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The story you are about to read consists of documents made from the standpoints of Madeleine Grey and the people who knew her. They have been arranged in a way that will make the story as clear as possible to the reader. As such, they do not represent my views or the views of any of my co-workers.. 

- Allie Brown*, Discoverer of The April Hawk shipwreck 

* Fictional Character

PROLOGUE
THE RAID

CLIPPING FROM THE KINGSTON DAILY

27th July 1722


We were under the impression that we had secured our victory in this  long and terrible struggle to defeat piracy in the when the crews of Captain Sam Bellamy, Blackbeard and Bartholomew Roberts - some of the most dangerous pirate captains ever to roam the seas - were eliminated from Caribbean waters.


Sadly, recent events must be taken into account. Because there are only two known pirate crews left in existence, we thought we were safe. The British Empire believed that these pirates had given up – it would have made a good explanation as to why the navy was having trouble in locating them. We were very wrong.


Last night, as the citizens of Port Royal slept under a clear sky and shining moon, The April Hawk, the flagship of Captain O’Hara’s crew, approached, as witnesses report. The pirates took the naval stronghold (the second largest, besides Kingston) by complete surprise, burning down homes and shops. Around fifty lives have been lost.


What has caused the pirates to attack so suddenly after a period of limited activity is unknown. Perhaps they are extracting their revenge for the recent death of Bartholomew Roberts. Whatever the cause, the search for Captain John O’Hara will continue, now fiercer than ever. They will be found, and they will be executed. The navy will also keep an extra eye out for Saris the Butcher, a brutal pirate captain responsible for the mutilation and death of thousands of innocent colonists over a career span of twenty years. 


A unit of the Royal Navy is expected to visit Port Royal tomorrow, to provide aid and food to the survivors. Carpenters have been contacted, and repairs will begin as soon as possible.
A brief warning for all persons wishing to partake in piracy – it is a dangerous business that will leave you with a short life filled with hardship and unpleasant death. If you do not drown, bleed, our get tortured to death, you will be put on trial and executed. 

There will be updates on this story as new developments arise. Let us hope that no more attacks take place, and we can rid the Caribbean of piracy once and for all.

CHAPTER I
DINNER PARTY
MADELEINE GREY’S JOURNAL

28th July  

6:45 PM


Its nearly suppertime, and we are all gathered in the parlour, waiting for Sarah to announce that the food was ready. Father has returned from work early. He did not have a regular day of work – today the navy visited the victims of that horrible pirate attack. I read about what happened in the newspaper during lunchtime today. I am deeply disturbed.


Tonight, we have a guest for dinner - Father’s new girlfriend, Anne Murray. The two began courting a few weeks ago. I am displeased with the fact that Father would commit himself into a relationship after Mother died. I see them now, sitting on the ivory coloured-couch on the other side of the room, holding hands and cuddling. If they intend on marrying, this woman will not replace my mother. 

I wonder if Isabelle, my younger sister, has heard about the attack. She probably has, but I believe that it will still come up as a discussion topic during tonight’s meal. Ever since she was about six or seven, Isabelle has had a fantasy – which was very much an obsession- about becoming a pirate. I do not think she really knows what they do, or the kind of people they really are. I sighed. With each day that passed, every one of us grew more and more paranoid that Isabelle would run away.

Supper is ready and I must eat. I shall try to write later.

8:15 PM

I have just finished readying for bed. I am up in my bedroom much earlier than usual, and I still cannot believe why.

The meal started out slow and quiet, except for the giggling noises that Father and Anne made. I tried to ignore it, but I found I could not. Every time I would look up, I could see the same expression of disgust on everyone else’s face. 

“Madeleine,” said Anne finally, slamming her glass of wine against the hard, wooden table, “you are seventeen, correct?” There was a playful tone to her voice.

“I am, and Helena is as well,” I said. “We're twins.”

Anne started laughing, which was more like a donkey bray. What did my father see in her? I had only met her once before, and she had not showed me a single redeeming quality. I figured I would just need to get to know her more, but I saw her as a mad woman with wild hair that was a grotesque shade of brown. “Are the three looking for husbands? I was married to my first one when I was fifteen – just your age, Isabelle!”

“Exactly,” said Father grimly, gesturing towards my sisters and I. “They have still not married, when the daughters of every soldier I know have.”  He kissed Anne quickly, adding, “I’m working on it. I’m hoping the two will find someone at the party next week.”


"Don't worry, Edward. They're good kids, so I'm sure they'll find someone someday; it will be a perfect match, just like you and Elizabeth."  I managed a faint smile. As much as I disliked Anne, she had stopped Father from starting the talk about marriage. Helena knew as well as I how much Father disliked the fact that we were not married yet. Helena and I were seventeen, and girls usually married when they were about fifteen or younger. I could understand why I was without husband, but Helena . . . well, she was beautiful, talented, unlike me.

 No matter what, Isabelle, Helena and I will probably be engaged this coming Saturday. There is to be a party, hosted here. Many navy soldiers, townsfolk, and other wealthy men from around the Caribbean will come. There will be so many men there, and my sisters and I are very eligible, considering Father was a famous, national war hero who was awarded several medals by the King.

Father paused at Anne’s mention of my mother. He held his fork in his hand, but he not did bring the food to his mouth. He didn't speak. It was as if he had ceased from his living form and transformed into a statue. I frowned, looking at Anne, whose expression had faded into blankness. I knew that Father was very sensitive whenever Mother was brought up, because I believe that her death affected him greater than anyone in this family. I was sickened with the fact that Anne did not know that, but I hoped this experience would teach her not to mention my mother. It was doubtful, though.

“Port Royal was in a terrible state,” he said finally. “The pirates conducted a lot of damage.” While he was speaking these words, he had fixated his eyes on Isabelle, and I knew why. I turned my attention to the two, listening intently. 

“I doubt that the attack was actually conducted by pirates,” returned she.

Father gave Isabelle a menacing look, his cold grey eyes shooting colour like beams of fire. Isabelle looked down at her plate of food, not daring to gaze up. 


"Have you learned anything?" interjected Father. “Isabelle, there are witnesses who saw the pirate flag!”

Isabelle said nothing. She took a drink of the water in her cup. I could see her pale, snow-like cheeks turn the colour of ripe strawberries.


Isabelle proceeded to mumble incoherently. I could not make out much besides the items on the table and the intense faces, eyes staring at Isabelle's golden curls, for that was all we could make of her, since she was not showing her face.

It was quiet again, as nobody spoke a single word. Nobody even picked at the food on his or her plates. Realising my uneasiness with Isabelle's naivety, I decided to speak up.

“Listen, Isabelle. Pirates are not the fantasy that you have always dreamed of. If you would like to become one of them, it is up to you. Nevertheless, the consequences are deadly. If you follow that path, you will be dead in a few years, and your soul will be cursed to hell. Did you read what it said in the article?"

“I will not have it!” screamed Isabelle, her voice shredding through the narrow room like an axe. She rose, grabbing her plate of food and tried to throw it at me, but it missed and hit the wall. The china shattered against the deep brown walls, its fragments littering the dark blue carpet.

After that, Isabelle thrust her chair aside and stormed out of the room. We do not know where she went. I was a little shaky. Isabelle's behaviour had been uncalled for. Even if I offended her, it was the truth, the truth that she needed to know.

Suddenly, I found the eyes of Father, Helena and Anne gazing upon me. They did not look friendly.

"Madeleine! She ruined our best china! Your mother's china! What you said was uncalled for!" Father screamed violently. 

I widened my eyes in surprise. I could have been killed, and all Father cared about was a shattered plate! I looked at Anne, who was whimpering in fright. I did not think that she been present before when Father lost his temper. “Somebody had to tell her!” I yelled in defence. 

“Madeleine, we've told her before, and she hasn't listened.”

"You must surely see that it was necessary to crush these foolish aspirations!"

"Yes, Madeleine, I understand. You should know that Isabelle is sensitive. I do not think she is really going to run away and become a pirate, after all, she's had that chance for nine or ten years. What you said was completely unnecessary and, as a result, a plate of your mother's china is broken!"

At this point, I tried to ignore the awed faces in the room. I focused my eyes on the sagging wrinkles of Father's beige skin, the grey eyes and large nose. "I was only trying to help." I spat the words out of my mouth in a cold, razor-sharp fashion. After I spoke, I found that I could not stand to show my face in that room for any longer.

I turned around and exited through the door, where I heard Anne's voice call, “You’ll miss dessert!" However, at that point, I couldn’t really care less. I took off, weaving through the hallways before I finally got to my room.

After I got into my nightdress, I lay down upon my bed, getting (grabbing?) my diary, which is where I am now. I try my best to not my tears flow down. It was not fair.  In Father's eyes, it seemed as though everything out my mouth was the wrong thing to say.

I did not know what to do. If I tried to do the right thing, it never turned out well. If I did not try to do the right thing, it never turned out well. Why wasn’t I able to do anything right?
CHAPTER II
THE DREAM

MADELEINE GREY’S JOURNAL

29th July

8:40 AM 

It is only the beginning of the day, and already I have experienced so much. Last night, I had a very interesting dream.


It was peculiar from the moment it started: I seemed to awake in my bedroom. The clock stated the time to be nine o’clock in the morning, which was an hour before my first lesson began. 

I was quite hungry, and I hoped Sarah would have my breakfast. I loved her cooking, and my stomach was beginning to ache for the oatmeal and peaches that she excellently prepared, which were my favourite breakfast item.


I rubbed my eyes and pulled myself into an upright, sitting position, feeling my stomach growl as it pleaded for food. I took my hand and pulled my lace canopy curtain aside, exposing the view of the rest of my room.


Although it was still small, it was a little larger than the room I had had in England. The breakfast table was on the other side of my room, placed against the window. Breakfast was usually there, waiting for me, on a shining silver tray. However, today I saw that it was not.


Why was this? I felt the hunger pains of my stomach once again. I was still tired, so I figured I would lie down in bed for another minute before I got up to find Sarah and ask her where my breakfast was. 


Before I could move, I heard a soft gentle voice from across the room.


“Are you alright?” I did not know that there was anyone there besides me, so I turned in shock to see who it was – maybe Sarah had just come in.


It was not Sarah – far from her, actually. I saw the woman leaning against the doorway. Her long, silver-blonde hair cascaded down her shoulders, and her pale green eyes shone like candlelight. She was wearing a stunning down of green silk and lace. I knew this woman, because I had seen her many times before. She was my mother. <(Isn’t really needed)

“M-mother?” I stammered, just for clarification. <(nor is this one - readers will understand why she has seen this person before when Madeleine says her name)

“Yes,” she said gently. “It’s me.”


My eyes widened. A million thoughts began to race through my head. Even though it had been five years since she died, she looked somehow younger, more renewed. Was I hallucinating, dreaming? Alternatively, was I dead - murdered in my sleep, somehow? I thought dreaming sounded the most likely of the three. I wanted to make of the most of what little time I would have with her, so I thrust my covers aside and sprinted over to the door to hug her.


She laughed softly as I did. 


“I missed you, Mother. Please stay.”

“Ssh,” she cooed, taking her free arm and rubbing gently down my back. “I’m here.” 

As I closed my eyes, my mind went back to memories of my early childhood in England, when Mother was alive. 

There was one specific memory that stood out as that was one of my favourites. I was nine, and my sisters and I had no lessons because of the Easter holidays. After breakfast, she took us into town. We bought pastries from the baker and looked inside the stores full of fancy clothes.  We listened to street musicians, and we did not return home until late. 
(new line) Now, there were no days to go into town.

“I miss you, Mother,” I said sadly.

“I know,” she said calmly. “I know. I am here now. Don’t be afraid.”


We hugged in silence for a few short moments, and then, all so suddenly, she backed away and began starting towards the door.


“Mother, where are you going?” I asked her. She had just come, and I did not want her to leave already.


“Back to where I belong,” she replied softly.


“Mother! Please! You can’t!” I begged, tears welling up in my eyes. She ignored me and continued towards the door; I tried to grab onto her arm, but she broke herself free from my grasp. She opened the door, which creaked loudly. There was nothing I could do but watch her as she disappeared into the white expanse.

CHAPTER III
NEW FACES

MADELEINE GREY’S JOURNAL-CONTINUED


My eyelashes fluttered open, and I found myself once again in my bedroom. I almost sure that I was awake this time, because it was not often that you woke up, but were really dreaming, which you woke up from, but were dreaming.


It was much earlier; around eight-forty. I had ample time before Sarah was expected to arrive with my breakfast, so I proceeded to write about my dream. I looked at the clock again; it was eighty-forty six, I had taken six minutes to write the entry. <(Is this realistic? Six minutes? Maybe 12 minutes is a little more understandable.)
The next thing I knew, I heard a knock at the door.’ It must be Sarah – I shall try to write tonight.

9:30 PM


Today has certainly been an eventful day, and I shall try to write everything down without getting too tired.

This morning, it was Sarah knocking at the door. 

“Good Morning, Miss Madeleine,” she told me. “Did you sleep well?”

“That I did, Sarah,” I said slowly, trying to decide if I should speak to her about the dream or not. I decided to wait.

“Well,” said Sarah, handing me the tray. “I need to ask a favour of you, Miss Madeleine.”

I wondered what it could be. I asked her. 

“Well,” she responded, “Isabelle is missing. I need to leave to notify your father.”

I did not know what to say – I had no words. I did have a small hunch that she was getting ready to run away, but it came hard for me to accept the fact that it had actually I happened. I said nothing, waiting for her to say more. <(Maybe a little more shock needed?)
“I don’t know if you remember when your father ordered those candles that we needed?”

I nodded. The candles that we placed on the dinner table each night were old and in disrepair. We needed new ones terribly. “Are we getting them today?”

“The silversmith was supposed to bring them by today – at nine-fifteen. I do not think that I will be back by then, but Isabelle’s safety is our top priority. There is no way of informing the silversmith to come later, so do you think you will be able to accept the order when he comes?”

“Alright,” I said, figuring that it would not be too hard.

She smiled. “Eat your breakfast quickly, so I can help you dress.” <(forgot to add)
I did what she said. <(I did what she asked, maybe?)
(new line) My dress for the day was made of pale blue silk that complimented my ice coloured-eyes, with sunflower-yellow lace that went nicely with my lemon blonde hair. I had had the dress for about a year, and it was my absolute favourite.

After she finished dressing me, she hurried out of the house to go find Father. As I waited for the silversmith to arrive, I went to the front entry hall, growing increasingly bored with each moment that passed. Finally, I heard a knock at the door.

I opened it with a smile. To my surprise, the man was young – he couldn’t have been more than twenty – and handsome, with unkempt light brown hair that curled at his chin.

“Hello, madam. I have the order. However, I was under the impression that the household servant was going to pick it up . . .”

I laughed. “Change of plan. I’m Admiral Grey’s daughter, Madeleine.”

He paused for a moment, and his eyes widened.

“You’re Madeleine?” He beamed as if he was meeting the King. “I’ve heard so much about you.”

“You have?” I was puzzled. From where had he heard about me? Even though my father was semi-famous, no one really talked about his daughters. I doubted that I would have been spoken about when my father placed the order. I raised my eyebrows, waiting for him to explain. I just hoped that he was not one of those men who did bad things to women who were not very smart.

“Yes, yes, I have,” he said. “I know your sister, Isabelle.”


He knew Isabelle? How? Why? I knew Father didn’t let us get out very much, or see anyone besides our tutors and potential suitors. <(I loved this!) If I didn’t know that Isabelle knew this man, Father probably didn’t. Why would Isabelle want to keep it a secret? “That’s interesting,” was all I could say.


“Yes,” he replied. An awkward moment of silence followed. 


“How long have you two known each other?” I asked him, trying to get my curiosity satisfied without being rude.


“When I met her, your family had just moved.”


“Three years.” 


There was more awkward silence, until the man finally said, “What was it like, living back in England?”


For a second, I wondered how he knew that I used to live in England. Then I remembered that he knew Isabelle. If he had met her right after we moved, that was probably one of the first things he learned about our family.


“Hasn’t Isabelle already told you?”


“Yes,” he said quickly. “But I would love to get different perspectives on it. When I was a kid, back when I lived in Ireland, well...England fascinated me. And when the United Kingdom was formed, I remember wanting to go there even more.”


I smiled, closing my eyes, trying to remember. I loved England, absolutely everything about it. I loved going into town with my sisters, watching the street musicians and shopping for spices, bakery products and clothes. I loved running around the large fields that surrounded my house. I could still do all of that here, in Kingston, Jamaica, but I mostly loved England because of the cherished memories I left behind. I remembered being comforted by my mother, rather than yelled at by Father whenever I made a mistake. When I lived in England, Helena and I were extremely close. “Amazing,” I told him.


“That’s good,” he said. It was silent for another few seconds, and then I said,


“So, you were born in Ireland? What’s it like over there?” I asked him.


He paused for a minute, sighing. “I don’t really remember much of it,” he said. “It’s been twelve years – I was only eight when my parents and I moved.”


“Oh,” I replied. After that, he handed me the candles, and turned to leave. But when he was on his way out, he stopped and turned around.


“You know, when Isabelle spoke of you, she said you were mean to her. She said you crushed her dreams.”


I rolled my eyes. “Hasn’t she told you what her dreams are?” 


“But she talked about the way you dealt with them . . . anyway, you seem like you are very kind. I want to get to know you better.”


I did not know what to say, so I simply nodded.


Then he asked me something, something that I had to think about for a while before making a decision. He asked me if I would have liked to come visit him later that night at his home. I knew it was wrong. I knew it would not stir well with Father. I knew that he would immediately regard this man as a potential suitor, when he was really just a friend. On the other hand, I enjoyed the conversation I had had with this man.  I wanted to know more about him. I wanted to spend time with him, and see if he was worth knowing better, so I nodded my head, and began to think.

My last lesson for the day was done at five in the evening. Father got home at seven. If I visited him at six, that would give me at least forty-five minutes so I could get home before Father suspected anything. 


“Can I see you at six o’clock this evening?” I asked him.

“That would be...” He paused for a minute, looking up at the ceiling.


“If it won’t work out, that’s fine.”


He sighed, once again fixating his eyes on me.“No, It’s fine! I shall she see you this evening. My house...”


He said that the instructions were too many. I offered him ink and parchment to write them down. Once he had done that, he turned to leave. “I shall see you tonight,” He said with a smile on his face.


It was then that I realised that I did not know his name. I asked him.


“Murtagh,” he said. “Murtagh Simmons. I’ll see you tonight?” 


Murtagh. I tried sounding it out. It was a nice name, an uncommon one. I waved goodbye to him with a smile. 




`

CHAPTER IV
THE MUSIC LESSON
ISABELLE GREY’S DIARY

29th July


I cannot believe it. I am back in the same room that I started. I had everything planned so perfectly. I should have already signed on to a pirate crew right now.


I thought I had concealed myself well in the grass, but Sarah just had to see me. She promised that she would not tell Father that I tried to run away, but so what? I was caught. I am not going to be a pirate. Madeleine, who just happened to be standing in the foyer, knows that I ran away.

Instead, I am in my bedroom, waiting for music class to start so I can play my violin with my stupid older sisters. When dinner comes, I will probably have some sort of elegant dish while Anne and Father talk about how much they love each other. I should see Murtagh tonight. I miss him so much. (Mem., I wonder if he got that letter that I sent him a few days ago?)

LETTER, ISABELLE GREY TO MURTAGH SIMMONS

26th July
I miss you so much. I miss all of the time we spend together.

Now that the party is coming on the 2nd of August, I am sure to be engaged. As much as I love you, I do not believe in adultery.

I do not know if I will ever be able to see you again after the party, so I would like to make the most of the time we have left.

Love, Forever and Always,

Isabelle 
MADELEINE GREY’S JOURNAL-CONITNUED 


At around nine-forty this morning, I returned to my room, and there was still some extra time for my music lesson began at ten. I thought that I would spend my last bit of spare time reading.  I loved to read – it did not require any skill, which I obviously lacked – and besides, I could use reading to escape my daily life and immerse myself in an entire new world.


My favourite novel was Don Quixote. It was about a mentally ill Spanish man who became obsessed with fantasy books, and came to believe that he too could embark on a great quest and become a knight. For a squire, he dragged along his reluctant neighbour, Sancho Panza. I was just reading a section where Quixote and Panza were on their horses, overlooking a field of windmills. Don Quxiote believed the windmills to be giants, and he would not listen to Sancho Panza’s pleas to talk sense into his strange neighbour. I was extremely curious to figure out what would happen next, and then Sarah knocked at the door and told me to get my violin and head down to the music room.


When I got there, I saw that Helena and Isabelle were already seated, and they both had their music out; they were ready to play.


“Hello, Madeleine,” said our tutor, Mr Kent, who was a bald man with a large, round belly. He gestured to the empty seat. “We’d all benefit if you were on time.”


“I’m not late,” I said dully. I had to deal with stuff like this from Mr Kent almost every day. “It’s nine-fifty-seven. I’m three minutes early.”


Mr Kent ignored me, and I got my music out and placed my violin in playing position. 


“The party is five days from now,” said Mr Kent. “As young ladies, you will need to woo <(it that the right word? Maybe “Impress the”) potential suitors with all of your talents. Today we are going to try practicing through all <(run though all) five pieces we are planning to play at the party without stopping. Does everyone think that they are up to it?”


We nodded, although I was a little uncertain. I had been playing violin for eight years – since I was nine years old – but each song that we were to play was about five pages along. That was at least thirty minutes worth of music – without stopping. Would I have been able to manage?


We played through the first and second songs without error, but my arm was beginning to get tired by the B section of the third song. I tried to fight it, knowing that I would still have the rest of this song as well as two more songs to play. I scanned through that page of the piece; there were no rests. I tried shaking out my arm a little bit, but it didn’t help, so I played on, the pain in my arm becoming worse with each note that I played.


I finally reached a point in the song, around the D section, where the pain in my arm became too great for me to play on. I dropped my bow in exhaust, my clutching my violin loosely with my limp arm.


It took Mr Kent and my sisters a while to realise what had happened, but when they did, I saw a look of rage on my tutor far beyond anything I had ever seen before.


“WHY DID YOU STOP?” He bellowed.


The sound waves of his voice sent a shock through my spine.  I peered out of the corner of my eye, where I saw that Helena and Isabelle were starting wide-eyed at me “I got tired, sir,” I mumbled. 


“You got tired? If you get tired when we play at the party, you aren’t going to just stop, are you know?”


I shook my head, not daring to look up.


“That’s right. You know why that is?”


I said nothing, wondering what Mr Kent was going to do me. He had a very short temper, and he had lost it before, but the harshest punishment he had bestowed upon us was disbanding the lesson early, which wasn’t even much of a punishment at all, since I got to go into my room and read.


“It wouldn’t please your potential suitors, would it, Madeleine?”


“No sir,” I squeaked. Maybe Mr Kent wouldn’t be as harsh on me if I made it through the entire lecture whilst saying the right things.


It was silent, so I assumed Mr Kent just gave me a fair warning and was now letting me off the hook. However, he did not instruct us to play. He moved towards me, his large belly coming in contact with the back of my music stand.


“I’m tired of this.”


“Tired of what?”


“I’m tired of teaching you. I’ve known you for five years, and you’ve barely made any progress on your instrument, Madeleine. You’re way behind your two sisters, and you slack off during lessons and you never practice. Hand me your violin.”


“What?”


“I said,” yelled Mr Kent, “HAND ME YOUR VIOLIN!”


I looked down at my violin in horror. I did not want to give it to him. What was he going to do with it?


“GIVE IT TO ME!” He screamed, lunging down and trying to grab it with his hands.


I attempted to prevent him from taking it, but I failed at this, and soon he had the violin in his possession. Once he had taken it, he slowly paced over to the conductor podium. He reached the hand that held my violin backward, swinging it with full force against the side of the podium.

This smashed the strings and chipped some of the wood. My violin that I had gotten as a tenth birthday present from my mother was ruined.


My eyes went to Helena and Isabelle, who were staring at Mr Kent with awed, open-mouthed expressions. 

 
Without another word, Mr Kent handed the violin back to me, and he left the room.

CHAPTER V
BLOSSOMING LOVE

MADELEINE GREYS JOURNAL-CONTINUED
 
After Mr Kent exited the room, Helena rushed to my side (Isabelle stayed where she was seated). I broke down in tears, thinking of what would happen when Father found out about this. Considering that the violin was from my mother, and piecing it together with Father’s reaction at last night’s dinner, I didn’t expect it to go well at all.


“Are you alright, Madeleine?” asked Helena.


“I’m fine,” I told my sister, not in the mood to speak to anyone at the present time.


“What Mr Kent did was wrong, but you consider this,” she said, “If you only would have controlled the pain in your arm, and waited for a rest, this wouldn’t have happened.”


I couldn’t believe what she had just said. Making a huge habit of rolling my eyes, I broke myself free from her grasp, took my broken violin, and went dashing up to my room.


Once I got there, I took out Don Quixote, but I found that I could not concentrate on the story. I felt too embarrassed to go into the dining room, eat lunch, and then go to the rest of my lessons. I wasn’t due to visit Murtagh until six o’clock.


So, for about seven hours, I stayed in room, reading books (after I had calmed down a little bit) and lying down on my bed, thinking. As hungry as I was, I did not eat lunch. There were no interruptions (I think that everyone realised how hurt I had been and decided that It would be best to leave me alone).


Finally, after what had seemed liked forever, the hands of the grandfather clock in my room reached five-fifty. I got ready, and slipped out of the house without telling anyone where I was going.


Once I was outside of the house, I took a moment to read his directions.

DIRECTIONS, MURTAGH SIMMONS TO MADELEINE GREY

I. From your home, go straight until you see Patterson Jewellers. 

II. Take a right, and keep going right until you see a dirt path that leads into the forest.

III. Follow that path to reach my home.

‘

MADELEINE GREY’S JOURNAL-CONTINUED

The directions seemed simple. Sure enough, I had no problem locating his home. It was a shack, larger than average, in need <(more descriptive: serious need, or desperate need, perhaps) of repair. The wood that made up the walls was chipped and sprouting moss. The roof titles were cracked, some were missing. Above the doorway, there was a sign that said SIMMONS FAMILY SILVERSMITH; it was painted in large white letters. This surprised me, as I thought that he had given me the directions to his house. Then I remembered my earlier meeting with him; his dirt-streaked hair and ragged clothes. He obviously was poor, but too poor to afford a house? I had not even heard of such a thing. Through a tiny window I could see light shining through; he probably was waiting for me. I went inside.


I tried knocking, but no one came. Perhaps Murtagh was working, and he did not hear me?<(A full stop will do) I opened the door, which led into a long and dark narrow foyer. There were two glints of silver on either side of the wall; as I moved closer, I recognised them to be pistols. 


 I stood up on the tips of my toes so I would be tall enough to touch it. However, as soon as I extended my arm, I felt a cold, firm hand on my shoulder.


“Do not touch.”


I turned around, startled, before I recognized the man to be Murtagh.  “I’m sorry,” I whimpered.

He laughed. “It’s alright, do not worry. Anyway, I’m glad you’re here.”


I didn’t say anything, but I soon became conscious that my cheeks were reddening up. 


“So,” I said, “how did you meet Isabelle?”


“It was one day, on the beach. I was helping James, a business partner and friend of mine, load some commodities onto his ship. I saw a girl lying down in the sand, looking sad. I asked her what was wrong, and we’ve been really good friends ever since.”


I don’t know if I just imagined it, but there seemed to be a dreamy look in Murtagh’s eye when he spoke of my sister. 


“Well,” I said again, looking down at my broken violin. “Well, It’s a-a long story how this happened, but I was wondering if you would be able to get it fixed for me. You probably know a carpenter, or someone...”


“I’ll ask James. When do you need it by?”


“Tomorrow morning, If at all possible – I don’t want my father to know this ever happened,” I replied, handing him the violin. I tried not to look at it, because it still hurt me to see the instrument I had carried for seven years in ruin.


“So,” I said.


“So,” he responded.


“Why did you move from Ireland again?”


“It’s a long story,” Murtagh said flatly. 


I thought that I remembered him telling that. “I remember. I’m sorry.”


“I think it’s high time that I told someone,” He said, sighing. He almost looked as though he was about to cry. 


“Isabelle doesn’t even know?”


“No, she does not.” 


I wondered how bad it could be. I put my hand on his shoulder to try and lift his spirits. “I’m listening,” I promised. “I’ll help if it gets too hard for you to tell.”


“Well, If it isn’t obvious,” Murtagh began. “In my family, if you were the eldest male, you were destined to inherit the family business – the Simmons Family Silversmith. My grandfather was the first owner of the silversmith that I actually knew. He was very popular back in Ireland.  I was quite a rich young lad. Then...something happened. I don’t know how, exactly...it just . . .it just...well, the silversmith went bankrupt, and soon my family was penniless. I guess my grandfather was pretty upset, because he collapsed and died a week later. My father, who had worked very hard as my grandfather’s apprentice, wanted to continue the business. We obviously couldn’t do it Ireland, so we decided to move out here.” He let out a big sigh of relief, and he smiled, but they both seemed oddly fake. It was terrible that that had happened to him, but for some reason, I had a feeling there was more.


“Where are your parents now?”


“Dead,” he said quickly. Once again, his tone of voice . . . the way he had answered the question . . . it did not seem right. I did not believe him.


I glared at him. “How did they die?”


“Err . . .” said Murtagh. I tried not to roll my eyes. He spoke again, his tone completely different. “It was nice to see you, Madeleine. Can you visit again tomorrow?”


“I’m not sure,” I said.


“I’ll have your violin ready,” he offered. “As well as something extra.” He winked, and I noticed the colour of his eyes for the very first time. They were a pale, light grey, and there was a shimmer in his eye that made the tint seem silver.


I smiled and shook his hand, promising that I would return the next morning so I could get my violin.

CHAPTER VI
CONFLICTING EMOTIONS
ISABELLE GREY’S DIARY

30th July

7:15 AM


I am awake early this morning because I have decided to go visit Murtagh. I really miss him. I received no reply to letter I sent, so I shall go see him in person. 


I am beginning to question why I haven’t seen him in so long. He’s never asked to visit me. Is it another woman? I certainly hope not.  This morning, unlike most, I was not tired. I guess I felt a sense of urgency in this visit; something that I focused on intently, something had to be done.


I shall write all about it when I return.

7:50 AM


The visit today consisted of both bad and good. It did not take me long to reach his home. When I knocked on the door, he was already working.


“Come in!” Murtagh said cheerfully.


I went in, and he beamed as he saw my face. He was happy to see me...that was good. “Hello. I’ve missed you.”


“And I you,” He said, putting down his work and coming over to kiss me quickly. “I need your help on something, Isabelle.”


“Yes? What is it?” I asked him curiously.



“I met your sister,” Murtagh said. “She’s coming back tonight. I want to make her something. You know her extremely well. I was thinking that you could give me some ideas.”


I didn’t know what to say. When he said the words, I met your sister, his tone seemed a little bit . . . excited – definitely more than it would be if he was referring to a casual acquaintance. And he wanted to make her something . . . “Oh, I don’t know. Maybe you could make her a piece of jewellery?” I suggested irritably, hoping that we could get the discussion of my sister over with and talk about other things.


Sadly, it did not help. Afterward, he smiled, and went over to hug me. Although it was nice, although the hug was something I had been wanting, it did not feel right. “Thank you Isabelle,” he told me.


I began to shuffle nervously. Murtagh proceeded to go on and on about Madeleine, asking me how she would like whatever he made her, and just talking about her. It made me so angry. Soon, I couldn’t take it any longer. I ran up to him and pulled his lips to mine. As we kissed, I hoped that it would make him return to normal.


However, as I pulled away, he simply continued, asking me return Madeleine’s fixed violin to her. I grabbed it angrily<(Only just used angry before-maybe you could say “I snatched it, fuming at my ears”). I couldn’t take it anymore. Without another word, I left.


Now I know one thing. Murtagh is more than likely romantically interested in Madeleine. I will not let him be taken from me, especially by the person who I despise the most. Not when I can help it.

MADELEINE GREY’S JOURNAL

31st July

6:10 PM


I don’t know what to think about what just happened this afternoon. It started out well, definitely better than the last couple of days. All my lessons were finished for the afternoon, and Father was semi-understanding about Mr Kent. While he was working hard to get us a new tutor, we practiced the music by ourselves.


It was about five-forty, and there was still a while before dinner. I was in my room, reading, and Helena said that she wanted to talk to me. This made me feel both surprised and overjoyed.


Father was very protective of my sisters and me, and as such, did not let us meet or talk to anyone besides family members and tutors, and more recently, potential suitors. As a result of that, when we lived in England, Helena and I was extremely close.


However, things changed after Mother died. I was excited that my sister might want to become friends again, but I also wondered what she wanted to talk to me about. She wanted to go into the parlour to speak, so we went there. 


“Firstly,” said Helena once we had gotten there. “I would like to apologise for my behaviour in music class.” She sighed.


“However, I would like to you know I do care about you, and there was something else that I meant to say during that music lesson.”


I said nothing, but gave her a look to continue on. 


“Madeleine, you’re a great person, and a great sister. However, sometimes I believe that...well, when Father, Isabelle and many of our tutors are mad at you, you think that they have no reason for being so.”


“That’s not true,” I muttered. “They have a reason alright. It’s because I’m not perfect like you.”


Helena rolled her eyes. “That’s not what I meant,” she said slowly. “Maybe Mr. Kent was just disappointed that you didn’t wait for a rest. Maybe Father didn’t like the fact that one of the only things Mother left behind was gone. You need to realise that there are two sides to a story, Madeleine. I wanted to help you in that.”


“Well, I don’t need your help,” I told her.


It was silent for a minute, and then Helena said, “You know, Mother wouldn’t happy about this/.”


“Since when did Mother come into this conversation?” I demanded.


Helena said nothing.


“You know,” I said angrily, “maybe you’re the one who needs to rethink your life.  During lessons....you’re always so...It’s like you don’t even care that she died.”


Helena stood up. “I don’t care about Mother? Oh, I care about her alright. Just because I don’t go moaning around every day doesn’t mean that I don’t care!”


That was it for me. I had made her so angry<(Again, the repetition of Angry: try the word furious); I couldn’t take it. I couldn’t help but thinking that maybe she was right. And that is why I ran out of the house (with my diary) and to the beach, which is where I am writing this entry.


Maybe I should never have said it that Helena didn’t care. I mess everything up, don’t I? I see that someone is coming. This is where I must leave you, diary.  I shall write later.

Midnight


There is so much for me to reflect on tonight. Do I l-love him? Maybe I enjoyed his company, but considering that I was about to be engaged, considering his status, what he did was taking it way too far.


I can’t believe that It was Murtagh coming towards me when I was at the beach earlier today. He had a smug smile on his face.


I asked him what he was doing there. He replied that he was helping James, the friend of his that fixed my violin, load commodities onto his ship, which was bound to leave for England on the 7th of August. 


“Are you okay?” He had asked me.


I didn’t say anything, but instead I replied by looking down at my feet. I didn’t want to tell him what had happened with Helena.

“Whatever it is, can you promise me that you’ll be alright?”


I shook my head.


He let out a sigh, and knelt down so that our eyes met. His silvery-grey eyes seemed to plead for what Murtagh desired; the promise of my safety. “Promise,” he told me.


“I’ll be fine,” I told him quickly.


Murtagh let out another deep sigh. I didn’t think he was convinced. That’s when he did it. He put his arms on my shoulders, pulling my lips to his. The kiss felt warming, almost magical. But it was brief, and I knew it was a mistake as soon as I pulled away.


I could find no words to say to him. There was nothing else to say. So with that, I took my diary and dashed towards home.


But even now, as I lie down on my bed and try to decide how I feel, I cannot help thinking about the positive traits that Murtagh had. If only Murtagh was a soldier, or rich! I would be able to be engaged to him.


Do I love him? Maybe I do. I can’t get to sleep because I am thinking about what happened this afternoon. But I know that it would be wrong? What should I do?


Diary, I believe am I tired now. I shall try to go to sleep.

CHAPTER VII
THE SECOND ATTACK

MADELEINE GREY’S JOURNAL
1 August

3:10 AM


I can hear the sounds outside; the sounds of screaming and cannon shots. Even though I know that I will be safe, I cannot sleep.


An hour before know, I saw them through the tiny window in my bedroom.  There was no mistaking who they were. Pirates had come to attack our city. My first instinct was to go wake Father. He would be able to get the navy together to arrest the pirates. And he would be armed.


When I woke him and told him what was going on, he instructed me to wake my sisters and lead them into a safe place. I couldn’t help but wonder where Father meant by “a safe place”.  Nothing dawned on me. I doubted that anywhere in the house was safe. Before I could ask Father if he had any idea as to where, he had dashed out of the house.


That was when it struck me. Murtagh’s home was secluded in the woods, far from anywhere in the city; far from the pirates. There, I would be safe. But for some reason, I didn’t want to take Isabelle and Helena with me. Maybe they would be safe in their beds. After all, how would the pirates know where they slept?


Still in my nightgown, I exited the house, remembering the directions to Murtagh’s from the night before.


There was one brief moment where I exposed myself to the town; it was in a horrific state. During that brief moment, I saw a mutilated corpse, sprawled across the ground, lying-face down in a pool of blood. It was a horrific sight; I had to force myself to look away. And there were the sounds of screams, weapons and the shattering of glass windows. It was all too much to bear. I wondered how many people had been killed.


Soon I was in the safety of the woods. It didn’t take long to reach his shack. I was knocking frantically on the door so he would awaken (if he was still sleeping) to let me in.


He did. He was rubbing his eyes. “Madeleine? What are you doing here?” His voice was raspy, ragged from the fact that I had awakened him much earlier then he probably would have liked.


“The city is under attack! I had to come – I wasn’t safe at my house!”

‘
“It’s alright,” he said. “Here, come inside.”


“How long do you need to stay?” He asked once we were inside the building.


“Until the attack is over, and it is safe to return home.”


It has been nearly thirty minutes since we had that conversation, and I am still waiting. The sounds seem to be dying down, though.

12 PM


Oh, I cannot believe it! How did I allow myself to fall asleep? I was tired, but I should have stayed awake, now Father is extremely angry with me.


And Helena...her injury is my entire fault. 


Father was never more furious with me. For the first time, I understand why. I would be mad at me, too.


I guess I had grown tired while writing my journal entry from last night. I remembered writing the last few words down the page....and fluttering my eyelashes open to see sun shining through the tiny window by the door.


Murtagh was still asleep, but I woke him up quickly.


“What is it?” He asked.

“It’s morning. I-I fell asleep,” I gasped. “I’m sorry, I need to go!” I couldn’t say another word. I could only hope that no one was awake yet. I hoped that they were not dead. I wondered how full scale the invasion was. I felt insanely guilty that I was safe when others were not.


The town seemed quiet. I wondered if that meant everyone was dead or in hiding. I did see a few corpses, which I will not go into the horror of describing. Buildings consisted of burnt skeletons. As I got father inland, things seemed a little better. Kingston had a large population of 1,000, and I doubted that the pirates would have been able to kill everybody.


I soon came in sight of my home, and I could feel every shaking muscle in my body. I did not want to face Father.


Without looking up, I proceeded to the door, closing my eyes to knock.


Sarah opened the door. Her large, dark chocolate eyes were the size of dinner plates.


“Miss-Miss Madeleine?” she said in shock. “We thought you were dead. Come in now, your family will certainly be glad to know that you are alright.”


“I know Sarah. I’m sorry.”


She shrugged, going inside as she gestured for me to follow her. I did. We went into the parlour, when three surprised looks of shock and awe met my face.


 Isabelle was sitting silently; Father had been crying. Anne was comforting him. I noticed Helena wasn’t there. My first thought at the time was that she was killed. But even though she is alive, her terrible fate is my entire fault.


“Madeleine? Thank God you’re alright. Sarah, leave us.”


“Yes Milord,” said our servant quietly, obeying his command. Once she had left, Father proceeded to speak.


“Where were you? I told you find your sisters and lead them somewhere safe!”


“When you were absent this morning, we believed you to be dead,” continued Anne. “It didn’t help when your Father saw your sister, Helena lying in a pool of blood.”


My heart began to pound. “She’s dead?”


It was quiet again. I noticed that Isabelle was giving me a threatening look, which I tried to ignore. She was genuinely angry, probably because of whatever had happened to Helena.


“She’s not dead,” said Isabelle, “She lost her eye.” 


“Will she be okay?”


“We called the doctor, and he is tending to her in her bedroom,” said Anne. “She’ll be alright. She’s unconscious now, but the doctor said she would be fine for the party tomorrow.” 


“She will have to have a patch over her eye,” said Father. “The pirates came an attacked our home, as Isabelle told me. They were left alone, because you abandoned them. You disobeyed my singular command.” 


“I’m sorry Father, but I thought they would be alright,” I mumbled. “I found a place where only one can hide.”


These words gave Isabelle a shock, and her glare was meaner than before. 



“What is this place?” she asked.


“I, err...” This was the moment where my visits with the silversmith would be revealed. Why was I foolish enough to think that I would not be caught? I wondered how Father would react. There was no way I could keep this a secret now. I took a deep breath, promising that it would be alright. The worst he could possibly do was forbid me to see him, which, now that I thought about it, seemed to be for the best. I enjoyed the pleasure of his company, I enjoyed the kiss, but he had nothing to offer me.


“Madeleine...” said Father. “Answer your sister’s question.”


“The morning of the violin lesson, Sarah asked me to pick up the new candles that the silversmith. And, I, I became...” I searched for the words to make the very long story short. “I visited his home one time. Yesterday afternoon, he found me on the beach and we kissed. I was in his home again last night.”



It was quiet again, but this time more so then before. I felt the loud drum of my heart, waiting for someone to say something. 


I gazed around the room. Anne had her head on Father’s shoulders, and she looked uncomfortable. Having only courted Father for a few weeks, I doubted that she was quite ready to put up with or understand the drama that the Greys had to endure.


Father was angry; I could definitely see that. I knew he wanted to say something, but he just couldn’t.


Isabelle, however, was the angriest of all. She stood up. Her eyes were bright red, and she held her fists, clenched in tight balls. She was shaking, and she let out a cry, a piercing groan. However, she spoke no words, and stormed out of the parlour at once.


“Anne, dear, is it alright if I speak to my daughter privately?”


“Yes, of course,” she said, kissing him on the cheek and she too exited the room. 


“You kissed him?” Father finally said, once Anne had left.


“He kissed me,” I corrected him. “And I didn’t want it to happen. I didn’t know what I was thinking, but I knew his house was safe.”


“Putting aside the fact that you never should have visited him in the first place, why didn’t you bring your sisters?”


“I don’t know,” I said, looking down at my feet. “I didn’t think that I loved him, but I felt uncomfortable bring the two with me.”


Father proceeded to cup his face with his hands. He groaned. “I don’t understand you, Madeleine. Your sister is missing her right eye, and you aren’t showing any remorse at all!”


“I’m sorry, but I don’t know how to fix that.”


“You lost her trust,” Father said simply. “When she awakens, I doubt that she’ll ever enjoy your company again. She wanted to help you, Madeleine.”


I was already feeling terrible about the whole entire situation, and Father wasn’t helping. At least she was alive, but to be missing a body part, to have it covered up hideously, and for the rest of her life...


The party was tomorrow. Would anyone want to come near her?


“Can I see her? When she awakens, I want to tell her that I’m sorry, for everything.”


“You will be able to do that a little later. First, I need you to recognize the seriousness of your actions, and the consequences they have brought you, and your innocent sister.”


“I’ll never seem him again, if that’s what you want.” I said, not wishing for Father to lecture me any longer. 


“Yes,” he replied, “Consider this a warning. You must put this young man behind you. At the party tomorrow, we will find a suitor for you.”


“I’m sorry about Helena. Could I see her?” I asked, desperately wanting to check up on her. I just wanted to say that I was sorry-for everything.


“Yes, you may.”


And with that, I left the parlour.

CHAPTER VIII
WITHIN THE FAMILY

HELENA GREY’S DIARY

2nd August
2 PM


I just woke up a little while ago. I was in my bedroom, and there was a man tending to me. Not knowing how I got there, I asked him what happened.


“You were in a very bad situation,” he told me. “Pirates attacked your home.”


That sounded familiar, as I remembered getting out of bed, waking Isabelle, and calling for help, then...nothing.


“How did it end?”


“You fainted,” he said softly, “due to blood loss.”


That was strange, because I didn’t remember getting wounded, and I didn’t feel pain now. “I was wounded? Where?”


The doctor turned away, as if he was hiding something. That was when I realised what was missing. I hadn’t fully opened my eyes, but I thought that it was because I was tired. My hand flew to my right eye, and it didn’t feel right. There was a cloth blocking my eye socket. “I lost my eye. I remember now.”

I said these words very blankly, not knowing what to think. It wasn’t painful, but it was a little itchy. With only one healthy eye, I couldn’t see as much as I used to. I would never be able to take the patch off without looking like a freak.


“You’ll be alright, Miss Grey,” said the doctor.


“Are you sure?” I asked, looking down at my bed sheets. I could feel thick, wet tears dripping down my cheeks. I could no longer contain myself. I was seventeen. I had another twenty years left of my life at the most. I would have to live with my deformity for that length of time.


As I was crying, another thought came into my head. Today was the day that I was about to possibly become engaged. Would men even want to look at me anymore?


“You should know, Miss Grey, that your family will support you in every step of your recovery. Your sister, Madeleine visited yesterday afternoon.”


I smiled. “She was?”


“Yes, as well as your father, your sister Isabelle, and Miss Murray,” said the doctor. “You’re in good hands.”


“Thank you for everything,” I said. I was feeling very tired, and not quite ready to see my family again. I decided to take a nap.

ISABELLE GREY’S DIARY
2nd August 

I am tired, extremely tired. Two days ago, I would have dreaded this day. But now that I know the truth, the truth about Murtagh’s loyalties, it saddens me no more that tonight is the day which I shall most likely become engaged. Granted, I am still very sad about the whole encounter.


My life had always been very peaceful, but now it seemed as though all of my problems were being thrust upon me all at once. I didn’t know how much more of it I would be able to handle. 


Still, I wanted to see him, because as much of a jerk as he was to me, deep down I still cared about him. I had only heard one side of the story. I didn’t actually know what he thought on the matter; maybe he was confused, maybe he felt sorry for Madeleine.


 I had to go see him, and tonight.

MADELEINE GREY’S JOURNAL

Because of 1) the party and 2) the recent events that took place, my sisters and I are exempt from our lessons today.


I spent the time in my room, reading a little bit more, and thinking, too; thinking about the conversation that took place between Father and I; thinking of the rotten glares from Isabelle.


I didn’t know what to do about Murtagh anymore. If I had never met him, Helena would be intact, but at least she was going to be alright. Father wouldn’t have yelled at me, but didn’t he normally do that?


Whenever I was with Murtagh, I felt happy and full of joy, like meaning was shed back into my life. I needed to see him again, one last time, before the last touches on the party begin.

ISABELLE GREY’S DIARY 

3 PM

I decided that now would be a good time to leave, considering that my sisters and I don’t have to start getting ready until five. Besides, Helena is bedridden, and Madeleine won’t come out of her room, so no one will suspect that I am gone. 


I must get ready. I will write about the visit when I return.

3:40 PM


I don’t know what to say. I really, really don’t. Even in times such as these, I must try to remain calm. It’s over now. After two and a half years, it’s over. I’m trying to tell myself to be strong, to not cry. It is so hard. Why is it that way?


Basically, when I went over to his home, I heard two voices, the second one at first, unfamiliar. Maybe it was another customer. I hid in a bush that was growing on the side of his house, where I could listen and not be seen.


As I waited in the bush, I began to realise, to my horror that the second voice did not belong to a customer. It belonged to Madeleine. 


She was there, visiting him? Why, oh why did she have to ruin everything? Hadn’t she realised that she was getting herself into a mess? If only I would have had the courage to tell her to stay away, none of this would have happened. I would be in Murtagh’s arms, alone, where I belonged. 


I stopped hearing them talk for a moment, wondering what had happened. I realised then that the wall which the bush was growing against bore a tiny window, so I could look through and see what was going on. I crawled out of the bush, and lifting my toes to reach maximum height, I peered in.


It was Madeleine, alright. It took me a while to figure out what the two were doing, but then I realised that they were embracing, and they were a little too close to each other.


 “I love you,” Murtagh said.


Madeleine simply responded with a sigh, placing her head on Murtagh’s chest. “I just want everything to be like it was when there were no troubles.”


“There have always been troubles in the world, Madeleine,” Murtagh said calmly.


“But not like this,” she said, starting to cry. I rolled my eyes. Madeleine definitely had to be the centre of the universe.


And with that, they did the unbelievable.  They kissed each other. To describe how I felt about that such act; to describe how it felt to watch the one I cared about in the arms of another; is impossible.


I couldn’t find a way that I was going to stay. There was no way I could face him. I would never see him again any way, and it almost gave me joy (knowing that he broke my heart) that he would be out of my life forever.


With that, I turned away from the window and headed towards home. 

C
HAPTER IX
THE PARTY

MADELEINE GREY’S JOURNAL

2nd August

5:15 PM


The day began with a promise to me that I would never engage in frivolity again. 
The visit with Murtagh had meant to be a farewell, but things had changed. My feelings toward him were beyond my control now!


I loved him; I was certain. Just today I had been excited for
 the party, now I wished that it would never come. My mind raged with conflicting emotions; on one hand, I knew that it would be better for my future, for my whole family, if I was married to a wealthy man. I barely knew Murtagh. On the other hand, he was fun to be around, I could talk to him about anything, and he was my only real friend. He helped me feel better in the worst of situations. 


I must get ready for the party; Sarah is calling me. I made up my mind. I need to dismiss Murtagh as nothing more than a happy memory, and look forward to my new life as a wife and eventual mother.

2:10 AM


Everything has changed. I cannot sleep now; I just cannot imagine that I am treading through reality. Everything was going fine, but Isabelle had to ruin everything! I hate her just as much as I hate them all. 


I will never see them again, that is certain. I want nothing to do with being a Grey any more. I am not a member of the family anymore. I can’t be.


The party seemed to start out just fine. After I got into my evening dress; bright, sunshine yellow with black lace, kirtle and bodice, I grabbed my violin and met my two sisters outside of my room.


They both looked splendid; Helena was wearing a dress she wore for practically all special occasions; cherry red and black, adorned with lace and little bows. She had just a touch of make-up on, and her pale blonde hair; the same shade as my own; was in a loose up-do. Her eye patch seemed deathly out of place. Isabelle wore her hair down, her curls looking lively and full of bounce. Her dress was simpler, pale blue with a red skirt, the neck adorned with gold lace.


“You both look lovely,” I told them.


“As do you,” said Helena, whom I noticed was partially looking down at the floor. “Shall we get ready to play?” 


Isabelle and I both nodded, and we followed the long hallway into the reception room. Many were already there, chatting and waiting for us to arrive. As we entered, all eyes turned upon us. I had never felt more nervous in my life.


I smiled, waving at a few men that I found to be attractive. We saw our seats and music stands on the other sides of the room; Sarah had taken the liberty of bringing our music down so it was already there.


I had wondered how we were supposed to dance and talk with men whilst we were playing; Father explained that only two of us would be playing at a time.


We same standing near the end of the crowd; he was with Anne, and they were talking to a tall man in his soldier uniform. He had long and scruffy grey-black hair, with toned muscles and high, sharp cheekbones. His lips were thin and sunken; he looked very serious.


When Father saw us, he turned and smiled. He was wearing his navy uniform; which was adorned with all the medals he had been granted over the years. 


“Hello ladies,” said the unfamiliar man. “You three look ravishing.”


Father laughed. “Girls, this General George Harris, of the army. He as an ally and close friend of mine,”


“How do you do?” General Harris said, extending his hand. I shook it, followed by Isabelle, and when it was Helena’s turn, they shook quickly before Helena looked at the floor.

“You don’t have to hide it from me. If you were in the army, it would be a sign of your bravery.”


“But I’m not in the army,” said Helena, who sounded like she was going to cry. I didn’t know how much more of this I would be able to take. “I was an innocent victim.”


“But you stood up to them, did you not?”


Helena said nothing, but nodded.


“You are brave.”


I think Father noticed how uncomfortable I was getting, so he gestured for Anne, who was wearing a dress of all black, to speak up. “General Harris here is the most eligible of our bachelors here tonight, and he will be marrying one of you three,” she said, speaking to my sisters and me. 


“Madeleine, Isabelle, we’ll have you two play first.”


We obeyed Father’s command, and the party passed rather dully for the next few minutes. I didn’t know who was going to chose me. I didn’t know anyone there, and General Harris already looked like he was going to chose Helena.


I wasn’t looking forward to my turn, but I just hoped that one of the more attractive ones would also be very nice, and like me in return.


After a few minutes, Isabelle was called for dancing and chatting with the possible suitors. 


Helena sat right next to me as she took her violin. I dared not look at her, for I knew that I would gaze into her eye patch, which carried a cold and menacing message of my faults, and how Helena felt about me.


It felt like hours, and I wanted to tell her that I was sorry, but I couldn’t. Finally, my name was called to come forth and meet a few suitors.


I didn’t know where to go, so I went over to see if Father had collected any men for me to talk too. I saw that he had.


Father and Anne were talking to another man in a soldier uniform; however, unlike General Harris, this man was short and stocky, bald and with pale skin. I don’t think that they noticed I was there, but I tapped Father on the shoulder, and he turned around.



“Hello, Madeleine,” he said, smiling, “I’d like you to meet Colonel Joseph Brecht.”


“How do you do?” I asked dryly, shaking his hand.


“I’m fine, thank you miss,” said Colonel Brecht. His voice was extremely loud and very annoying. 


I glared at Father.


“He has expressed interest in your hand,” said Anne. “General Harris has already decided to marry Helena, but you may dance with and get to know whatever man you like. Just know that you already have one seeking you.”


Colonel Brecht winked as Anne said this.


The next few minutes were rather boring. I couldn’t find any one I liked; there were bad dancers and arrogant jerks, to old men and people who were just plain disgusting.


 Soon, however, the music stopped, and musicians whom father had hired took over for Isabelle and Helena as they both came to mingle in the crowd.


Helena and Isabelle found me, and Helena was opening her mouth to say something, but then Father came and interrupted her.


“Hello, my daughters,” he said. “I’m glad that one of you has already found someone that they are going to marry. Congratulations, Helena, you deserve it.”


“Thank you, Father,” said Helena. “I believe that I shall be very happy.” Father smiled, but I noticed something eerie about the way Helena spoke. She seemed almost said, like she felt the exact opposite of what she was actually saying.


“Now,” Father continued his smile fading. “I understand that no one that you like has proposed to you, Isabelle and Madeleine, as of yet.”


“Colonel Brecht,” I said, “But I do not want to marry him.”


“Why?” said Father, frowning. “He is a very enjoyable young man. He’s rich too, you know.”


“I don’t care,” I said. “I don’t want to marry him; I don’t want to marry any one here at all.”


When I said that, the expression Isabelle wore on her face came to my attention. She was smirking wildly, almost laughing, as if she had something planned out.


“I know why Madeleine doesn’t want to marry,” she sang.


My heart froze with fear at the sound of these words. What did she mean, and what was she talking about? Was Isabelle suddenly the reader of minds? Unless she followed me everywhere, it was highly unlikely that she knew about Murtagh. Did I accidentally let a few words slip for her to hear? I didn’t remember. 


“Why is that, my dear?” asked Father, stroking one of Isabelle’s golden curls.


“I think that we should have this conversation in private – you, me and Madeleine,” said Isabelle softly. 


“Alright,” he said, tapping Anne on the shoulder, telling her where he was going to. After that, he led us into the antechamber.


“Is this alright, Isabelle?” he asked.


“Its fine,” Isabelle said, and then she continued immediately. “Do you know where Madeleine was this afternoon?”


Oh no. This couldn’t be true. She knew where I was; I knew that she did. How was this possible? I was in great trouble. 


“Readying for the party, like you and Helena?” he said, although he was uncertain. “Unless you left home without anyone’s permission,” he added, turning to me.


I froze, not knowing what to say. I glanced over at Isabelle, who was smiling wilder than ever. She looked as though she was experiencing the happiest time of her life. I wanted to punch her and show her what I thought, how she didn’t have the right to invade my personal property. I still didn’t even know how she knew about Murtagh and me. She was probably following me. Right then, I told myself that I would find her and make her pay, if I ever got out of the situation with Father.


“Well, Madeleine?” Father said, crossing his arms. Isabelle giggled.


“I—” I began, but couldn’t finish my sentence.


“What she means to say,” interjected Isabelle, “Is that she was not home this afternoon, but rather in the company of another man.” As she said these words, her facial expression might have been that of one who had just been made the Duke or Duchess of York. 


For the next moment, it was silent; nobody dared speak. As, I waited for Father’s reaction, it was so quiet, so still that the scene could have been mistaken for a painting hanging in one’s hallway.  Finally, he spoke.


“Madeleine, I thought that we agreed to something.” His voice was calm and collective, but I could tell that he was truly angry, trying to avoid losing his temper. “This better not be the same man,” he added.


“It was,” I whispered. There was no use trying to deny it. I had already been caught; Isabelle had evidence.


“Madeleine . . .” said Father, his voice rising. “I can’t believe you.”


“I’m sor—” I began.


“Madeleine, I just can’t believe you,” Father repeated. “This man was the reason that your sister lost her eye! I thought you felt truly guilty, but it’s as if you don’t care!”

“It had nothing to do with him,” I said angrily. “It was the fault of mine. The man is innocent!”


“Once,” he said, “a few years ago, when I was still in the navy, there was a battle. The enemy had boarded our ship. One of my best friends, who was young and inexperienced at the time, sought to earn the respect of the rest of the troop by killing the man; he drew his gun, but instead of killing the man, he accidentally shot another member of our troop.”


Isabelle, who I almost forgot was in the room, frowned. “That’s terrible. Did the man die?”


“No, he did not,” said Father, “But he was seriously injured.”


I sighed, knowing where the story was going. It seemed as though Father was making it up.


“I understand,” I said. “He didn’t ever touch the gun again,”


“Exactly, my dear,” replied Father. I rolled my eyes, hoping that he wouldn’t see. “Now, I find that this story very much relates to the situation that you are in now.”


“Whatever,” I said.


“The point is,” said Father, his mood worsening, “I don’t want you to go near that man again. He’s too much trouble!”


“I won’t,” I promised.


“How do I know that I can trust you?” Father asked, raising his eyebrows. 


I opened my mouth to speak, but I could find nothing to say. If Father would let it be, I would not seem again, but Father truly did have no reason to trust me.


Father sighed. “Isabelle,” he said, “leave us be. Go join your sister, and she how she is doing.”


“Why do I have to leave?” Isabelle complained. She was enjoying my lecture far too much. I tried not to laugh.


“Because I said so,” Father yelled. When Isabelle hesitated, he added, “You will do as I say,” after which Isabelle left immediately, scurrying out like a rat who had just encountered a giant hungry beast.


“Now,” Father continued, his tone rising. I could tell that he was about to lose his temper. “I just need to know what prompted you to visit him in the first place, when you were clearly instructed not to! I just can’t believe how childish you are.”


I could think of nothing to say. I stared at Father blankly. “You know . . .”


“What?” 


Father hesitated. “You know . . . I’m ashamed to have you as my daughter. Your mother would be too.”


“She would not!” I cried, tears welling up in my eyes. Did Father truly hate me? Although he wasn’t as great as Mother, he was still my father, and I thought all fathers were supposed to love their daughters. And Mother . . . could it be possible that Father was right about the way should we would feel? I began to wonder.  Mother loved my sisters and I more than anything. She had so on her deathbed. But what would she think of my mistakes tonight? Would she truly be as ashamed and angry as Father? 


“You’re marrying Brecht, and that is final!” Father yelled, storming out I didn’t know what to say. I couldn’t believe that the whole exchange had just happened.  I just needed to be alone. Father had been angry at me in the past, but this was too much. 


That was when I sat down and began to cry, not caring about how I would look if other people saw me. I just let the tears flow.

CHAPTER X
ESCAPE

MADELEINE GREY’S JOURNAL-CONTINUED

I seemed to sit there another hour, although I wasn’t actually aware of how much time had passed. The noises were getting softer, so I could tell that the party was close to over. Many people had probably already left.


 That was when I remembered that there would be a dinner after. They had left me to sit here. Not that I cared, but it still made feel like a wad of discarded trash. 


That was when I decided to get up and go to my room. I was too embarrassed to show my face in the presence of my family. I had ruined my image forever. They were probably sitting, enjoying their food, discussing how stupid, how much of an embarrassment I was. What would Sarah, the only person I could really trust, think of me?


I ascended the stairs quietly, trying not to dwell on what had just happened. I hated Isabelle. I really did. Everything had been going fine, and I was quite ready, and quite accepting to get married to one of the party guests, to drain Murtagh out of my life. But of course, Father would never understand that, and as a result I had paid dearly. Why was it that Isabelle never got in trouble? I did, and Helena occasionally did too. Isabelle misbehaved more than both of us, and she had never been scolded in her life.


Isabelle, I’m being kind. I won’t tell your father. Those were the words that Sarah had spoken after she was caught trying to run away. I wanted to scowl. 

I opened the door to my room, but I was absolutely terrified at what I saw. My precious bookcase was laying face-down, cracked and ruined. I used all of my might to push it back up, when I saw that all books had been removed from the bookshelves.


Father must have taken them! It was terrible. He knew that I loved to read, and this was a way in which he could punish me. It just wasn’t fair. I should never have visited Murtagh in the first place. I should have followed Father’ advice and kept my promise. But, on the other hand, how was I supposed to know that Isabelle would be following me?

I hated everything about my life. How would I be able to live as a Grey after all of this had happened? No one would be able to stand me anymore. Father would try to get rid of me, by marrying me to someone (Brecht) that I truly despised. I had the feeling that Helena would not even be sympathetic, and that this was something my family would never be able to truly forgive me for. I only wished Mother was here. Despite everything Father had said, I’m sure that she would understand me. I sat up, trying to dry my tears.

I needed to leave. Leave this house, leave the island, whatever. I just needed to make sure that I would never see anyone in my family ever again. Earlier today, I had decided to forget about Murtagh. Now that had changed. I would go to him now, as he was my only friend in the world. We would escape; start a new life in England, my true home. In addition, it was plenty far away from the tiny city of Kingston.


Getting out of my bed, I opened the door of my wardrobe; taking out my wooden trunk I stored my clothes in for travel.  I began to shove random dresses into it as quickly as I could, for fear that someone would catch me. That was when I realised that I hadn’t bothered to take my violin upstairs, and I couldn’t risk going back to get it. I might have been able to get a new one, but it was unlikely, and it made me sad, knowing that I would probably never be able to play it again. 


As I put the last dress in my trunk, my heart began to pound. I took in the view of the window next to my bed, slowly walking over to it. Pulling it open, I could feel the warm breeze against my cheeks. It was calm and inviting. My room was on the second floor of my home, but thankfully there was a trellis which I could climb down.


 Finding it hard to climb with my trunk, I took the risk of dropping it to the ground. My heart pounded more a moment after the loud noise, but thankfully, no one heard. This was going to work. I could relax for a bit. As soon as I finished climbing, I grabbed my trunk, and remembering the directions to Murtagh’s home, ran out into the night.

MURTAGH SIMMONS’S JOURNAL
9:00 PM 

Tonight I am working much later then I should be. In fact, I have taken a quick break to sit down and write this. I should be in bed, but I have been holding of an order that I am supposed to deliver to the customer tomorrow morning. If I show up with a half finished set of plates, I’d have explaining to do and it would not be good for my reputation. 


I hear a noise. Someone is coming in! I shall finish later.

Later, around 3:00 AM


Very surprisingly, the guest turned out to be Madeleine. She was wearing a black and yellow party dress, torn and streaked with dirt. Her face was red and wet with tears.


I ran over to Madeleine, trying to comfort her. She couldn’t stop crying. Finally, I asked, “What is wrong, my dear?”


“Well,” she said, sniffling. “Isabelle told Father I was seeing you. He became very angry with me, saying he was ashamed that I was his daughter. After that, when I went up to my room, I saw my bookcase lying face down. It was ruined, and all books had been removed from the shelves. I was too humiliated. I know my family would have never forgiven me. There was no way I could stay.”


“There now,” I said, trying to take this all in. How had Isabelle known? I did speak to her about Madeleine that one time, but that was right after we met, before we had fallen in love. Was Isabelle spying on us? If Isabelle thought that she was going to make me love her again, she was wrong. Once I sorted out what I would do, I would find Isabelle and give her what she deserved


What Madeleine said next surprised me greatly. 


“Will you run away with me?” She asked.  I noticed that she had dried most of her tears.


I didn’t know what to say. Run away? I had a life here. I had friends and job that I couldn’t leave behind. Would running away solve anything? We would most likely get caught and be returned home.  I looked at Madeleine again. Her face was very sincere. I could tell that she was counting on me. I began to reconsider. After all, Madeleine had nowhere else to go. If she lived with me here, they would find us quickly. With the little money I had left, I could have bought Madeleine passage to the American Colonies, but she was only seventeen and I doubted that she would be able to start a life on her own. That was when I remembered that James was returning to England with some cargo. I didn’t have much a choice, and we had already sealed our passage. 


I knew I would strongly regret it, but I took a deep breath, and told her,


“Alright, I’ll go with you.” 


She seemed happier than ever. Her look of worry and sadness had quickly vanished into a wide, beaming smile. I told her that we would be able to back to England, as James was leaving in the morning. This made her smile even wider.


“I’ll finally be returning home,” she said quietly, her eyes full of hope.


Writing this has made me all very tired. I gave Madeleine the cot to sleep on tonight, so I think I shall go outside and lay in the grass. I wake up very early, and she is sound asleep now, so I don’t think there will be an issue with Madeleine not knowing where I am.  


She seems so peaceful in her sleep. I know that, even though I regret the decision I made, it has made her very happy. Hopefully James will allow us. He probably will, but I’m afraid that he will be irritated about not asking him first. Oh well. There is no time anyway.


I just realised that I still need to deliver that shield to the customer. I’ll quickly finish working on it, and then I’ll leave it on their doorstep. I must make sure that the customer always gets the order, otherwise I wouldn’t be able to live with myself. 

ISABELLE GREY’S DIARY
3rd August

Morning


Today is what could perhaps be the greatest day of my life. Even though I was not able to find a suitor at the party, it doesn’t really matter. I am only fifteen, and I still have a few years before I pass out of my prime age. 


In addition to that, breakfast was certainly a splendid meal today; not because of the food, but because of who was not in attendance. Helena, Father, Anne and I quickly noticed that Madeleine was not there. We began to wait, and I tried to hide the smile on my face. She was probably in her room, bawling her eyes out, being the over dramatic brat that she was. Minute after minute passed, and soon she didn’t come. Father decided to strike up conversation, hoping that Madeleine would arrive by the end of it. 

“I spoke to General Harris, Helena. He’s coming over today and we shall start the wedding plans.”

Helena nodded, and I noticed that she was not looking up, presumably trying to hide her eye patch. “I’m excited,” she said in a small voice.


“It will be marvellous,” Anne reassured her. “I remember how excited I was when preparing for my first marriage.”


Father smiled at Anne’s comment. “Now, Isabelle, we still need to find you a husband,” he added.”


I nodded, saying out loud what everyone else was thinking. “Madeleine’s not here.”

“I wonder what’s wrong,” said Helena quietly. I smiled again. She knew nothing about what had happened last night.


Sarah soon came in with a few trays of food and the beverages, setting them on the table.


“Where is Miss Madeleine?” she asked.


“We don’t know,” said Father dully. “Sarah, can you go check her room?”

Sarah nodded, promptly leaving. We waited in silence, but Sarah soon returned with a piece of paper in her hand. “Read this,” she said. It was a note. I recognised Madeleine’s handwriting. 

NOTE LEFT BY MADELEINE GREY
To my family,


I cannot stand living with any of you. I have left, never to return. Do not follow me. 

-Madeleine

ISABELLE GREY’S DIARY-CONTINUED

Father read it out loud to us. When he was finished, his face went quite pale. I asked to see it, so I’d be able to paste it in my diary.


After that, we all picked of our forks and began to eat in silence.


“Poor little dear,” said Anne finally. “What could have possibly gone wrong? Colonel Brecht is not a bad man.”


“Maybe she is jealous of my engagement to Harris,” Helena suggested quietly. 


Father and I suddenly grew very silent. We were the only ones who had known what actually happened.


“Father, may I be excused?” I asked. I had decided that it would be the perfect time to visit Murtagh.


“You barely ate anything,” said Father. .


“I don’t have an appetite,” I said. The lie worked, as there was a perfect scenario for it. I went in to my room, changing into the nice party dress I had on last night. Now that I am done writing this entry, I shall see him now, and surely write about it when I return.

1 hour later


The visit was cut short by an unexpected disturbance. I’m shaking right now, and trying not to cry. Why did this have to happen to me? Maybe God was punishing me for betraying my sister. I should have just slowed down and thought about what I was doing when I told Father about the interaction between Murtagh and Madeleine. 


When I entered his store earlier today, I knocked on the door. I heard noises, but no answer. I wasn’t quite ready to forgive Murtagh, not before I showed him what I thought about the cheating.


He opened the door, his face completely expressionless. I thrust my hand forward and slapped him. He cried out, asking me why I did it.


“You kissed my sister,” I said, having gotten what I wanted. “She ran away today, however. I know you didn’t mean to cheat on me. You probably got distracted. She is beautiful. But I forgive you, because I’m sure you took the time to realise how much of a brat she is.”

Murtagh said nothing, instead glaring at me with the same expressionless face. It was his turn to slap me. He did it very hard – the force of the slap stung my cheek like a thousand bees.


“You are the reason she ran away,” he said coldly.


“How do you know?”


Murtagh covered his hands, realising he had said too much. I instantly guessed it. 


“She’s here, isn’t she?”

Murtagh nodded.


“Why did you let her?” I exclaimed, anger boiling inside me. I couldn’t believe that this was actually happening. Maybe he really did love her. How could he have been so insensitive like that? I had been courting him for a year, and he threw me away for my sister he barely knew!


“She was upset,” Murtagh said, trying to remain calm. “I took pity on her.”


“You know, I just didn’t think that someone like her, in a high social class, should be courting a poor boy like you.”


“You’re as rich as her,” said Murtagh, his voice rising. “You courted me for a year, and you didn’t mind!”


“You know,” I said quietly, thinking of what to say. “I thought I loved you, Murtagh. I thought you loved me! But now I see you for what you truly are.”


“And what am I?”


“You’re a rotten boy. That’s why you’re parents left you. I’m sure they couldn’t stand how self-centred and careless you were!”


“Don’t you say a word about my parents, Isabelle,” threatened Murtagh. 


I couldn’t stop. I was too angry, and I had to let everything out. “I’m sure you complained to them every day about why you couldn’t take a bath one day, or eat dinner the next. You were so used to having things set out for you on a silver platter for you, and the change was too difficult for a spoiled, miserable brat like yourself to accept.”


“That will be enough,” he said through clenched teeth.


“I pity your parents for having to put up with you every day! They must have rejoiced the day they left you! ‘No more Murtagh,’ they must have said, ‘No more arro--”


“THAT WILL BE ENOUGH!” 


I stopped right then, my eyes widening. I thought back to what I said, knowing that it was a mistake. I opened my mouth to apologise.


“Get out of here.”


I hesitated, not able to believe what I had just heard.  “I’m sorry, Murtagh,” I said quietly, not daring to meet his eyes.


“I’m afraid that that won’t do. You betrayed your poor sister out of your own selfishness and greed, and now you carelessly insult me, poking fun at one of the hardest times of my life. Get out of here right now. I never want to see you again.”


I trembled, knowing that he was right. Tears were starting to come down.


“GET OUT!”



I nodded my head quickly, immediately turning and making my way towards home. I didn’t stop to dry my tears, nor did I look back.


Oh, but diary, does it really matter? He didn’t even let me apologise or let me explain that I didn’t mean those terrible things that I had said. Why am I so sad? Was it because of all the happy memories I had had with him, from our meeting on the beach to our very first kiss? I don’t want to think about it anymore. I shall go now, and try to occupy myself with other matters. 

CHAPTER XI
UNEASY WATERS

CLIPPING FROM THE KINGSTON DAILY


The daughter of Admiral Edward Grey disappeared from her home last night. She was last seen in her home, in attendance of a party that Admiral Grey was hosting.


Madeleine Grey is seventeen years old and around five feet three inches tall. Her eyes are light blue, and her hair is blonde and wavy. The only clue is a note left by her, saying that she ran away. Her motives are unknown. 


Admiral Grey will be awarding a sum of one thousand pounds to whoever finds her and brings her home safe.

MADELEINE GREY’S JOURNAL 
4th August

Mid-Morning


Murtagh and I are on our way to England. It was all very easy. When he woke me up yesterday morning, his face was bright red. I had asked him if he was angry, to which he simply shrugged. 


We went out to the docks, which were actually pretty quiet, and found the man who would take us back to England. It was James, the man who had fixed my violin. He was loading cargo onto his ship, which was very small, and he looked exactly the way I thought he would; short and stocky, with streaks of silver accenting dark brown hair.


He saw us and waved. 


“Hello there Murtagh!” he called, giving his apprentice a stack of crates to carry on-board.


“Hello James,” Murtagh replied with a smile. “Have you met Madeleine?”


James shook his head.


“You fixed my violin,” I said, trying to remind him. “You’re a very lovely carpenter.” 


“Oh yes! I remember know.”


“James, I was actually wondering if there was room for two more aboard your ship,” said Murtagh. “Madeleine wants to return home, to England.”


“Does her family know?” James asked, rather loudly. Murtagh put his finger over his mouth, gesturing him to be quiet. He then glared at me, excepting me to say something.


I came up with a quite clever lie. I said that Murtagh had been at the party, and I had chosen him to marry. The next part was easy, because it was partially true. I told James that my father and I had an argument, and that he suggested I spend time away with my new fiancée. 


James believed it, although he did seem a little bit uneasy.


“You did not tell me you were invited,” he told Murtagh.


“I was,” said Murtagh with a sigh. “I didn’t want you to get jealous of me.”


“Well, congratulations. You’re a lucky man, Murtagh.” James said. 


With that he let us on (the only other passengers were himself and an apprentice) and soon afterward we departed. I am so excited to be returning home, even if we will be on a small cramped ship for a few months. James said that we would sail up the coast and make a few stops in the American Colonies for supplies. 


. For the first bit of the voyage, Murtagh and I were discussing where we would want to settle in England. He wanted to visit London, but I wanted to return to my former home of York. After we bickered about it for a few minutes, we decided that we would think about since we had about three months to decide.


The rest of the day passed along quite slowly. James, his apprentice, and Murtagh told various stories to me, from strange encounters with customers to tales about how they had all met each other. Some were amusing, but others were just boring. 


I am below deck right now. I have actually found sitting amongst the cargo is a comfortable spot to write. But I must go. Murtagh is calling for me, and it sounds urgent. 


Later


None of this can be real. It seems absolutely impossible.  Only a few hours ago, I was a passenger on a ship surrounded by three friendly people, full of hope.


Now, all that hope is lost. I am a prisoner, held captive by the kind of people who I detest most in the world; pirates.  I don’t even know where my life will be heading from this point on. Most likely, I only have a few more days left to live. 


When Murtagh called me earlier today, I knew that his voice sounded urgent, but there was no way I could have expected what came. 


I had rushed up on deck, where I saw the three other passengers standing near the bow of the ship.


“What is the matter?” I asked loudly.


“Look in front of you,” said James’s apprentice. That was when I saw the ship. It was massive, made of dark wood. The edges were painted lime green and white. Cannons jutted out of the sides, and a black flag, adorned with skull and crossbones, towered over everything.


“Pirates,” said James quietly. “They’re coming right for us. What do we do? There are only four of us, and we can’t fight very well.”


“Surrender,” I said suddenly, remembering something Father had told me. “Always surrender. They could care less about killing you. What they want is the ship.”


“How do I know I can trust you?” James asked, uncertain.


“My father is in the navy,” I said, “Sometimes, especially when we were younger; he talked to us about his job. I learned a lot about pirates, and ships that way.”


“I don’t think so. Pirates are bent on killing, and there is no way I’m giving up my ship.” said James. “Madeleine, go hide in the hold. You’ll be safe there.”


I knew James was making a terrible decision, and I had a feeling that this would be the last time I saw Murtagh alive. I hesitated. 


“He’s right. Go into the hold,” Murtagh told me. After that, he shot me a look, one that said, I know you’re right. I’ll try to convince him. Just make sure that you’re safe. 


Although I wanted to stay, I knew that I wouldn’t be able to argue. There wasn’t time, and too much was at stake. I dashed down into the hold as fast as I could go.


The rest of it played out through sounds which I only slightly remembered. There was silence for the first few minutes, and then loud screaming and the shing of swords. The pirates must have gotten them out as a threat. After that, I could hear loud, arguing voices.


“You’re never getting my ship.”


“Give it to us,” said a pirate, “and no harm will come to you. If you don’t follow our demands, things might not be so easy.”


“James, give them the ship!” It was Murtagh.


“Never!”


After that, I heard a loud cry. They killed someone! I just had to wait to find out who- it was.


“You killed my apprentice!”


“Yes,” the pirate said calmly. “We’ll kill the other man next if you don’t cooperate!”


“If I give you the ship, how can I be sure that you won’t kill me too?” James said angrily. I could tell from the sound of his voice that he was fighting back tears.


“You will have our word.”


“Never!” 


“Then we kill the man,” said the pirate. “Wait, he’s gone! How can this be?” He had to have escaped when James and the pirate were busy arguing!


James started to laugh.


“Are you sure you’re the only person left on board?”


At the sounds of these words, my heart began to pound. I hoped that James wouldn’t give me away. However, I had a feeling that they would kill him if he didn’t. Which would he choose? He didn’t know me that well.


“I am,” said James.


That was when I heard the cry.


“Come on, they’re dead. Throw their bodies overboard, and let’s tell the captain we got this ship. We can figure out who will crew it when get to port.


“Oh, and Mr Archer? Please go check the hold downstairs to see what kind of loot this guy left.”


“Yes, Katherine,” said another pirate. Katherine? I was extremely confused. Father had always told me that women could never be allowed on board pirate ships. In addition, the woman seemed like she was in charge, which seemed all the more unlikely.


I could hear the man coming down here. I froze, not knowing what do. I tried to hide behind a crate. 


I heard him overturning crates and admiring certain spices. With each step he came closer and closer towards me. 


I knelt into a fetal position and hoped that he wouldn’t see me. However, this failed.


“Hello,” he said. I sat up and turned around to see the brown, bloodshot eyes of the pirate. I knew that I heard a name, but I couldn’t remember what it was.


“Don’t kill me,” I pleaded.


“It’s alright,” said the pirate. “I’m not going to kill you, but I’m sure the captain would very much like to meet you. You’ll make a fine addition to our collection of prisoners. 


“Follow me.”


There was nothing I could do. I clutched my diary and followed. If I disobeyed, I could possibly be killed.

CHAPTER XII
THE APRIL HAWK
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They brought me upstairs where about ten pirates were waiting. The bodies of James and his apprentice had already been taken care of, but there were enormous blood stains where they once had been. I saw the woman pirate in front of them all. She was smirking, but silent. Her eyes were light blue, her skin perfectly tanned. Long and straight black hair framed her narrow face.


“What do you want with me?” I demanded. 


“The captain little uneasy if we don’t have someone to fill our prisoner cell every once in a while; would you like us to kill you instead?” Her voice was extremely seductive. I guessed that she was one of those criminal women who killed men by flirting with them and tricking them into seductive traps.


“I tried to tell James to give you his ship,” I offered, hoping to form good relations with the pirates. I still couldn’t believe that this was happening. Murtagh was gone, and even if he did escape and swim to a nearby island, I would most likely never see him again. This voyage was totally ruined. 


It didn’t matter anymore. What mattered is that I escaped with my life. I would go back home . . . apologise for everything, marry Brecht. I just wanted to survive.\


“Hmm,” she said, “That’s good. So you do know a thing or two about us.”


“You’re not going to let me go?” I asked, slightly offended.


“Like I said,” replied the woman, “the captain gets angry if our prisoner cell is empty for too long. Otherwise, my dear, I would let you go.” 


“You don’t like your captain,” I said.


“Yeah, well. . .” I noticed that she had a slightly dazed look in her eye. It was the same look that Murtagh had had when I first reminded him about his parents. I could tell that she was hiding something. “Mr Archer, escort her on board the hawk. Make sure that she doesn’t escape.”


“Yes Katherine,” said Mr Archer. This was the man who had found me on the hold.  He had a string of rope, which he used to tie my hands behind my back. “Follow me,” he said. 


That was when I saw the massive ship inches front of us. It looked even more terrifying up-close. There was a much larger crew on board; I guessed about sixty or seventy men. 

Someone had thrust a loose plank of wood over the edge, forming a bridge between the two ships.


“Tell the captain that I will stay on board with the others to crew this ship until we finalise it,” the woman called Katherine said. 


We soon boarded the ship. I could see with great detail the faces of all the crew members. Some were elegantly dressed, others were plain and dirty. I saw a great deal of people that were missing limbs; a lot had eye patches. Mr Archer introduced me to a man who was very muscular. His body was intact, and he had light blond hair hanging in strands over his forehead. His clothing was simple; patched up tan britches and a red striped shirt.


“This is our captain,” said Mr Archer. I was very surprised. He didn’t look at all like a captain, but more like a deckhand. I also noticed how absolutely filthy he seemed.


I wanted to do nothing more than slap him, to give a piece of what I thought. He had ruined everything; preventing my escape to England and making me wonder if I’d ever see Murtagh again. 


However, I was his prisoner, and my life was at stake. If I acted ruthlessly, I could possibly be killed. If I pretended to enjoy the pleasure of their company, they could possibly set me free.


“How do you do?” I asked calmly.


The captain started laughing uncontrollably. “My dear,” he said, speaking with a thick Irish accent, “I admire your nerve.”


I didn’t know how to respond to that, so I simply nodded.


“Take her into her cell, Mr Archer. She needs rest. Tomorrow, the big day begins.” 


Mr Archer nodded, and the tons of pirates on deck watched in silence as Mr. Archer gestured towards the hatch that would lead down into the hold. We descended the stairs, and I could see the area in which I would be held. It was tiny, and there was no furniture except for a plank of wood hanging from the wall (I think it was supposed to be a bunk) and a stool. 


He got the keys from a small cabinet to the side, and swung the door open.


“In,” he commanded. I obeyed. “Don’t even think about trying to escape. Even if you get past the bars, there were always be pirates on deck, and they will be waiting for you,” he added, speaking rather duly.


“Will I ever be set free?” I thought that I already knew the answer, but it was worth a shot.


“Perhaps,” said Mr Archer, “If we feel that there is another person worthier of your spot. However, you shouldn’t count on it.”


Without another word, he left, and I began to break down in tears.  


No one has seen me since. I don’t even know how much time has passed. Were they even going to see me, or would I be left to die?

CHAPTER XIII
A FIGHT

Morning



I have just woken up, so it must be morning, even though there is no way to be quite sure. This is all very strange, not knowing what time of day it is. I’m sure that I will soon lose track of the days too.


Whatever happened, I knew I couldn’t stay here any longer. I had to find some way to escape. I would catch a ferry back to Kingston, and gladly return home, accepting the consequences that would come. However, maybe I could give Father the location of the pirates. After that, maybe Father would trust me, and not be as angry.

Later


My attempt to escape has failed. I am tired, so I cannot write much. I am just glad that I am alive. After I finished this morning’s entry, I put my diary down and began to examine my surroundings. I saw the cabinet with the keys, but it looked too far to reach. I then noticed how awfully wide the bars seemed. I was small. Maybe I could squeeze through them.


I smiled. I didn’t think they’d built the cell to hold small young women as prisoners. I turned sideways, trying to squeeze through. It wasn’t exactly easy, but I was finally able to get out. I frowned for a second, realising how easy that had been. 


Nobody was guarding me. I had just slipped through the bars. Maybe this was a trap. Maybe they were intending that I would escape.


That was when I realised that I still wasn’t off the boat yet. There would most likely be pirates crawling everywhere out on deck. 


I paced back and forth, wondering what I would do. I decided that I would take the chance of looking up from the holes in the hatch to see what it was like up there. If the coast was clear, I would make a run for it. If it wasn’t I would go back into my cell to try another time.


However, as I began to move towards the stairs, I heard a noise. Someone was coming! I had to get back into my cell. I ran, trying to squeeze back in. However, it was too late.


I heard the thick Irish voice of the captain. “Hello.”


I didn’t know what to say. I stared at him, frozen with fear.


“You’ve been out of your cell.” It wasn’t a question.


I remained silent, staring at him blankly. I knew he wouldn’t believe whatever lie I told him, but it wouldn’t hurt to try. “I wanted to explore all parts of the hold.”

He shook his head. “You were trying to escape.” Again, it wasn’t a question.


“Do you know what we do to prisoners who attempt to escape from their cells?” He added, raising an eyebrow. When I didn’t respond, he told me. “We maroon them, or we kill them. But since you’ve been a nice little girl, I thought that I would deal with you myself. After that is done, you’ll be free to go.” I frowned, not quite sure that he was telling the truth. I had to only hope for it, and I had to hope that the captain didn’t mean anything too terrible when he talked about “my special treatment.”


“What are you planning to do?” I asked him.


He smiled.”Follow me.”


I don’t know why, but I was beginning to get scared. The captain had such a smug look on his face. I was afraid that he might take me into a torture chamber of sorts. In defence, I slapped him. I didn’t know what I was thinking.


This made the captain very angry. He groaned and grabbed my wrist, almost literally pulling me upstairs. I wanted to try to run free, but I knew that I would never escape at this rate. 


He swung open the door to the captain’s cabin, gesturing towards the bed. 


“Get on the bed,” he commanded. His voice was fierce.


“Never!” I cried, grabbing a random book from the table and hitting him in the head.


The captain winced, clutching his forehead. He soon, however, got over the wound. I suspected that, as a pirate, he had learned not to give into pain easily. Once he did, he began to smile brightly. However, it was most definitely not a smile of happiness or gratitude. It was an evil smile, one that signified that there was something planned.


. “My dear, there’s have fight in you,” He said, chuckling.


“So what?” I said loudly.


The captain couldn’t stop chuckling. Finally he took a breath. “I reserve the fighters for a special kind of treatment.” His voice was calm and collective, so much so that I didn’t see the blow that was coming.


He punched me right in the face. Even though it didn’t knock me unconscious, It left me dazed enough to not respond as he threw me onto the bed with such a force that it nearly broke.


I knew that I would need to look for something around the room that I could use to defend myself. Father had once told me that some powerful weapons could be made from simple household materials.


Still weak from the shove, I was able to find the strength to grab a candlestick from the end table by his bed, tossing it before he could near me. It him in the head, pushing him towards the wall. 


I saw that he was unable to move. There was a stream blood coming down from where I had hit him. Hoping to make sure he was fully immobilized, I got up, grabbing a book from the table. I hit him with it several times, my eye focused on the door. There had been no one out on deck, as we were in port. It was a perfect time to escape. 


However, I was too slow, and apparently I did not hit the captain hard enough. He restrained me with his hands, and when I realised that he had drawn his sword, it was too late. 


He took it and sliced it right through the flesh and bone of my left hand. The pain was unimaginable. I cried out fiercely at the sight of my dismembered hand on the carpet. Blood poured from the wound, and with each passing moment I grew weaker. However, I was able to take my healthy hand and grab his sword. With my last bit of energy, I stuck it through his heart, and he slouched backward onto the ground. I screamed as loud as I could.


That was the last think that I remembered before I blacked out.  


END OF PART I

