
CHAPTER ONE  

IVORY 
 

 

 

Thursday, May 31, 1708 

Nearly three weeks had passed, and still no word from Rasmus and James. Here 

I lay penning letter after letter, signed by Pastor Chandler, to Governor D’Oyley and the English guard, 

requesting an inquiry as to the whereabouts of my cousins. I’m losing my mind. I know they care little to 

nothing of three young women lost and possibly captured by pirates. We’re no one. We’re neither noble 

nor gentlewomen. We just are. We just were. 

On my life, I swore to protect them and on my life I shall, once I chew through this bloody snare 

and stand whole again. Days and nights pass and yet without my crutch I am still almost useless. Kenny 

plies me with rum and Mrs. Chandler’s homemade sweet buttered bread to soothe me, but my head is still 

filled with fog and my hip with the ache left by burning lead. There is no soothing for me. There is only 

an empty heart and battered pride. 

As night fell again over the lush green mountains outside my window, I perched myself on the 

edge of my bed and gazed up at the quarter moon. “Where are you, Razz?” I asked aloud over a long sigh. 

The night he left, still gripped its cold hands around my throat and held on tight. That’s where they’d 

stayed all that night, and on through the darkness until the light morning rain fell on the next day. The 

smell of damp leaves and moistened earth replaced the stale hot air in my room, and allowed me to 

breathe a little. I’ve been breathing since that morning and not much more, but that’s all about to change. 

 

“Kenny, go saddle my horse,” I said as he finished twisting my left boot onto my foot.  

“What?” His big blue eyes shot up at me from where he crouched on the floor. 

“You heard me. Saddle Pepe and bring him around.” I reached for my crutch and tucked it under 

my arm as I stood, balancing myself on my good leg. 

“Yer damn crazy Missus. I’ll do it cause ye tell me to and I ain’t gonna defy ye,” he said, 

clambering to his feet. “But if ye don’t mind me askin’, if ye can’t walk, how ye supposed to ride?” 

“That’s the point, isn’t it? Pepe will do the walking for me and the riding will be good for my hip. 

The wound is mostly healed, and I’ll never walk right again sitting around on my arse. Now go!” 



Kenny flew from my room, and by the time I reached the landing at the bottom of the stairs, the 

rain had stopped. The sun now shined through every window on the eastward side of the house. It was 

warm. There was a gentle breeze coming through the open windows making the sheer white curtains 

dance slowly, and the smell of Jamaican coffee, mixed with the aroma of some delicious meat frying, 

pulled me towards the kitchen. 

“Ivory, what are you doing out of bed? I was going to bring a tray to your room,” Mrs. Chandler 

said. Bonita, the new housekeeper was cooking and swaying at the stove. Her colorful dresses and 

matching head wraps brought a rich, warm feeling to the house. She was the color of coffee beans and her 

body was thick and curvy, and full of life. She had a smile that made the sunshine indoors, regardless of 

the weather outside. 

“Good morning Miss Ivory,” Bonita said in a cheerful, native Jamaican accent. “It is good to see 

you out of bed. Have a seat and I will fix you a plate.” 

“Thank you,” I answered, leaning my crutch against the wall and seating myself, as Mrs. 

Chandler raced to pull out my chair.  

“Really, Mrs. Chandler, I’m never going to heal completely if you keep fussing over me.” 

“The doctor said…” 

“The Devil with the doctor, I know my own body and I need to move around. The wound is pink 

and healthy, and my only stiffness is due to my arse lying in that blasted bed.” I gasped at my choice of 

words, as both ladies stopped what they were doing and glared at me. “Apologies.” 

“She is right you know,” Bonita chimed in, nodding at my apology, as she leaned between me 

and Mrs. Chandler and placed my plate on the table. “It is time the girl was on her feet and moving about. 

Do you know when I had my babies; I was up cooking dinner for Jamal that night when he returned from 

the fields?” She chuckled and wiped her hands in her apron as she spoke. “Women are stronger than men. 

My midwife put the baby on my breast, wrapped him against me and within an hour pulled me to my feet. 

It helps the afterbirth come.” She winked and smiled, then swept her full hips around and went back to 

work at the stove. 

“Bonita.” Mrs. Chandler scoffed. “That is not a discussion for breakfast my dear.” Mrs. 

Chandler’s face pinched like a prune and then she sat to my left at the small round kitchen table and 

poured my coffee. 

“I can get that,” I said, dropping two full teaspoons of sugar into my cup. 

“But Ivory,” she whimpered and sighed. 

“But Ivory nothing.” I reached over and covered her hand with mine gently. “I can never repay 

you for everything you’ve done for me since I returned, but the sooner I’m well, the sooner I can find my 

cousins and my husband.” In response, her eyes said more than words ever could. They were dark with 

fear. 

“Bonita? Come and join us dear. I’ll say the grace,” Mrs. Chandler said, changing the subject to 

something she could control. 

Bonita brought their plates and sat as Mrs. Chandler prayed over us and gave thanks, but my 

mind was at sea. My thoughts were clouded with plots and questions which caused me to eat as if I hadn’t 

eaten in a week. 



“Ivory, slow down you’ll choke,” Mrs. Chandler said as she watched me down my coffee. 

“Have to keep my strength up,” I said as after only five minutes, I was on my feet again stuffing 

that blasted crutch up under my arm. “I won’t be gone long.” 

“Gone? Gone where?” Mrs. Chandler asked. “And where is Kenneth? He should be eating his 

breakfast.” 

“Kenneth ate earlier. He was at the table when I arrived this morning,” Bonita said over a chuckle 

as she passed a basket of fresh biscuits. 

“Kenny’s bringing Pepe around for me. I’m going for a ride and before you say anything,” I said, 

as I pressed my cavalier on my head. “I need you to stop motherin’ me and let me do what I need to do.” 

It couldn’t be helped. I had to make it clear I was done with anyone telling me what to do. I 

nodded at her gaping mouth and Bonita’s grin, and made my way out the back door to where Kenny was 

waiting with Pepe. 

“Miss Ivory, I put this crate here for ye. I figured fer yer first time you’d need a little help,” 

Kenny said, motioning to the wooden box beside Pepe. 

“There’s my sweet boy,” I said as I stroked Pepe’s neck and then his handsome face and planted a 

soft kiss on his nose. “Be gentle with me boy.” 

Kenny took my crutch away as I stepped up onto the crate and held onto the sides of Pepe’s 

saddle. I reached for the horn and the weakness of my right hip gnawed at me. “Fuck,” I whispered under 

my breath as I put my left foot in the stirrup. 

“Let me help miss…” 

“No!” I clapped at him. “I’m, I’m sorry Kenny. I have to do this myself.” 

With every bit of grit I could muster, I pushed off with the left foot, leveraging my weight and 

groaned a loud, “Ahhh!” as I swung my right leg over the saddle. I’d done it. I’d pushed through the pain 

and done it! 

“Good on ye Miss Ivory!” Penny Kenny shouted and slapped his hands together. “I’m gonna 

come along if it’s all right with ye. I could use a ride meself.” 

Kenny wasn’t fooling anyone, but I didn’t mind. I wasn’t fooling myself either. Having someone 

along wasn’t my ideal plan but it was a smart one none the less. The image of me falling off and lying in a 

ditch somewhere unable to get back on Pepe, was far worse than having a chaperone for the ride. 

We started out slowly. Pepe was such a smart horse. I knew he understood my ailment and with 

every step he took I felt safer and safer upon him. Kenny rode behind me as the morning sun shined like 

emeralds on the tall wet grass. Within an hour, I’d forgotten I was even still healing and put my boots into 

Pepe’s sides. An hour later, we were galloping, and I began to feel alive again. Kenny was laughing and 

encouraging me as we followed along the trail through the hills. When we reached the second ridge, I 

slowed Pepe down as the Caribbean Sea came into view. It was a mile away, but I could smell it tugging 

hard on me to come home. 

“Look Kenny. There it is. That’s where I belong,” I shouted, and then thought of Rasmus and my 

cousins, all out there somewhere. 



“So many ships,” Kenny shouted back. “Yer a pirate, pick one and we’ll go take it!” 

“Oh, if it were only that simple. We’d need more than just you and me to take a ship,” I said as 

we made our descent down the last hill, and the smells of the town took my breath away. “Good God it 

still stinks—maybe even worse than before.” 

“Where we goin’?” he asked, coming along side of me as I stopped, just before we crossed onto 

Main Street. 

“How much rum do I have left?” 

“Maybe a half pint. Why?” 

“That’s where we’re going then,” I answered and wheeled Pepe around and headed towards the 

first pub I spotted. It was all too familiar. 

“Ye don’t wanna go in there. That’s no place fer ye,” Kenny said. 

I turned in my saddle and threw him a hard look. “Since when? I’ve been in worse places and you 

know it. Besides, I’ve been in there before,” I said as I looked up at the faded sign above the door and 

read it; Golden Gull. 

“But yer leg ain’t healed and I cain’t fight for shit yet,” Kenny hissed at me. 

“We’ll be doin’ something about that soon enough too. Now, tie off these horses and stay outside 

if you’re afraid.” 

Apprehension now overtaken by damn foolish pride, I pressed the toe of my left boot into the 

stirrup and eased my right over the saddle. Bearing all my weight on that left leg, I gritted my teeth until I 

felt my right foot touch the ground. I looked over at Kenny and he shook his head at me. 

“Tie them off, and either stay here or come in with me. The choice is yours but for Christ’s sake, 

stop looking at me like I’m some cripple.” 

We’d no sooner walked in the door that that damn nosey ass whore, Lilly, looked me dead in the 

face and scowled. “We don’t want no trouble in here,” she squawked. 

“Neither do I,” I said, stepping carefully to the bar. 

“I know all about you I-vor-y,” she whispered, drawing out my name and twisting her face at me. 

“You couldn’t possibly know all about anything, least of all me.” I turned to Kenny. “I told you 

I’d been in here before.” I chuckled. “Look Lilly, let’s put all that old shit behind us, aye?” 

“I don’t want to be your friend you scallywag,” Lilly said, pouring me a glass of rum. 

“Who said anything about being friends? Not me. I just came in here for a friendly drink. Here’s 

my friend,” I said, holding up my rum. 

“What about the kid?” she asked, leaning over the bar and flipping her hair over her shoulder. 

“Ye got any ale?” Kenny asked. 

“What are ye, ten?” Lilly threw me an amused look. 



“I’m thirteen!” he shouted. 

“In all them years ye didn’t learn how to speak to a lady?” Lilly said, swatting at him across the 

bar. 

“I don’t see no ladies in here!” he shouted. 

“Give him the ale and water it down good.” I shoved him toward the closest table. “Then, you 

and I can speak, woman to woman, and here’s the only warning you’re gonna get. Don’t ever lay a hand 

on him, slap or otherwise. Got it?” I whispered, noticing the few other patrons. 

Lilly walked around the bar and sat the mug in front of Kenny with a slam. There were several 

drunken seamen seated about, and two further down the bar, but since I was dressed as a man, no one 

took notice. 

“Listen Razor,” she said quietly, as she leaned towards me over the bar. “I know what ye want 

and I ain’t got any ye hear.” 

“Yes, ye do. You always do…for a price,” I said, glancing back over my shoulder at Kenny. 

“I’m tellin’ ye, it ain’t about no money. They’ll kill me for tellin’ tales; they said as much 

already.” 

“Any of this lot?” I asked, not bothering to glance around. I’d already taken inventory of this 

crew when we came in. 

“No, but they’ll be here soon. They usually don’t come in ‘till dusk and if I were you, I’d be 

outta’ town before they do.” She shifted her eyes down the bar and grabbed a filthy rag and began wiping 

up spills. 

“I thought you said they weren’t here. Throw me a bone honey. Us girls gotta stick together,” I 

whispered, leaning over so she could hear me. 

She rolled her eyes and scoffed at me. “Girls.” She continued down the bar, wiping as she went, 

and then picking up mugs and emptying them into a pitcher. I followed her with my eyes until she nodded 

at the one at the very end of the bar. He was well into his cups and nodding out on his stool. I watched as 

she put a hand on his forearm and shook him. 

“Hey, Timber, wake up,” she yelled. “Yer gonna fall and bust yer ass and I ain’t no doctor.” 

The man she called Timber groaned and raised his head. “What?” he shouted at her. 

“You heard me. Yer crew’s gonna be here soon and they ain’t gonna take kindly to you being 

drunk already when ye got watch tonight.” She looked at me again and then sauntered back my way. 

“What’s the story about me?” I asked her. 

“They all know yer a woman now. They all know you’re Red’s woman. They all know most all 

of it and they all want your head. Ain’t that enough girl? The only thing savin’ ye is they ain’t got no idea 

what ye look like. Now take that kid and get the hell outta here.” 

“The name of the ship, and who are they?” 

“What ship?” She was playing me now. 



“You said the crew would be here at dusk. What ship?” I asked, sliding a hand full of silver 

across the bar but keeping it pressed firmly beneath my palm. 

“Ruby Moon. The Bull’s. That’s it now git!” she hissed through her teeth. 

“Gimme a bottle of that rum to go.” I lifted my hand from the coins and downed my mug to the 

last drop. “Drink up kid. It’s time to go,” I said, glancing back at Kenny. “Ye still never said who they 

are.” 

“Ye drink hard girl. That stuff will kill ye or get ye killed,” she whispered, scooping the silver 

into her pocket. “I’m only doin’ this for Red. I still think yer bad luck. And they is they—everybody, but 

like I told ye, none of ‘em know what ye look like. Ye know how tales go. The last one I heard said you 

was a fat red head with bad teeth.” 

“Thanks. I’ll be back tomorrow around noon, and every day until this leg is good enough to kick 

your ass.” I smiled and winked. 

“That’ll be the day,” she said under her breath. 

Faster than she could say fuck off, I reached over the bar, snatched her by the bodice, yanked her 

forward and kissed her hard for all to see. “Maybe later,” I said, loud enough for all to hear as well. 

Smarter than I gave her credit for, Lilly replied, “Drop dead sailor,” and handed me my bottle to 

go. 

 


