasscnach," he said. "Follow me. On foot, leading the horses, we I& the narrow path and pressed into the forest, following what Jamie said was a wild pigs' trail. Within a few momerits, he had found what he was looking for; a small stream that cut deep through the forest floor, with a steep bank, overgrown with ferns and dark, glossy bushes, interspersed with stands of slender saplings. 

He set me to gathering ferns, each frond the length of my arm, and by the time I had returned with as manN, as I could carrv, he had the framework of a tidy snug, formed by the arch of the bent saplings, tied to a fallen log, and covered over with branches cut from the nearby bushes. Hastily roofcd with the spread ferns, it was not quite Iv  aterproof, but a great deal better than being caught in the open. Ten minutes later, we were safe inside. There was a moment of absolute quiet as the wind on the edge of the storm passed by us. No birds chartered, no insects sang; they were as well equipped as we NXT ere to predict the rain. A few large drops fcll, splattering on the foliage with an explosive sound like snapping twigs. Then the storm broke. 

Caribbean rainstorms are abrupt and vigorous. None of the misty mousing about of an Edinburgh drizzle. The heavens blacken and split, dropping gallons of water xvithin a minute. For as long as the rain lasts, speech is impossible, and a light fog rises from the ground like steam, vapor raised by the force of the raindrops striking the ground. The rain pelted the ferns above us, and a faint mist filled the green shad-PDF Transform
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ows of our shelter. Benveen the clatter of the rain and the constant thunder that boomed among the hills, it was impossible to talk. 

It Nvasn't cold, but there was a leak overhead, which dripped steadily on my neck. There was no room to move away; Jamie took off his coat and wrapped it around me, then put his arm around me to wait out the storm. In spite of the terrible racket outside, I felt suddenly safe, and peaceful, relieved of the strain of the last few hours, the last few daVs. Ian was as good as found, and nothing could touch us, here. 

I squeezed his free hand; he smiled at me, then bent and kissed me gently. He smelled fresh and earthy, scented with the sap of the branches he had cut and the smell of his own healthy sweat. 

It was nearly over, I thought. We had found Ian, and God willing, would get him back safely, very soon. Axid then what? We would have to leave Jamaica, but there Nvcrc other places, and the world was wide. There were the French colonies of Martinique and Grenada, the Dutch-held island of Eleuthera; perhaps we would even venture as far as the continent-cannibals notwithstanding. So long as I had Jamie, I was not afraid of anything. The rain ceased as abruptly as it had started. Drops fell singly from the shrubs and trees, with a pit-a-pat drip that echoed the ringing left in my cars by the storm's roar. A soft, fresh breeze came up the stream bed, carrying away humidity, lifting the damp curls from my neck with delicious coolness. The birds and the insects began again, quietly, and then in ftill voice, and the air itself seemed to dance with green life. I stirred and sighed, pushing myself upright and shrugging off Jamie's coat. 

"You know, Geilie showed inc a special stone, a black diamond called an adamant," I said. 

"She said it's a stone the alchemists used; it gives a knowledge of the joy in all things. I think there might be one under this spot." Jamie smiled at me. 

"I shouldna be surprised at all, Sassenach," he said. "Here, Nle've water all d 0 11,T n vour face." 

He reached into his coat for a handkerchief, then stopped. "Brianna's Pictures," he said suddenly. 

"Oh, I forgot." I dug in my pocket, and handed him back the pictures. He took them and thumbed rapIdIN        T through them, stopped, then went through them again, more slowly. 

"What's wrong?" I asked, suddenly alarmed. 

"One of them's gone," he said quietly. I fclt an inexpressible feeling of dread begin to grow in the pit of my stomach, and the joy of a moment before began to ebb away. 

"Arc you sure?" 

"I know them as well as I know your face, Sasscnach," he said. "Aye, I'm sure. It's the one of her by the fire.,, 
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I remembered the picture in question well; it showed Brianna as an adult, sitting on a rock, outdoors by a campfire. Her knees were drawn up, her elbows resting on them, and she was looking directly into the camera, but with no knowledge of its presence, her face filled with firelit dreams, her hair blown back away from her face. 

"Geilie must have taken it. She found the pictures in your coat while I was in the kitchen, and I took them away from her. She must have stolen it then." 

"Damn the woman!" Jamie turned sharply to look toward the road, eyes dark with anger. His hand was tight on the remaining photographs. "What does she want with it?" 

"Perhaps it's only curiosity," I said, but the feeling of dread would not go awav. "What could she do with it, after all? She isn't likely to show it to anyone-who would come here?" As though in answer to this question, Jamie's head lifted suddenly, and he grasped my arm in adjuration to be still. Some distance below, a loop of the road was visible through the overgrowth, a thin ribbon of yellowish mud. Along this ribbon came a plodding figure on horseback, a man dressed in black, small and dark as an ant at this distance. Then I remembered what Geilie had said. I'm expecting a visitor. And later, That parson said he'd come atfour o'clock. 

"It's a parson, a minister of some kind," I said. "She said she was expecting him." 

"It's Archie Campbell, is who it is," Jamie said, with some grimness. "What the devil-or perhaps I shouldna use that particular expression, wi' respect to Mistress Duncan." 

"Perhaps he's come to exorcise her," I suggested, with a nervous laugh. "He's his work cut out for him, if so." The angular figure disappeared into the trees, but it was several minutes before Jamie deemed him safely past us. 

"What do you plan to do about Ian? " I asked, once we had made our way back to the path. 

"I'll need help," he answered briskly. "I mean to come up the river with Innes and MacLeod and the rest. There's a landing there, no great distance from the refinery. We'll leave the boat there, go ashore and deal wi' Hercules -and Atlas, too, if he's a mind to be troublesome-break open the cellar, snatch Ian, and make off again. The dark o' the moon's in two days-I wish it could be sooner, but it will likelv take that long to get a suitable boat and what arms we'll need." 

"Using what for money?" I inquired bluntly. The expenditure for new clothes and shoes had taken a substantial portion of Jamie's share of profit from the bat guano. What was lcft would feed us for several weeks, and possibly be sufficient to rent a boat for a day or two, but it ,vouldn't stretch to buying large quantities of weapons. 
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Neither pistols nor swords were manufactured on the island; all weapons were imported from Europe and were in consequence expensive. Jamie himself had Captain Raines's two pistols; the Scots had nothing but their fish knives and the odd cutlass-insufficicnt for an armed raid. 

He grimaced slightly, then glanced at me sidelong. 

"I must ask John for help," he said simply. "Must I not?" I rode silently for a moment, then nodded in acquiescence. 

"I suppose you'll have to." I didn't like it, but it wasn't a question of my liking; it was Ian's life. "One thing, though, Jamie-" 

"Aye, I know," he said, resigned. "Yc mean to come with me, no?" "Yes," I said, smiling. 

"After all, what if Ian's hurt, or sick, or-" 

"Aye, yc can come!" he said, rather testily. "Only do me the one wee favor, Sassenach. Try vcrra hard not to be killed or cut to pieces, aye? It's hard on a man's sen  sibilities." 

"I'll try," I said, circumspectly. And nudging my horse closer to his, rode side by side down toward Kingston, through the dripping trees. 
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The Crocodile's Fire

here was a surprising amount of traffic on the river at night. Lawrence Stern, who had insisted on accompanying the expedition, told me that most of the plantations up in the hills used the

river as their main linkage with Kingston and the harbor; roads were either atrocious or nonexistent, swallowed by lush growth with each new rainy season. 

I had expected the river to be deserted, but we passed two small craft and a barge headed downstream as we tacked laboriously up the broad waterway, under sail. The barge, an immense dark shape stacked high with casks and bales, passed us like a black iceberg, huge, humped, and threatening. The low voices of the slaves poling it carried across the water, talking softly in a foreign tongue. 

"It was kind of ye to come, Lawrence," Jamie said. We had a small, singlemasted open boat, which barely held Jamie, myself, the six Scottish smugglers, and Stern. Despite the crowded quarters, I too was grateftil for Stern's company; he had a stolid, phlegmatic quality about him that was very comforting under the circumstances. 

"Well, I confess to some curiosity," Stern said, flapping the front of his shirt to cool his sweating body. In the dark, all I could see of him was a moving blotch of white. "I have met the lady before, you see." 

"Mrs. Abernathy?" I paused, then asked delicately, "Er . . . what did you think of her?" 

"Oh . . . she was a very pleasant lady; most . . . gracious. 

Dark as it was, I couldn't see his face, but his voice held an odd note, halfpleased, halfembarrassed, that told me he had found the widow Abernathy quite attractive indeed. From which I concluded that Gcilie had wanted something from the naturalist; I had never known her treat a man with any regard, save

for her own ends. 

"Where did you meet her? At her own house?" According to the attendees at the Governor's ball, Mrs. AbcrnathN, seldom or never left her plantation. 

"Yes, at Rose Hall. I had stopped to ask permission to collect a rare type of beetlc-one of the Cucurlioniclae-that I had found near a spring on the plantation. She invited me in, and

. . . made me most welcome." This time
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there was a dcfinitc note of self-satisfaction in his voice. Jamie, handling the tiller next to me, heard it and snorted briefly. 

"What did she want of vc?" he asked, no doubt having formed conclusions similar to mine about Geilie's Motiv  es and behavior. 

"Oh, she was most gratiAingly interested in the specimens of flora and fauna I had collected on the island; she asked me about the locations and virtues of several different herbs. Ah, and about the other places I had been. She was particularly interested in my stories of Hispaniola." He sighed, momentarily regretful. "It is difficult to believe that such a lovely woman might engage in such reprehensible behavior as you describe, James." 

"Lovely, ayc?" Jamie's voice was dryly amused. "A bit smitten, were ye, Lawrence?" Lawrence's voice echoed Jamie's smile. "There is a sort of carnivorous fly I have observed, friend James. The male fly, choosing a female to court, takes pains to bring her a bit of meat or other prey, tidily wrapped in a small silk package. While the female is engaged in unwrapping her tidbit, he leaps upon her, performs his copulatory duties, and hastens away. For if she should finish her meal before he has finished his own activities, or should he be so careless as not to bring her a tasty prcscnt-she cats him." There was a soft laugh in the darkness. "No, it was an interesting experience, but I think I shall not call upon Mrs. Abernathy again." 

"Not if we're lucky about it, no," Jamie agreed. 

The men I& me by the riverbank to mind the boat, and melted into the darkness, with instructions from Jamie to stay put. I had a primed pistol, given to me with the stern injunction not to shoot myself in the foot. The weight of it was comforting, but as the minutes dragged by in black silence, I found the dark and the solitude more and more oppressive. 

From where I stood, I could see the house, a dark oblong with only the lower three windows lighted; that would be the salon, I thought, and wondcrcd why there was no sign of any activity by the slaves. As I watched, though, I saw a shadow cross one of the lighted windows, and my heart I.umpcd into my throat. 

It wasn't Geilie's shadow, by any conceivable stretch of the imagination. It was tall, thin, and gawki, angular. 

I looked Nvildly around, wanting to call out; but it was too late. The men were all out of earshot, headed for the refinery. I hesitated for a moment, but there was really nothing else to do. I kiltcd up my skirts and stepped into the dark. 

By the time I stepped onto the veranda, I was damp with perspiration, and Mv heart was beating loudly enough to drown out all other sounds. I edged
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silently next to the nearest window, trying to peer in without being seen from within. Everything was quiet and orderly within. There was a small fire on the hearth, and the glow of the flames gleamed on the polished floor. Gcilie's roscwood secretary was unfolded, the desk shelf covered with piles of handwritten papers and what looked like verv old books. I couldn't see anyone inside, but I couldn't see the whole room, either. My skin pricklcd with imagination, thinking of the dead-eyed Hercules, silently stalking me in the dark. I edged farther down the veranda, looking over my shoulder with every other step. 

There was an odd sense of desertion about the place this evening. There were none of the subdued voices of slaves that had attended my earlier visit, muttering to one another as they went about their tasks. But that might mean nothing, I told myself. Most of the slaves would stop work and go to their own quarters at sundown. Still, ought there not to be house servants, to tend the fire and fetch food from the kitchen? 

The front door stood open. Spilled petals from the yellow rose lay across the doorstep, glowing like ancient gold coins in the faint light from the entryway. I paused, listening. I thought I heard a faint rustle from inside the salon, as of someone turning the pages of a book, but I couldn't be sure. Taking my courage in both hands, I stepped across the threshold. 

The feeling of desertion was more pronounced in here. There were unmistakable signs of neglect visible; a vase of wilted flowers on the polished surface of a chest, a teacup and saucer left to sit on an occasional table, the dregs dried to a brown stain in the bottom of the cup. Where the hell was everybody,' 

I stopped at the door into the salon and listened again. I heard the quiet crackle of the fire, and again, that soft rustle, as of turning pages. By poking my head around the jamb, I could just see that there was someone seated in front of the secretary now. Someone undeniably male, tall and thin-shouldercd, dark head bent over something before him. 

"Ian!" I hissed, as loudly as I dared. "Ian!" 

The figure started, pushed back the chair, and stood up quickly, blinking toward the shadows. 

"Jesus!" I said. 

"Mrs. Malcolm"' said the Reverend Archibald Campbell, astonished. I swallowed, trying to force my heart down out of in\    Tthroat. The Reverend looked nearly as startled as 1, but it lasted only a moment. Then his features hardened, and he took a step toward the door. 

"What are you doing here?" he demanded. 

"I'm looking for mN   Thusband's nephe,v," I said; there was no point in lying, and perhaps he knew where Ian was. I glanced quickly round the
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French doors opening onto the veranda. I thought I could get out without his catching me, but then what? Having him chase me through the grounds would be worse than keeping hin-i talking in here. 

I looked back at the Reverend, who was scowling at i-nc in disbelief, and then what I had seen on the terrace registered in my mind's eye, and I jcrkcd my head back around, staring. 

I had seen it. There was a large white pelican perched on the veranda railing, head turned back, beak buried comfortably in its feathers. Ping An's plumage glinted silver against the night in the dim light from the doorway. 

"What is it?" Reverend Campbell demanded. "Who is it, Who's out there?" 

"just a bird," I said, turning back to him. My heart was beating in a jerky rhythm. Mr. Willoughby must surely be nearby. Pelicans were common, near the mouths of rivers, near the shore, but I had never seen one so far inland. But if Mr. Willoughby was in fact lurking nearby, what ought I to do about it? 

"I doubt very much that your husband is in Kingston," the Reverend was saving, narrowed eyes fixed on me with suspicion. "However, if he is, he will presumably be coming here, to retrieve you." 

"Oh, no!" I said. 

"No," I repeated, with as much assurance as I could manage. "Jamie isn't coming here. I came by myself, to visit Geillis-Mrs. Abernathv. My husband isn't expecting me back until next month." 

He didn't believe me, but there was nothing he could do about it, either. His mouth pursed up in a tiny rosette, then unpuckered enough to ask, "So you are staying here?" 

"Yes," I said, pleased that I knew enough about the geography of the place to pretend to be a guest. If the servants ,N,crc gmnc, there was no one to sav I Nv asn't, after all. He stood still, regarding me narrowly for a long moment. Then his jaw tightened and lie nodded grLidginglN. 

"Indeed. Then I suppose yc'11 have some notion as to where our hostess has taken herself, and when she proposes to return,"' 

I was beginning to have a rather unsettling notion of whcrc-if not exactly jvhen--Geillis Abernathy might have gone, but the Reverend Campbell didn't seem the proper person with whom to       share it. 

11 No, I'm afraid not," I said. "I . . . ah, I've been out visiting since yesterday, at the neighboring plantation. Just came back this minute." The Rcvcrcrid eyed me closely, but I was in fact wearing a riding habitbecause it was the only decent set of clothes   I owned, besides the violet ball dress and two wash-MUSlin go,,viis-and my story passed unchallenged. 

"I see," lie said. "Minplim. Well, then." He fidgeted restlessly, his big
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bony hands clenching and unclenching themselves, as though he were not certain what to do with them. 

"Don't let me disturb you," I said, with a charming smile and a nod at the desk. "I'm sure you must have important work to do." 

He pursed his lips again, in that objectionable way that made him look like an owl contemplating a juicy mouse. "The work has been completed. I was only preparing copies of some documents that Mrs. Abernathy had requested." 

"How interesting," I said automatically, thinking that with luck, after a few moments' 

small talk, I could escape under the pretext of retiring to my theoretical room-all the firstfloor rooms opened onto the veranda, and it would be a simple matter to slip off into the night to meet Jamie. 

"Perhaps you share our hostess's-and my own-interest in Scottish history and scholarship?" His gaze had sharpened, and with a sinking heart I recognized the fanatical gleam of the passionate researcher in his eyes. I knew it well. 

"Well, it's very interesting, I'm sure," I said, edging toward the door, "but I must say, I really don't know very much about-" I caught sight of the top sheet on his pile of documents, and stopped dead. 

It was a genealogy chart. I had seen plenty of those, living with Frank, but I recognized this particular one. It was a chart of the Fraser family-the bloody thing was even headed

"Fraser of Lovat"-beginning somewhere around the 1400s, so far as I could see, and running down to the present. I could see Simon, the late-and not so lamented, in some quarters-Jacobite lord, who had been executed for his part in Charles Stuart's Rising, and his descendants, whose names I recognized. And down in one corner, with the sort of notation indicating illegitimacy, was Brian Fraser-Jamie's father. And beneath him, written in a precise black hand, James A. Fraser. 

I felt a chill ripple up my back. The Reverend had noticed my reaction, and was watching with a sort of dry amusement. 

"Yes, it is interesting that it should be the Frasers, isn't it?" 

"That . . . what should be the Frasers?" 1 said. Despite myself, I moved slowly toward the desk. 

"The subject of the prophecy, of course," he said, looking faintly surprised. "Do ye not know of it? But perhaps, your husband being an illegitimate descendant r . ." 

"I don't know of it, no." 

"Ali." The Reverend was beginning to enjoy himself, seizing the opportunitv to inform me. 

"I thought perhaps Mrs. Abornatliv had spoken of it to you; she being so interested as to have written to me in Edinburgh regarding the matter." He thumbed through the stack, extracting one paper that appeared to be written in Gaelic. 

"This is the original language of the prophecy," he said, shoving Exhibit
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A under my nose. "By the Brahan Seer; you'll have heard of the Brahan Seer, surely?" His tone held Out little hope, but in fact, I had heard of the Brahan Seer, a sixtecrith-century prophet along the lines of a Scottish Nostradamus. "I have. It's a prophecy concerning the Frasers?" 

"The Frasers of Lovat, aye. The language is poetic, as I pointed out to Mistress Abernathy, but the meaning is clear enough." He was gathering enthusiasm as he went along, notwithstanding his suspicions of me. "The prophecy states that a new ruler of Scotland will spring from Lovat's lineage. This is to come to pass following the eclipse of 'the kings of the white rose'a clear reference to the Papist Stuarts, of course." He nodded at the white roses woven into the carpet. "There arc somewhat more cryptic references included in the prophecy, of course; the time in which this ruler will appear, and whether it is to be a king or a quecn-there is some difficulty in interpretation, owing to mishandling of the original . 

. ." 

He went on, but I wasn't listening. If I had had any doubt about where Gcilie had gone, it was fast disappearing. Obsessed with the rulers of Scotland, she had spent the better part of ten years in working for the restoration of a Stuart Throne. That attempt had failed most definitively at Culloden, and she had then expressed nothing but contempt for all extant Stuarts. And little wonder, if she thought she knew what was coming next. But where would she go? Back to Scotland, perhaps, to involve herself with Lovat's heir? 

No, she was thinking of making the leap through time again; that much was clear from her conversation with me. She was preparing herself, gathering her rcsourccs-retricving the treasure from the silkies' isle -and completing her researches. 

I stated at the paper in a kind of fascinated horror. The genealogy, of course, was only recorded to the present. Did Gellie know who Lovat's descendants would be, in the future? 

I looked up to ask the Reverend Campbell a question, but the words froze on my lips. Standing in the door to the veranda was Mr. Willoughby. 

The little Chinese had evidently been having a rough time; his silk pajamas were torn and stained, and his round face was beginning to show the hollows of hunger and fatigue. His eyes passed over me with only a rernote flicker of acknowledgment; all his attention was for the Reverend Campbell. 

"Most holy fella," he said, and his voice held a tone I had never heard in him before; an ugly taunting note. 

The Reverend whirled, so quickly that his elbow knocked against a vase; water and yellow roses cascaded over the roseNvood desk, soaking the papers. The Reverend gave a cry of rage, and snatched the papers from the flood, shaking them frantically to remove the water before the ink should run. 

"See what ye've done, ye Nvicked, murdering heathen!" 

Mr. Willoughbv laughed. Not his usual high giggle, but a low chuckle. It didn't sound at all amused. 
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"I murdering?" He shook his head slowly back and forth, eyes fixed on the Reverend. "Not me, holy fclla. Is you, murderer." 

"Begone, fcllow," Campbell said coldly. "You should know better than to enter a lady's house." 

"I know you." The Chinaman's voice was low and even, his gaze unwavering. "I see vou. See vou in red room, with the woman who laughs. See you too with stinking whores, in Scotland." Very slowly, he lifted his hand to his throat and drew it across, precise as a blade. "You kill pretty often, holy fella, I think." 

The Reverend Campbell had gone pale, whether from shock or rage, I couldn't tell. I was pale, too-from fear. I wet my dry lips and forced myself to speak. 

"Mr. Willoughby-" 

"Not Willoughby." He didn't look at me; the correction was almost indifferent. "I am Yi Tien Cho." 

Seeking escape from the present situation, my mind wondered absurdly whether the proper form of address would be Mr. Yi, or Mr. Cho? 

"Get out at once!" The Reverend's paleness came from rage. He advanced on the little Chinese, massive fists clenched. Mr. Willoughby didn't move, seemingly indifferent to the looming minister. 

"Better you leave, First Wife," he said, softly. "Holy fella liking womennot with cock. With knife." 

I wasn't wearing a corset, but felt as though I were. I couldn't get enough breath to form words. 

"Nonsense!" the Reverend said sharply. "I tell you again-get out! Or I shall-" 

"Just stand still, please, Reverend Campbell," I said. Hands shaking, I drew the pistol Jamie had given me out of the pocket of my habit and pointed it at him. Rather to my surprise, he did stand still, staring at me as though I had just grown two heads. I had never held anyone at gunpoint before; the sensation was quite oddly intoxicating, in spite of the way the pistol's barrel wavered. At the same time, I had no real idea what to do. 

"Mr.-" I gave up, and used all his names. "Yi Tien Cho. Did you see the Reverend at the Governor's ball with Mrs. Alcott?" 

"I see him kill her," Yi Tien Cho said flatly. "Better shoot, First Wife." "Don't be ridiculous! 

My dear Mrs. Fraser, surely you cannot believe the word of a savage, who is himself-" The Rev,rend turned toward me, trying for a superior expression, which was rather impaired by the small beads of sweat that had formed at the edge of his receding hairline. 

"But I think I do," I said. "You were there. I saw you. And you were in Edinburgh when the last prostitute was killed there. Nellie Cowden said
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you'd lived in Edinburgh for two years; that's how long the Fiend was killing girls there." The trigger was slippery under my forcfingcr. 

"That's how long he had lived there, too!" The Reverend's face was losing its paleness, becoming more flushed by the moment. He jerked his head toward the Chinese. 

"Will you take the word of the man who betrayed your husband?" "Who.", 

"Him!" The Reverend's exasperation roughened his voice. "It is this xvicked creature who betrayed Fraser to Sir Percival Turner. Sir Percival told me !11

I nearly dropped the gun. Things were happening a lot too fast for me. I hoped desperately that Jamie and his men had found Ian and returned to the river-surely they would come to the house, if I was not at the rendezvous. 

I liftcd the pistol a little, meaning to tell the Reverend to go down the breezeway to the kitchen; locking him in one of the storage pantries was the best thing I could think of to do. 

"I think you'd better-" I began, and then he lunged at me. My finger squeezed the trigger in reflex. Simultaneously, there was a loud report, the weapon kicked in my hand, and a small cloud of black-powdcr smoke rolled past my face, making my eyes water. 

I hadn't hit him. The explosion had startled him, but now his face settled into new lines of satisfaction. Without speaking, he reached into his coat and drew out a chascd-metal case, six inches long. From one end of this protruded a handle of whiw staghorn. With the horrible clarity that attends crisis of all kinds, I noted everything, from the nick in the edge of the blade as he drew it from the case, to the scent of the rose he crushed beneath one foot as he came toward me. 

There was nowhere to run. I braced myself to fight, knowing fight was useless. The fresh scar of the cutlass slash burned on my arm, a reminder of what was corning that made my flesh shrink. There was a flash of blue in the corner of my vision, and a juicv thunk! as though someone had dropped a inclon from some height. The Reverend turned very slowly on one shoe, eyes wide open and quite, quite blank. For that one moment, he looked like Margaret. Then he fell. 

He fell all of a piece, not putting out a hand to save himself. One of the satinwood tables Nvent flying, scattering potpourri and polished stones. The Reverend's head hit the floor at my feet, bounced slightly and lay still. I took one convulsive step back and stood trapped, back against the wall. 

There was a drcadfiil contused depression in his temple. As I watched, his face changed color, fading before iny eves from the red of choler to a pasty white. His chest rose, fell, paused, rose again. His eves were open; so was his mouth. 
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"Tsei-mi is here, First Wife,"' The Chinese was putting the bag that held the stone balls back into his sleeve. 

"Yes, he's hcre-out there." I waved vaguely toward the veranda. "What -he-did you really?" I felt the waves of shock creeping over me and fought them back, closing my eyes and drawing in a breath as deep as I could manage. 

"Was it you?" I said, my eyes still closed. If he ,vas going to cave in my head as well, I didn't want to watch. "Did he tell the truth? Was it \,on who gave away the meeting place at Arbroath to Sir Perci, al,' Who told him about Malcolm, and the printshop?" There was neither answer nor movement, and after a moment, I opened my eyes. He was standing there, watching the Reverend Campbell. Archibald Campbell lay still as death, but was not yet dead. The dark angel

was coming, though; his skin had taken on the faint green tinge I had seen before in dying men. Still, his lungs moved, taking air with a high wheezing sound. 

"It wasn't an Englishman, then," I said. My hands were wet, and I wiped them on my skirt. 

"An English name. Willoughby." 

"Not Willoughby," he said sharply. "I arn Yi Tien Cho!" "Why!" I said, almost shouting. 

"Look at me, damn you! Why?" 

He did look at me then. His eyes were black and round as marbles, but they had lost their shine. 

"In China," he said, "there arc . . . stories. Prophecy. That one day the ghosts will come. Everyone fear ghost." He nodded once, twice, then glanced again at the figure on the floor. 

"I leave China to save my life. Waking up long time-I see ghosts. All round me, ghosts," he said softly. 

"A big ghost comes-horrible white face, most horrible, hair on fire. I think he will cat my soul." His eyes had been fixed on the Reverend; now they rose to my face, remote and still as standing water. 

"I am right, 11 he said simply, and nodded again. He had not shaved his head recently, but the scalp beneath the black fuzz gleamed in the light from the window. 

"He cat mv soul, Tsci-mi. I am no more, Yi Tien Cho." "He saved your life," I said. He nodded once more. 

"I know. Better I die. Better die than be Willoughby. Willoughby! Ptah!" He turned his head and spat. His face contorted, suddenly angry. 

"He talks my words, Tsei-n-ii! He cats my soul!" The fit of anger seemed to pass as quickly as it had come on. He was sweating, though the room was not terribINT warm. He passed a trembling hand over his facc,,,vipng away the moisture

"There is a inan I see in tavern. Ask for Mac-Doo. I am drunk," he said dispassionately. 

"Wanting woman, no woman come with mc-laUgh, saving
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81 4                       Diana Gabaldon

yellow -,vorm, point      ." He waved a hand vaguely toward the front of his trousers. He shook his head, his queue rustling softly against the silk. 

"No matter whatgwao-fticlo; all same to me. I am drunk," he said again. "Ghost-man wants Mac-Doo, ask I am knowing. Say yes, I know MacDoo." He shrugged. "It is not important what I say." 

He was staring at the minister again. I saw the narrow black chest rise slowly, fall . . . rise once more, fall . . . and remain still. There was no sound in the room; the wheezing had stopped. 

"It is a debt," Yi Tien Cho said. He nodded toward the still body. "I am dishonored. I am stranger. But I pay. Your life for mine, First Wife. You tell Tsei-mi." He nodded once more, and turned toward the door. There was a faint rustling of feathers from the dark veranda. On the threshold he turned back. "When I wake on dock, I am thinking ghosts have corne, are all around

me," Yi Tien Cho said softly. His eyes were dark and flat, with no depth to them. "But I am wrong. It is me; I am the ghost." 

There was a stir of breeze at the French windows, and he was gone. The quick soft sound of fclt-shod feet passed down the veranda, followed by the rustle of spread wings, and a soft, plaintive Givaaa! that fadcd into the nightsounds of the plantation. I made it to the sofa before my knees gave way. I bent down and laid my head on my knees, praying that I would not faint. The blood hammered in my cars. I thought I heard a N,,,hecz'ng breath, and jerked up my head in panic, but the ReTcrend Campbell lay quite Still. 

I could not stay in the same room with him. I got up, circling as far around the body as I could get, but before I reached the veranda door, I had changed my inind. All the events of the evening were colliding in my head like the bits of glass in a kaleidoscope. I could not stop now to think, to make sense of it all. But I remembered the Reverend's words, before Yi Tien Cho had come. If there was any clue here to where Gcillis Abernathy had gone, it would be upstairs. I took a candle from the table, lighted it, and made my way through the dark house to the staircase, resisting the urge to look behind me. I felt very cold. 

The workroom was dark, but a faint, eerie violet glo\,v hovered over the far end of the counter. There was an odd burnt smell in the room, that stung the back of my nose and made me sneeze. The faint metallic aftertaste in the back of my throat reminded me of a long-ago chemistry class. 

Quicksilver. Burning mercury. The vapor it gave off was not only eerily beautiful, but highly toxic as well. I snatched out a handkerchief and plastcrcd it over my nose and mouth as I went toward the site of the violet glow. 

The lines of the pentacle had been charred into the wood of the counter. 
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If she had used stories to mark a pattern, she had taken them with her, but she had left something else behind. 

The photograph was heavily singed at the edges, but the center was untouched. My heart gave a thump of shock. I seized the picture, clutching Brianna's face to my chest with a mingled feeling of fury and panic. 

What did she mean by this-this desecration? It couldn't have been meant as a gesture toward me or Jamie, for she could not have expected either of us ever to have seen it. It must be magic-or Gcilic's version of it. I tried frantically to recall our conversation in this roorn; what had she said? She had been curious about how I had traveled through the stoncs-that was the main thing. And what had I said, Only something vague, about fixing my attention on a personyes, that was it-I said I had fixed my attention on a specific person inhabiting the time to which I was drawn. 

I drew a deep breath, and discovered that I was trembling, both 'with delayed reaction from the scene in the salon, and from a dreadful, growing apprehension. It might be only that Geilie had decided to try my technique -if one could clignif, it with such a \vord-as well as her own, and use the image of Brianna as a point of fixation for her travel. Or-I thought of the Reverend's piles of neat, handwritten papers, the careftillN, drawn gencalogics, and thought I might just faint. 

11 One of the Brahan Seer's prophecies," he had said. "Concerning the Frasers of Lovat. Scotland's ruler will come from that lineage." But thanks to Roger Wakefield's researches, I knew-what Geilic almost certainly knew as well, obsessed as she was with Scottish history-that Lovat's direct line had failed in the 1800s. To all visible intents and purposes, that is. There was in fact one survivor of that line living in 1968-Brianna. It took a moment for me to realize that the low, growling sound I heard was coming from my o,,x,ii throat, and a moment more of conscious effort to Unclench my laws. I stuffed the mutilated photograph into the pocket of my skirt and whirled, running for the door as though the workroom were inhabited by demons. I had to find Jamic-nolv. They were not there. The boat floated silently, empty in the shadows of the big cecropia where we had lcft it, but of Jamie and the rest, there was no ;ign at all. One of the cane fields lav a short distance to mv right, between me and the looming rectangle of the refinery beyond. The faint caramel smell of burnt sugar lingered over the field. Then the wind changed, and I smelled the clean, damp scent of moss and wet rocks from the stream, with all the tiny PLIngencics of the water plants intermingled. 
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The stream bank rose sharply here, going up in a mounded ridge that ended at the edge of the cane field. I scrambled up the slope, my palm slipping in soft sticky mud. I shook it off with a mufflcd exclamation of disgust and wiped my hand on my skirt. A thrill of anxiety ran through me. Bloodv hell, where was Jamie? He should have been back long since. Two torches burned by the front gate of Rose Hall, small dots of flickering light at this distance. There was a closer light as well; a glow from the left of the refincrv. Had Jamie and his men met trouble there? I could hear a faint singing from that direction, and see a deeper glow that bespoke a large open fire. It seemed peaceful, but something about the night-or the placemade me very uneasy. 

Suddenly I became aware of another scent, above the tang of watercress and burnt sugar-a strong putrid-swca smell that I recognized at once as the smell of rotten meat. I took a cautious step, and all hell promptly broke loose underfoot. 

It was as though a piece of the night had suddenly detached itself from the rest and sprung into action at about the level of my knees. A very large object exploded into movement close to me, and there was a stunning blow across my lower legs that knocked me off my feet. 

My involuntary shriek coincided with a truly a-,N,fiil sound-a sort of loud, grunting hiss that confirmed my impression that I was in close juxtaposition to something large, alive, and reeking of carrion. I didn't know -,,,,hat it was, but I wanted no part of it. I had"landed very hard on my bottom. I didn't pause to sec what was happening, but flipped over and made off through the mud and leaves on all fours, followed by a repetition of the grunting hiss, only louder, and a scrabbling, sliding sort of rush. Something hit rny foot a glancing blow, and I stumbled to my feet, running. 

I was so panicked that I didn't realize that I suddenly could see, until the man loomed up before me. I crashed into him, and the torch he was carrying dropped to the ground, hissing as it struck the xvct leaves. 

Hands grabbed MN' shoulders, and there were shouts behind me. My face was pressed against a hairless chest with a strong musky smell about it. I regained in\, balance, gasping, and leaned back to look into the face of a tall black slave, who was gaping down at me in perplexed disrnay. 

"Missus, what vou be doin' here?" he said. Before I could answer, though, his attention was distracted from me to what was going on behind me. His grip on my shoulders relaxed, and I turned to see. 

Six men surrounded the beast. Two carried torches, which the\, held aloft to light the other four, dressed only in loin cloths, who cautioustv circled, holding sharpened ,vooden poles at the ready. 

My legs were still stinging and Nvobbly from the blow they had taken; when I saw what had struck me, they nearly gave way again. The thing was
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nearly twelve feet long, with an armored body the size of a runi cask. The great tail whipped suddenly to one side; the man nearest leapt aside, shouting in alarm, and the saurian's head turned, JaNTS opening slightly to emit another hiss. The jaws clicked shut with an audible snap, and I saw the telltale carnassial tooth, jutting Lip from the lower jaw in an expression of grim and Spurious pleasantry. 

"Never smile at a crocodile," I said stupidly. 

"No, ma'am, I surelN, won't"' the slave said, leaving me and edging cantiously toward the scene of action. 

The men with the poles were poking at the beast, evideutiv trving to irritate it. In this endeavor, they appeared to be succeeding. The fat, splaved limbs dug hard into the ground, and the crocodile charged, roaring. It lunged with astonishing speed; the man before it yclped and jumped back, lost his footing on the slippery mud and fell. The man who had collided with me launched himself through the air and landed on the crocodile's back. The men with the torches danced back and forth, yelling encouragement, and one of the pole men, bolder than the others, dashed forward and whacked his pole across the broad, plated head to distract it, while the fallen slave scrabblcd backward, bare heels scooping trenches in the black mud. 

The man on the crocodile's back was groping-with what seemed to me suicidal mania-for the beast's mouth. Getting a hold with one arm about the thick neck, he managed to grab the end of the snout with one hand, and holding the mouth shut, screamed something to his companions. 

Suddenly a figure I hadn't noticed before stepped out of the shadow of the cane. It went down on one knee before the struggling pair, and without hesitation, slipped a rope noose around the lizard's jaws. The shouting rose in a yell of triumph, cut off by a sharp word from the kneeling figure. 

He rose and motioned violcritINI, shouting commands. He Nvasn't speaking English, but his concern   was obvious; the great tail was still free, lashing from side to side with a force that would have felled any man who came within range of it. Seeing the power of that stroke, I could only marvel that my own legs were merely bruised, and not broken. The pole men dashed in closer, in response to the commands of their leader. I could feel the half-pleasant numbness of shock stealing over me, and in that state of unreality, it somehow seemed no Surprise to see that the leader was the man called Ishmael. 

"Hun,e!" he said, ma!'ing violent upward gestures with his palms that made his meaning obvious. Two of the pole men had gotten their poles shoved Linder the belly; a third now mana,:cd a lucky strike past the tossing head, and lodged his pole under the chest. 

"Huipe!" Ishmael said again, and all three threw themselves hard upon
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their poles. With a sticking splat! the reptile flipped over and landed thrashing on its back, its underside a sudden gleaming white in the torchlight. The torchbearers were shouting again; the noise rang in my ears. Then

Ishmael stopped them with a word, his hand thrown out in demand, palm up. I couldn't tell what the word was, but it could as easily have been "Scalpel!" The intonation-and the result-were the same. 

One of the torchbearers hastily tugged the canc-knifc from his loincloth, and slapped it into his leader's hand. Ishmael turned on his heel and in the same movement, drove the point of the knife deep into the crocodile's throat, just where the scales of the jaw joined those of the neck. 

The blood welled black in the torchlight. All the men stepped back then, and stood at a safe distance, watching the dying frenzy of the great reptile with a respect mingled with deep satisfaction. Ishmael straightened, shirt a pale blur against the dark canes; unlike the other men, he was fully dressed, save for bare feet, and a number of small leather bags swung at his belt. 

Owing to some freak of the nervous system, I had kept standing all this time. The increasingly urgent messages from my legs made it through to my brain at this point, and I sat down quite suddenly, my skirts billowing on the muddy ground. 

The movement attracted Ishmael's notice; the narrow head turned in my direction, and his eyes widened. The other men, seeing him, turned also, and a certain amount of incredulous comment in several languages followed. 

I wasn't paying much attention. The crocodile was still breathing, in stertorous, *oubbling gasps. So was 1. My eyes were fixed on the long scaled head, its eve with a slit pupil glowing the greenish gold of tourmaline, its oddly indifferent gaze seeming fixed in turn on me. The crocodile's grin was upside down, but still in place. 

The mud was cool and smooth beneath my check, black as the thick stream that flowed between the lizard's scales. The tone of the questions and comments had changed to concern, but I was no longer listening. 

I hadn't actually lost consciousness; I had a vague impression of jostling bodies and flickering light, and then I was liftcd into the air, clutched tight in someone's arms. They were talking excitedly, but I caught onlV a word now and then. I dimly thought I should tell them to lay me down and cover me with something, but my tongue wasn't working. Leaves brushed my face as my escort ruthlessly shouldered the canes aside; it was like pushing through a cornfield that had no cars, all stalks and rustling leaves. There was no conversation among the men now; the susurrus of our passage drowned even the sound of footsteps. 

By the time we entered the clearing by the slave huts, both sight and wits had returned to me. Bar scrapes and bruises, I wasn't hurt, but I saw no
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point in advertising the fact. I kept my eyes closed and staved limp as I was carried into one of the huts, fighting back panic, and hoping to come up with some sensible plan before I was obliged to wake up officially. 

Where in bloody hell were Jamie and the others? If all went well-or worse, if it didn't-what were theN, going to do when they arrived at the landing place and found me gone, with traces-traces? the place was a bloody xvallow!-of a struggle where I had been? 

And what about friend Ishmael? What in the name of all merciful God was he doing here, I knew one thing-he Nvasn't bloody well cooking. 

There was a good deal of festive noise outside the open door of the hut, and the scent of something alcoholic-not rum, something raw and pungent -floated in, a high note in the fuggy air of the hut, redolent of sweat and boiled yams. I cracked an eye and saw the rcflected glimmer of firelight oil the beaten earth. Shadows moved back and forth in front of the open door; I couldn't leave without being seen. 

There was a general shout of triumph, and all the figures disappeared abruptly, in what I assumed -,vas the direction of the fire. Presumably they were doing something to the crocodile, who had arrived when I did, swinging upside-down from the hunters' poles. I rolled cautiously up onto my knees. Could I steal away while they were occupied with whatever they were doing? If I could make it to the nearest cane field, I was fairly sure thev couldn't find me, but I was by no means so sure that I could find the river again, alone in the pitch-dark. 

Ought I to make for the main house, instead, in hopes of running into Jamie and his rescue party? I shuddered slightly at the thought of the house, and the long, silent black forin on the floor of the salon. But if I didn't go to either house or boat, how was I to find them, on a moonless night black as the Devil's armpit,' 

My planning was interrupted by a shadow in the doorway that momentarily blocked the light. I risked a peek, then sat bolt upright and screamed. The figure came swiftly in and knelt by my pallet. 

"Don' you be makin' that noise, woman," Ishmael said. "It ain't but me. 11

"Right," I said. Cold sweat prickled on my jalv   s and I could fccl my heart pounding like a friphammer. "Knew it all the time." 

They had cut off the crocodile's head and sliced out the tongue and the floor of the mouth. He Nvore the huge, cold-eyed thing like a hat, iis eyes no more than a gleam in the depths beneath the portcullised teeth. The empty lower jaw sagged, fat-jowled and grimly jovial, hiding the lower half of his face. 

"The ,qungun, he didn't hurt     Ton none?" he asked. 

"No," I said. "Thanks to the men. Er . . . vou wouldn't consider taking that off, would you?" 
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He ignored the request and sat back on his heels, evidently considering me. I couldn't see his face, but every line of his body expressed the most profound indecision. 

"Why you bein' here?" he asked at last. 

For lack of any better idea, I told him. He didn't mean to bash me on the head, or he would have done it already, when I collapsed below the cane field. 

"Ah," he said, when I had finished. The reptile's snout dipped slightly toward me as he thought. A drop of moisture fell from the valved nostril onto my bare hand, and I wiped it quickly on my skirt, shuddering. 

"The missus not here tonight," he said, at last, as though wondering whether it was safe to trust me with the information. 

"Yes, I know," I said. I gathered my feet under me, preparing to rise. "Can you-or one of the mcn-take me back to the big tree by the river? My husband will be looking for me," I added pointedly. 

c'Likely she be takin' the boy with her," Ishmael went on, ignoring me. My heart had lifted when he had verified that Geilie was gone; now it fell, with a distinct thud in my chest. 

"She's taken Ian? Why?" 

I couldn't see his face, but the eyes inside the crocodile mask shone with a gleam of something that was partly amuscment-but only partly. 

"Missus likes boys," he said, the malicious tone making his meaning quite clear. 

"Does she," I said flatly. "Do you know when she'll be coming back?" The long, toMthy snout turned suddenly up, but before he could reply, I sensed someone standing behind me, and swung around on the pallet. 

"I know you," she said, a small frown puckering the wide, smooth forehead as she looked down at me. "Do I not?" 

"We've met," I said, trying to swallow the heart that had leapt into my mouth in startlement. "How-how do you do, Miss Campbell?" 

Better than when last seen, evidently, in spite of the fact that her neat wool challis gown had been replaced with a loose smock of coarse white cotton, sashed with a broad, raggedly torn strip of the same, stained dark blue with indigo. Both face and figure had grown more slender, though, and she had lost the pasty, sagging look of too many months spent indoors. 

"I am well, I thank vc, ma'am," she said politely. The pale blue eyes had still that distant, unfocused look to them, and despite the new sun-glow on her skin, it was clear that Miss Margaret Campbell was still not altogether in the here and now. 

This impression was borne out by the fact that she appeared not to have noticed Ishmael's unconventional attire. Or to have noticed Ishmael himself, for that matter. She went on looking at me, a vague interest passing across her snub features. 
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"It is most civil in ye to call upon me, ma'ain," she said. "Might I offer vc refreshment of some kind? A dish of tea, perhaps? We keep no claret, for mv brother holds that strong spirits are a temptation to the lusts of the flesh.;, "I claresay they arc," I said, feeling that I could do with a brisk spot of temptation at the moment. Ishmael had risen, and now bowed deeply to Miss Campbell, the great head slipping prccariousIN. 

"You ready, W?" he asked softly. "The fire is waiting." "Fire," she said. "Yes, of course," and turned to me. 

"Will yc not join me, Mrs. Malcolm?" she asked graciously. "Tea will be served shortly. I do so enjoy looking into a nice fire," she confided, taking my arm as I rose. "Do vou not find yourself sometimes imagining that you see things in the flames" 

"No", and again," I said. I glanced at Ishmael, who was standing in the doorway. His indecision was apparent in his stance, but as Miss Campbell moved inexorably toward him, toxving me after her, he shrugged vcrN slightly, and stepped aside. Outside, a small bonfire burned brightly in the center of the clearing before the row of huts. The crocodile had already been skinned; the raw hide was stretched on a frame near one of the huts, throwing a headless shadow on the wooden wall. Several sharpened sticks were thrust into the ground around the fire, each strung with chunks of ineat, sizzling with an appetizing smell that nonetheless made my stornach clench. 

Perhaps three dozen people, men, women and children, were gathered near the fire, laughing and talking. One man was still singing softly, curled over a battered guitar. Ting As we appeared, one man caught sight of us, and turned sharply, sax i something that sounded like "Hau!" At once, the talk and laughter stopped, and a respectful silence fcll upon the crowd. 

Ishmael valkcd slowly toward them, the crocodile's head grinning in apparent delight. The firelight shone off faces and bodies like polished jet and melted caramel, all with deep black eyes that watched us come. 

There was a small bench near the fire, set on a sort of dais made of stacked planks. This vas evidently the seat of honor, fi)r Miss Campbell made for it directly, and gestured politely for me to sit down next to her. 

I could feel the weight Of CVeS upon me, with expressio,)s ranging from hostility to guarded curiosity, but most of the attention was for Miss Campbell. Glancing covertly around L,ic circle of faces, I was struck by their strangeness. These were the faces of Africa, and alien to me; not faces like Joe's, that bore only the faint stamp of his ancestors, diluted by centuries of European blood. Black or not, Joe Abernathy was a great deal more like me than like these pcoplc-diffcrciit to the inarrow of their bones. 

The man Nvith the guitar had put it aside, and drawn Out a small drum that

PDF Transform

PDF Transform

Y

Y

Y

er

Y

er

B

2


B

2

B

.0

B

.0

A

A

Click here to buy

Click here to buy

w

w

w

w

w . 

w

A B B YY.com

.A B BYY.com

822                        Diana Gabaldon

he set between his knees. The sides were covered with the hidc of some spotted animal; goat, perhaps. He began to tap it softly with the palms of his hands, in a half-halting rhythm like the beating of a heart. 

I glanced at Miss Campbell, sitting tranquil beside me, hands carefully folded in her lap. She was gazing straight ahead, into the leaping flames, with a small, dreaming smile on her lips. 

The swaying crowd of slaves parted, and two little girls came out, carrying a large basket between them. The handle of the basket was twined with white roses, and the lid jerked up and down, agitated by the movements of something inside. 

The girls set the basket at Ishmael's feet, casting a,,ved glances up at his grotesque headdress. He rested a hand on each of their heads, murmured a few words, and then dismissed them, his upraised palms a startling flash of yelloxv-pink, like butterflies rising from the girls' knotted hair. 

The attitude of the spectators had so far been quiet and respectful. It continued so, but now they crowded closer, necks craning to see what would happen next, and the drum began to beat faster, still softly. One of the women was holding a stone bottle, she took one step forward, handed it to Ishmael, and melted back into the crowd. Ishmael took up the bottle of liquor and poured a small amount on the ground, moving carefully in a circle around the basket. The basket, momentarily quiescent, heaved to and fro, evidently disturbed by the movement or the pungent scent of alcohol. A man holding a stick wrapped in rags stepped forward, and held the stick in the bonfire until the rags blazed up, bright red. At a word from Ishmael, he dipped his torch to the ground where the liquor had been poured. There was a collective "Ah!" from the watchers as a ring of flame sprang up, burned blue and died away at once, as quickly as it came. From the basket came a loud "Cock-a-doodlc-dooo!" 

Miss Campbell stirred beside me, eyeing the basket with suspicion. As though the crowing had been a signal-perhaps it was-a flute began to plav, and the humming of the crowd rose to a higher pitch. 

Ishmael came toward the makeshift dais where we sat, holding a red headrag between his hands. This he tied about Margaret's wrist, placing her hand gently back in her lap when he had finished. 

"oh, there is my handkerchief!" she exclaimed, and quite unselfconsciously raised her wrist and wiped her nose. 

No one but me seemed to notice. The attention was on Ishmael, who was standing before the crowd, speaking in a language I didn't recognize. The cock in the basket crowcd again, and the white roses on the handle quivered violently with its struggles. 

"I do wish it wouldn't do that," said Margaret Campbell, rather petulantly. "If it does again, it will be three times, and that's bad luck, isn't it?" 
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"Is it?" Ishmael was now pouring the rest of the liquor in a circle round the dais. I hoped the flame wouldn't startle her. 

"Oh, vcs, Archie says so. 'Before the cock crows thrice, thou Nvilt betrav me.' Archie says women arc always bctraycrs. Is that so, do you think"' "Depends on your point of view, I suppose," I murmured, watching the

proceedings. Miss Campbell seemed oblivious to the swaying, humming slaves, the music, the twitching basket, and Ishmael, who was collecting small objects handed to him out of the crowd. 

"I'm hungry," she said. "I do hope the tca will be ready soon." Ishmael heard this. To my amazement, he reached into one of the bags at his Nvaist and unwrapped a small bundle, which proved to hold a cup of chipped and battered porcelain, the remnants of gold lcaf still visible on the rim. This he placed ceremoniously on her lap. 

"Oh, goodv," Margaret said happily, clapping her hands together. "Perhaps there'll be biscuits." 

I rather thought not. Ishmael had placed the objects given him by the crowd along the edge of the dais. A few small bones,,vith lines carved across them, a spray of jasmine, and two or three crude little figures made of wood, each one wrapped in a scrap of cloth, with little shocks of hair glued to the head-nLibbins with clay. 

Ishmael spoke again, the torch dipped, and a sudden whiff of blue flame shot up around the dais, As it died away, leaving the scent of scorched earth and burnt brandy heavy in the cool night air, he opened the basket and brought out the   cock. 

It was a large, hcalthv bird, black feathers glistening in the torchlight. It struggled madIN, uttering piercing squawks, but it was firmly trussed, its feet wrapped in cloth to prevent scratching. Ishmael bowed low, saying something, and handed the bird to Margaret. 

"Oh, thank you," shc said graciouslN. 

The cock stretched out its neck, ,vattles bright red with agitation, and crowed piercingly. Margaret shook it. 

"Naughty bird!" she said crossly, and raising it to her mouth, bit it just behind the head. I heard the soft crack of the neck bones and the little grunt of effort as she Hung her head up, wrenching off the head of t1-_-hapless cock. 

She Clutched the burgling, struggling trussed carcass tight against her bosom, crooning, 

"Now, then, now, then, it's all right, darling," as the blood spurted and sprayed into the teacup and all over her dress. 

The crowd had cried out at first, but now was quite still, watching. The flUtC, too, had fallen silent, but the drum beat on, sounding much louder than before. Margaret dropped the drained carcass carelessly to one side, where a boN
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darted out of the crowd to retrieve it. She brushed absently at the blood on her skirt, picking up the teacup with her red-swathed hand. 

ct Guests first," she said politely. "Will you have one lump, Mrs. Malcolm, or two?" I was fortunately saved from answering by Ishmael, who thrust a crude horn cup into my hands, indicating that I should drink from it. Considering the alternative, I raised it to my mouth without hesitation. 

It was fresh-distilled rum, sharp and raw enough to strip the throat, and I choked, wheezing. The tang of some herb rose up the back of my throat and into my nose; something had been mixed with the liquor, or soaked in it. it was faintly tart, but not unpleasant. 

Other cups like mine were making their way from hand to hand through the crowd. Ishmael made a sharp gesture, indicating that I should drink more. I obediently raised the cup to my lips, but let the fiery liquid lap against my mouth without swallowing. Whatever was happening here, I thought I might need such wits as I had. 

Beside me, Miss Campbell was drinking from her teetotal cup with genteel sips. The feeling of expectancy among the crowd was rising; they were swaying now, and a woman had begun to sing, low and husky, her voice an offbeat counterpoint to the thump of the drum. 

The shadow of Ishmael's headdress fell across my face, and I looked up. He too was swaying slowly, back and forth. The collarless white shirt he wore was speckled over the shoulders with black dots of blood, and stuck to his breast with sweat. I thought suddenly that the raw crocodile's head must weigh thirty pounds at least, a terrible weight to support; the muscles of his neck and shoulders were taut with effort. He raised his hands and began to sing as well. I felt a shiver run down my back and coil at the base of my spine, where my tail would have been. With his face masked, the voice could have been Joe's; deep and honeyed, with a power that commanded attention. If I closed my      eyes, it was Joe, with the light glinting off his spectacles, and catching the gold tooth far back as he smiled. 

Then I opened my eyes again, half-shocked to see instead the crocodile's sinister yawn, and the fire gold-green in the cold, cruel eyes. My mouth was dry and there was a faint buzzing in my ears, weaving around the strong, sweet words. 

He was getting attention, all right; the night by the fire was full of eyes, black-widc and shiny, and small moans and shouts marked the pauses in the song. 

I closed my eyes and shook my head hard. I grabbed the edge of the wooden bench, clinging to its rough reality. I wasn't drunk, I knew; whatever herb had been mixed with the rum was potent. I could feel it creeping
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snakelike through my blood, and kept my eyes tight closed, fighting its progress. I couldn't block my ears, though, or the sound of that voice, rising and fatting. I didn't know how much time had passed. I came back to myself with a start, suddenly aware that the drum and the singing had stopped. 

There was an absolute silence around the fire. I could hear the small rush of flame, and the rustle of cane leaves in the night wind; the quick darting scuttle of a rat in the palm-frond roof of the hut behind me. 

The drug was still in my bloodstream, but the effects were dying; I could feel clarity coming back to my thoughts. Not so for the crowd; the eyes were fixed in a single, unblinking stare, like a wall of mirrors, and I thought suddenly of the voodoo legends of my time-of zombies and the houngans who made them. What had Gcilie said? Every legend has onefoot on the truth. 

Ishmael spoke. He had taken off the crocodile's head. It lay on the ground at our feet, eyes gone dark in the shadow. 

"Ils sont arrives, " Ishmael said quietly. They have come. He liftcd his wet face, lined with exhaustion, and turned to the crowd. 

"Who asks? " 

As though in response, a young woman in a turban moved out of the crowd, still swaying, half-dazed, and sank down on the ground before the dais. She put her hand on one of the carved images, a crude wooden icon in the shape of a pregnant woman. Her eyes looked up with hope, and while I didn't recognize the words she spoke, it was clear what she asked. 

"Aya, gado. " The voice spoke from beside me, but it wasn't Margaret Campbell's. It was the voice of an old woman, cracked and high, but confident, answering in the affirmative. The young woman gasped with joy, and prostrated herself on the ground. Ishmael nudged her gently with a foot; she got up quickly and backed into the crowd, clutching the small image and bobbing her head, murmuring "Mana, mana," over and over. Next was a young man, by his face the brother of the first young woman, who squatted respectfully upon his haunches, touching his head before he spoke. 

"_Grandmre, "he began, in high, nasal French. Grandmother? I thought. He asked his question looking shyly down at the ground. "Does the woman I love return my love?" His was the jasmine spray; he held it so that it brushed the top of a bare, dusty foot. The woman beside me laughed, her ancient voice ironic but not unkind. "Certainement, 

"she answered. "She returns it; and that of three other men, besides. Find another; less generous, but more worthy." 

The young man retired, crestfallen, to be replaced by an older man. This
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one spoke in an African language I did not kiimv, a tone of bitterness in his voice as he touched one of the clay figures. 

"Scrato hoye," said-who? The voice had changed. The voice of a man this tirne, full-grown but not elderly, answering in the same language with an angry tone. I stole a look to the side, and despite the heat of the fire, fclt the chill ripple up my forearms. It was Margaret's face no longer. The outlines Were the same, but the eyes were bright, alert and focused on the petitioner, the mouth set in grim command, and the pale throat swelled like a frog's with the effort of strong speech as whoever-it-was argued with the man. 

"They are here," Ishmael had said. "They," indeed. He stood to one side, silent but Watchful, and I saw his eyes rest on me for a second before coming back to Margaret. Or whatever had been Margaret. 

"They." One by one the people came forward, to kneel and ask. Some spoke in English, some French, or the slave patois, some in the African speech of their vanished homes. I couldn't understand all that was said, but when the questions were in French or English, they were often prefaced by a respectfiil "Grandfather," or "Grandmother," once by "Aunt." Both the face and the voice of the oracle beside me changed, as "they" carme to answer their call; male and female, mostly middle-aged or old, their shadows dancing on her face with the flicker of the fire. 

Do you not sometimes imagine tharyou see things in thefire? The echo of her own small voice came back to me, thin and childish. 

Listening, I felt the hair rise on the back of my neck, and understood for the first time What had brought Ishmael back to this place, risking recapture and renewed slavery. Not friendship, not love, nor any loyalty to his fellow slaves, but power. What price is there for the power to tell the future? Any price, was the answer I saw, looking out at the rapt faces of the congregation. He had come back for Margaret. It went on for some time. I didn't krio,,v how long the drug Would last, but I saw people here and there sink down to the ground, and nod to sleep; others melted silently back to the darkness of the huts, and after a time, we Were almost alone. Only a few remained around the fire, all men. 

They were all husky and confident, and from their attitude, accustomed to command some respect, among slaves at least. They had hung back, together as a group, watching the proceedings, until at last one, clearly the leader, stepped forward. 

"They be done, mon," he said to Ishmael, with a jerk of his head toward the sleeping forms around the fire. "Now you ask." 

Ishmael's face showed nothing but a slight smile, yet he seemed suddenly nervous. Perhaps it was the closing in of the other men. There Was nothing
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overtly menacing about them, but they seemed both serious and intent-not upon Margaret, for a change, but upon Ishmael. 

At last he nodded, and turned to face Margaret. During the hiatus, her face had gone blank; no one at home. 

"Bouassa," he said to her. "Come you, Bouassa." I shrank involuntarily away, as far as I could get on the bench without falling into the fire. Whoever Bouassa was, he had come promptly. 

"I be hcarin'." It was a voice as deep as Ishmael's, and should have been as pleasant. It wasn't. One of the men took an involuntary step backward. Ishmael stood alone; the other men seemed to shrink away from him, as

though he suffered some contamination. 

"Tell me what I want to know, you Bouassa," he said. 

Margaret's head tilted slightly, a light of amusement in the pale blue eyes. "What you want to know?" the deep voice said, with mild scorn. "For why, mon? You be goin', I tell you anything or not." 

The small smile on Ishmael's face echoed that on Bouassa's. 

"You say true," he said softly. "But thcse-" He jerked his head toward his companions, not taking his eyes from the face. "They be goin',,vith me?" "Might as well," the deep voice said. It chuckled, rather unpleasantly. 

"The Maggot dies in three days. Won't be nothin' for them here. That all you be wantin' 

with me?" Not waiting for an answer, Bouassa yawned widely, and a loud belch erupted from Margaret's dainty mouth. 

Her mouth closed, and her eyes resumed their vacant stare, but the men weren't noticing. An excited chatter erupted from them, to be hushed by Ishmael, with a significant glance at me. Abruptly quiet, they moved away, still muttering, glancing at me as they went. Ishmael closed his eyes as the last man left the clearing, and his shoulders sagged. I fcIt a trifle drained myself. 

"What-" I began, and then stopped. Across the fire, a man had stepped from the shelter of the sugarcane. Jamic, tall as the cane itself, with the dying fire staining shirt and face as red as his hair. 

He raised a finger to his lips, and I nodded. I gathered my feet cautiousIN beneath me, picking up mN    7stained skirt in one hand. I could be up, past the fire, and into the cane with him before Ishmael could reach me. But Margarct? 

I hesitated, turned to look at her, and saw that her face had come alive once again. It was lifted, eager, lips parted and shining eyes narrowed so that they seemed slightly slanted, as she stated across the fire. 

"Daddy?" said Brianna's voice beside me. 

The hairs rippled softly erect on my forearms. It was Brianna's voice, Brianna's face, blue eyes dark and slanting with eagerness. 
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"Bree?" I whispered, and the face turned to me. 

"Mama," said my daughter's voice, from the throat of the oracle. "Brianna," said Jamie, and she turned her head sharply to look at him. "Daddy," she said, with great certainty. "I knew it was you. I've been dreaming about you." 

Jamie's face was white with shock. I saw his lips form the word "Jesus," without sound, and his hand moved instinctively to cross himself

"Don't let Mama go alone," said the voice with great certainty. "You go with her. I'll keep you safe." 

There was no sound save the crackling of the fire. Ishmael stood transfixed, staring at the woman beside me. Then she spoke again, in Brianna's soft, husky tones. 

"I love you, Daddy, You too, Mama." She leaned toward me, and I smelled the fresh blood. Then her lips touched mine, and 1 screamed. 

I was not conscious of leaping to my feet, or of crossing the clearing. All I knew was that I was clinging to Jamie, my face buried in the cloth of his coat, shaking. His heart was pounding under my cheek, and I thought that he was shaking, too. I felt his hand trace the sign of the cross upon my back, and his arm lock tight about my shoulders. 41H's all right," he said, and I could feel his ribs swell and brace with the effort of keeping his voice steady. "She's gone." 

I didn't want to look, but forced myself to turn my head toward the fire. It was a peaceful scene. Margaret Campbell sat quietly on her bench, humming to herself, twiddling a long black tailfeather upon her knee. Ishmael stood behind her, one hand smoothing her hair in what looked like tenderness. He murmured something to her in a low, liquid tonguc-a question-and she smiled placidly. 

"Oh, I'm not a scrap tired!" she assured him, turning to look fondly up into the scarred face that hovered ip the darkness above her. "Such a nice party, wasn't it?" 

"Yes, bbi," he said gently. "But you rest now, eh?" He turned and clicked his tongue loudly. Suddenly two of the turbaned women materialized out of the night; they must have been waiting, just within call. Ishmael said something to them, and they came at once to tend Margaret, lifting her to her feet and leading her away between them, murmuring soft endearments in African and French. 

Ishmael remained, watching us across the fire. He was still as one of Gcilie's idols, carved out of night. 

"I did not come alone," Jamie said. He gestured casually over his shoulder toward the cane field behind him, implying armed regiments. 

"Oh, you be alone, mon," Ishmael said, with a slight smile. "No matter. 
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say the Maggot take you     to the room upstairs. You maybe be kno-win' what she do there?" 

"A little." My mouth felt dry. I remembered Geilic's hands, soft and plump and white, laying out the gems in their patterns, talking lightly of blood. 

As though he caught the echo of this thought, Ishmael took a sudden step toward me. 

"I ask vou, .voman-vou still blccd,' 

Jamie jerked under my hand, but I squeezed his arm to be still. "Yes," I said. "Whv? What has that to do with it.. 

The oniseegun was plainly uneasy; he glanced from me back toward the huts. A stir was perceptible in the dark behind him; many bodies were moving to and fro, with a mutter of voices like the whisper of the cane fields. They were getting ready to go. 

"A woman bleeds, she kill magic. You bleed, got vour Nvornan-powcr, the magic don't work for you. It the old women do magic; Nvitch someone, call the loas, make sick, make well." He gave       me a long, appraising look, and shook his head. 

"You am' gone do the magic, what the        Maggot do. That magic kill her, sure, but it kill you, too." He gestured       behind him, toward the empty bench. "You hear Bouassa speak? 

He say         the Maggot die, three davs. She taken the bov, he die. You go follow them, Mon, you die, too, Sure. 

He stared at Jamie, and raised his hands in front of him, wrists crossed as though bound together. "I tell you, amiki," he said. He let his hands fall, jerking them apart, breaking the invisible bond. He turned abruptly, and vanished into the darkness, where the shuffle of feet was growing louder, punctuated with bumps as heavy objects were shifted. 

"Holy Michael defend us," muttered Jamie. He ran a hand hard through his hair, making fiery wisps stand out in the flickering light. The fire was dying fast, with no one lcft to tend it. 

"D'ye ken this place, Sassenach? Where Gcillis has gone Nvi' Ian," 

"No, all I know is that it's somewnere up in the far hills on Hispaniola, and that a stream runs through it." 

"Then we must take Stern," he said with decision. "Come oil; the lads are by the river wi' 

the boat." 

I turned to follow him, but paused on the edge of the cane field to look back. 

"Jamie! Look!" Behind us lay the embers of the egungun's fire, and the shadowy ring of slave huts. Farther away, the bulk of Rose Hall made a light patch against the hillside. But farther still, beat ond the shoulder of the hill, the sky glowed faintly red. 

"That will be Howe's place, burning," he said. He sounded oddly calm, without emotion. He pointed to the lcft, toward the flank of the mountain, 
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,,vhere a small orange dot glowed, no more at this distance than a pinprick of light. "And that \vill be Twelvetrees, I expect." 

The drum-voice whispered through the night, up and down the river. What had Ishmael said? The drum callin' them dojvn from the hills-those strong enough to go. A small line of slaves ,vas coming down from the huts, women carrying babies and bundles, cooking pots slung over their shoulders, heads turbaned in white. Next to one young woman, who held her arm with careful respect, walked Margaret Campbell, likewise turbaned. 

Jamie saw her, and stepped forward. 

"Miss Campbell!" he said sharply. "Margaret!" 

Margaret and her attendant stopped; the young woman moved as though to step between her charge and Jamie, but he held up both hands as he came, to show he meant no harm, and she reluctantly stepped back. 

"Margaret," he said. "Margaret, do ye not know me?" She stated vacantly at him. Very slowly, he touched her, holding her face between his hands. 

"Margaret," he said to her, low-voiced, urgent. "Margaret, hear me! D'ye ken me, Margaret?" 

She blinked once, then twice, and the smooth round face melted and thawed into life. It was not like the sudden possession of the loas; this was a slow, tentative coming, of something shy and fearful. 

"Aye, I ken ve, Jamie," she said at last. Her voice was rich and pure, a young girl's voice. Her lips curled up, and her eyes came alive once more, her face still held in the hollow of his hands. 

"It's been lang since I saw ye, Jamie," she said, looking up into his eyes. "Will ve have word of Ewan, then? Is he well?" 

He stood very still for a minute, his face that careful blank mask that hid strong feeling. 

"He is well," he whispered at last. "Verra well, Margaret. He gave me this, to keep until I saw ye." He bent his head and kissed her gently. 

Several of the women had stopped, standing silently by to watch. At this, they moved and began to murmur, glancing uneasily at each other. When he released Margaret Campbell and stepped back, they closed in around her, protective and wary, nodding him back. Margaret seemed oblivious; her eyes were still on Jamie's face, the smile on her lips. 

"I thank ye, Jamie!" she called, as her attendant took her arm and began to urge her away. 

"Tell Ewan I'll be with him soon!" The little band of whitc-clothed women moved away, disappearing like ghosts into the darkness by the cane field. 

Jamie made an impulsive move in their direction, but I stopped him with a hand on his arm. 
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"Let her go," I whispered, mindful of what lay on the floor in the salon of the plantation house. "Jamie, let her go. You can't stop her; she's better with them." He closed his eyes briefly, then nodded. 

"Aye, you're right." He turned, then stopped suddenly,, and I whirled about to see what he had seen. There were lights in Rose Hall now. Torchlight, flickering behind the windows, upstairs and down. As we watched, a surly glow began to swell in the windows of the secret workroom on the second floor. 

"It's past time to go," Jamie said. He seized my hand and we went quickly, diving into the dark rustle of the canes, fleeing through air suddenly thick with the smell of burning sugar. 
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ou can take the Governor's pinnace; that's small, but it's seaworthy." Grey fumbled through the drawer of his desk. "I'll write an order for the dockers to hand it over to you." 

"Aye, we'll need the boat-I canna risk the Artemis; as she's Jared's-but I think we'd best steal it, John." Jamie's brows were drawn together in a frown. "I wouldna have ye be involved wi' me in any visible way, aye? You'll be having trouble enough with things, without that." 

Grey smiled unhappily. "Trouble? Yes, you might call it trouble, with four plantation houses burnt, and over two hundred slaves gone-God knows where! But I vastly doubt that anyone will take notice of my social acquaintance, under the circumstances. Between fear of the Maroons and fear of the Chinaman, the whole island is in such a panic that a mere smuggler is the most regligible of trivialities." 

"It's a great relief to me to be thought trivial," Jamie said, very dryly. "Still, we'll steal the boat. And if we're taken, ye've never heard my name or seen my face, aye?" Grey stared at him, a welter of emotions fighting for mastery of his features, amus-ment, fear, and anger among them. 

"Is that right?" he said at last. "Let you be taken, watch them hang you, and keep quiet about it-for fear of smirching my reputation? For God's sake, Jamie, what do you take me for?" 

Jai.ne's mouth twitched slightly. 

"For a triend, John," he said. "And if I'll take your friendship-and your damned boat!-then you'll take mine, and keep quiet. Aye?" 

The Governor glared at him for a moment, lips pressed tight, but then his shoulders sagged in defeat. 

"I will," he said shortly. "But I should regard it as a great personal favor if you would endeavor not to be captured." 

Jamie rubbed a knuckle across his mouth, hiding a smile. "I'll try verra hard, John." The Governor sat down, wearily. There were deep circles under his eyes, and his impeccable linen was wilted; obviously he had not changed his clothes from the day before. 

"All right. I don't know where you're going, and it's likely better I don't. 
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But if you can, keep out of the scalanes north of Antigua. I sent a boat this morning, to ask for as many men as the barracks there can supply, marines and sailors both. They'll be heading this way by the day after tomorrow at the latest, to guard the town and harbor against the escaped Maroons in case of an outright rebellion." I caught Jamie's eye, and raised one brow in question, but he shook his head, almost imperceptibly. We had told the Governor of the uprising on the Yallahs River, and the escape of the slaves-something he had heard about from other sources, anyway. We had not told him what we had seen later that night, lying to under cover of a tiny covc, sails taken down to hide their whiteness. 

The river was dark as onyx, but with a fugitive gleam from the broad expanse ofwater. We had heard them coming, and had time to hide before the ship came down upon us; the beating of drums and a savage exultation of many voices echoing through the river valley as the Bruja sailed past us, carried by the downward current. The bodies of the pirates no doubt lay somewhere upriver, lcft to rot peaceftilly among the frangipani and cedar. The escaped slaves of the Yallahs River had not gone into the mountains of Jamaica, but out to sea, presumably to join Bouassa's followers on Hispaniola. The townsfolk of Kingston had nothing to fear from the escaped slaves -bUt it was a good deal better that the Royal Navy should concentrate their attention here than on Hispaniola, where we were bound. 

Jamie rose to take our leave, but Grey stopped him. 

"Wait. Will you not require a safe place for your-for Mrs. Fraser?" He didn't look at me, but at Jamie, eyes steady. -1 should be honored ifyou would entrust her to my protection. She could stay here, in the Residencc, until you return. No one would trouble her-or even need to know she was here." 

Jamie hesitated, but there was no gentle way to phrase it. 

"She must go with me, John," he said. "There is no choice about it; she must." Grey's glance flickered to me, then away, but not before I had seen the look ofjealousy in his eyes. I fclt sorry for him, but there was nothing I could say; no wav to tell him the truth. 

"Yes   he said, and swallowed noticeably. "I sec. Quite." Jamie held out a hand to him. He hesitated for a moment, but then took it. Good luck, Jamie," he said, voice a little husky. "God go with you." Fergus had been somewhat more difficult to deal with. He had insisted absolutely on accompanying us, offering argument after argument, and argu-PDF Transform
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ing the more vehemently when he found that the Scottish smugglers would sail with us. 

"You take them, but you will go without me?" Fergus's face was alive with indignation. 

"I will," Jamie said firmly. "The smugglers arc widowers or bachelors, all, but you're a marrit man." He glanced pointedly at Marsali, who stood watching the discussion, her face drawn with anxiety. "I thought she was oweryoung to be wed, and I was wrong; but I know she's oweryoung to be widowed. You'll stay." And he turned aside, the matter settled. It was full dark when we set sail in Grey's pinnace, a thirty-foot, singledecked sloop, leaving two docksmen bound and gagged in the boathouse behind us. It was a small, single-masted ship, bigger than the fishing boat in which we had traveled up the Yallahs River, but barely large enough to qualify for the designation "ship." Nonetheless, she seemed seaworthy enough, and we were soon out of Kngston Harbor, heeling over in a brisk evening breeze, on our way toward Hispaniola. The smugglers handled the sailing among them, leaving Jamie, Lawrence and I to sit on one of the long benches along the rail. We chatted desultorily of this and that, but after a time, foll silent, absorbed in our own thoughts. 

Jamie yawned repeatedly, and finally, at my urging, consented to lie down upon the bench, his head resting in my lap. I was myself strung too tightly to want to sleep. Lawrence too was wakeful, staring upward into the sky, hands folded behind his head. 

"There is moisture in the air tonight," he said, nodding upward toward the silver sliver of the crescent moon. "See the haze about the moon? It may rai,i before dawn; unusual for this time of year." 

Talk about the weather seemed sufficiently boring to soothe my jangled nerves. I stroked Jamie's hair, thick and soft under my hand. 

"Is that so?" I said. "You and Jamie both seem able to read the weather from the sky. All 1

know is the old bit about 'Red sky at night, sailor's delight; red sky at morning, sailor take warning.' I didn't notice what color the sky was tonight, did you?" Lawrence laughed comfortably. "Rather a light purple," he said. "I cannot say whether it will be red in the morning, but it is surprising how frequently such signs are reliable. But of course there is a scientific principle involved-the refraction of light from the moisture in the air, just as I observed presently of the moon." 

I lifted my chin, enjoying the breeze that lifted the heavy hair that fell on mv neck. 
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"But what about odd phenomena? Supernatural things?" I asked him. "What about things where the rules of science seem not to apply?" I am a scientist, I heard him say in memory, his slight accent seeming only to reinforce his matter-of-factriess. I don't believe in gbosts. 

"Such as what, these phenomena?" 

"Well-" I groped for a moment, then fell back on Geilie's own examples. "People who have bleeding stigmata, for example? Astral travel? Visions, supernatural manifestations . . . odd things, that can't be explained rationally. " 

Lawrence grunted, and settled his bulk more comfortably on the bench beside me. 

"Well, I say it is the place of science only to observe," he said. "To seek cause where it may be found, but to realize that there are many things in the world for which no cause shall be found; not because it does not exist, but because we know too little to find it. It is not the place of science to insist on explanation-but only to observe, in hopes that the explanation will manifest itself. " 

"That may be science, but it isn't human nature," I -)bjectcd. "People go on wanting explanations." 

"They do." He was becoming interested in the discussion; he leaned back, folding his hands across his slight paunch, in a lecturer's attitude. "It is for this reason that a scientist constructs hypotheses-suggestions for the cause of an observation. But a hypothesis must never be confused with an explanation-with proof

"I have seen a great many things which might be described as peculiar. Fish-falls, for instance, where a great many fish-all of the same species, mind you, all the same size-fall suddenly from a clear sky, over dry land. There would appear to be no rational cause for this-and yet, is it therefore suitable to attribute the phenomenon to supernatuitl interference? On the face of it, does it seem more likely that some celestial intelligence should amuse itself by flinging shoals of fish at us from the sky, or that there is some meteorological phenomenon-a waterspout, a tornado, something of the kind?-that while not visible to us, is still in operation? And yet"-his voice became more pensive-"why-and how!-might a natural phenomenon such as a waterspout remove the heads-and only the heads-of all the fish?" 

"Have you seen such a thing yourself?" I asked, interested, and he laughed. 

"There speaks a scientific mind!" he said, chuckling. "The first thing a scientist asks-how do you know? Who has seen it? Can I see it myself? Yes, I have seen such a thing-three times, in fact, though in one case the precipitation was of frogs, rather than fish. 

"Were you near a seashore or a lake?" 

"Once near a shore, once near a lake-that was the frogs-but the third
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time, it took place far inland; some twenty miles from the nearest body of water. And yet the fish were of a kind I have seen only in the deep ocean. in none of the cases did I see any sort of disturbance of the upper air-no clouds, no great wind, none of the fabled spouts of water that rise from the sea into the sky, assuredly. And yet the fish fell; so much is a fact, for I have seen them." 

"And it isn't a fact if you haven't seen it?" I asked dryly. He laughed in delight, and Jamie stirred, murmuring against my thigh. I smoothed his hair, and he relaxed into sleep again. 

"It may be so; it may not. But a scientist could not say, could he? What is it the Christian Bible says-'Blest are they who have not seen, but have believed'?" 

"That's what it says, yes." 

"Some things must be accepted as fact without provable cause." He laughed again, this time without much humor. "As a scientist who is also a Jew, I have perhaps a different perspective on such phenomena as stigmataand the idea of resurrection of the dead, which a very great proportion of the civilized world accepts as fact beyond question. And yet, this skeptical view is not one I could even breathe, to anyone save yourself, without grave danger of personal harm." 

"Doubting Thomas was a Jew, after all," I said, smiling. "To begin with." "Yes; and only when he ceased to doubt, did he become a Christian-and a martyr. One could argue that it was surety that killed him, no?" His voice was heavy with irony. "There is a great difference between those phenomena which are accepted on faith, and those which are proved by objective determination, though the cause of both may be equally 'rational' once known. And the chief difference is this: that people will treat with disdain such phenomena as are proved by the evidence of the senses, and commonly experienced-while they will defend to the death the reality of a phenomeD-n which they have neither seen nor experienced. 

"Faith is as powerful a force as science," he concluded, voice soft in the darkness, "-but far more dangerous." 

We sat quietly for a time, looking over the bow of the tiny ship, toward the thin slice of darkness that divided the night, darker than the purple glow of the sky, or the silver-gray sea. The black island of Hispaniola, drawing inexorably closer. 

"Where did you see the headless fish?" I asked suddenly, and was not surprised to see the faint inclination of his head toward the bow. 

"There," he said. "I have seen a good many odd things among these islands-but perhaps more there than anywhere else. Some places are like that. " 

I didn't speak for several minutes, pondering what might lie ahead-and hoping that Ishmael had been right in saying that it was Ian whom Geillis
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had taken with her to Abandawe. A thought occurred to me-one that had been lost or pushed aside during the events of the last t-,venty-four hours. "Lawrence-thc other Scottish boys. Ishmael told us he saw twelve of

them, including Ian. When vou were scarching the plantation . . . did you find any trace of the others?" 

He drew in his breath sharply, but did not answer at once. I could feel him, turning over words in his mind, trying to decide how to say what the chill in my bones had already told me. 

The answer, when it came, was not from Lawrence, but from Jamie. "We found them," he said softly, from the darkness. His hand rested on my knee, and squeezed gently. "Dinna ask more, Sassenach-for I willna tell ye. 

I understood. Ishmael had to have been right; it must be Ian with Geilie, for Jamie could bear no other possibility. I laid a hand on his head, and he stirred slightly, turning so that his breath touched my hand. 

"Blest are they wbo bare not seen, " I whispered under my breath, "but bare believed. We dropped anchor near dawn, in a small, nameless bay on the northern coast of Hispaniola. There was a narrow beach, faced with cliffs, and through a split in the rock, a narrow, sandy trail was visible, leading into the interior of the island. Jamie carried me the few steps to shore, set me down, and then turned to Innes, who had splashed ashore with one of the parcels of food. 

"I thank ye, a cbaraid," he said formally. "We shall part here; with the Virgin's blessing, we will meet here again in four days' time." 

Innes's narrow face contracted in surprised disappointment; then resignation settled on his features. 

"Ayc," he said. "I'll mind the boatic then, 'til ye all come back." Jamie saw the expression, and shook his head, smiling. 

"Not just you, man; did I need a strong arm, it would be yours I should call on first. No, all of ye shall stay, save in\, wife and the Jew." Resignation was replaced by sheer surprise. 

"Stay here? All of us? But will yc not have need of us, Mac Dubh?" He squinted anxiously at the cliffs, with their burden of flowering vines. "It looks a fearsome place to venture into, without friends." 

"I shall count it the act of greatest friendship for yc to wait here, as I say, Duncan," Jamie said, and I realized with a slight shock that I had never known Innes's given name. Innes glanced again at the cliffs, his lean face troubled, then bent his head in acquiescence. 
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"Well, it's you as shall say, Mac Dubh. But ye ken we are willing-all of us.l Jamie nodded, his face turned away. 

"Aye, I ken that fine, Duncan," he said softly. Then he turned back, held out an arm, and Innes embraced him, his one arm awkwardly thumping Jamie's back. 

"If a ship should come," Jamie said, letting go, "then I wish ye to take heed for yourselves. The Royal Navy will be looking for that pinnace, aye? 1 doubt they shall come here, looking, but if they should-or if anything else at all should threaten ye-then leave. Sail away at once." 

"And leave ye here? Nay, ye can order me to do a great many things, Mac Dubh, and do them I shall-but not that." 

Jamie frowned and shook his head; the rising sun struck sparks from his hair and the stubble of his beard, wreathing his head in fire. 

"It will do me and my wife no good to have ye killed, Duncan. Mind what I say. If a ship comes-go." He turned aside then, and went to take leave of the other Scots. Innes sighed deeply, his face etched with disapproval, but he made no further protest. It was hot and damp in the jungle, and there was little talk among the three of us as we made our way inland. There was nothing to say, after all; Jamie and I could not speak of Brianna before Lawrence, and there were no plans to be made until we reached Abanclawe, and saw what was there. I dozed fitfiilly at night, waking several times to see Jamie, back against a tree near me, eyes fixed sightless on the fire. At noon of the second day, we reached the place. A steep and rocky hillside of gray limestone rose before us, sprouted over with spiky aloes and a ruffle of coarse grass. And on the crest of the hill, I could see them. Great standing stones, megaliths, in a rough circle about the crown of the hill. 

"You didn't say there was a stone circle," I said. I felt faint, and not only from the heat and damp. 

"Are you quite well, Mrs. Fraser?" Lawrence peered at me in some alarm, his genial face flushed beneath its tan. 

"Yes," I said, but my face must as usual have given me away,   -for Jamie was there in a moment, taking my arm and steadying me with a hand about my waist. 

"For God's sake, be careful, Sassenach!" he muttered. "Dinna go near those things! " 

"We have to know if Geilie's there, with Ian," I said. "Come on." 1 forced my reluctant feet into motion, and he came with me, still muttering under his breath in Gaelic-I thought it was a prayer. 
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"They were put up a very long time ago," Lawrence said, as we came up onto the crest of the hill, within a few feet of the stones. "Not by slaves-by the aboriginal inhabitants of the islands." 

The circle was empty, and innocent-looking. No more than a staggered circle of large stones, set on end, motionless under the sun. Jamie was watching my face anxiously. 

"Can vc hear them, Claire?" he said. Lawrence looked startled, but said nothing as I advanced carefully toward the nearest stone. 

"I don't know," I said. "It isn't one of the proper days-not a Sun Feast, or a Fire Feast, I mean. It may not be open now; I don't know." 

Holding tightly to Jamie's hand, I edged forward, listening. There seemed a faint hum in the air, but it might be no more than the usual sound of the jungle insects. Very gently, I laid the palm of my hand against the nearest stone. 

I was dimly conscious of Jamie calling my name. Somewhere, my mind was struggling on a physical level, making the conscious effort to lift and lower my diaphragm, to squeeze and release the chambers of my heart. My cars were filled with a pulsating hum, a vibration too deep for sound, that throbbed in the marrow of my bones. And in some small, still place in the center of the chaos was Geilic Duncan, green eyes smiling into mine. 

"Claire!" I was lying on the ground, Jamie and Lawrence bending over me, faces dark and anxious against the sky. There was dampness on my cheeks, and a trickle of water ran down my neck. I blinked, cautiously moving my extremities, to be sure I still possessed them. 

Jamie put down the handkerchief with which he had been bathing my face, and lifted me to a sitting position. 

"Arc ye all right, Sassenach?" 

"Yes," I said, still mildly confused. "Jamie-she's here!" 

"Who? Mrs. Abernathy?" Lawrence's heavy eyebrows shot up, and he glanced hastily behind him, as though expecting her to materialize on the spot. 

"I heard her-saw her-whatever." My wits were coming slowly back. "She's here. Not in the circle; close by." 

"Can ye tell where?" Jamie's hand was resting on his dirk, as he darted quick glances all around us. 

I shook my head, and closed my eyes, trying-reluctantly-to recapture that moment of seeing. There was an impression of darkness, of damp coolness, and the flicker of red torchlight. 

"I think she's in a cavc," I said, amazed. "Is it close by, Lawrence?" "It is," he said, watching my face with intense curiosity. "The entrance is not far from here." 

"Take us there." Jamie was on his feet, lifting me to mine. 
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"Jamie." I stopped him with a hand on his arm. 

"Aye? 11

"Jamie-she knows I'm here, too." 

That stopped him, all right. He paused, and I saw him swallow. Then his jaw tightened, and he nodded. 

"A Mhicheal bheannaichte, dion sinn bho dheamhainnean," he said softly, and turned toward the edge of the hill. Blessed Michael, defend us from demons. The blackness was absolute. I brought my hand to my face; felt my palm brush my nose, but saw nothing. It wasn't an empty blackness, though. The floor of the passage was uneven, with small sharp particles that crunched underfoot, and the walls in some places grew so close together that 1 wondered how Geilie had ever managed to squeeze through. Even in the places where the passage grew wider, and the stone walls were too far away for my outstretched hands to brush against, I could feel them. It was like being in a dark room with another pcrson-someone who kept quite silent, but whose presence I could feel, never more than an arm's length away. 

Jamie's hand was tight on my shoulder, and I could feel his presence behind me, a warm disturbance in the cool void of the cave. 

"Are we headed right?" he asked, when I stopped for a moment to catch my breath. "There are passages to the sides; I feel them as we pass. How can ye tell where we're going?" 

"I can hear. Hear them. It. Don't you hear?" It was a struggle to speak, to form coherent thoughts. The call here was different; not the beehive sound of Craigh na Dun, but a hum like the vibration of the air following the striking of a great bell. I could feel it ringing in the long bones of my arms, echoing through pectoral girdle and spine. Jamie gripped my arm hard. 

"Stay with me!" he said. "Sasscrach-don't let it take ye; stay!" I reached blindly out and he caught me tight against his chest. The thump of his heart against my temple was louder than the hum. 

"Jamie. Jamie, hold on to me." I had never been morc frightened. "Don't let me go. If it takes me-Jamie, I can't come back again. It's worse every time. It will kill me, Jamie!" His arms tightened round me 'til I felt my ribs crack, and gasped for breath. After a moment, he let go, and putting me gently aside, moved past me into the passage, taking care to keep his hand always on me. 

"I'll go first," he said. "Put your hand in my belt, and dinna let go for anything." Linked together, we moved slowly down, farther into the dark. Lawrence
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had wanted to come, but Jamie would not let him. We had lcft him at the mouth of the cave, waiting. If we should not return, he was to go back to the beach, to keep the rendezvous with Innes and the other Scots. 

If we should not return . . . 

He must have felt my grip tighten, for he stopped, and drew me alongside him. 

"Claire," he said softly. "I must say something." I knew already, and groped for his mouth to stop him, but my hand brushed by his face in the dark. He gripped my wrist, and held tight. 

"If it will be a choice between her and one of us-then it must be me. Ye know that, aye?" I knew that. If Geilie should be there, still, and one of us might be killed in stopping her, it must be Jamie to take the risk. For with Jamie dead, I would be left-and I could follow her through the stone, which he could not. 

"I know," I whispered at last. I knew also what he did not say, and what he knew as well; that should Geilie have gone through already, then I must go as well. 

"Then kiss me, Claire," he whispered. "And know that you are more to me than life, and I have no regret." 

I couldn't answer, but kissed him, first his hand, its crooked fingers warm and firm, and the brawny wrist of a sword-wielder, and then his mouth, haven and promise and anguish all mingled, and the salt of tears in the taste of him. 

Then I let go, and turned toward the left-hand tunnel. "This way," I said. Within ten paces, I saw the light. 

It was no more than a faint glow on the rocks of the passage, but it was enough to restore the gift of sight. Suddenly, I could see my hands and feet, though dimly. My breath came out in something like a sob, of relief and fear. I felt like a ghost taking shape as I walked toward the light and the soft bellhum before me. 

The light was stronger, now, then dimmed again as Jamie slid in front of me, and his back blocked my view. Then he bent and stepped through a low archway. I followed, and stood up in light. 

It was a good-sized chamber, the walls farthest from the torch still cold and black with the slumber of the cave. The wall before us had wakened, though. It flickered and gleamed, particles of embedded mineral reflecting the flames of a pine torch, fixed in a crevice. 

"So ye came, did you?" Geillis was on her knees, eyes fixed on a glittering stream of white powder that fell from her folded fist, drawing a line on the dark floor. I heard a small sound from Jamie, half relief, half horror, as he saw lan. The boy lay in the middle of the pentacle on his side, hands bound behind him, gagged with a strip of white cloth. Next to him lay an ax. It was made of
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a shiny dark stone, like obsidian, with a sharp, chipped edge. The handle was covered with gaudy beadwork, in an African pattern of stripes and zigzags. 

"Don't come any closer, fox." Geilie sat back on her heels, showing her teeth to Jamie in an expression that was not a smile. She held a pistol in one hand; its fellow, charged and cocked, was thrust through the leather belt she wore about her waist. Eyes fixed on Jamie, she reached into the pouch suspended from the belt and withdrew another handful of diamond dust. I could see beads of sweat standing on her broad white brow; the bell-hum from the time-passage must be reaching her as it reached me. I felt sick, and the sweat ran down my body in trickles under my clothes. The pattern was almost finished. With the pistol carefully trained, she dribbled out the thin, shining stream until she had completed the pentagram. The stones were already laid inside it-they glinted from the floor in sparks of color, connected by a gleaming line of poured quicksilver. 

"There, then." She sat back on her heels with a sigh of relief, and wiped the thick, creamy hair back with one hand. "Safe. The diamond dust keeps out the noise," she explained to me. "Nasty, isn't it?" 

She patted Ian, who lay bound and gagged on the ground in front of her, his eyes wide with fear above the white cloth of the gag. "There, there, mo chridhe. Dinna fret, it will be soon over." 

"Take your hand off him, ye wicked bitch!" Jamie took an impulsive step forward, hand on his dirk, then stopped, as she lifted the barrel of the pistol an inch. 

"Ye mind me o' your uncle Dougal, a sionnacb, " she said, tilting her head to one side coquettishly. "He was older when I met him than you are now, but you've the look of him about ye, aye? Like ye'd take what ye pleased and damn anyone who stands in your way." Jamie looked at Ian, curled on the floor, then up at Geilie. "I'll take what's mine," he said softly. 

"But ye can't, now, can ye?" she said, pleasantly. "One more step, and I kill ye dead. I spare ye now, only because Claire seems fond of ye." Her eyes shifted to me, standing in the shadows behind Jamie. She nodded to me. 

"A life for a life, sweet Claire. Ye tried to save me once, on Craigh na Dun; I saved you from the witch-trial at Cranesmuir. We're quits now, aye?" Geike picked up a small bottle, uncorked it, and poured the contents

carefully over Ian's clothes. The smell of brandy rose up, strong and heady, and the torch flared brighter as the ftimes of alcohol reached it. Ian bucked and kicked, making a strained noise of protest, and she kicked him sharply in the ribs. 

"Be still!" she said. 

"Don't do it, Geilie," I said, knowing that words would do no good. 
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"I have to," she said calmly. "I'm meant to. I'm sorry I shall have to take the girl, but I'll leave ye the man." 

"What girl?" Jamie's fists were clenched tight at his side, knuckles white even in the dim torchlight. 

"Brianna? That's the name, isn't it?" She shook back her heavy hair, smoothing it out of her face. "The last of Lovat's line." She smiled at me. "What luck ye should have come to see me, aye? I'd never ha' kent it, otherwise. I thought they'd all died out before 1900." A thrill of horror shot through me. I could feel the same tremor run through Jamie as his muscles tightened. 

It must have shown on his face. Geilie cried out sharply and leapt back. She fired as he lunged at her. His head snapped back, and his body twisted, hands still reaching for her throat. Then he fell, his body limp across the edge of the glittering pentagram. There was a strangled moan from Ian. 

I fclt rather than heard a sound rise in my throat. I didn't know what I had said, but Geilie turned her face in my direction, startled. 

When Brianna was two, a car had carelessly sideswiped mine, hitting the back door next to where she was sitting. I slowed to a stop, checked briefly to see that she was unhurt, and then bounded out, headed for the other car, which had pulled over a little way ahead. The other driver was a man in his thirties, quite large, and probably entirely self-assured in his dealings with the world. He looked over his shoulder, saw me coming, and hastily rolled up his window, shrinking back in his seat. 

I had no consciousness of rage or any other emotion; I simply knew, with no shadow of doubt, that I could-and would-shatter the window with my hand, and drag the man out through it. He knew it, too. 

I thought no further than that, and didn't have to; the arrival of a police car had recalled me to my normal state of mind, and then I started to shake. But the memory of the look on that man's face stayed with me. 

Fire is a poor illuminator, but it would have taken total darkness to conceal that look on Geilie's face; the sudden realization of what was coming toward her. She jerked the other pistol from her belt and swung it to bear on me; I saw the round holc of the muzzle clearly-and didn't care. The roar of the discharge caromed through the cave, the echoes sending down showers of rocks and dirt, but by then I had seized the ax from the floor. 

I noted quite clearly the leather binding, ornamented with a beaded pattern. It was red, with yellow zigzags and black dots. The dots echoed the shiny obsidian of the blade, and the red and yellow picked up the hues of the flaming torch behind her. I heard a noise behind me, but didn't turn. Reflections of the fire burned
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of the rock touch my neck, and the hairs there rose up prickling. The image of the cave as a living thing, breathing all around us, blind and malevolent, struck me cold with horror. Apparently the notion was as terrifying to Ian as it was to me, for I heard a faint gasp, and then his groping hand struck me and clung for dear life to my arm. I clutched his hand with one of mine and probed the dark ahead with the other, finding Jamie's reassuringly large shape almost at once. 

"I've got Ian," I said. "For God's sake, let's get out of here!" He gripped my hand in answer, and linked together, we began to make our way back down the winding tunnel, stumbling through the pitch dark and stepping on each other's heels. And a-11 the time, that ghostly wind whined at our backs. 

I could see nothing; no hint of Jamie's shirt in front of my face, snowy white as I knew it to be, not even a flicker of the movement of my own lightcolored skirts, though I heard them swish about my feet as I walked, the sound blending with that of the wind. The thin rush of air rose and fell in pitch, whispering and wailing. I tried to force my mind away from the memory of what lay behind us, away from the morbid fancy that the wind held sighing voices, whispering secrets just past hearing. 

"I can hear her," Ian said suddenly behind me. His voice rose, cracking with panic. "I can hear her! God, oh God, she's coming!" 

I froze in my tracks, a scream wedged in my throat. The cool observer in my head knew quite well it was not so-only the wind and Ian's fright-but that made no difference to the spurt of sheer terror that rose from the pit of my stomach and turned my bowels to water. I knew she was coming, too, and screamed out loud. 

Then Jamie had me, and Ian too, gripped tight against him, one in each arm, our ears mufflcd against his chest. He smelled of pine smoke and sweat and brandy, and I nearly sobbed in relief at the closeness of him. 

"Hush!" he said fiercely. "Hush, the both of ye! I willna let her touch ye Never!" He pressed us to him, hard; I felt his heart beating fast beneath my cheek and Ian's bony shoulder, squeezed against mine, and then the pressure relaxed. 

"Come along now," Jamie said, more quietly. "It's but wind. Caves blow through their cracks when the weather changes aboveground. I've heard it before. There is a storm coming, outside. Come, now." 

The storm was a brief one. By the time we had stumbled to the surface, blinking against the shock of sunlight, the rain had passed, leaving the world reborn in its wake. 
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Lawrence was sheltering under a dripping palm near the cave's entrance. When he saw us, he sprang to his feet, a look of relief relaxing the creases of his face. 

"It is all right?" he said, looking from me to a blood-stained Jamie. Jamie gave him half a smile, nodding. 

"It is all right," he said. He turned and motioned to Ian. "May I present my nephew, Ian Murray? Ian, this is Dr. Stern, who's been of great assistance to us in looking for ye." 

"I'm much obliged to ye, Doctor," Ian said, with a bob of his head. He wiped a sleeve across his streaked face, and glanced at Jamie. 

"I knew ye'd come, Uncle Jamie," he said, with a tremulous smile, "but ye lcft it a bit late, aye?" The smile widened, then broke, and he began to tremble. He blinked hard, fighting back tears. 

"I did then, and I'm sorry, Ian. Come here, a bhalaich." Jamie reached out and took him in a close embrace, patting his back and murmuring to him in Gaelic. 

I watched for a moment, before I realized that Lawrence was speaking to Me. 

"Are you quite well, Mrs. Fraser?" he was asking. Without waiting for an answer, he took my arm. 

"I don't quite know." I felt completely empty. Exhausted as though by childbirth, but without the exultation of spirit. Nothing seemed quite real; Jamie, Ian, Lawrence, all seemed like toy figures that moved and talked at a distance, making noises that I had to strain to understand. 

"I think perhaps we should leave this place," Lawrence said, with a glance at the cave mouth from which we had just emerged. He looked slightly uneasy. He didn't ask about Mrs. Abernathy. 

"I think you are right." The picture of the cave we had left was vivid in my mind-but just as unreal as the vivid green jungle and gray stones around us. Not waiting for the men to follow, I turned and walked away. 

The feeling of remoteness increased as we walked. I felt like an automaton, built around an iron core, walking by clockwork. I followed Jamie's broad back through branches and clearings, shadow and sun, not noticing where we were going. Sweat ran down my sides and into my eyes, but I barely stirred to wipe it away. At length, toward sunset, we stopped in a small clearing near a stream, and made our primitive camp. 

I had 'already discovered that Lawrence was a most useful person to have along on a camping trip. He was not only as good at finding or building shelter as was Jamie, but was sufficiently familiar with the flora and fauna of the area to be able to plunge into the jungle and return within half an hour bearing handfiils of edible roots, fungi, and fruit with which to augment the Spartan rations in our packs. 

Ian was set to gather firewood while Lawrencc foraged, and I sat Jamie
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down with a pan of water, to tend the damage to his head. I washed away the blood from face and hair, to find to my surprise that the ball had in fact not plowed a fiirrow through his scalp as I had thought. Instead, it had pierced the skin just above his hairline andevidently-vanished into his head. There was no sign of an exit wound. Unnerved by this, I prodded his scalp with increasing agitation, until a sudden cry from the patient announced that I had discovered the bullet. 

There was a large, tender lump on the back of his head. The pistol ball had traveled under the skin, skimming the curve of his skull, and come to rest just over his occiput. 

"Jesus H. Christ!" I exclaimed. I felt it again, unbelieving, but there it was. "You always said your head was solid bone, and I'll be damned if you weren't right. She shot you pointblank, and the bloody ball bounced off your skull!" Jamie, supporting his head in his hands as I examined him, made a sound somewhere between a snort and a groan. 

"Aye, well," he said, his voice somewhat muffled in his hands, "I'll no say I'm not thickheided, but if Mistress Abernathy had used a full charge of powder, it wouldna have been nearly thick enough." 

"Does it hurt a lot?" 

"Not the wound, no, though it's sore. I've a terrible headache, though." "I shouldn't wonder. Hold on a bit; I'm going to take the ball out." Not knowing in what condition we might find Ian, I had brought the

smallest of my medical boxes, which fortunately contained a bottle of alcohol and a small scalpel. I shaved away a little of Jamie's abundant mane, just below the swelling, and soused the area with alcohol for disinfection. My fingers were chilled from the alcohol, but his head was warm and comfortingly live to the touch. 

"Three deep breaths and hold on tight," I murmured. "I'm going to cut you, but it will be fast." 

"All right." The back of his neck looked a little pale, but the pulse was steady. He obligingly drew in his breath deeply, and exhaled, sighing. I held the area of scalp taut between the index and third fingers of my left hand. On the third breath, I said, "Right now," and drew the blade hard and quick across the scalp. He grunted slightly, but didn't cry out. I pressed gently with my right thumb against the swelling, slightly harder-and the ball popped out of the incision I had made, falling into my left hand like a grape. 

"Got it," I said, and only then realized that I had been holding my breath. I dropped the little pellet-somewhat flattened by its contact with his skullinto his hand, and smiled, a little shakily. "Souvenir," I said. I pressed a pad of cloth against the small wound, wound a strip of cloth round his head to hold it, and then quite suddenly, with no warning whatever, began to cry. 

I could feel the tears rolling down my face, and my shoulders shaking, but
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1 felt still detached; somehow outside my body. I was conscious mostly of a mild amazement. 

"Sassenach? Are yc all right?" Jamie was peering up at me, eyes worried under the rakish bandage. 

"Yes," I said, stuttering from the force of my crying. "I cl-don't k-know why I'm c-crying. I cl-clon't know!" 

"Come here." He took my hand and drew me down onto his knee. He wrapped his arms around me and held me tight, resting his cheek on the top of my head. 141t will be all right," he whispered. "It's fine now, mo cbridbe, it's fine." He rocked me gently, one hand stroking my hair and neck, and murmured small unimportant things in my ear. just as suddenly as I had been detached, I was back inside my body, warm and shaking, feeling the iron core dissolve in my tears. 

Gradually I stopped weeping, and lay still against his chest, hiccuping now and then, feeling nothing but peace and the comfort of his presence. 

I was dimly aware that Lawrence and Ian had returned, but paid no attention to them. At one point, I heard Ian say, with more curiosity than alarm, "You're bleeding all down the back of your neck, Uncle Jamie." 

"Perhaps you'll fix me a new bandage, then, Ian," Jamie said. His voice was soft and unconcerned. "I must just hold your auntie now." And sometime later I went to sleep, still held tight in the circle of his arms. 

I woke up later, curled on a blanket next to Jamie. He was leaning against a tree, one hand resting on my shoulder. He felt me wake, and squeezed gently. It was dark, and I could hear a rhythmic snoring somewhere close at hand. It must be Lawrence, I thought drowsily, for I could hear Young Ian's voice, on the other side of Jamie. 

"No," he was saying slowly, "it wasna really so bad, on the ship. We were all kept tovether, so there was company from the other lads, and they fed us decently, and let us out two at a time to walk about the deck. Of course, we were all scairt, for we'd no notion why we'd been taken-and none of the sailors would tell us anything-but we were not mistreated." The Bruja had sailed up the Yallahs River, and delivered her human cargo directly tovRose Hall. Here the bewildered boys had been warmly welcomed by Mrs. Abernathy, and promptly popped into a new prison. 

The basement beneath the sugar mill had been fitted up comfortably enough, -with beds and chamber pots, and aside from the noise of the sugarmaking above during the days, it was comfortable enough. Still, none of the boys could think why they were there, though any number of suggestions were made, each more improbable than the last. 

"And every now and then, a great black fellow would come down into the
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place with Mrs. Abernathy. We always begged to know what it was we were there for, and would she not be letting us go, for mercy's sake? but she only smiled and patted us and said we would see, in good time. Then she would choose a lad, and the black fellow would clamp onto the lad's arm and take him awa' wi' them." Ian's voice sounded distressed, and little wonder. 

"Did the lads come back again?" Jamie asked. His hand patted me softly, and I reached up and pressed it. 

"No-or not usually. And that scairt us all something dreadful." Ian's turn had come eight weeks after his arrival. Three lads had gone and not returned by then, and when Mistress Abernathy's bright green eyes rested on him, he was not disposed to cooperate. 

"I kicked the black fellow, and hit him-I even bit his hand," Ian said rueftilly, "and verra nasty he tasted, too-all over some kind of grease, he was. But it made nay difference; he only clouted me over the head, hard enough to make my ears ring, then picked me up and carried me off in his arms, as though I was no more than a wee bairn." Ian had been taken into the kitchen, where he was stripped, bathed, dressed in a clean shirt-but nothing else-and taken to the main house. "It was just at night," he said wistftilly, 

"and all the windows lighted. It

looked verra much like Lallybroch, when ye come down from the hills just at dark, and Main's just lit the lamps-it almost broke my heart to see it, and think of home." He had had little opportunity to feel homesick, though. Hercules-or Atlas-had marched him up the stairs into what was obviously Mistress Abernathy's bedroom. Mrs. Abernathy was waiting for him, dressed in a soft, loose sort of gown with odd-looking figures embroidered round the hem of it in red and silver thread. 

She had been cordial and welcoming, and had offered him a drink. It smelled strange, but not nasty, and as he had little choice in the matter, he had drunk it. There were two comfortable chairs in the room, on either side of a long, low table, and a great bed at one side, swagged and canopied like a king's. He had sat in one chair, Mrs. Abernathy in the other, and she had asked him questions. 

"What sorts of questions?" Jamie asked, prompting as Ian seemed hesitant. 

"Well, all about my home, and my family-she asked the names of all my sisters and brothers, and my aunts and uncles"-I jerked a bit. So that was why Geilie had betrayed no surprise at our appearance! -"and all sorts of things, Uncle. Then she-shc asked me had Ihad I ever la-in wi' a lassie. just as though she were asking did I have parritch to my breakfast!" Ian sounded shocked at the memory. 

"I didna want to answer her, but I couldna seem to help myself. I felt verra
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warm, like I was fevered, and I couldna seem to move easv. But I answered all her questions, and her just sitting there, pleasant as might be, watching me close wi' those big green eyes." 

"So yc told her the truth?" 

"Aye. Aye, I did." Ian spoke slowly, reliving the scene. "I said I had, and I told her aboutabout Edinburgh, and the printshop, and the seaman, and the brothel, and Mary, andeverything." For the first time, Geilie had seemed displeased with one of his answers. Her face had grown hard and her eyes narrowed, and for a moment, Ian was seriously afraid. He would have run, then, but for the heaviness in his limbs, and the presence of the giant who stood against the door, unmoving. 

"She got up and stamped about a bit, and said I was ruined, then, as I wasna a virgin, and what business did a bittie wee lad like me have, to be goin' wi' the lassies and spoiling myself?" 

Then she had stopped her ranting, poured a glass of wine and drank it off, and her temper had seemed to cool. 

"She laughed then, and looked at me careful, and said as how I might not be such a loss, after all. If I was no good for what she had in mind, perhaps I might have other uses." Ian's voice sounded faintly constricted, as though his collar were too tight. Jamie made a soothing interrogatory sound, though, and he took a deep breath, determined to go on. 

"Well, she-she took my hand and made me stand up. Then she took off the shirt I was wearing, and she-I swear it's true, Uncle!-she knelt on the floor in front of me, and took my cock into her mouth!" 

Jamie's hand tightened on my shoulder, but his voice betrayed no more than a mild interest. 

"Aye, I believe ye, Ian. She made love to ye, then?" 

"Love?" Ian sounded dazed. "No-I mean, I dinna ken. It-shc-well, she got my cock to stand up, and then she made me come to the bed and lie down and she did things. But it wasna at all like it was with wee Mary!" 

"No, I shouldna suppose it was," his uncle said dryly. 

"God, it felt queer!" I could sense Ian's shudder from the tone of his voice. "I looked up in the middle, and there was the black man, standing right by the bed, holding a candlestick. She told him to lift it higher, so that she could see better." He paused, and I heard a small glugging noise as he drank ftom one of the bottles. He let out a long, quivering breath. 

"Uncle. Have ye ever-lain wi' a woman, when ye didna want to do it?" Jamie hesitated a moment, his hand tight on my shoulder, but then he said quietly, "Aye, Ian. I have." 

"Oh." The boy was quiet, and I heard him scratch his head. "D'ye ken how it can be, Uncle? 

How ye can do it, and not want to a bit, and hate doing it, and-and still it-it feels good?" Jamie gave a small, dry laugh. 
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"Well, what it comes to, Ian, is that your cock hasna got a conscience, and you have." His hand left my shoulder as he turned toward his nephew. "Dinna trouble yourself, Ian," he said. "Ye couldna help it, and it's likely that it saved your life for ye. The other lads-the ones who didna come back to the cellar-d've ken if they were virgins?" 

"Wcll-a few I know were for surc-for we had a great deal of time to talk, aye? and after a time we kent a lot about one another. Some o' the lads boasted of havin' gone wi' a lassie, but I thought-from what they sa-id about it, ye ken-that they hadna done it, really." He paused for a moment, as though reluctant to ask what he knew he must. 

"Uncle-d'ye ken what happened to them? The rest of the lads with me?" "No, Ian," Jamie said, evenly. "I've no notion." He leaned back against the tree, sighing deeply. "D'ye think ye can sleep, wee Ian? If ye can, ye should, for it will be a weary walk to the shore tomorrow." 

"Oh, 1 can sleep, Uncle," Ian assured him. "But should I not keep watch? It's you should be resting, after bcin' shot and all that." He paused and then added, rather shyly, "I didna say thank ye, Uncle Jamie." 

Jamie laughed, freely this time. 

"You're verra welcome, Ian," he said, the smile still in his voice. "Lay your head and sleep, laddie. I'll wake ye if there's need." 

Ian obligingly curled up and within moments, was breathing heavily. Jamie sighed and leaned back against the tree. 

"Do you want to sleep too, Jamie? " I pushed myself up to sit beside him. "I'm awake; I can keep an eye out." 

His eyes were closed, the dying firelight dancing on the lids. He smiled without opening them and groped for my hand. 

"No. If ye dinna mind sitting with me for a bit, though, you can watch. The headache's better if I close my eyes." 

We sat in contented silence for some time, hand in hand. An occasional odd noise or faroff scream from some jungle animal came from the dark, but nothing seemed threatening now. 

"Will we go back to Jamaica?" I asked at last. "For Fergus and Marsali?" Jamie started to shake his head, then stopped, with a stifled groan. "No," he said, "I think we shall sail for Eleuthera. That's Dutch-owned, 

and neutral. We can send Innes back wi' John's boatie, and he can take a message to Fergus to come and join us. I would as soon not set foot on Jamaica again, all things considered." 

"No, I suppose not." I was quiet for a moment, then said, "I wonder how Mr. Willoughbyyi Tien Cho, I mean-will manage. I don't suppose anyone will find hi m, if he stays in the mountains, but-" 

"Oh, he may manage brawly," Jamie interrupted. "He's the pelican to fish for him, after all." One side of his mouth turned up in a smile. "For that matter, if he's canny, he'll find a way south, to Martinique. There's a small
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colony there of Chinese traders. I'd told him of it; said I'd take him there, once our business on Jamaica was finished." 

"You aren't angry at him now?" I looked at him curiously, but his face was smooth and peaceffil, almost unlined in the firelight. 

This time he was careful not to move his head, but lifted one shoulder in a shrug, and grimaced. 

"Och, no." He sighed and settled himself more comfortably. "I dinna suppose he had much thought for what he did, or understood at all what might be the end of it. And it would be foolish to hate a man for not giving ye something he hasna got in the first place." He opened his eyes then, with a faint smile, and I knew he was thinking of John Grev. Ian twitched in his sleep, snorted loudly, and rolled over onto his back, arms flung wide. Jamie glanced at his nephew, and the smile grew wider. "Thank God," he said. "He goes back to his mother by the first ship headed for Scotland." 

"I don't know," I said, smiling. "He might not want to go back to Lallybroch, after all this adventure." 

"I dinna care whether he wants to or not," Jamie said firmly. "He's going, if I must pack him up in a crate. Are ye looking for something, Sassenach?" he added, seeing me groping in the dark. 

"I've got it," I said, pulling the flat hypodermic case out of my pocket. I flipped it open to check the contents, squinting to see by the waning light. "Oh, good; there's enough left for one whopping dose." 

Jamie sat up a little straighter. 

"I'm not fevered a bit," he said, eyeing me warily. "And if yc have it in mind to shove that filthy spike into my head, ye can just think again, Sassenach! " 

"Not you," I said. "Ian. Unless you mean to send him home to Jenny riddled with syphilis and other interesting forms of the clap." 

Jamie's eyebrows rose toward his hairline, and he winced at the resultant sensation. 

"Ow. Syphilis? Ye think so?" 

"I shouldn't be a bit surprised. Pronounced dementia is one of the symptoms of the advanced disease-though 1 must say it would be hard to tell in her &se. Still, better safe than sorry, hm?" 

Jamie snorted brieflv with amusement. 

"Well, that may teach Young Ian the price o' dalliance. I'd best distract Stern while ye take the lad behind a bush for his penance, though; Lawrence is a bonny man for a Jew, but he's curious. I dinna want ye burnt at the stake in Kingston, after all." 

"I expect that would be awkward for the Governor," I said dryly. "Much as he might enjoy it, personallv." 
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"I shouldna think he would, Sassenach." His dryness matched my own. "Is my coat within reach?" 

"Yes." I found the garment folded on the ground near me, and handed it to him. "Are you cold?" 

"No." He leaned back, the coat laid across his knees. "It's only that I wanted to feel the bairns all close to me while I sleep." He smiled at me, folded his hands gently atop the coat and its pictures, and closed his eyes again. "Good night, Sassenach." 
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Out of the Depths

n the morning, buoyed by rest and a breakfast of biscuit and plantain, we pressed on toward the shore in good heart-even Ian, who ceased to limp ostentatiously after the first quarter-mile. As we came down the I

defile that led onto the beach, though, a remarkable sight met our eyes. "Jesus God, it's them!" Ian blurted. "The pirates!" He turned, ready to flee back into the hills, but Jamie grasped him by the arm. 

"Not pirates," he said. "It's the slaves. Look!" Unskilled in the seamanship of large vessels, the escaped slaves of the Yallahs River plantations had evidently made a slow and blundering passage toward Hispaniola, and having somehow arrived at that island, had promptly run the ship aground. The Bruja lay canted on her side in the shallows, her keel sunk deep in the sandy mud. A very agitated group of slaves surrounded her, some rushing up and down the beach shouting, others dashing off toward the refuge of the jungle, a few remaining to help the last of their number off the beached hulk. 

A quick glance out to sea showed the cause of their agitation. A patch of white showed on the horizon, growing in size even as we watched. 

"A man-of-war," Lawrence said, sounding interested. 

Jamie said something under his breath in Gaelic, and Ian glanced at him, shocked. 

"Out of here," Jamie said tersely. He pulled Ian about and gave him a shove up the defile, then grabbed my hand. 

"Wait!" said Lawrence, shading his eyes. "There's another ship coming. A little one. " The Governor of Jamaica's private pinnace, to be exact, leaning at a perilous angle as she shot round the curve of the bay, her canvas bellied by the win

d on her quarter. 

Jamie stood for a split second, weighing the possibilities, then grabbed my hand again. 

"Let's go!" he said. 

By the time we reached the edge of the beach, the pinnace's small boat was plowing through the shallows, Raeburn and MacLeod pulling hard at the oars. I was wheezing and gulping air, my knees rubbery from the run. 

PDF Transform

PDF Transform

Y

Y

Y

er

Y

er

B

2

B

2

B

.0

B

.0

A

A

Click here to buy

Click here to buy

w

w

w

w

w . 

w

A B B YY.com

.A B BYY.com

856                       Diana Gabaldon

Jamie snatched me up bodily into his arms and ran into the surf, followed by Lawrence and Ian, gasping like whales. 

I saw Gordon, a hundred yards out in the pinnace's bow, aim a gun at the shore, and knew we were followed. The musket discharged with a puff of smoke, and Meldrum, behind him, promptly raised his own weapon and fired. Taking it in turns, the two of them covered our splashing advance, until friendly hands could pull us over the side and raise the boat. 

"Come about!" Inucs, manning the wheel, barked the order, and the boom swung across, the sails filling at once. Jamie hauled me to my feet and deposited me on a bench, then flung himself down beside me, panting. 

"Holy God," he wheezed. "Did I no-tell yc to-stay away-Duncan?" "Save your breath, Mac Dubh," Innes said, a wide grin spreading under his mustache. "Ye havcna enough to be wasting it." He shouted something to MacLeod, who nodded and did something to the lines. The pinnace heeled over, changed her course, and came about, headed straight out of the tiny cove-and straight toward the man-of-war, now close enough for me to see the fat-lipped porpoise grinning beneath its bowsprit. 

MacLeod bellowed something in Gaelic, accompanied by a gesture that left the meaning of what he had said in no doubt. To a triumphant yodel from Innes, we shot past the Porpoise, directly under her bow and close enough to see surprised -looking heads poking out from the rail above. 

I looked back as we left the cove, to see the Porpoise still heading in, massive under her three great masts. The pinnace could never outrace her on the open sea, but in close quarters, the little sloop was light and maneuverable as a feather by comparison to the leviathan man-of-war. 

"It's the slave ship they'll be after," Meldrum said, turning to look alongside me. "We saw the man-o'-war pick her up, three miles off the island. We thought whilst they were otherwise occupied, we might as well nip in and pick ye all off the beach." 

"Good enough," Jamie said with a smile. His chest was still heaving, but he had recovered his breath. "I hope the Porpoise will be sufficiently occupied for the time being." A warning shout from Racburn indicated that this was not to be, however. Looking back, I could see the gleam of brass on the Porpoise's deck as the pair of long guns called stern chasers were uncovered and began their process of aiming. 

Now it was us at gunpoint, and I found the sensation very objectionable. Still, we were moving, and fast, at that. Innes put the wheel hard over, then hard again, tacking a zigzag path past the headland. 

The stern chasers boomed together. There was a splash off the port bow, twenty yards away, but a good deal too close for comfort, given the fact that a twenty-four pound ball through the floor of the pinnace would sink us like a rock. 
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Innes cursed and hunched his shoulders over the wheel, his missing arm giving him an odd, lopsided appearance. Our course became still more erratic, and the next three tries came nowhere near. Then came a louder boom, and I looked back to see the side of the canted Brul'a erupt in splinters, as the Porpoise came in range and trained her forward guns on the grounded ship. 

A rain of grapeshot hit the beach, striking dead in the center of a group Of fleeing slaves. Bodies-and parts of bodies-flew into the air like black stickfigures and fcll to the sand, staining it with red blotches. Severed limbs were scattered over the beach like driftwood. 

"Holy Mary, Mother of God." Ian, white to the lips, crossed himself, staring in horror at the beach as the shelling went on. Two more shots struck the Bruy'a, opening up a great hole in her side. Several landed harmlesslv in the sand, and two more found their mark among the fleeing people. Then we were round the edge of the headland, and heading into the open sea, the beach and its carnage lost to view. 

"Pray for us sinners, now and at the hour of our death." Ian finished his prayer in a whisper, and crossed himself again. 

There was little conversation in the boat, beyond Jamie's giving Innes instructions for Eleuthera, and a conference between Innes and MacLeod as to the proper heading. The rest of us were too appalled by what we had just seen-and too relieved at our own cscapeto want to talk. The weather was fair, with a bright, brisk breeze, and we made good way. By sundown, the island of Hispaniola had dropped below the horizon, and Grand Turk Island was rising to the left. 

I ate Mv sinall share of the available biscuit, drank a cup of water, and curled myself in the bottom of the boat, lying down betlv     een Ian and Jamie to sleep. Inrics, yawning, took his own rest in the bow, while MacLeod and Mcldrum took it in turns to man the helm through the night, 

A shout -,vokc me in the morning. I rose on one elbow, blinking with sleep and stiff from a night spent on bare, damp boards. Jamie was standing by me, his hair blowing back in the morning breeze. 

"What?" I asked Jamie. "What is it,"' 

"I dinna believe it," he said, staring aft over the rail. "It's that bloody boat again! 

I scrambled to my feet, to find that it was true; far --tern were tiny white sails. 

"Arc you sure?" I said, #qUinting. "Can you tell at this distance?" 

"I can't, no," Jamie said frankIv, "but Innes and MacLeod can, and they say it's the bloodsucking English, right enough. Thcy'll have guessed our heading, mavbc, and come after us, as soon as they'd dealt with those poor black buggcrs on Hispaniola." He turned away from the rail, shrugging. 

"Danincd little to be done about it, save to hope we stay ahead of them. 
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Innes says there's a hope of giving them the slip off Cat Island, if we reach there by dark." As the day wore on, we kept just out of firing distance, but Innes looked more and more worried. 

The sea between Cat Island and Eleuthera was shallow, and filled with coral heads. A manof-war could never follow us into the maze-but neither could we move swiftly enough through it to avoid being sunk by the Porpoise's long guns. Once in those treacherous shoals and channels, we would be sitting ducks. 

At last, reluctantly, the decision was made to head cast, out to sea; we could not risk slowing, and there was a slight chance of giving the man-ofwar the slip in the dark. When dawn came, all sight of land had disappeared. The Porpoise, unfortunately, had not. She was no closer, but as the wind rose along with the sun, she shook out more sail, and began to gain. With every scrap of sail already hoisted, and nowhere to hide, there was nothing we could do but run-and wait. 

All through the long hours of the morning, the Porpoise grew steadily larger astern. The sky had begun to cloud over, and the wind had risen considerably, but this helped the Porpoise, with her huge spread of canvas, a great deal more than it did us. By ten o'clock, she was close enough to risk a shot. It fell far astern, but was frightening, nonetheless. Innes squinted back over his shoulder, judging the distance, then shook his head and settled grimly to his course. There was nothing to be gained by tacking now; we must head straight on, as long as we could, taking evasive action only when it was too late for anything else. 

By eleven, the Porpoise had drawn within a quarter-mile, and the monotonous boom of her forward guns had begun to sound every ten minutes, as her gunner tried the range. If I closed my eyes, I could imagine Erik Johansen, bent sweating and powder-stained over his gun, the smoking slowmatch in his hand. I hoped that Annekje had been left on Antigua with her goats. 

By eleven-thirty, it had begun to rain, and a heavy sea was running. A sudden gust of wind struck us sideways, and the boat heeled over far enough to bring the port rail within a foot of the water. Dumped onto the deck by the motion, we disentangled ourselves as Innes and MacLeod skillfully righted the pinnace. I glanced back, as I did every few minutes, despite myself, and saw the seamen scampering aloft in the Porpoise, reefing the topsails. 

"That's luck!" MacGregor shouted in my ear, nodding where I was looking. "That'll slow them." 

PDF Transform

PDF Transform

Y

Y

Y

er

Y

er

B

2

B

2

B

.0

B

.0

A

A

Click here to buy

Click here to buy

w

w

w

w

w . 

w

A B B YY.com

.A B BYY.com

860                        Diana Gabaldon

it the debris and the men of the wrecked Porpoise, limbs outflung in grotesque ballet. The body of Thomas Leonard hung no more than ten feet from me, drowned mouth open in surprise, his long soft hair aswirl above the gilded collar of his coat. Then the wave struck. I was snatched off the deck, and at once engulfed in chaos. Blind and deaf, unable to breathe, I was tumbled through space, my arms and legs wrenched awry by the force of the water. 

Everything was dark; there was nothing but sensation, and all of that intense but indistinguishable. Pressure and noise and overwhelming cold. I couldn't fccl the pull of my clothing, or the jerk of the rope-if it was still there-around my waist. A sudden faint warmth swathed my legs, distinct in the surrounding cold as a cloud in a clear sky. Urine, I thought, but didn't know whether it was my own, or the last touch of another human body, swallowed as I was in the belly of the wave. 

My head hit something with a sickening crack, and suddenly I was coughing my lungs out on the deck of the pinnace, still miraculously afloat. I sat up slowly, choking and wheezing. My rope was still in place, yanked so tight about my waist that I was sure my lower ribs were broken. I jerked feebly at it, trying to breathe, and then Jamle was there, one arm around me, the other groping at his belt for a knife. 

"Are ye all right?" he bellowed, his voice barely audible above the shrieking wind. 

"No!" I tried to shout back, but it came out as no more than a wheeze. I shook my head, fumbling at my waist. 

The sky was a queer purple-green, a color I had ncver seen before. Jamie sawed at the rope, his bent head spray-soaked and the color of mahogany, hair whipped across his face by the fury of the wind. 

The rope popped and I gulped in air, ignoring a stabbing pain in my side and the stinging of raw skin about my waist. The ship was pitching wildly, the deck swinging up and down like a lawn glider. Jamie fell down on the deck, pulling me with him, and began to work his way on hands and knees toward the mast, some six feet away, dragging me. My garments had been drenched through, plastered to me from my immersion in the wave. Now the blast of the wind was so great that it plucked my skirts away from my legs and flung them up, half-dried, to beat about my face like goose ,vings. Jamie's arm was tight as an iron bar across my chest. I clung to him, trying to aid our progress by shoving with my feet on the slippery deckboards. Smaller waves washed over the rail, sousing us intermittently, but no more huge monsters followed them. Reaching hands grasped us and hauled us the last few feet, into the nominal shelter of the mast. Innes had tied the wheel over long since; as I looked
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forward, I saw lightning strike the sea ahead, making the spokes of the wheel spring out black, leaving an image like a spider's web printed on my retina. 

Speech was impossible-and unnecessary. Raeburn, Ian, Meldrum, and Lawrence were huddled against the mast, all tied; frightful as it was on deck, no one wanted to go below, to be tossed to and fro in bruising darkness, with no notion of what was happening overhead. 

I was sitting on the deck, legs splayed, with the mast at my back and the line passed across my chest. The sky had gone lead-gray on one side, a deep, lucent green on the other, and lightning was striking at random over the surface of the sea, bright jags of brilliance across the dark. The wind was so loud that even the thunderclaps reached us only now and then, as mufflcd booms, like ships' guns firing at a distance. 

Then a bolt crashed down beside the ship, lightning and thunder together, close enough to hear the hiss of boiling water in the ringing aftermath of the thunderclap. The sharp reek of ozone flooded the air. Innes turned from the light, his tall, thin figure so sharply cut against the flash that he looked momentarily like a skeleton, black bones against the sky. The momentary dazzle and his movement made it seem for an instant that he stood whole once more, two arms swinging, as though his missing limb had emerged from the ghost world to join him, here on the brink of eternity. 

Oh, de headbone connected to de . . . neckbone. Joe Abernathy's voice sang softly in memory. And de neckbone connected to de . . . backbone . . . I had a sudden hideous vision of the scattered limbs I had seen on the beach by the corpse of the Bruja, animated by the lightning, squirming and wriggling to reunitc. 

Dem bones, dent bones,    are gonna walk around. Now, hear de word of de Lawd! 

Another clap of thunder and I screamed, not at the sound, but at the lightning bolt of memory. A skull in my hands, with empty eyes that had once been the green of the hurricane sky. 

Jamie shouted something in my ear, but I couldn't hear him. 1 could only shake my head in speechless shock, my skin rippling with horror. 

My hair, like my skirts, was drying in the wind; the strands of it danced on my head, pull'i*ng at the roots. As it dried, I fclt the crackle of static electricity where my hair brushed my check. There was a sudden movement among the sailors around me and I looked up, to see the spars and rigging above coated in the blue phosphorescence of St. Elmo's fire. 

A fireball dropped to the deck and rolled toward us, streaming phosphorescence. Jamie struck at it and it hopped delicately into the air and rolled away along the rail, leaving a sccnt of burning in its wake. 

I looked up at Jamie to see if he was all right, and saw the loose ends of his
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hair standing out from his head, coated with fire and streaming backward like a demon's. Streaks of vivid blue outlined the fingers of his hand when he brushed the hair from his face. Then he looked down, saw me, and grasped my hand. A jolt of electricity shot through us both with the touch, but he didn't let go. 

I couldn't say how long it lasted; hours or days. Our mouths dried from the wind, and grew sticky with thirst. The sky went from gray to black, but there was no telling whether it was night, or only the coming of rain. 

The rain, when it did come, was welcome. It came with the drenching roar of a tropical shower, a drumming audible even above the wind. Better yet, it was hail, not rain; the hailstones hit my skull like pebbles, but I didn't care. I gathered the icy globules in both hands, and swallowed them half-meltcd, a cool benison to my tortured throat. Meldrum and MacLeod crawled about the deck on hands and knees, scooping the hailstones into buckets and pots, anything that would hold water. 

I slept intermittently, head lolling on Jamie's shoulder, and woke to find the wind still screaming. Numb to terror now, I only waited. Whether we lived or died seemed of little consequence, if only the dreadful noise would stop. 

There was no telling day from night, no way to keep time, while the sun hid its face. The darkness seemed a little lighter now and then, but whether it was by virtue of daylight or moonlight, I couldn't tell. I slept, and Woke, and slept again. 

Then I woke, to find the wind a little quieter. The scas still heaved, and the tiny boat pitched like a cockleshell, throwing us up and dropping us with stomach-churning regularity. But the noise was less; I could hear, when MacGregor shouted to Ian to pass a cup of water. The men's faces were chapped and raw, their lips cracked to bleeding by the whistling wind, but they were smiling. 

"It's gone by." Jamie's voice was low and husky in my ear, rusted by weather. "The storm's past." 

It was; there were breaks in the lead-gray sky, and small flashes of a pale, fresh blue. I thought it must be early morning, sometime J    .ust past. dawn, but couldn't tell for sure. While the hurricane had ceased to blow, there was still a strong wind, and the storm surge carried us at an amazing speed. Meldrum took the wheel from Innes, and bending to check the compass, gave a cry of surprise. The fireball that had come aboard during the storm had harmed no one, but the compass was now a melted mass of silver metal, the wooden casing around it untouched. 

"Amazing!" said Lawrence, touching it reverently with one finger. "Aye, and inconvenient, forbye," said Innes dryly. He looked upward, 
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toward the ragged remnants of the dashing clouds. "Much of a hand at celestial navigation, are ye, Mr. Stern?" 

After much squinting at the rising sun and the remnants of the morning stars, Jamie, Innes, and Stern determined that our heading ,vas roughly northeast. 

"We must turn to the west," Stern said, leaning over the crude chart with Jamie and Innes. 

"We do not know where we are, but any land must surely be to the west." Innes nodded, peering soberly at the chart, which showed a sprinkle of islands like coarseground pepper, floating on the waters of the Caribbean. "Aye, that's so," he said. "We've been headed out to sea for God knows

how long. The hull's in one piece, but that's all I'd say for it. As for the mast and sails-well, they'll maybe hold for a time." He sounded dubious in the extreme. "God knows where we may fetch up, though." 

Jamie grinned at him, dabbing at a trickle of blood from his cracked lip. "So long as it's land, Duncan, I'm no verra choosy about where." limes quirked an evebrow at him, a slight smile on his lips. 

"Aye? And here I     thought ye'd settled for sure on a sailor's life, Mac Dubh; ye're sac canty on deck. Why, ye havena puked once in the last twa davs! " 

:,That's because I havena eaten anything in the last twa days," Jamie said wryly. "I dinna much care if the island we find first is English, French, Spanish, or Dutch, but I should be obliged if ye'd find one with food, Duncan." 

Innes wiped a hand across his mouth and swallowed painfully; the mention of food made everyone salivate, despite dry mouths. 

"I'll do my best, Mac Dubh," he promised. 

"Land! It's land!" The call came at last, five days later, in a voice tendered so hoarse by wind and thirst that it was no more than a faint croak, but full of joy, nonetheless. I dashed up on deck to see, my feet slipping on the ladder rungs. Everyone was hanging over the rail, looking at the humped black shape on the horizon. It was far off, but undeniably land, solid and distinct. 

"Where do you think we are?" I tried to say, but my voice was so hoarse, the words came out in a tiny whisper, and no one heard. It didn't matter; if we were headed straight for the naval barracks at Antigua, I didn't care. 

The waves were running in huge, smooth swells, like the backs of whales. The wind was gusting now, and Innes called for the helmsman to bring the bow another point nearer the wind. 

I could see a line of large birds flying, a stately procession skimming down the distant shoreline. Pelicans, searching tht-shallows for fish, with the sun gleaming on their wings. 
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I tugged at Jamie's sleeve and pointed at them. 

"Look-" I began, but got no further. There was a sharp crack! and the world exploded in black and fire. I came to in the water. Dazed and halfchoked, I floundered and fought in a world of dark green. Something was wrapped about my legs, dragging me down. I flailed wildlv, kicking to free my leg of the deadly grip. Something floated past my head, and I grabbed for it. Wood, blessed wood, something to hold onto in the surging waves. A dark shape sleeked by like a seal beneath the water, and a red head bobbed up six feet away, gasping. 

"Hold on!" Jamie said. He reached me with two strokes, and ducking under the piece of wood I held, dived down. I felt a tugging at my leg, a sharp pain, and then the dragging tension eased. Jamie's head popped up again, across the spar. He grasped my wrists and hung there, gulping air, as the rolling swell carried us, up and down. I couldn't see the ship anywhere; had it sunk? A wave broke over my head, and Jamie disappeared temporarily. I shook my head, blinking, and he was there again. He smiled at me, a savage grin of effort, and his grip on my wrists tightened harder. 

"Hold on!" he rasped again, and I did. The wood was harsh and splintery under my hands, but I clung for all I was worth. We drifted, half-blinded by spray, spinning like a bit of flotsam, so that sometimes I saw the distant shore, sometimes nothing but the open sea from which we had come. And when the waves washed over us, I saw nothing but water. There was something wrong with my leg; a strange numbness, punctuated with flashes of sharp pain. The vision of Murphy's peg and the razor-grin of an openmouthcd shark drifted through my mind; had my leg been taken by some toothy beast? I thought of my tiny hoard of warm blood, streaming from the stump of a bitten limb, draining away into the cold vastness of the sea, and I panicked, trying to snatch my hand from Jamie's grasp in order to reach down and see for myself. 

He snarled something unintelligible at me and held on to my wrists like grim death. After a moment of frenzied thrashing, reason returned, and I calmed myself, thinking that if my leg were indeed gone, I would have lost consciousness by now. 

At that, I ivas beginning to lose consciousness. My vision was growing gray at the edges, and floating bright spots covered Jamie's face. Was I really bleeding to death, or was it only cold and shock? It hardly seemed to matter, I thought muzzily; the effect was the same. 

A sense of lassitude and utter peace stole gradually over me. I couldn't feel my feet or legs, and only Jamie's crushing grip on my hands reminded me of their existence. My head went under water, and I had to remind myself to hold my breath. 
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The wave subsided and the wood rose slightly, bringing my nose above water. I breathed, and my vision cleared s1lightly. A foot away was the face of Jamie Fraser, hair plastered to his head, vet features contorted against the spray. 

"Hold on!" he roared. "Hold on, God damn vou! 

I smiled gently, barely hearing him. Tht sense   of great peace was lifting me, carrying me beyond the noise and chaos. There was no more pain. Nothing mattered. Another wave washed wer me, and this time I forgot to hold my breath. 

The choking sensation roused me briefl,', long enough to see the flash of terror in Jamie's eyes. Then my vision went dark again. 

"Damn you, Sassenach!" his voice said, from a very great distance. His voice was choked with passion. "Damn yoj! I swear if ye die on me, I'll kill you! " 1 was dead. Everything around me was, blinding white, and there was a soft, rushing noise like the wings of angels I felt peaceful and bodiless, free of terror, free of rage, filled with quiet happiness. Then I coughed. 

I wasn't bodiless, after all. My leg hurt. It hurt a lot. 1 became gradually aware that a good many other things hurt, too, but my left shin took precedence in no uncertain terms. I had the dist:nct impression that the bone had been removed and replaced with a red-hot poker. 

At least the leg was demonstrably there. When I cracked my eyes open to look, the haze of pain that floated over my.eg seemed almost visible, though perhaps that was only a product of the general fuzziness in my head. Whether mental or physical in origin, the general effect was of a sort of whirling whiteness, shot with flickers of a b-ighter light. Watching it hurt my eyes, so I shut them again. 

"Thank God, you're awake!" said a relicxd -sounding Scottish voice near my ear. 

"No I'm not," I said. My own voice em(-ged as a salt-crustcd croak, rusty with swallowed seawater. I could feel seawa:er in my sinuses, too, which gave my head an unpleasant gurgling feel. I couched again, and my nose began to run profusely. Then I sneezed. 

"Eugh!" I said, in complete revulsion :t the resultant cascade of slime over my upper lip. My hand seemed far off ind insubstantial, but I made the effort to raise it, swiping clumsily at my fax. 

"Be still, Sassenach; I'll take care of yC' There was a definite note of amusement in the voice, which irritated mc enough to open my eyes again. I caught a brief glimpse of Jamie's face, intern on mine, before vision vanished once again in the folds of an impiense Nvh:-e handkerchief. 
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He wiped my face thoroughly, ignoring my strangled noises of protest and impending suffocation, then held the cloth to my nose. 

"Blow," he said. 

I did as he said. Rather to mv surprise, it helped quite a lot. I could think more or less coherently, now that my head was unclogged. 

Jamie smiled down at me. His hair was rumpled and stiff with dried salt, and there was a wide abrasion on his temple, an angry dark red against the bronzed skin. He seemed not to be wcaring a shirt, but had a blanket of some kind draped about his shoulders. 

"Do ye feel verra bad?" he asked. 

"Horrible," I croaked in reply. I was also beginning to be annoyed at being alive, after all, and being required to take notice of things again. Hearing the rasp in my voice, Jamie reached for a jug of water on the table by my bed. 

I blinked in confusion, but it really was a bed, not a berth or a hammock. The linen sheets contributed to the overwhelming impression of whiteness that had first engulfed me. This was reinforced by the whitewashed walls and ceiling, and the long white muslin draperies that bellied in like sails, rustling in the breeze from the open windows. The flickering light came from reflections that shimmered over the ceiling; apparently there was water close by outside, and sun shining on it. It seemed altogether cozier than Davy Jones's locker. Still, I felt a brief moment of intense regret for the sense of infinite peace I had experienced in the heart of the wave-a regret made more keen by the slight movement that sent a bolt of white agony up my leg. 

"I think your leg is broken, Sassenach," Jamie told me unnecessarily. "Ye likely shouldna move it much." 

"Thanks for the advice," I said, through gritted teeth. "Where in bloody hell are we?" He shrugged briefly. "I dinna ken. It's a fair-sized house, is all I could say. I wasna taking much note when they brought us in. One man said the place is called Les Perles." He held the cup to my lips and I swallowed gratefully. 

"What happened?" So long as I was careful not to move, the pain in my leg was bearable. Automatically, I placed my fingers under the angle of my jaw to check my pulse; reassuringly strong. I wasn't in shock; my leg couldn't be badly fractured, much as it hurt. Jamie rubbed a hand over his face. He looked very tired, and I noticed that his hand trembled with fatigue. There was a large bruise on his check, and a line of dried blood where something had scratched the side of his neck. 

"The topmast snapped, I think. One of the spars fell and knocked ye overboard. When ye hit the water, ye sank like a stone, and I dived in after you. I got hold of you-and the spar, too, thank God. Ye had a bit of rigging
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tangled round your leg, dragging ye down, but I managed to get that off He heaved a deep sigh, and rubbed his head. 

"I just held to ye; and after a time, I felt sand under my feet. I carried ye ashore, and a bit later, some men found us and brought us here. That's all.-He shrugged. I felt cold, despite the warm breeze coming in through the windows. "What happened to the ship? And the men? Ian? Lawrence?" 

"Safe, I think. They couldna reach us, with the mast broken-by the time they'd rigged a makeshift sail, we were long gone." He coughed roughly, and rubbed the back of his hand across his mouth. "But they're safe-, the men who found us said they'd seen a small ketch go aground on a mud flat a quarter-mile south of here; they've gone down to salvage and bring back the men." 

He took a swallow of water, swished it about his mouth, and going to the window, spat it out. 

"I've sand in my teeth," he said, grimacing, as he returned. "And my ears. And my nose, and the crack of my arse, too, I shouldna wonder." 

I reached out and took his hand again. His palm was heavily calloused, but still showed the tender swelling of rising blisters, with shreds of ragged skin and raw flesh, where earlier blisters had burst and bled. 

"How long were we in the water?" I asked, gently tracing the lines of his swollen palm. The tiny "C" at the base of his thumb was faded almost to invisibility, but I could still feel it under my finger. "Just how long did you hold on? 

"Long enough," he said simply. 

He smiled a little, and held my hand more tightly, despite the soreness of his own. It dawned on me suddenly that I wasn't wearing anything; the linen sheets were smooth and cool on my bare skin, and I could see the swell of my nipples, rising under the thin fabric. 

"What happened to my clothes?" 

"I couldna hold ye up against the drag of vour skirts, so I ripped them off," he explained. 

"What was left didna seem worth saving." 

"I don't suppose so," I said slowly, "but Jamie-what about you? Where's your coat?" He shrugged, then let his shoulders drop, and smiled ruefully. 

"At the bottom of the sea with my shoon, I expect," he said. And the pictures of Willie and Brianna there, too. 

"Oh, Jamie. I'm so sorry." I reached for his hand and held it tightly. He looked away, and blinked once or twice. 

"Aye, well," he said softly. "I expect I will remember them." He shrugged again, with a lopsided smile. "And if not, I can took in the glass, no?" I gave a laugh that was half a sob; he swallowed painfully, but went on smiling. 
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He glanced down at his tattered breeches then, and seerning to think of something, leaned back and worked a hand into the pocket. 

"I didna come away completely empty-handed," he said, pulling a wry face. "Though I would as soon it had been the pictures I kept, and lost these." He opened his hand, and I saw the gleam and glitter in his ruined palm. Stones of the first quality, cut and faceted, suitable for magic. An emerald, a ruby-malc, I supposed-a great fiery opal, a turquoise blue as the sky I could see out the window, a golden stone like sun trapped in honey, and the strange crystal purity of Geilie's black diamond. 

"You have the adamant," I said, touching it gently. It was still cool to the touch, in spite of being worn so close to his body. 

"I have," he said, but he was looking at me, not at the stone, a slight smile on his face. 

"What is it an adamant gives ye? The knowledge of joy in all things?" 

"So I was told." I liftcd my hand to his face and stroked it lightly, feeling hard bone and lively flesh, warm to the touch, and joyful to behold above all things. 

"We have Ian," I said softly. "And each other." 

"Aye, that's true." The smile reached his eyes then. He dropped the stories in a glittering heap on the table and leaned back in his chair, cradling my hand between his. I relaxed, feeling a warm peace begin to steal over me, in spite of the aches and scrapes and the pain in my leg. We were alive, safe and together, and very little else mattered; surely not clothes, nor a fractured tibia. Everything would be irianaged in time-but not now. For now, it was enough only to breathe, and look at Jamie. 

We sat in a peaceftil silence for some time, watching the sunlit curtains and the open sky. It might have been ten minutes later, or as much as an hour, when 1 heard the sound of light footsteps outside, and a delicate rap     at the door. 

"Come in," Jamie said. He sat up straighter, but didn't let go of my hand. The door opened, and a woman stepped in, her pleasant face lit by welcome, tinged ,vith curiosity. 

"Good morning," she said, a little shyly. "I must beg your pardon, not to have waited upon you before; I was in the town, and learned of yourarrival"-shc smiled at the word -"only when I returned, just now." 

"We must thank vc, Madame, most sincerely, for the kind treatment afforded to us," Jamie said. He rose and boNved formally to her, but kept hold of my hand. "Your servant, rna'arn. Have ye word of our companions?" 

She blushed slightly, and bobbed a curtsv in rcplv to his bow. She was young, only in her vventies, and seemed unsure quite how to conduct herself
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under the circumstances. She had light brown hair, pulled back in a knot, fair pink skin, and what I thought was a faint West Country accent. 

"Oh, yes," she said. "My servants brought them back from the ship; they're in the kitchen now, being fed." 

"Thank you," I said, meaning it. "That's terribly kind of you." She blushed rosily with embarrassment. 

"Not at all," she murmured, then glanced shyly at me. "I MusD beg your pardon for my lack of manners, ma'am," she said. "I am remiss in not introducing myself I am Patsy Olivicr-Mrs. Joseph Olivier, that is." She looked expectantly from me to Jamie, clearly expecting reciprocation. 

Jamie and 1 exchanged a glance. Where, exactly, were we? Mrs. Olivier was English, that was clear enough. Her husband's name was French. The bay outside gave no clue; this could be any of the Windward Isles-Barbados, the Bahamas, the Exurnas, Andros-evcn the Virgin Islands. Or-the thought struck me-we might have been blown south by the hurricane, and not north; in which case, this might even be Antigua-in the lap of the British Navy!-or Martinique, or the Grenadines . . . I looked at Jamie and shrugged. Our hostess was still waiting, glancing expectantly from one to the other of us. Jamie tightened his hold on my hand and drew a deep breath. 

"I trust ye willna think this an odd question, Mistress Olivier-but could ye tell me where we arc?" 

Mrs. Olivier's brows rose to the edge of her widow's peak, and she blinked in astonishment. 

"Well . . . yes," she said. "We call it Les Perles." 

"Thank you," I put in, seeing Jamie taking breath to try again, "but what we mean is-what island is this?" 

A broad smile of understanding broke out on her round pink face. 

"Oli, I see!" she said. "Of course, you were cast away by the storm. My husband was saying last night that he'd never seen such a dreadftil blow at this time of year. What a mercy it is that you were saved! But you came from the islands to the south, then?" The south. This couldn't be Cuba. Might we have come as far as St. Thomas, or even Florida? We exchanged a quick glance, and I squeezed Jamie's hand. I could feel the pulse beating in his wrist. 

Mrs. Olivier smiled indulgently. "You are not on an island at all. You are on the mainland; in the Colony of Georgia." 

"Georgia," Jamie said. "America?" He sounded slightly stunned, and no wonder. We had been blown at least six hundred miles by the storm. "America," I said softly. "The New World." The pulse beneath mV fingers

had quickened, echoing my own. A new world. Refuge. Freedom. 

"Yes," said Mrs. Olivier, plainly having no idea what the news meant to us, but still smiling kindly from one 0 the other. "It is America." 
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Jamie straightened his shoulders and smiled back at her. The clean bright air stirred his hair like kindling flames. 

"In that case, ma'am," he said, "my name is Jamie Fraser." He looked then at me, eyes blue and brilliant as the sky behind him, and his heart beat strong in the palm of my hand. 

"And this is Claire," he said. "My wife." 


cover.jpeg
DIANA
GABALDON

OUTLANDER

VOYAGER

AAAAAA





