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This book is dedicated to Annalea. The saga of Annalea is a journey through life and place—through experience, with resolve, seeking resolution and peace. In good times and in bad times, in sickness and in health—through all life's travails and joyous moments—the journey has sustained me. The characters who populate Annalea's world have become intimate friends, and their adventures are now part of my life. I am grateful that I have participated in this journey and, thus, I am dedicated to Annalea.
I would wish for each of you to have an Annalea in your life. My personal Annalea is a beautiful, engaging, young princess named Sophie Jaimes Shore.
ANNALEA
A JOURNEY THROUGH STRANGERS
~ AT JOURNEY'S END ~
by Stephen James Shore
Chapter I
Baffling Confabulation
Separated from the captain–their infallible leader–by necessity, Mr. Crockett and Annalea, with their entourage, make haste for London. Once arrived, they take up residence in young Mr. Crockett's apartments. Not yet quite settled in, the senior Mr. Crockett takes time to draft a message to his captain: notification of their safe arrival. As prearranged, this initiates an unbroken string of daily reports between the two old comrades. The progress of Crockett's mission is the significant topic of all correspondence.
London April 27, 1718
Cap'n, momentous things have been afoot here, even afore we arrived. Me son has served to lay the groundwork for our activities, seeking relief through the law courts. This has served to notify the wicked Pankhurst–who be, hisself, here in London–of Annalea's presence and intentions. I fear evil from that man; and we are ever watchful as regards Annalea.
Me son, Thad', has been most industrious as regards these matters of preliminaries and preparations. I’d not an idea of what all should be involved. I’d as soon have sought that Pankhurst and bled from him the reparations due our Annalea. And put a complete ending to the threat he poses upon her very life!
But I knew in me heart, as Thad' has also put plain into words for me, that ‘tis not enough to vanquish this foe in combat. ‘Tis as important to restore Annalea’s name and her rightful place in whatever there is of family beyond that knave, Pankhurst. And ‘tis important that she should have a standing in the community–and be accepted as a young lady of grace and intelligence. All of this must be achieved through application of the proper formalities. And this must involve laws and courts and justices and magistrates and God knows what all! But I do thank God for Thad', without who I would not have a start or a finish–or a prayer of finding such.
Me son has promised to make all things clear to me, on the morrow, regarding where we now stand and the process necessary to take us through to our object. As I receive the particulars, I shall inform you, immediately–doubtless, in me next despatch. For this eve, we are putting such serious matters aside. We’ve promise of a sumptuous feast, provided by Thad'. And afterwards, all cozied ‘round a warm fire–with goblets of wine in hand–the mood and the time should be propitious for me daughter, Annalea, to become truly acquainted with me son, Thaddeus. I should have much to impart when next I write!
Your Faithful Servant,
Crockett
~~
London April 29, 1718
Cap’n, All is Well.
Crockett
~~
London April 30, 1718
Cap’n, I do apologize for the abbreviated missive I despatched to you, yesterday. I’d every intention of writing, as I had promised you, with great detail on all matters which now concern us. Something... prevented–or rather, delayed–me correspondence. Nothing serious, I assure you! But I will explain meself, in due course. Be it for you to know I wrote but what I did only to prevent you from thundering ahorse into this city of London to perform a rescue–due to me errant missives.
To the last that I mentioned, when last I wrote a proper report, our accommodations are splendid and the feast young Thad’ provided us was, indeed, sumptuous. And following the meal came the perfect time for all to become better acquainted. Annalea thought to present her life to Thaddeus, only to discover that he knew more of her life than any other man except me. This information having been provided to him without her knowledge, she admonished me ungentlemanly conduct. She concluded her reprimand with the words, “For shame, Papa... for... for shaming me!”
For certain, Cap’n, these words would have cut me to the quick, ‘twere not for the fact of that tiny little smile that shone on Annalea’s countenance when she turned her face away from Thad' and toward me to make her remark. ‘Twas what a sweet, virtuous, young lady would have a young man to believe she felt–but without harming her papa’s sensibilities. Me little girl’s game was afoot. Y’know, Cap’n, I’ve oft’ remarked ‘bout the times our Annalea does things that put me in mind of you–and your admirable capabilities. And so many wise and sensible things she does that remind me of Mam' Tiére. Well, sometimes, she reminds me of me! These may not be her proudest moments–but they make me proud of her!
To any event, Annalea knows in her heart that the telling of her life by her papa could only be done with the most loving care and concern. And not a word would utter from these lips to defame or distress her. Well... some of the telling may embarrass her–but it was all done in good cause and with the noblest of intentions. And this, me Annalea understands.
So it went that while ‘twas unnecessary for her to unfold her life story afore Thad', he did express interest in many of her experiences and asked Annalea to elaborate for him. For the most part, she enjoyed the telling. But she became almost vexed by his repeated insistence on more information about Don Estaban. Annalea preferred to simply describe him as a fine, young nobleman–a friend and protector. She willingly, and colourfully, discussed his display of courage and ability during her time of distress in Kingston. And she spoke admiringly of his aid in our release from Spanish captivity. But when Thaddeus pressed for a discussion of their great romance, Annalea became silent, and looked at me askance–accusingly, and with not a whisper of a smile.
I replied to her glare with a sheepish grin and a shrug of me shoulders. Mayhaps, in that instance, I’d been a bit unguarded with me comments–and revealed too much. I could see that she was a bit annoyed by this young gentleman’s interest in her previous romances (and a great deal more annoyed with me, for what I’d already revealed). But I dismissed this as her lack of understanding–her being a girl. The lad was not simply curious to the point of being nosy–he was being a boy. All these questions were not truly questions; they were a subtle declaration of his interest in her! Mayhaps... romantically. Or do I get ahead of meself, Cap’n? Mayhaps, the lad is just nosy.
Well, no matter to befuddle me brain over. But the warmth that emanated from and between them youngsters caused some concern to–and remark by–Mam' Tiére. She thought this may not be a healthy situation for Annalea. Mam’ expressed to me her belief that the loss of Annalea’s first, true love, Estaban, exacerbated by her untimely separation from the Shore brothers–for whom she’d developed both fondness and affection–hath made of her a lonely, fragile, young woman, mayhaps vulnerable to the wiles of a sophisticated, city-dwelling young man, irrespective of the bond of family we have placed upon them. “Ya says wha’ ya says. But I says dey’s not blood!” Mam’ warned me.
So I turned the tables upon her. “I put it to you, woman: You and I and Annalea are not blood. Be we not family?”
“But das... dat be... da dif....” I know Mam’ intended to point up the difference for me, but she surrendered the argument, abruptly. “Sho’, Hon’, ya be right... ya be right. But.., I jus’ don’ feel right ‘bout dis. Ya know?"
Well, Cap’n, I didn’t know; so I didn’t respond. I couldn’t respond. Me mind was wandering off. I couldn’t help but think that, aye, they are bonded like brother and sister–each to a familial relationship with me. But so odd is this relationship. The one who is me offspring, and has not known me, nor I of him, through most his life. And the other who is not me offspring, yet has been raised so close to me bosom, in love and affection and with utmost concern–beyond that provided by so many parents to their natural offspring. So I could not help thinking–mayhaps, dwelling on Mam’s point that they are not blood–that if something should spark betwixt them... if they should fall in love... if they should marry, the circle would come complete! Annalea would become, in full, a Crockett! And the grandbabies! The grandbabies would be natural born Crocketts!
I have to admit, Cap’n, sitting in the warm glow of the fire–mellowed by a few goblets of wine–and watching as me two “offspring” sat close across from each another, speaking amiably to one another, such flights of fancy pervaded me noggin (with a most pleasant result). But as to this relationship being, or that relationship becoming... or the right of this, or the wrong of that.... Ah! ‘Tis more than this old sea dog can fathom! I think I’d best just leave such matters to Annalea and Thad'... and, mayhaps, the good Lord.
Well, Annalea was soon to find her own relief by twisting the table about. She would not continue answering personal questions about herself to a man who already knew too much–when she knew practically nothing of him. She even said as much. “I know nothing of you, Thaddeus Crockett. ‘Til most recently, I knew not even of your existence.”
And then she turned on me–I mean, to me (no, actually, on me). “And why is that... Papa?”
I shivered a bit from the ice in her voice, and answered, “Mayhaps, I was a wee, wee bit remiss, pet, in so much as....”
Annalea ignored me ambling response and dismissed me from the discussion. She leaned forward in approach to young Thad', took his hands in hers and looked into his eyes. “‘Though our lives seem dissimilar, I believe we have much in common. We both had unusual experiences in early childhood. We both had our families torn asunder. And yet, we both share the same father. I do feel like you are me brother. And I do so want to know of your life. I want to know about all of your life.”
I thought I noticed a mild cringe in Thad' when Annalea called him “brother.” Mayhaps, he had hoped for some appellation other than “brother.” No matter. No man can long remain disheartened while holding the hands of an angel and holding her gaze for his own. Thaddeus was soon narrating every moment of his waking life to Annalea, who became absolutely infatuated with the story. But it seemed to me, Cap’n, ‘twas not the infatuation of romance. I may have to rethink me grand design for grandbabies. Mayhaps... Annalea has found herself a brother.
But now, Cap'n, as I promised, let me explain the necessity for brevity in me last missive. I'd simply not the clarity of thought which writing doth require of me. I know what you are thinking, Cap'n. "Mr. Crockett fell within those enormous goblets of wine he spake about and came back out only when his brain was pickled beyond utility."
Well, if that is what you are thinking, Cap’n, then you be most-near half right. The throbbing in me brain that day, as I set to write to you, was at least partially the result of an over-consumption of wine–from late in the eve, throughout the night and into the morn. But the other half of the reason for the dysfunction of me faculties was also the direct cause for me unregulated consumption. When all others went off to their beds, I asked me son Thad' to stay up with me, share another drink or two, and explain all of the details regarding our necessary advance through the hallowed halls of English justice.
Many’s the year, Cap’n, I’ve sailed in the trade–in the life we’d chosen. And I believed I’d been accosted by damned near every type of travail that there be. But the baffling confabulation put upon me when seeking a simple explanation from me own son as regards the course we must now plot to achieve our final destination, and justice for Annalea, was enough to drive a man to drink! Well... so it was with me!
I’ll try to explain, Cap’n. Unless again it cause me head a hurtful spell. After the feast and the telling of lives and loves–and a few cheery goblets of a most fine wine–everybody else was put off to bed. Alone in the parlour, in the cozy warmth of a glowing hearth, I thought it should be easy for a man to converse readily with his son. That is what I thought–until the conversation began. And ‘twas I who begun it, quite innocently.
“So, lad, I should well imagine, by now, you have set the sheriff to be dragging Pankhurst’s rump afore the Justice of the Peace?”
From Thad’s first response, I should’ve forecast that this journey of words would not be so quickly and smoothly sailed through as I had at first anticipated. “Were that it could be so, Father. Were that it could be so simple.”
“What is not so simple?” I asked, in apparent naiveté. “‘Tis not so complicated. The man is a criminal–a most scurrilous villain. It is but to seize him, indict him and hang him! What is not so simple?”
And he was prepared to answer. “I am sure Mr. Pankhurst is in all ways as despicable as you declare him to be–the definition of evil incarnate. But....”
“Aye!” I grabbed the wind from his sails. “Of course he is such! Have I not explained to you–in great detail–all of the dastardly... diabolical... machinations of that man, in his sole-minded pursuit of our destruction?!”
“But....” Thad’ was quite forceful–and seemingly annoyed. So I shut it down. “But... even though his activities are devilish–seemingly under directive from Lucifer, himself–even if that be given, Father... even so, he is a man. And he can only be brought to justice through prosecution in a court of law, as a man–not as a devil or a witch, by means of inquisition.
“And, more to our distress, Mr. Pankhurst is not a common, ordinary man. Were he a common, ordinary man, it would be a much simpler matter. We’d then have before us simply the arduous task of proving a man to be the criminal we know him to be, when we have no solid, irrefutable evidence by which to secure his conviction! But this case shall have no simple resolve, Father–as Mr. Pankhurst is no common, ordinary man. Surely, it has occured to you that no such man of regular means and ways would be conducted half way around the world by His Majesty’s navy. Nor would such same man have the king’s regulars available to do his bidding. I, too, have discovered that he is not a simple man and that our approach to him cannot be simple–and the conduct of such will not be easy.”
I put it to him, “Can we succeed?”
The lad did not answer me as directly as I would have hoped. “As you know, Father, I have attempted to make those in authority to know that our only intention–our just cause–is to reinstate Annalea in the bosom of her family, allow her to reclaim her name or namesake, and secure her from personal jeopardy. But with every promising start, we seem to quickly bog down again. Mr. Pankhurst seems to have friends–or at least allies–in business, in the courts, in Parliament and in the king's court. He's rumoured even to have the king's good ear."
“But, can we succeed?” I pressed upon him me imperative.
“I believe so, Father. I do.” Thad’ sought to diminish me concern. “There are very serious matters, the resolve of which may become extraordinarily complicated. But at its essence, this case comes down to a situation of right versus wrong. I have great faith in the British legal system–and the law courts of England. I know of no other system as capable as ours for divining the truth well-hidden and determining right from wrong.”
I was not truly consoled by this, Cap’n, and made to reiterate me imperative. “But... but... can we succeed?!”
And I had me answer. “Yes, sir. I believe... I definitely believe we can succeed. As I say, it will not be easy. But with strong determination to stay the course–the self-same determination that brought you from the West Indies, through storm and deprivation and oppression, to arrive at this place... solely on Annalea’s behalf–with such determination, we must win!”
I was impressed by the lad’s confidence, Cap’n. And then I wondered if, mayhaps, he was overly confident. But I was not about to bother on it. The words spaken were the words I had need to hear. Anyhow, ‘twas about that time I forsook the goblet in favour of draining the wine bottle direct. As a matter of fact, I put away the remainder of that bottle–direct down me gullet–believing we were but a few more words from retiring to bed. And so I uttered the words I expected to bring about a conclusion. “So, lad, we’ve but to haul the blighter’s ass into a courtroom and let justice be done, eh?”
When Thad’ responded, “Were that it could be so simple, Father,” I fetched up another bottle.
I should have just filled me maw with wine. Instead, I had to go and ask the question, “Why is it not simple?”
And–unfortunately–Thad' commenced to explain to me. “As you may or may not be aware, Father, our system of law is divided into two branches: criminal law and civil law.”
So I set him straight, “I know only of the one law, son, which has been trying to hang me, lo’ these many years.”
But nothing I said seemed to bring the matter or the conversation (or the night) to conclusion. The lad had need to respond to everything. “Yes... well... were they to succeed, Father, they would have to proceed against you under criminal law–not civil law. You see how that is?”
I responded with a nod as I took me first swig off of that fresh bottle.
“Of course,” Thad’ continued, “under the appropriate circumstances, someone might also pursue an action against you–concurrently–under civil law, and then....”
“Enough of this, lad!” I pleaded. “Let us just concentrate our thoughts and theories upon the resolve of Annalea’s plight.”
“And that is what I was attempting to address–and explain–for your benefit, Father.”
“Sorry, lad.” (I was brought up short by me own son, Cap’n. And deservedly so.)
Well, feeling just a bit embarrassed by this exchange, I stopped me talking and continued me drinking. And I did as much, Cap’n, each and every time I felt embarrassed or said something stupid. The result of me ignorance and arrogance was me inability to communicate sober thought to you, yesterday.
With this brief respite from me continual questioning and interrupting, Thad’ was again able to continue. “The most pronounced distinction between the two branches is evidenced in the assignment of courts, the procedures applied and–ultimately–the sanctions available. Now, regardless of venue, Father, the law of the land–in all of its applications–is that which we refer to as common law. Perhaps you are aware that, in England, common law has its basis in custom. It has never really been codified, nor even precisely defined.”
“Most interesting,” I lied–when the lad paused and I felt put upon to fill the void with words.
Those two insignificant words must have been just what Thad’ had hoped for, as he continued with great enthusiasm. “Yes! It is interesting. Isn’t it?”
But what caught me interest from his wee recitation were the “not really” this and the “not precisely” that. And I expressed me concern to Thaddeus.
He sought to further instruct me. “Well, the point of significance which you’re missing, here, Father, is the preeminence of the judge deciding the case. The interpretation of common law–and its application in court–is within the judicial prerogative of each sitting judge, on a case-by-case basis.”
“Blimey!” I exploded on the lad–unintentionally–causing him a start which shook the goblet in his hand and spilled its contents onto me best weskit.
“Father! I’m so sorry,” he reacted. “But... what... what is the matter?”
I told him, “The matter is... we have a problem here! If, as you’ve implied, son, all of London–and, mayhaps, the Court of St. James as well–be filled with mates and chums of that wretched Pankhurst... mayhaps, even the courts and their keepers... well, where is there even a chance of our finding justice? I mean, if your bloody judge can decide anything he damned well please, and declare it justice–and should he turn out to be a Pankhurst man–what chance in hell do we have?”
Having recovered from the initial start I gave him, Thad’ replied, calmly, “I know, Father. I know. Believe me, I have given this a good deal of thought. And considering the situation–Mr. Pankhurst being a man of status, long-standing in the community, and a man most powerfully connected–I believe we would be better advised to approach him through equity court.”
Thad’s words brought from me two responses. The first was to ask, “Now what in the hell is that?” And the second was to reach for the wine bottle. (‘Tis as if I expect to find me answers at the bottom of those bottles. But I seldom do.)
I was, however, grateful for something to soothe me brain, when come his answer. “Equity law provides us with a more defined body of historic rules and sound principle, which are applied in an almost doctrinal manner–leaving a judge far less margin for deviation. Equity courts are considered remedial for the defects in justice within the common law courts. Which, again, is why I believe that should be our best vehicle to override the pernicious Pankhurst.”
He was losing me again, Cap’n, so I thought to jest with the lad. “So, you’ll haul out the Lord Mayor, and he shall make a proclamation in....”
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