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			The Lady Swain

			“I’ll fight you sir!” she yelled at him.

			“Please Bobby Joe, don’t anger him anymore.” pleaded the boy. He started to go through her things in her sea chest for the move over to the pirate’s ship. He was hoping for a place to hide from both of their ires, he wanted to protect his pretty captain, but wanted to hide from the other captain. Jeffery threw the boy a glance that froze him to the spot he was standing. That stopped the him from going to his captain.

			Bobby Joe was ready for Jeffery’s next move. She had her knife in hand and lunged for Jeffery’s throat. He deflected the blade quickly, but not quickly enough to prevent the blade sinking into his upper arm. He knocked the knife to the ground. The blow he gave Bobby Joe had her seeing stars. She fell to the ground in a heap. Jeffery picked her up and slung her over his shoulder and walked out of the cabin. Up the stairs, across the deck to the gang plank to his ship. He disappeared below decks to deposit her in his cabin and locked the door.

		

	
		
			To all those people who was there when the idea came to me about  this book. To all those who have passed on during the writing and rewrites of this book, and to my loving husband who has supported me during this time. And to God who gave me the gift of imagination and the idea and courage to finally see this book through, I just want to say thank you and love you all. For being there when I was at my worst and best.
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			Prologue

			April 16, 1698

			Somewhere in the Tennessee mountains.

			“Push ma’am! Yoz got da push!” yelled the young black maid. “Ah seez de head ma’am! Yoz cain’t stop now!” she said to her mistress.

			Mary Kay was the only person who stayed with her mistress. Lisa Campbell was delivering her first ste’tsi, child. The doctor, a short man with a large nose and narrow blue eyes, saw that the mother was having a hard time with the birth. She will be lucky if she survives the birth, thought the doctor.

			Lisa Campbell was a very beautiful woman. In her twenty-fifth summer. She has light copper skin and midnight blue hair. She is a slender, tall woman of Indian decent. Her eyes was almond shaped and a midnight blue hue above high cheek bones, with a delicate nose above a soft full mouth. She was the daughter to Chief Big Eagle and the twin to Soaring Eagle.

			Her husband was an English Lord who came to the American Colonies to start a tobacco farm. Steven Campbell met Lisa, or Little Doe, when he was hunting on Eagle’s Point. She was digging for roots and herbs by the lake when he came upon her. She sensed someone behind her. She looked up and saw the bluest eyes she has ever seen on a person. He was over six feet tall and dark haired. She thought he was handsome for an une’ga, white man. Something was very familiar about him as she studied him. She remembered this was the man from her dreams. The one whom she was to destined to marry and love. They married six months later.

			Now she was giving birth to their first ste’tsi, child. “I cannot go on Mary Kay!” Lisa sobbed. Another and more intense contraction shot through her weakened body.

			“Mary Kay, promised me that you will care for my child. The Yowa, great spirit, is calling for me and I will not anger him by refusing to answer.” she whispered.

			“No, Ahz will not promise ma’am! Yoz cain’t leave me wit a chile. Ah’s don’t knows how da raise da babe. Ma’am, yoz gonna be jist fine. Now push! Da babes head iz crownin’!” she said loudly. “Ah’s knows yoz iz weak ma’am. And not tinkin’ clear, but yoz cain’t leave da mas’er wit’out a lovin’ wife and a mutter fer da babe. Yo’z gonna be jist fine. All’s yoz gatta do iz push sum more.”

			“Mary Kay, my husband will care for you both.” she gasped. She closed her eyes and waited for the pain to ease before she continued. “But my ste’tsi will need a woman’s love. The love will come from you. Not from me! I must leave now ! But promised me now before I leave to go to  CHO TA AUH NE LE EH, The Elder Fires Above in the sky!” She demanded of the slave.

			Mary Kay, reluctant at first, made the promise, only to find it fell on dead ears. Lisa Campbell died trying to birth her child. Pushing her daughter free from the womb before doing so. She did not hear the lustful cries of her newborn daughter. She died before the unwilling promise from the young slave.

			Dr. Watts was holding the baby in his arms before realizing what happened. He handed the child to the maid, instructing her to clean the infant and present her to her sire. He went to work cleaning up the woman and the room from the long birth. After his work was done. He turned to the maid before leaving the room. “I will talk to Mr. Campbell. I will explain that his wife has died and the babe is fine. I am sorry I couldn’t save the mother.” With that said, he left the room in search of the master of the house.

			Steven Campbell was in his study when they brought him the newborn. Steven turned and looked and took the bundle that was wrapped in the softest doeskins from his in-laws for the baby.

			“Mas’er Steve, Ah’s sent fer the wet nurse. Iz there anythin’ else yoz like from me afore Ahz retire suhha?” she asked timidly.

			“No Mary Kay. Thank you.” he said staring down at his daughter. The maid turned to leave and was stopped before she reached the door by the sound of his voice. “Mary Kay, have the cradle moved from the nursery to my room. Thank you for dressing her and caring for her mother. Send for Tank and have him go to my wife’s village to notify her parents.” She nodded and started. for the door. She was stopped again by his voice for the second time.

			“Mary Kay, I would appreciate it if you would state your opinion on the name I selected for my daughter. I am naming her after an aunt in England. A very formidable woman to reckon with. Bobby Joe would suit this child, don’t you think?” he asked, knowing that whatever she said the name will stay.

			“Mas’er Steve, yoz needs da give her a girls name. Not a boyz name. But Ahs feel dat da name will fit her jist fine, suhha. She’z gonna ta be a strong chile.” she stated. No matter what happens in life, she thought to herself, Ahs will always remember the look of love and pride for his daughter in his eyes.

			“Bobby Joe will be good for her. Now you may leave now, Mary Kay, and thank you again.” he said. Mary Kay left to spread the news of the baby and the name selected for her.

			Steve looked down at his daughter. “ There will be hard times and there will be good times. Most important of all.” he said to his daughter, “there will be love for you my daughter.” He reached for her tiny hand and kissed it. Smiling, he said to her, “My dear, I’m your father. You will have everything you want in life. I will be here for you always and forever.”
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			Chapter 1

			“Oh papa! The ship is beautiful! Wherever did you get her?” Bobby Joe Campbell asked her father. She was full of excitement over the new ship in her father’s fleet. The eighteen year old woman was beautiful, with a mass of midnight blue curls that hung down her back. Midnight color shown out of almond shaped eyes were blue as the night, that sat above the fine high cheek bones showing her native heritage of Cherokee blood, framed the slender nose above the rosebud, full lip mouth, standing at five nine, she was slender and lithe. The heritage was passed down to her from her mother. She also inherited her father’s quick temper. She also inherited his excitable over things in life too. Especially when she stuck out that stubborn chin of hers.

			She was well educated and well developed. As child, she had the best of both worlds. The daughter of an English Lord and the granddaughter of Chief Big Eagle.

			Wearing tailor made breeches with a white bellowing silk, shirt. Bobby Joe walked the pier with her father to the ship.

			“I bought the ship for you, Bobby Joe. I knew how much you love to sail the seas with me.” Steve said to her. He raised her the best way he could before the tobacco farm was sold. He took to sailing the again, the business was better and more rewarding. The colonies was on the brink of war and he wanted his daughter to be on the seas with him when it started.

			With the help from his wife’s family, his daughter survived the first two years of her life. It was good for it took him that long to get his shipping business going. It was hard leaving his baby girl with her grandfather and her uncle, missed her terribly when he was gone. By the time she reached her third birthday, she was on the Cherokee Princess, sailing with her father.

			Bobby Joe was raised to respect the seas and the land, learning to hunt, track, and to fight like the warriors in her grandfather’s tribe. She also learned to do the woman’s work too. The cooking, the tanning of hides, sewing the soft hides into soft clothing. Her father took her to England to learn how to read and write. He taught her the fine points of sword play and to shoot the muskets. Then she was taught about the fine points of high society of the English ton.

			She stopped dead in her tracks when the words he said hit her full force.. I bought the ship for you, echoed in her head. “But papa, WHO WILL CAPTAIN HER? You captain the Cherokee Princess. You don’t have anyone to captain her, or do you?” she asked her father. A thought hit her as soon as her father started to talk.

			“Bobby, there is only one person I can trust with her. Only one person I know that can handle her and the crew like I would if she sailed under me. The only person I know has sailed with me for sixteen years and knows every inch of a ship. That person is Captain Bobby Joe Campbell. Now you must name your ship. You can think of it while we go to meet your crew.” he said. Steve watched her for her reaction to what he had said. He watched his daughter to see her reaction to what he said. His daughter was stunned, then a slow smile came to her lovely mouth. Bobby Joe ran to her father and hugged him.

			“Thank you papa!” she exclaimed. “I think I will call her the Lady Swain. I hope I will make you proud of me Papa. When am I to sail and where do I go?”

			“Bobby, you made me proud of you the day you were born. This is something I wanted to do for you and now I have. . . . You will set sail on the evening tide on the morrow, to England. You will have all the details come morrow. I only ask that you break your fast with me in the morning.”

			“Oh Papa! You know I will, you didn’t have to ask. Anyway I was already planning to. Now, let’s go aboard my ship Captain.” She said as she latched her ram around his arm. Together, they walked aboard the Lady Swain.
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			Chapter 2

			On board of the Lady Swain, Bobby Joe was introduced to her crew. Seasoned men from other various ships in her father’s fleet. Most of the men knew the Campbell’s for many years. Bobby Joe was glad to see Jackson Smith as her first mate. The man was big and burly but sweet natured when it came to the young woman and her father. The story was that Steven Campbell saved Jackson from some unsavory characters in a far away land sixteen years ago. Jackson became like a second father to the young woman through the years. He was very honored to sail under Bobby Joe’s leadership. He was very protective of the young beautiful, stubborn woman. He was so protective of her, he was about ready to tear one of the new sailors head off for his comments.

			“Cap’an Cam’ell, ye didna say our new cap’an was a girl?! Wot makes ye tink we’ll sail un’er her? People knows ‘at ye don’ ‘ave a woman on ships. Tis bad luck fer all!” said a devious looking man with small beady eyes. He has a very mysterious past. The ship being given to the young woman is from the Caribbean Islands along with the sailor. The former captain was a pirate who was caught by the Spanish. Presumed dead, the captain wanted his ship back. The only person who knows that he is alive is this man who spoke out against the female captain. He was ordered to get the ship back for his captain at any cost, then the sailor came up with a plan that will get him a bigger reward from his captain. Take the woman to his captain.

			“Well, well!” Bobby Joe said to the crew. “I do suppose that you were signed up to sail under your own command?” she smiled a smile that was anything but pleasant. “You don’t have to sail on my ship, under my command either. So gather your things and get off my ship, now! That goes for anyone else who thinks the are to good to sail under a woman.” she told the crew. She looked at the men before continuing. “I will not have any trouble on the Lady Swain. You stay, you obey my orders and that of my first mate. Now if you will excuse me, I have a few things to do before we set sail on the morrow evening tide.” With that said, she turned and walked off the deck to stairs to the cabin with her first mate following behind her.

			“I don’t need them.” she said with venom in her voice. “I will find another crew who will sail under my rule. A crew who won’t mind I am a woman. A crew who will take the money I have to offer for the job. You know what I mean uncle Jackson?”

			She stunned Jackson with the question. He didn’t think she knew he was behind her. She sat down at the captain’s desk and penned a note for the town’s board for a cabin boy.

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		


	

OEBPS/image/front.jpg





OEBPS/image/Front_Cover_Image.jpg





OEBPS/image/1.png
—LitFire

PUBLISHING





