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“Run!
“As the word rang out, every soul in the inn scattered. 

Men snagged jugs of liquor off of the counter when the 
tenders weren’t looking, and women gathered their chil-
dren in the folds of their dresses and ran up the large 
stairwell off to one side of the room.

“Screams, whistles, and harsh laughter could be heard 
approaching the doors of the highly-esteemed inn. It was 
then, when the hopes of all those hidden behind counters 
and barred doors began to fade, that the innkeeper bravely 
walked to the front, dragging an old cannon behind him. 
He opened the lower door, used by his dog, and poked 
the nose of the cannon through it. The lubbers outside 
laughed—until he lit it.”

“And then it shot off and knocked all the sea lubbers 
dead, right?” a girl’s voice interrupted as the parrot on her 
shoulder squawked approval.

“Well,” the man continued, chuckling, “they say that 
they all fell dead, but I don’t believe it!”

She gasped. “You don’t?”
“No! I believe that a few of them escaped the cannon 

ball, and shall come back when he least expects it. They 
want his gold—all of it. They shall arrive in a group, and 
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they shall circle him, and, seeing how he was once a pirate, 
they shall try and cut out his sin-stained heart.”

“Oh! How awful!” The parrot whistled as her hand 
covered her mouth.

“Yes, m’dear. How awful.” He chuckled, putting his 
arm around the small girl’s shoulders. “But, the truly 
awful part is that they shall not find a heart in this man.”

“Oh! Why not? What did he do with it?”
“He either gave it away or buried it with his treasure. 

Which do you think?” he returned, smiling.
The girl smiled sheepishly. “If he had a little girl, I bet 

he would give it to her,” she replied sincerely, tucking her 
hands into the deep pockets of her trousers.

The man smiled and patted her bandana-topped, 
strawberry-blond head. His eyes misted over as he looked 
into her big, hazel pools. “No matter what happens,” he 
said, kneeling to look her right in the eye, “promise me 
that wherever you go—you shall always be who you are.”

The girl stared at him for a moment. “Of course, 
Captain Taylor, but what do you mean?”

Scooping her into his arms, he walked to the ship’s 
railing, and together, they stared out to the sea, vast and 
endless, without flaw or thought. “I’m just saying, Jacq. 
Just saying.” He sighed.

The two were silent for a moment before Jacq broke 
it, saying, “Captain Taylor! What be the name of this here 
port we be sailin’ toward?” Her eyes glinted while her par-
rot gurgled on her shoulder in the misty air.

Smiling gratefully at her efforts to cheer him, he 
pointed as he set her down, explaining, “That, little lass, 
be the harbor of Port de Couler de Bateaux.”
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“French?” She snorted, snapping into a standing posi-
tion, causing the parrot to screech.

“Aye, a French name, but not a French port.” Looking 
at the bird, he chuckled. “You needn’t worry, Bill. The 
French were here many years ago, but haven’t set foot here 
in ages. I personally think it was named to mock them,” 
he explained.

“Oh,” she said in surprise, looking over the parrot at 
the man. “What’s it mean?”

He grinned. “It be Port of Sinking Ships, lass.”
“Maybe,” she responded, eyeing the mass in the dis-

tance, “there’s a reason the French haven’t been back. It 
doesn’t sound like it’s worth its salt to dock our ship.”

“Perhaps.” The captain laughed. “But we’ll be gone 
before too long. Just make sure your language be fittin’ for 
a lady such as yerself! Speak as if your mother were here!”

“Aye, aye, Captain!” she declared, smiling as broadly 
as possible.

As quick as the winds would take them, they arrived at 
their destination and docked the ship in the harbor. From 
there, having landed in the dark of night, Captain Taylor 
and Jacq left the crew and, hand in hand, made their way 
to an inn called Midway Zebra that sat nestled in the 
back corner of the town’s square. The girl, who had just 
recently passed her tenth birthday, stared up at the large 
zebra head that stretched out from the wall above the door 
of the inn. “Captain, is that really a zebra?” Dropping his 
hand, she pointed up, tilting her head to one side. “Where 
are they from?”

“Yes, Jacq.” He laughed. “Zebras look like that, and they 
are from the continent of Africa, way down south of here.”
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“I wish to see one, one day.” She sighed, staring up 
at the sign and letting her hand fall to her side. “Do you 
think I shall?”

“Perhaps. You never know where you shall be tomor-
row until you get there. Remember that always.” Reaching 
down, he took her small hand in his as they entered the inn.

Just down the street, being chauffeured to the very 
same inn, sat a girl the exact age of Jacq, with long, bril-
liant hair of an identical shade. She sat, clad in a lovely, 
pink-colored dress, beside a tall, lovely but pale woman 
known to many as Madam Thorpe. Her husband was a 
merchant, fat and full of goods and money. One of the 
highest ranking in her social class, Madam Priscilla 
Thorpe was rarely seen by the commoner. However, her 
husband was away on business, and she was ill in a strange 
town. Upon arriving at Midway Zebra, she finally spoke. 
“Thank you, Homer. Let us out here.” Then, she held 
out her gloved hand to the girl, who had slid out of the 
carriage and opened her hand for the lady. “Thank you, 
Alexandria.” Tipping Homer, the lady then turned to the 
inn, straightened her long green skirts, and glided forward 
with a hint of exhaustion in her step.

Inside the inn, the tall woman picked her way to the 
counter and requested in her smooth, elegant voice, “I 
need a room and cannot look for another inn this night.”

The older woman who turned to look at her sneered, a 
gold tooth gleaming in her mouth. “Did ya be wantin’ to 
be lookin’ fer another one, miss?”

Madam Thorpe stared at her a moment, turning even 
whiter than she was. “Nay, ma’am,” she muttered, short of 
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breath. “It is that I am but ill, and the child cannot afford 
to be out in this damp weather so long.”

The tanned face of the woman peered over the coun-
ter at Alexandria, who stared up at her with big, hazel 
eyes. “Well,” breathed the woman, “she’s a pretty lass, isn’t 
she?” Her stormy gray eyes seemed to calm some, and she 
returned her gaze to Madam Thorpe. “We have but one 
room left, miss. If you so be wishin’, we can render some 
care fer ya.”

Nodding, Madam Thorpe reached for her pouch of 
money, but found that it had been taken from her waist. 
She turned just in time to see a thin figure dart out the 
front door. “Ho now!” she hollered, all but losing her com-
posure. “Thief! A thief just stole my satchel!”

A few of the men inside jumped to their feet, and 
half of them rushed to the door. It was no use, however; 
the thief was gone with all of Madam Thorpe’s money. 
She turned wide eyes to the innkeeper and stared, hardly 
breathing. Returning the steady gaze, the woman spoke in 
a smooth, husky voice. “We can strike a bargain.”

Of the men that had run to try and catch the pick-
pocket, Captain Taylor was the first out the door and the 
last to return. He was distraught at the woman’s loss, but 
had nothing to give her in return except his condolences. 
Somberly making his way back to his seat, his honest eyes 
gave her silent heartfelt apologies for her loss. “It’s short 
for everyone,” he muttered as he leaned on the north-
ern end of the counter, opposite that of Madam Thorpe, 
watching Jacq spin her cup skillfully in circles on the chair 
beside her as she hummed a familiar seaman’s tune.
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“What be short fer ye, lad?” a rough but deep, friendly 
voice interrupted his thoughts.

“That which all men are always claiming to have a 
shortage of …” the captain responded, hoping the riddle 
would incite the man to leave.

“How much gold be you needin’, lad?” he inquired.
Captain Taylor looked up and met the aging, dark 

eyes of the man behind the counter. A black bandana 
was knotted around his neck, and he smiled in a way that 
made one think it might have hurt him just a little.

The captain’s eyes narrowed. “More than you can 
afford, innkeeper,” he retorted.

The innkeeper glanced at Jacq, who was now talking 
to the vividly colored parrot on her shoulder. “I wouldn’t 
be so sure, lad.” The captain followed his gaze. “If you find 
you be needin’ that gold, me name is Fred.”

Swallowing an iron lump in his throat, the captain 
muttered, “God forgive me,” and grasped the man’s arm 
before he could walk away. The innkeeper’s painful smile 
stretched larger as he turned. “What might you want for 
the price of 100 gold pieces?”

Across the room, Madam Thorpe stared down at 
Alexandria. The girl, looking braver and braver, finally 
nodded. Clapping her hands together, the woman behind 
the counter all but danced about. “Happy shall we be with 
such a brave, sweet girl as ye!”

Dropping to her knees, Madam Thorpe gazed deep 
into Alexandria’s eyes. “Dear, sweet child,” she whispered, 
brushing a lock of hair from Alexandria’s face. “Never, in 
all the years to come, let your sweet innocence dissolve.” 
Tearing up, she pulled the girl close, and they clung 
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tightly to each other. However, Madam Thorpe was get-
ting weaker by the moment, and her grasp began to fade.

Alexandria’s overcast eyes sought the innkeeper. “We 
must take her to her room now; she is quite ill.”

“Of course, child,” the woman agreed. Hoisting 
Madam Thorpe up onto her shoulders, the innkeeper car-
ried her to the stairs and on up to her room. Taking a deep 
breath, Alexandria glanced around the common room full 
of noisy men, women, and children. Their conversation 
was little more to her than a din, mumbling in her ears. 
She swallowed a lump in her throat and, hoping Madam 
Thorpe would get better soon, she wrung her fingers and 
took off up the stairs after the two women, oblivious to 
the scene playing out at the bar.

Captain Taylor knelt in front of Jacq, who was holding 
Bill tightly to herself. His eyes brimming with tears, he 
choked, “Jacq, you are a special girl. You’re the only one 
that I can travel the world with, but I’m going to ask you 
to do something for me, lass. You can say yes, or you can 
say no.”

The girl, saying nothing, stared at him with her big eyes.
“I need to know,” he paused, searching her face, “if I 

can leave you here for a little while, with Fred.”
“Because you need the money?” she asked, under-

standing more than he wished her to.
“Aye, Jacq.”
Shifting her weight back and forth between her feet, 

she continued to gaze deep into the captain’s eyes. “Shall 
you come back for me?”



14

“As soon as I can.” He could feel the hot tears pricking 
at the backs of his eyes, begging to be released onto his 
face. Determinedly, he blinked them away.

She eyed Fred for a moment, who smiled kindly at 
her. Leaning forward, she whispered, “Has Fred been to 
Africa?”

Captain Taylor chuckled a little, the tears almost pour-
ing from his eyes. “Aye, he has been to Africa.”

Her eyes grew larger yet. “Has he seen zebras?”
“You know, I think maybe he has.”
Her eyes sparkled in the dim, smoky light. A small smile 

that was far beyond her age blossomed on her face. “Aye, 
Captain. I shall stay here and wait for you. Then, when 
you come back for me, we can go to Africa together and 
see the zebras.” She stood content with this arrangement a 
moment, but then, her smile fading, she held out Bill.

“Nay, Jacq.” His hand was heavy as he touched his 
palm to her cheek. “You take care of Bill. He likes you 
more than he likes me anyway.” Resting a hand on each of 
her tiny shoulders, he forced a small but sincerely proud 
smile. “Your mother would be so proud of you.”

Throwing her arms about the broad-shouldered, 
heavy-hearted sea captain, causing Bill to squawk irrita-
bly, the girl whispered, “Come back soon, Cap’n.”

After releasing her, he rose and looked at Fred. 
Coughing a little, Fred sputtered, “Just a moment, matey. 
I seem to have gotten a pinch of sand in me eye.”

Pointing a long finger at him, Captain Taylor com-
manded, “Keep her safe.”

The innkeeper, putting the money in the captain’s hand 
and shaking it, replied, “Fear ye not, good Cap’n. No harm 



15

shall come to even a hair of this child’s head.” The captain 
looked a little skeptical, but Fred straightened indignantly 
and spat, “Frederick Bumbleridge is a man of his word. 
There ain’t no better man to trust in this here port.”

With that, the captain and the girl saluted each other, 
and he departed swiftly, knowing that if he stayed and 
thought about it, he would change his mind.

Jacq stood in the middle of the floor, staring after him 
for a few minutes. She was waiting for him to come back 
and get her even though deep, deep down she knew bet-
ter. She so wanted to see the zebras of Africa. Yet, the 
longer she stood there, the more she accepted that the 
good Captain Taylor would not be returning to get her 
that day … or the next. Within minutes of his leaving, rain 
started to fall from the sky. The girl that he’d left behind 
wandered to the nearest window and stared out into the 
cobblestone street, watching the raindrops splash into 
puddles. After a few moments, looking curiously at the 
parrot, she whispered, “It’s the truth then. It rains when 
we’re sad.”

Clearing his throat, Fred Bumbleridge put his hand on 
the girl’s shoulder. She diverted her gaze from beyond the 
window to his face. “Now then, come, child,” he requested, 
holding his hand out to her. “There be someone else I be 
wantin’ ya to meet.”

“Be there a Mrs. Bumbleridge, sir?” she inquired, 
mimicking his manner of speech.

“Haha!” he laughed heartily, kneeling to look her in 
the eye. “There be, miss! And, I beseech ye, pray tell an 
old man, what be the name of that there parrot o’yarn?”
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The parrot turned its head to one side and winked at 
the older man. “His name is Big Beak Bill, but we just call 
him Bill for short. He’s a blue-throated macaw from the 
west.” Her eyes twinkling, she queried, “Have you ever 
been to the west?”

A wry smile creased the innkeeper’s lips. “Aye, lass. 
And if I were still atop the seven seas, I would be a mite 
inclined to take ye to see the zebras of Africa meself.”

She smiled then, delighted that he would say such a 
lovely thing to her. Holding out his hand, he waited as 
she tucked the blue and yellow bird under her arm before 
sliding her hand into his. Together, they walked into the 
back of the inn to the kitchen. “Jemima!” he bellowed 
upon entering the room. “I have a beautiful present for 
ye, me lass.”

“Be that so, Fred?” asked a woman, who Jacq saw peep 
out above a barrel.

“It be,” he replied, swelling with pride over his per-
fect find.

“Be it luck, then, that I be havin’ a present for ye as 
well!” she chimed. Not seeing the child and bird that 
stood by her husband’s side, she twirled a pink dress out 
onto the floor. Flapping his wings, Bill screeched in pro-
test at the blur of color. Jacq stared wide-eyed at the girl 
that appeared in front of her.

“By the powers!” the innkeepers gasped in unison. 
They glanced back and forth between the girls as the two 
stared at each other. Alexandria thought her head was still 
spinning, though she’d stopped twirling. There, staring her 
right in the face, was her very own self, but with no style!
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Both girls turned to their purchaser, blurting, “Who is 
she?” as they pointed at each other.

“What powers be at work in our house tonight?” 
Frederick asked his wife suspiciously. “How be it that 
twins as these do not recognize each other?”

Jemima shrugged. “Perhaps it be known in higher 
places that we be needin’ more help aboot this place.” She 
pushed Alexandria toward Jacq. “Introduce yerself like a 
proper young lady, now.”

Of course, Alexandria, being a proper young lady, did 
a small curtsey. “I am Alexandria Luray Thorpe. And 
you are?”

Jacq looked the girl over, then, seeing as she was wear-
ing trousers, a blouse, and a bandana, simply bowed in 
return. “I have one of those long names too. Jacqueline 
Luray Taylor, but you can call me Jacq.” After an awkward 
moment of silence, she asked, “Can I call you Alex?”

Alexandria stared at her. Alex? The name of a lad? Not 
even the proper name of a lad! But then, what kind of a 
name was Jacq for a young lady?

“I suppose that you calling me Alex shall be accept-
able,” she replied, her voice sounding higher than she 
wished it to.

“Good!” Crossing her arms and pulling her bottom lip 
between her teeth, Jacq looked this new acquaintance up 
and down a brief moment. “So, Alex, do you wash dishes?” 
she asked, raising an eyebrow. “Because I’d much rather 
swab the floors.”
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“Jacq!”
A young woman, her hair in a braid that hung just 

past her shoulder blades and her head covered by a ban-
dana, stood gazing out toward the sea. The smell of the 
sea barely attainable to her senses as a gentle breeze blew 
it in, causing her loose blouse to billow about her slen-
der frame. At the sound of the name being hollered, she 
closed her eyes and then glanced down at the roof she was 
standing on. Then, taking one more look at the vast ocean, 
she walked to a flagstaff next to the roof and, throwing her 
trouser-clad legs around it, slid all the way down to the 
ground. Hearing the jingle of the coins she had attached 
to the sash about her waist, she stopped to admire them at 
the bottom of the flagstaff.

“Jacq!” a hoarse whisper interrupted her thoughts.
Turning, she came face to face with the large blue eyes 

of a young man who, being taller than she, was as lanky 
as the pole she’d just slid down. “Miata!” she growled 
between her teeth. “You know Alex gets awfully upset 
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when you come around. She still believes that you are the 
reason that she was left here.”

“Aye, Jacq, me mate, but that were nigh on eight years 
ago, and I had been needin’ that money.” He twisted the 
corner of his rough gray sweater around his fingers. “And 
I be needin’ to speak with ye aboot some pressin’ matters.”

Folding her arms, Jacq sighed. “What is it, Miata?”
He leaned casually against the building, his fingers still 

busily worrying the corner of his sweater. “Well, mate, it’s 
aboot this mate o’ mine. Ya see, I be thinkin’ that he be 
turnin’ me in shortly.”

Her eyebrow rising, she tightened her arms over her 
stomach. “What would cause you to believe such a thing?”

“Well,” the young man began in a soft tone, locking 
her eye contact, “I know that he be low on cash nowa-
days, and I overheard a conversation he was havin’ with 
a mate o’ his.”

“You were eavesdropping again?” Jacq questioned, 
shoving her hands into her pockets.

Miata’s face turned pink. “I overheard him talking to 
another fellow aboot some sort o’ a plan that they was to 
be hatchin’ together.”

Jacq’s eyebrow shot up at this. “That’s all nonsense, 
Miata. What could they possibly have been talking about 
that would concern a fellow like you unless you were 
going to help them?”

“Well, they started off with some flimflammer about 
the sea and a ship, and then one o’ ’em, I’m not sure which, 
started blatherin’ aboot kickin’ one o’ their mates out. 
Then they went on aboot this lass that they’d been wantin’ 
to find.” The corner of Jacq’s mouth turned up in a look 
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of disbelief. Miata leaned closer to her and whispered, “I 
think me mate wants to get rid of me so that he can court 
me sister.”

“Miata …” Jacq shook her head in amusement. “You 
do not even have a sister.”

The young man blinked. “I do so! Well, I mean,  
I might be havin’ one …”

She shook her head in disbelief now.
“Jacq …”
“Miata, you’re paranoid.” She chuckled. Then, hearing 

her name called again, she smiled and retorted, “You do 
not have a sister. And, even if you had a sister, I wouldn’t 
be worryin’ about anyone trying to court her. Nobody 
knows she exists.” She patted him on the shoulder and 
headed toward the side door to the inn.

Hurrying inside, Jacq all but ran into a girl clothed in 
a mauve-colored skirt that hid her feet, a cream-colored 
blouse, and a beige vest that laced up the front, like Jacq’s 
shirt. The two were still the same height and could easily 
be mistaken for each other. Their biggest differences now 
were the biggest differences they’d had the night they first 
met—their styles. Her eyes narrowing slightly, the girl in 
the dress tilted her head.

“Whom were you speaking to?”
Jacq smiled. “Nobody you would wish to speak with, 

Alex,” she assured her. “Was Jemima calling for me?”
“Aye.” She narrowed her eyes as Jacq brushed past her. 

“It was not that thief, was it?”
Jacq was already too far away from Alex to hear her 

question and was twirling about as she headed toward the 
kitchen, humming the tune of the same song she’d been 
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humming the night the inn became her new home. As she 
passed through the dining area, she waved at everyone she 
knew, which made up of the majority of the crowd. Her 
parrot, Bill, swooped down from a ledge and landed on 
her shoulder. “Just think, Bill. That sign is the closest that 
we ever came to seeing a zebra.” Bill tilted his head to one 
side and blinked. “I don’t know,” she responded glumly. “I 
just don’t know.”

Swinging the door to the kitchen open, she sighed 
heavily.

“Jacq! Jacq, get down here, by thunder!” Jemima 
Bumbleridge hollered out the window at the top of her 
lungs. Smiling, Jacq reached over and tapped her on the 
shoulder. Whirling around, the woman gasped. “Careful, 
lass! There be many strange powers at work these days.”

Startled, Jacq inquired, “What powers, Mrs. 
Bumbleridge?”

Jemima, who had aged rather rapidly since the girls 
arrived eight years earlier, laid a frail hand on the young 
woman’s cheek. “There be much aboot, Jacq. Fred be wan-
tin’ to see ye.”

Leaving Bill on her shoulder, Jacq sprinted upstairs 
to the room of Frederick Bumbleridge. She had hardly 
knocked when he called her in, knowing already that it 
was her. Opening the door, she found him sitting on the 
edge of the Bumbleridge’s large bed. His silvering beard 
slumped on his thin chest as he stared out the small win-
dow across from him. Quietly, she sat at his feet, legs 
crossed, and waited. Shifting his eyes to her, he smiled 
and ran his fingertips along Bill’s back. Jacq thought that 
his eyes looked more watery than usual, and his hands 
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shook more than they ever had before. “Jacq,” he finally 
managed to mumble, “yer services here, fer me wife an’ 
me, be more than anythin’ else ye could give us. Me days 
be numbered, lass.”

“Everyone’s days are numbered,” Jacq returned, search-
ing his eyes for some kind of explanation. Out of the corner 
of her eye, she saw a crumpled piece of paper on his pillow.

“Of that, ye be right, Jacq.” He leaned forward to talk 
to her, just as Captain Taylor had done eight years prior. 
“But me days be more numbered than yers.” The corner 
of her mouth lifted slightly as he smiled at her. “Now, I be 
wantin’ ye to keep this here locket safe for me,” he con-
tinued after a pause. Jacq started to open her mouth in 
protest, but he held up his hand, and she said nothing. 
“Ye be the closest thing that I be havin’ to a daughter, and 
fer that reason, I be wantin’ it to be yarn now.” He slipped 
the gold chain and locket he’d produced from his pocket 
around her neck.

“What is inside?” she asked, taking the oddly shaped, 
golden charm in her palm to examine it more closely. It 
shone beautifully in the light.

“It be a riddle, child. The most clever trail to riches 
ye could ever ask fer.” Her brow creased at his answer. 
Laying his hand on her cheek, he whispered, “Be not wor-
ryin’ aboot it right now, lass. Ye will understand when the 
time is proper.” Jacq smiled at him and nodded. Sitting 
back and smiling peacefully, he added, “Off with ye now, 
Jacq. I’d hate to be keepin’ ye from yer chores.”

Springing to her feet, she straightened her knee-high 
boots and walked slowly toward the door. As she reached 
for the door handle, Fred called out, “And Jacq …” She 
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turned to look at him. “I be wantin’ to apologize fer some-
thin’.” Her brow furrowing again, she turned to face him. 
“I’m sorry I couldn’t take ye to see the zebras of Africa.”

She smiled, her eyes moistening slightly. “You have 
done much more for me than taking me to see the zebras 
ever would have done.” She sighed, remembering the sad 
eyes of Captain Taylor before he’d forced himself to walk 
out the door. Fred smiled back at her, then laid back and 
closed his eyes. Swallowing an iron lump in her throat, 
Jacq walked out the door and down the upper hall to the 
window at the east end at the top of the stairwell. As she 
held still, looking out into the late afternoon, she noticed 
some gray clouds overhead. The sky darkened and then 
it started to rain. A heavy chill settled over her counte-
nance and an eerie feeling slithered through her veins as 
the memory of her last night in the presence of Captain 
Taylor replayed in her mind so vividly it was as if she was 
watching it reenact outside the window in the cobble-
stone square.

As Jacq stood staring out the window, Bill tilted his 
head to look at her. “What times are these, dear Bill?” she 
asked in a low tone, her gaze moving to the parrot.

“These are strange times at the Midway Zebra.” 
Pivoting about, Jacq found herself face to face with her 
twin, who was holding a small monkey, Jemima’s pet. 
Around her throat hung a chain. Dangling at the end 
was a nearly identical charm to the one Fred had given 
Jacq. “Madam Bumbleridge has given me charge of 
Frankincense.”

Jacq turned so Alex could see her locket, then dropped 
it into her blouse. “Aye. I cannot make any sense of it—” 
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A low kaboom! sounded at the end of her sentence, as if 
punctuating her statement. A shiver went through the 
inn, and, all feeling it, everyone began to look about for 
the source of the distant noise. Both girls’ brows wrinkling 
in confusion, Jacq looked to Alex and asked with forced 
seriousness, “Are you cooking?”

“No!” At the end of her retort, there came a loud 
kawack! The inn shook violently, threatening to collapse 
as if some blow had been rendered to it. Grabbing the 
railing to prevent themselves from falling, the two girls 
stared at each other in shock. Splintered wood hissed 
through the air, landing on tables down below. Shrieks 
and curses flew from the mouths of customers. The two 
girls turned to find that the front of the inn was ablaze. 
Running past her sister, Alex fled down the stairs; Jacq 
slid down the banister as Bill flew above her.

“Ahoy!” she yelled as she hit the floor on one knee, 
one foot, and one hand in a tripod position. The crowd 
turned to look at her as she bounced to her feet. She 
suddenly envisioned all of the people in the room star-
ing at her as sheep. Their eyes were empty, bewildered, 
and wild. Though they bunched together, an overtone of 
skittishness suggested they would scatter at any moment. 
Hardly anything could be heard over the din, which had 
left everyone’s ears ringing. Nobody moved. They were all 
stuck to the floor, huddled together, by an odorless pres-
ence in the room—stark fear.

Closing her eyes and shaking her head to rid herself of 
the sheep vision, she called out, “This way!” and bounded 
toward the back of the inn. Quick footsteps thundered 
across the floor as the people uncertainly ran after the girl. 
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Coming up behind them, Alex, still carrying the monkey, 
called for them to follow Jacq to the east side door, where 
she would lead them out onto the streets.

Crying women, holding their children closely to their 
bosoms, filed out first, followed by men, several of who 
were limping noticeably. Alex, gray and severely red-eyed 
from the smoke, reached Jacq’s side, peeling Frankincense 
off her waist and ushering him out the door. “That is 
everyone, Jacq. There are none else who are able to leave. 
All the others shall not move with any persuasion—killed 
by the flying debris or the explosion.”

Rubbing her eyes, burning from the heat and smoke 
with the back of her sleeve, Jacq nodded. “Then we must 
go back for the Bumbleridges!”

Taking her sister’s hand, Alex turned to hurry back to 
the dining area. Bent to try to avoid too much of the bil-
lowing, black cloud, they did not notice the two figures 
in the middle of the eating hall until they had already 
hopped the counter. They were actually rather surprised 
to see the aging couple standing, facing the north door, 
each with a bag. “Come!” the girls called out, gesturing 
toward the east-side door as they choked on the smoke. 
“Leave now! We shall gather our things and follow!”

In unison, the couple turned. Amidst the blaze, they 
suddenly seemed twenty years younger. Jemima, having 
two pistols tucked into the sash about her waist and a 
rapier at her side with a gallant, flowing skirt about her, 
looked as if she had just stepped out of a book. Fred, with 
two rapiers dangling from his waistline, smiled devilishly, 
his black necktie never looking quite as bold as it did right 
then when he was standing in front of an orange flame. 
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“We’ve packed fer ye,” Frederick Bumbleridge replied 
slowly. Jemima smiled, her gold tooth sparkling fiercely in 
the firelight. Tossing Jacq and Alex the bags, the elderly 
couple bowed and made their way toward the stairs. “Now, 
off with ye, afore yer time fer escapin’ gets away from ye.” 
Looking Jacq right in the eye from across the room, he 
hollered, “Run!”

Opening and closing their mouths several times, the 
girls stared as they watched the two ascend the stairwell. 
Alex was the first to come to her senses. Taking Jacq by 
the arm, she dragged her twin toward the east door. Jacq 
had finally consented to go, grabbing up her frantic parrot 
and releasing him out the door, when a loud whack from 
within caught their attention; they had to look. Through 
the climbing smoke and flame, they watched a dark fig-
ure enter into the once warm and homey dining area of 
the Midway Zebra. Flailing his sword, which reflected the 
jumping flames all too well, the sinister man bellowed, 
“Black Fred! Gold Jem! We’re back! We knows yer in here, 
we do!” He stumbled about, allowing his eyes to rove the 
room wildly as if he expected to find some hidden clue.

Jacq’s eyes glittered. “It’s just as Captain Taylor said!” 
she whispered excitedly. “It is just as he said! These are 
pirates …”

“Pirates? Captain Taylor told you stories of such things 
as these? How did you sleep at night?” Alex gasped as she 
stepped out into the rain of the darkening night, coughing 
fitfully. Howling angrily, Frankincense took hold of Alex’s 
hand tightly with his, baring his teeth in outrage of being 
left outside alone.
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Jacq threw a glare at her before she went back to star-
ing into the room. One of the pirates saw them peeking 
in. “Ahoy! There be more than two old pirates in this inn!”

Darting out of the doorway, Jacq snatched her sister 
by the wrist and stumbled down the wet cobblestone alley. 
Her chest hurt horribly from the amount of smoke she 
had breathed in, and it took all she had to continue racing 
away from the inn. Once they could no longer hear the 
inn burning or see its flames reaching toward the sky, they 
collapsed onto the street. Rain fell steadily now, and the 
girls coughed loud enough Alex was afraid they would 
wake the dead. Tears streamed down their dirty faces. 
Their eyes were hot and itched with a ferocity Jacq was 
afraid she would never get rid of. Between coughs and 
gasps of air, Alex whimpered, “Where do we go now?”

“Be ye in need of somewhere to go, lass?” a young 
man’s voice questioned.

Both girls turned and inhaled sharply, making them 
cough all the harder. “Miata!” Jacq coughed. “This night 
is not a good night to be scaring Alex and me!”

The big grin on his face faded, especially after he 
caught a glimpse of Alex’s glare. “I be merely tryin’ to help 
me mates, Jacq.” His brow furrowed as he took in their 
bedraggled appearance. Bill floated down and landed on 
Jacq’s shoulder.

Ignoring Alex’s nonverbal protest, Jacq agreed, and 
the two followed Miata into the darkening, wet streets of 
town as the Midway Zebra burned steadily to the ground 
behind them.


