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			“I am satisfied that one active campaign… burning two or three of their towns, will set everything to rights.”

			Major John Pitcairn, Royal Marines
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			“The Rebels are determined to go through with it . . .”

			Brigadier General Hugh, Lord Percy

			Breeds Hill, Massachusetts

			Dawn, 17 June 1775

			LONG BEFORE DAWN, the nervous excitement that had driven Anthony Carter on through the night began to ebb away like the outgoing tide. Exhausted, thirsty, and more than a little disappointed the entire night had been wasted digging in the dirt, the sixteen-year-old Framingham militiaman paused. With a quick downward thrust of his shovel, he sank its blade into the ground at his feet. Slowly and gingerly, like a man well past his prime suffering from a severe bout of rheumatism, he drew himself up fully erect for the first time in hours. In doing so, he became keenly aware of every aching muscle in his body, causing him to let out a low, mournful grunt no one, save him, heard as the men to either side, lost in their own thoughts and labors, continued to beaver away at the ground in front of them in silence.

			Closing his eyes, Anthony reached behind and pressed the palms of his hands flat against the small of his back before arching over backwards, relishing the relief such a trivial change in his posture could bring. For the briefest of moments, he found he was able to ignore the sound other members of his company made as they tossed more dirt onto the earthworks they had spent the night throwing up on the crest of a hill overlooking Boston Harbor. Though no stranger to hard work, his efforts over the past few hours left every muscle in Anthony’s body sore and aching. Opening his eyes, he took a moment to stare up at the clear predawn sky before straightening up and gripping the handle of his shovel. But instead of taking it up to continue his work, he leaned over it, using it as a rest. 

			Casting a quick glance over the lip of the earthworks that were now more than chest high, he could clearly see the sleeping city just across the bay. In the gathering light of a new day, he found he was able to make out some of Boston’s more distinct landmarks. Most notable was the spire of the North Church, sitting just back from the town’s north shore, piercing the dim skyline like a lone sentinel keeping watch over a city that had yet to awaken. It was said that it was from there Robert Newman, the sexton of the church, had hung two lanterns, the signal which sent fellow patriots on a predawn ride, stirring a sleeping colony to arms.

			Now that had been a day, Anthony thought as he once more stood upright, stirred by the memory of his first taste of battle. It was one he would never forget. Like this day, it had begun long before dawn on that chilly April day when he had mustered on the village green with the other members of his militia company. By the time the sun had set, they had marched close to twenty miles and fought side by side with neighbors and strangers alike. United in a common cause, they had scurried along the road that wound its way from Concord to Boston, firing on the King’s soldiers every chance that came their way. In doing so, they had started a war.

			As dramatic as those events had been, they paled in comparison to what had happened within Anthony. Somewhere along that road, littered with discarded kit tossed aside by British soldiers struggling to reach the safety of Boston, he had ceased being a mere blacksmith’s apprentice, condemned to endless hours feeding coal into the forge and pumping the smithy’s bellow. He did not know where exactly it had occurred; all he could be sure of was, at the end of that day, he was no longer the boy who had kissed his worried mother’s cheek before setting out to muster on the town’s common. Having stood shoulder to shoulder with men who were his community’s leading citizens in the face of enemy fire, he could not help but appreciate he had finally found the courage to sever the last bonds tethering him to a loving, but overly protective mother. What he could not answer with any degree of surety in the days that followed as his militia company joined the army besieging the British in Boston, was just what he was.

			To fancy himself a soldier was an illusion Anthony’s captain wasted little time in dismissing. “Going toe-to-toe with a well-handled regiment determined to stand their ground isn’t the same as sniping at a gaggle of harried men eager to beat a hasty retreat back to the safety of Boston,” he had cautioned Anthony after joining him and several of his friends as they sat about a campfire one night. “The red coats and the officers who command them aren’t like us. They have nothing but their regiment. That’s their home, one they’ll fight for with the same stubborn doggedness we’d fight with to defend ours.” Then, with an expression he often wore when he wanted it to be known he would brook no argument from any of the men he commanded, the captain took to looking across the fire into the faces of each and every one of the men gathered about it. “We’ve crossed the Rubicon, lads. There’s no way back. As I see it, we have but two choices: We either slink away back to our homes and live the rest of our lives under the English yoke, or use what time we have to become the best soldiers we can be. With a little luck, hard work, and God’s blessing, we might be able to hold our own against the lobster backs when their generals get tired with their whoring and drinking and decide the time has come to put us back in our place.”

			Coming to his feet, the captain had drawn himself up. “The choice is yours,” he had declared crisply. “I’ll not think ill of any man here who decides he’s not up the hardships and dangers we’ll be facing in the days ahead. But be warned,” he concluded in a low, almost menacing voice. “If you do stay, I’ll cut you no slack. Nor will I take any of your guff. You’re soldiers now. The time has come to start behaving like one.”

			At that very moment, leaning on the handle of his shovel, peering off into the predawn gloom, Anthony did not much feel like a soldier. Lowering his gaze from the distant horizon, he eyed the other men with whom he had spent the night digging. Though they considered themselves to be part of an army, not one of his companions had a uniform. They still wore the same clothing as they had on the day they were called to arms by the roll of the drums and the clamoring of church bells, and a stench of stale sweat and cookfire smoke followed them wherever they went like an invisible haze. Despite his best efforts to maintain some personal cleanliness—a state his mother had always told him was the mark of a proper gentlemen—Anthony found he was unable to rid himself of the filth that seemed to be as much a part of being a soldier as shouldering a musket.

			The muskets he and his companions were expected to defend these earthworks with were not in much better shape. Though all guns were kept fully functional and ready for use at a moment’s notice, they were as varied as the clothing worn by the men who carried them. Some, like Anthony, were fortunate enough to possess an English-made Short Land pattern, affectionately known as a Brown Bess. It was a weapon made for no other purpose but war, firing a ball of lead three quarters of an inch in diameter and a full ounce in weight. Most of the weapons haphazardly stacked off to the side waiting while the soldiers busied themselves digging earthworks had been designed for hunting game, not men. Almost no one had a bayonet. Even though Anthony had managed to secure one of those beastly instruments, he quickly found that it was a weapon he knew nothing about. Like so many other skills that were second nature to the British soldiers, close-quarters combat—the sort where you can feel the breath of your foe upon your face—was still a mystery to young Anthony and his fellow rebels.

			

			“Best get your back into it, lad,” the captain called out as he made his way along the rear of his company. “There’ll be plenty of time to worry and fret as we wait for those lobster backs to sort out what to do about us once they’ve seen what we’ve done here.”

			Doing his best to be as blasé as the situation would permit, Anthony turned to face his captain. 

			“Oh, I’m not worried.”

			Coming to a stop, the captain looked into Anthony’s eyes. He seemed to be wondering if the boy before him was as foolish as his words or if he was just trying to put up as brave a front as so many of the others entrusted to his care had done. Giving him the benefit of the doubt, the captain managed to hint at a smile as he placed a reassuring hand on Anthony’s shoulder.

			“Be a good lad and get back to work,” he intoned in a fatherly way. “We’ll need all the dirt we can pile up in front of us when the sailors on those ships out there in the harbor finally get around to turning their guns on us.”

			Mention of the British warships anchored in the harbor cut a chill through Anthony, stripping away some of the foolish confidence young men possess in abundance. During the fighting in April, they had not faced anything like the heavy ship-borne cannon that would be brought to bear upon their hilltop fortifications once the enemy below discovered what they were up to. On the road between Concord and Boston, Anthony and his companions had been exposed only to musket fire. In the beginning, he had been concerned a great deal by the well-disciplined volleys loosed by the retreating British from time to time but had quickly learned he could avoid any real danger so long as he listened closely to the orders shouted by British officers and ducked behind something solid just before the command to fire was given. Even when British light infantry threatened their position by breaking their column to clear the woods of rebels, the officers around Anthony had the wisdom to move his company out of harm’s way before the agile soldiers of the British flank companies could close with them.

			

			The captain had no need to tell Anthony, or anyone else in his company, this day would be different. The earthworks they had spent hours digging were to be held, come what may. There would be no precipitous withdrawals to another, less hotly contested spot when the British drew too near. This would be a stand-up fight, with the Americans exposed while their foes unleashed whatever force they chose to bring to bear against them. With that thought in mind, Anthony took one long, hard look at the silent warships peacefully riding at anchor in the harbor before he once more threw himself into the task at hand. He would add as much dirt as time permitted to the earthen barrier that would, in a few short hours, be all that stood between him and the best trained army in the world.

			Boston, Massachusetts

			11:30 AM, 17 June 1775

			Word they would move against the rebels who occupied the heights above Charlestown had shaken the troops encamped on the Commons out of their lethargy after the affair at Concord and Lexington and into a flurry of activity. Grenadier Lieutenant James Keating of the 23rd Regiment of Foot, who had taken part in that debacle, was especially keen to avenge the humiliating drubbing they had endured on that day. So too were his men, each eager to have a go at the treasonous curs who had sniped at them from the woods and behind stonewalls during their long, tortuous retreat from Concord. When James’s captain had informed him and his fellow officers of the earthworks the rebels had thrown up overnight on the heights above Charlestown indicating they intended to hold their ground, James could not have been more pleased.

			“Good!” he snapped by way of response. “Maybe today we’ll have a chance to give them a taste of good English steel.”

			The enthusiasm that greeted the orders they would be moving on the enemy waned somewhat as the morning wore on and noon found James and his company still in Boston. The word immediate did not have quite the same meaning when applied to a military operation as it did for civilians. It took time for General Gage and his fellow general officers to decide what needed to be done and how they would go about doing it. Even after a plan had been devised and the orders had been drafted, it was hours before those orders made their way down the chain of command, going from general to colonel, colonel to captain, captain to sergeant, sergeant to private. And while it was true the soldiers James and his peers would soon be leading into battle had not been sitting about idle, the myriad of chores they needed to tend to in order to prepare for battle were no less tedious. Rations they would need for the balance of the day had to be issued, cooked, and stowed. Worn musket flints had to be replaced with fresh ones. Cartridge boxes and canteens needed filling. And since there was no telling how long they would be gone from an encampment that had been their home for months, every soldier took to rummaging through their tents, sorting out what they would leave behind while neatly stowing those personal items they would be taking with them in their knapsacks. 

			Even when the troops selected to retake Charlestown Heights finally did step off onto Tremont Street at eleven thirty, there was still the matter of moving them across the bay, which was never an easy feat even in the best of times. Not having any boats of his own, General William Howe, the officer selected by General Thomas Gage to command the actual assault, had to rely on the Royal Navy. Being as unprepared as the Army was for this sudden turn of events, Admiral Samuel Graves faced the task of mustering up a small fleet of tenders, launches, yawls, and dinghies belonging to his ships and from their civilian owners. These were gathered at the Long Wharf and other docks along the harbor where James Keating, 2,300 grenadiers, light infantrymen, and soldiers who would carry out the assault on the newly dug rebel earthworks headed off to when all was ready.

			

			Breeds Hill, Massachusetts

			Noon, 17 June 1775

			It was not long before the British let it be known they had no intention of allowing the Americans to remain on Breeds Hill unmolested. Just after dawn, the HMS Lively, a twenty-gun post ship, began pelting the newly dug earthworks with a steady barrage of nine-pound solid shot. Even men like Anthony Carter who had taken part in the fight the previous April were, at first, unnerved by the experience. Being fired on by warships they had no way of answering caused a number of the rebel soldiers to question the wisdom of occupying such an exposed position. Some, believing they had been sent on a fool’s errand bound to end badly, began to drift away as other warships in the harbor moved into positions from which they could join the Lively’s incessant, unchallenged bombardment.

			It was some time before the initial shock of being fired on by cannons wore off. When it did, Anthony could not help but be fascinated by the way solid shot plowing into the face of the redoubt protecting him and his fellow militiamen tossed great pillars of earth into the air before raining clods of dirt down on them without doing any real damage. Unlike musket balls that were noticeable only when they smacked into a nearby tree or zinged by harmlessly, he was surprised he was able to catch sight of cannon balls in midflight. This led him to look up from his labors and glance over the lip of the earthworks and out over the harbor whenever his captain wasn’t near at hand. When he did manage to catch sight of a cannon ball in flight, he’d straighten up and watch in utter fascination as it arched its way through the still morning air toward them. Those that hit the forward face of the redoubt buried themselves into the ground. Every so often one would fall short and either burrow into the dirt or skip along the ground, leaving Anthony to look upon them as being little more than harmless distractions, no more dangerous than a child’s toy ball.

			

			This near mesmerizing curiosity changed with a suddenness when one of the four-inch spheres sheared off the head of a militiaman not more than ten yards from the very spot where Anthony was standing, showering those around the poor soul with blood, brains, and bits of shredded flesh. Those who were not struck dumb by the grisly demise of their companion drew back in shock amid cries of terror and piteous howls. Were it not for the actions of their commander, William Prescott, Anthony was convinced the trickle of men making their way back home would have turned into a torrent. Prescott, a veteran of both King George’s War and the French and Indian War, kept this from happening by clambering up onto the top of the earthwork his men had thrown up and slowly strutting along it, muttering words of encouragement to those who were on the verge of giving way to their panic.

			Anthony watched and listened as best he could to what Prescott was saying even as he eyed the warships that continued to rain shot down upon them. While the evil black spheres belched from the enemy cannons were causing little real harm, he came to realize their true value lay in the fear they inspired. A bullet killed, but left the body whole. A cannonball, he realized, had the power to eviscerate a man in the blink of an eye. It was a lesson in warfare he found himself dwelling on as he went back to digging with renewed vigor.

			Charlestown Peninsula

			2:00 PM, 17 June 1777

			James was not at all sure what was worse, the heat that was causing sweat to trickle down his face from under his bearskin cap, the agonizingly slow pace with which things were progressing, or his inability to do nothing more than be swept along like a piece of driftwood as the force General Howe had assembled made its way through the streets of Boston. The men were loaded into a motley collection of boats Admiral Graves had assembled and rowed sedately across the bay to the Charlestown Peninsula. As he and the forty grenadiers of the 23rd Foot waited for the other companies belonging to the converged battalion they were part of to disembark and assemble, the only thing James was able to take comfort in was that the rebels perched on the hill above them had made no effort to oppose their landing.

			A sudden uptick in the intensity of cannon fire being directed at the rebel redoubt from both ship and batteries located on Boston’s north shore, accompanied by the flurry of fife and drum, alerted James that all was finally ready. Now, as the order came to move off the beach they had landed on and advance up the hill where the rebels were entrenched, James wondered if he was ready.

			Breeds Hill, Massachusetts

			2:00 PM, 17 June 1775

			“Will ya look at that,” Tommy Smith muttered under his breath as he, Anthony, and the others in their company watched ranks of British grenadiers wheel into line well beyond musket range as if they were on parade. 

			Back in April, when many of them had fired on the British retreating from Concord, the closed nature of the terrain, broken up by small fields surrounded by stone walls, woodlots, and homes had permitted only glimpses of their red-coated quarry. Few had been able to see more than a few dozen English soldiers at any given moment. Now, however, standing on the firing step of the earthworks they had thrown up on the crest of Breeds Hill, they could see the vast majority of the more than 2,000 soldiers General Howe was preparing to throw against them. It was a sight that inspired both awe and fear.

			Across the bay in Boston, the good citizens of that city were also watching the spectacle. Gathered on rooftops or crowded on the wharfs lining the city’s north shore, they watched, waiting for the battle to unfold. In the bay, warships had inched their way as close as they dared in order to pound the freshly dug position with shot from all points. On the Charlestown Peninsula itself, atop a modest piece of high ground named Morton’s Hill, blue-clad British gunners could be seen fussing about their guns, preparing to join the bombardment. To the right, lay the village of Charlestown, or what was left of it, for British warships had set it ablaze as a prelude to the storm General Howe was preparing to unleash.

			It was to their front, however, that held the full attention of the 1,600 men who stood ready to defend the imposing rebel earthworks atop Breeds Hill they had erected in the span of a single night. Like the others in his company, Anthony watched in silence as British officers trooped the line of soldiers they would soon lead against them, adjusting the alignment of their companies or correcting the dress of a soldier’s kit. The calm deliberateness with which they went about preparing to assault betrayed a confidence that was, to Anthony, alarming.

			“They mean to attack us,” he muttered louder than he meant to.

			Taken aback, Tommy Smith turned toward the young apprentice and eyed him up and down as if trying to ascertain if the boy was in his right mind. Coming to the conclusion he was, Smith spat over his shoulder before pinning Anthony with a glacial stare.

			“Of course they mean to attack, ya wee eejit,” he snapped. “You think they rowed all the way across the bay and are parading about down there for the sheer hell of it?”

			Wincing, Anthony tried to think of something to say, something that would allow him to recover a modicum of respectability in the eyes of his fellow militiaman. But no words came to mind. Embarrassed by the very idea a man like Smith, someone he greatly admired, thought him a fool, caused Anthony to turn away, going back to eyeing the silent ranks of red-coated soldiers massed at the foot of the hill. 

			This fight would be far different than the one in April. There was no denying that, though Anthony was canny enough to keep it to himself this time. He would not be free to scurry about, seeking another concealed spot from which to fire on the English column winding its way through the New England countryside whenever an officer who was part of that column threw out skirmishers to chase away the rebels who were tormenting them. On this day, he and the men to his left and right would be expected to stand their ground. It was a daunting proposition, one that caused Anthony to glance over his shoulder toward the narrow break at the rear of the redoubt that served as both entrance and exit, wondering if anyone would notice if he joined those who had already given in to their fears and left the redoubt.

			Doing his best to keep others from seeing any sign of his own mounting fear, Anthony studied the faces of his companions in an effort to divine their thoughts, their feelings, their intentions. To a man, they betrayed little of their inner worlds. All were peering ahead over the top of the earthworks, watching the unfolding drama just as he had been, with taut, enigmatic, and unflinching expressions. Perhaps those who would have run when the British finally would march up the gentle grass covering the slope were already gone, leaving only those who had the strength of will to see this thing through, come what may. If that was so, and Anthony was still there among such men, the sixteen-year-old youth figured he could find the will to remain too. 

			As if reading Anthony’s thoughts, his captain came up behind him and laid a gentling hand upon his shoulder. 

			“You’ll be fine, lad,” the officer murmured softly in his ear. “Just remember what I told you. Wait for the order to fire.”

			Unable to speak for fear of letting on just how nervous he was, the best Anthony could do by way of acknowledgement was to offer his captain a quick nod.

			After a light pat on Anthony’s shoulder, the captain moved on. The captain repeated the same directive to the other men, making his presence known and reassuring men who were his friends and neighbors as best he could that they would not be facing the coming ordeal alone.

			

			Breeds Hill, Massachusetts

			Shortly after 3:00 PM, 17 June 1775

			The plan, as James understood it, was simple enough. While a sizable force commanded by Brigadier Robert Pigot threatened to move against the rebel position on the hill towering above them, the main assault would strike along the northern shore of the peninsula. This effort, made by the light companies drawn from their parent regiments and grouped into a converged battalion, would bypass the earthworks on the heights in order to take the redoubt by the flank and rear. Supporting this attack to their left would be another converged battalion made up entirely of grenadier companies, each with forty or so men who were considered to be the army’s elite. Given they were going up against militia, James, like his fellow officers, was confident they would have little difficulty in reaching the freshly erected earthworks and putting any rebel foolish enough to stand his ground to the sword.

			This confidence eroded somewhat not long after they stepped off and began their assent toward the rebel redoubt. Unlike the Common where they had practiced their evolutions until every man in the company moved as one, the ground they were advancing over was broken up by stout rail fences, countless rocks hidden by tall grass, and pockmarked by unseen holes and burrows. Even moving at a measured seventy-five paces per minute, maintaining alignment was proving difficult. Pushing bodily over the crude fences they encountered without pausing was impossible. All of this conspired to turn their assault into a series of disjointed starts and stops during which noncommissioned officers yelled, cursed, and shoved their charges about in an effort to maintain both pace and formation. When they found themselves confronted by a particularly well-built fence that could not be climbed over, the grenadiers of James’s company and those to either side had no choice but to ground arms and disassemble it by hand. 

			

			“Where the bloody hell are the pioneers,” James muttered as he and Captain Blakeney, his commanding officer, found themselves reduced to mere spectators as they stood watching their men labor to clear the way.

			“Back in Boston,” Blakeney snipped bitterly as he wiped a drop off from the tip of his nose. “Damn them and whoever forgot to send them along.”

			It was during one of these unforeseen pauses that somewhere along the line some of the grenadiers began to fire. Upon seeing they were still well beyond effective range, officers and sergeants ordered them to hold their fire. While most did, others, frustrated and unnerved by the manner with which things were unfolding, ignored that order. This resulted in even more confusion as the massed battalion of grenadiers lurched forward in fits and starts.

			James was in the midst of doing what he could to keep the men to his immediate front aligned and moving forward when, off to their right, a single distinct voice shouted out, “FIRE!”

			The thunderous volley, though ragged in comparison to his company’s full capabilities, was no less devastating, cutting through the light companies advancing along the beach like an invisible scythe. After a brief pause, during which the rebels reloaded, another volley was unleashed. Then another. Then another. And while these subsequent volleys were even more disjointed than the first had been, they were no less deadly.

			Already keyed up, more and more grenadiers took to ignoring the orders of their officers and began to fire at the rebels to their front.

			“Hold your fire,” James yelled for all he was worth. “HOLD! YOUR! FIRE!”

			If anyone heard him, they did not listen, though they did continue to slowly advance, tripping and stumbling as they went until, to their front, a rebel officer raised his arm and shouted out the order for the men along his portion of the redoubt to mount the firing step.

			[image: ]

			“Aim low, lads, and wait for the order to fire,” Anthony’s captain repeated as he slowly made his way along the rear of his company.

			Exhaustion, thirst, and hunger were forgotten as Anthony stood before the firing step of the redoubt, nervously flicking the hammer of his musket with his thumb as he waited to step up and take his position on the firing step. The feelings coursing through his body were odd, a strange, indecipherable mix of fear, excitement, and impatience. All conspired to ratchet up an already heightened sense of awareness unlike anything he had ever felt. That he was about to kill other men, and possibly be killed himself, never entered his mind. There simply was not enough time to dwell on that as he continued to lightly rub his musket’s hammer with the tip of his thumb.

			“UP!”

			Without the need to think, without a hint of hesitation, Anthony boosted himself up onto the firing step, jerking the musket’s hammer back to full cock as he did so. Once there, he leveled his weapon, tucked its stock into his right shoulder, and cocked his head to the side, sighting along its long barrel. Ever so slightly he adjusted his aim, picking out a single British soldier from amongst the solid mass that was now less than fifty yards away.

			“FIRE!”
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			Shock gave way to anger as James and the pitifully few grenadiers belonging to the 23rd who had survived the first assault paused to gather themselves and await new orders. It had not been a retreat, not in the sense of the word as he understood it. It had been more like recoiling from a body blow delivered with overwhelming force: not a brutal, irresistible impact that had thrown them back down the hill to where they had started their advance.

			

			Panting, as much as from the rapidity with which his heart was pounding as from his exertions, James struggled to catch his breath and wipe the sweat from his brow. It was only then that he discovered he was no longer wearing his bearskin cap. When and how he had lost it did not much matter. What did was that it and the bulk of his company were gone. This thought caused him to look about. Through the drifting smoke of musket fire he caught sight of General Howe, alone and, at the moment, looking as befuddled as he felt.

			Slowly, as if awakening from a terrible nightmare, grenadiers, officers, and rankers alike began to shake off the shock of their failed attack. After regaining the full use of their senses, they set about pulling themselves back into a semblance of order.

			“All right, settle down and fall in,” James called out to no one in particular.

			Upon hearing the sound of a familiar voice, those grenadiers belonging to the 23rd who could still do so began to fall in. While their numbers were pitifully reduced, there was not a man among them who was not ready to go forward again, if for no other reason than to redeem themselves by extracting vengeance upon the rebels.
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			“They’re going to try it again!” an astonished voice cried out after a second assault had been thrown back. “The bastards are going to try it again!”

			Unable to help himself, Anthony peeked over the lip of the earthworks. At a distance of a couple hundred yards, he could clearly see British officers and sergeants going back and forth, ordering their remaining soldiers to drop their packs and dressing the ranks. Unable to do anything but wait until they were once more in range, while holding his musket in his left hand by the swell of its stock, he stuck his right hand into the cartridge box resting on his hip. After fumbling about a second, the tips of his fingers finally touched upon his last cartridge.

			

			There had to be more, he told himself as he turned to look down into the open box. It was empty. Looking up, he caught sight of Tommy Smith who had been doing the same. When their eyes met, Tommy grunted.

			“Looks like we’re jiggered.”

			Unable to think of a suitable reply, Anthony looked about, noticing others had come to the same conclusion Tommy and he had. This thought caused Anthony to once more glance over his shoulder toward the narrow break at the rear of the redoubt. He wondered if, in the rush to escape that would come once everyone had fired their last rounds, he would be able to reach the break before the British reached him.
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			There was but one thought on James’s mind as he advanced up the hill a third time with the remaining four grenadiers who had thus far survived the awful execution that had struck down their fellows. He ignored the pitiful cries of the wounded strewn about in the tamped grass stained bright red with their blood as he stepped over them and their dead comrades. Like every man to his left and right, his eyes were firmly fixed on the rebel earthworks before them, determined to kill every damned rebel he came across. It was not pride that drove him on, nor was it a dedication to his sworn duty as an officer. There was nothing at all noble or high-minded behind his determination to reach those earthworks and lay into the damnable rebels defending them. It was nothing more than pure, animalistic fury and a desire to exact vengeance.

			A single stray shot fired during the last frantic moments of the assault as he clambered up the front slope of the redoubt kept Lieutenant James Keating from laying into the bastards scrambling about like frightened children before him. As it was, he took what little comfort he could in having made it as far as the lip of the earthworks. There, no longer able to go on, he dropped to his knees and watched as others rushed past him. With bayonets leveled, James’s soldiers tore into the midst of the treasonous rebels who had not been fast enough to make good on their escape.
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			Having stood his ground until he had fired off his last round, Anthony felt no shame in fleeing. There was no point in remaining in the redoubt now that it was swarming with bloody-minded British soldiers. He had done all that anyone could expect of him and, if the opportunity to do so again came his way, he would take it.

		

	
		
			

			Two
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			“From the east to the west, blow the trumpet to arms.”

			Thomas Paine, July 1775

			Winchester, Virginia

			July 1775

			WITH EVENING FAST approaching, the small inn owned by Ian and Megan McPherson began to fill with settlers, drovers, and teamsters traveling along the Great Wagon Road. They were seeking nothing more than a meal and, if they could afford it, a place to spend the night before continuing their journey. The residents of Winchester who had already set aside their daily labors and joined them were interested in something far more valuable, something every traveler seemed to have an abundance of that summer: news.

			Situated near the northern end of the Shenandoah Valley, the inn and the surrounding community were considered the gateway to the rich farmlands, both settled and yet to be claimed, that lay to the south. It was a fact Megan had become keenly aware of during the closing days of the French and Indian War. A peddler from Philadelphia who was seeking to ply his trade in the settlements along that road claimed it would soon be the most heavily traveled in all the colonies.

			“Once the Indians have been dealt with properly, there’ll be no end to the folks who’ll be making their way down from Pennsylvania,” he had proclaimed loudly to anyone willing to listen. “In no time, no time at all, they’ll be shipping their produce back north. Settlers seeking land of their own, and merchants eager to sell them the goods they’ll need, will stop here to enjoy a good meal and a good night’s rest in a warm bed before continuing on into the wilderness beyond,” he added with a smile and a wink at Megan as she was refilling his mug with ale.

			With this in mind, when Ian had been mustered out of Colonel Washington’s regiment, Megan convinced him to stay on and help the old widow she had been working for at the time. In truth, it had taken little to convince Ian to give up his dreams of laying claim to a parcel of land they could call their own. Neither one of them was a farmer. Ian had been but sixteen when, in the wake of the Glorious ’45, he had been transported to the colonies with countless other Scots who had rallied to Charles Stuart’s banner. 

			Megan had come to Virginia as an indentured servant from Ireland. The two had met in Alexandria, Virginia, quite by accident in 1754 when Ian, newly recruited by Colonel Washington, was encamped there with a regiment raised to chase the French from the Forks of the Ohio. That he had continued to soldier on despite having been an apprentice to a wheelwright was not difficult for Megan to understand. Ian was a Scot, born and bred to be a soldier by his clan’s chieftain. What was astonishing, even to her, was she had followed him in 1756 as soon as she learned he was serving at Fort Louden, which at the time was one of several forts built to protect the western frontier of Virginia from Indians who were being spurred on by the French to raid the English colonists. There Megan had worked as a cook and serving girl for the former owner of the inn until she died in 1759. For reasons the man’s widow never fully explained, she kept Megan on and, when the woman passed, left the inn to her and Ian.

			As the peddler had predicted, once peace came to the colonies, a flood of Scot-Irish immigrants fresh from Europe and Germans from Pennsylvania began to make their way up the valley. Some stayed in Virginia. Many went on to find their place in the backcountry of North Carolina. All, it seemed to Megan, stopped at her inn, if only for a pint of ale or a nip of fresh apple cider.

			That she considered it her inn was only natural, for Ian tended to be very outspoken and combative whenever the subject of the King or politics came up. This naturally made for a bad combination when it came to dealing with patrons whose diverse opinions all too often conflicted with his. Whether Ian argued with them due to his convictions or simply because he was a Scot who was not happy unless he was fighting with someone did not matter to Megan, which is why she had encouraged him to take up his old trade.

			“The number of wagons going past our door increases every day,” she murmured as if thinking out loud to herself one night as they were preparing for bed after a long and tiring day. “No doubt a good many of them are in need of repair.”

			“Aye, I expect so,” Ian replied as he sat on the opposite side of their bed, holding up a stocking and carefully inspecting a fresh hole in it as if trying to decide if it was worth the effort to mend it.

			“Well, I was thinking,” Megan mused as she finished pulling her nightshirt over her head before crawling up onto the bed and making her way over to where Ian sat. Coming to rest on her knees behind him, she reached out, placing her hands on his shoulders and gently began to work out the kinks in his tired, sore muscles. “If you were to set up a small shop in the shed where some of the travelers put their horses, you could tend to their wagons and carts while Gretchen and I look after their other needs,” she cooed sweetly in his ear.

			“Other needs?” he asked while giving her a questioning glance over his shoulder.

			Taking a hand away from his shoulder, she gave her husband a playful slap on the back of his head.

			“Ian McPherson, you know very well what I mean.”

			

			“Aye, I know what you meant,” he chuckled. “I was just making sure there weren’t any other mad schemes running about in that head of yours.”

			“It’s not a mad scheme,” she countered, taking care to keep her temper in check. “It makes perfect sense. I mean, while you and Boy are fixing their wagons, taking great care to make sure you’ve done a good job of it by checking twice, maybe three times, the poor teamsters will have naught to do but sit around, partaking of our hospitality and sharing stories with other teamsters waiting for you to look at their wagons.”

			Ian chuckled, “You’re a clever one, you are.”

			“I know,” she murmured seductively as she went back to gently kneading his sore muscles. “After all, I married you, didn’t I?”

			In time, what had started out as nothing more than a sideline that provided Megan and Ian with extra hard currency and trade goods teamsters often used to pay became a thriving business. It kept Ian and a young man they had taken in when he was just a boy busy from sunup to sundown and, from time to time, well into the night if the owner of the wagon was in a hurry and was willing to pay extra.

			The young man, who everyone including Ian called Boy, was not related to Ian or Megan, at least not by blood. Who he was had always been something of a mystery, one the regular patrons of the inn often speculated on, but never in the presence of Ian, Megan, or Boy. How he had come to be taken in by the McPhersons was about all that was known with any degree of certainty: During the waning days of the French and Indian War, a patrol Ian was leading had come across Boy wandering through the woods, naked and in a daze. The boy was but four or five then. After sending him back to Fort Louden with two of his men, Ian had continued on until he came across a farmstead that had been attacked several days before by an Indian raiding party. A body had been found burned beyond recognition in the charred remains of the crude cabin. If there had been others, there was no sign of them, leading Ian to assume they had either been taken away as captives or, like Boy, had run off into the woods. A thorough search of the ruins and the surrounding area turned up nothing, not even a scrap of paper that gave Ian a clue as to who the boy or who his parents had been. When no one came forward to claim him, Megan had informed Ian they would keep him. “It’s the Christian thing to do,” she had declared in the tone of voice she used when she was in no mood to argue.

			Ian had not argued, but not because he was a good Christian. Having seen what men were able to do in the name of God, he had all but given up belief in that one, all powerful being. Instead, he put his faith in his own two hands, the love of his wife and family, and a few trusted friends, one of whom had paid a visit to the inn that July day for the first time in many years.
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			When Megan saw Ezra Shaw standing in the open doorway of the inn, she drew in a deep breath. He was waiting for his eyes to become accustomed to an interior lit by whatever light managed to pass through windows Gretchen had not yet had time to clean. Megan had had no need to ask why Shaw had come.

			When he finally noticed Megan standing on the other side of the room, Shaw smiled. It quickly disappeared, however, when he took note of her expression. It was same look that other wives and mothers had greeted him with as he sought out men he knew and could trust.

			Megan did not wait to hear what he had to say nor did she make any effort to welcome a man who shared a terrible secret with her and Ian, one that led, in a most unfortunate way, to their owning the inn. As calmly as she could, she told Ian’s former captain her husband was in the wheelwright’s shop next to the inn.

			With a tip of his hat and a quickly muttered “thank you,” Shaw withdrew.
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			A tap on his shoulder caused Ian to look up from the wheel he and Boy had just finished resetting on its spindle. With a nod, Boy indicated someone was coming up behind them. When he saw who it was, Ian grunted. He too knew why Ezra Shaw, a man he still called Captain even though neither of them had worn a uniform in years, was here.

			“Finish up here,” Ian instructed the quiet young man who seldom spoke. “Then check with the women and see if they have need of you.”

			Pausing, Ian wiped axle grease off his hands with a rag as he watched Shaw approach, wondering what he would say, what he would do. He had been expecting someone to come, to ask him to go take up arms and march off to war with them. That Dan Morgan had not bothered to did not much surprise Ian. Morgan had been recruiting men who were crack shots and used to living rough. The last time Ian had lived under the stars for more than a night or two had been in 1758, when he had marched north with Colonel Washington, whose regiment was part of an expedition mounted by Brigadier General John Forbes against the French at Fort Duquesne. It had been a dismal experience, conducted in the fall when anyone with any sense had stacked arms and settled in for the winter.

			Shaw, who like Megan was Irish, was more than a friend. Having lost his father and just about every male relative he could lay claim to at Culloden or during the Clearance, Ian had latched onto the man when he had joined the Virginia Militia. In turn, Shaw took it upon himself to fill that void, just as Ian had with Boy. So rather than ask why Shaw had journeyed all the way from Fredericksburg to see him, after exchanging heartfelt greetings, Ian motioned for Shaw to join him, and the men took a seat on a bench set against the front of the shop.

			“I see the boy is still with you,” Shaw began as he watched the young man as he finished hammering the wheel’s lynchpin into place. Boy then gave the wheel a good shake and spin it to make sure all was in order.

			“Aye, he is. And mighty glad I am of it. He’s a good worker,” Ian replied with a touch of pride in his voice.

			“Did he ever tell you his name?”

			Ian gave his head a slow, sad shake. “No.”

			“What did you name him then?”

			“We didn’t. Well, I didn’t,” Ian corrected himself. “Megan took to calling him Patrick at first, after that saint of yours, but somehow it didn’t seem to take. So we let the matter drop.”

			Dumbfounded, Shaw drew back. “That was a damned foolish thing to do. A man’s got to have a name.”

			Again, Ian hesitated before answering. When he did, he dropped his gaze a moment before glancing over at Shaw out of the corner of his eyes. 

			“For the longest time both Megan and I thought the lad would come around, would remember something, or tell us who he was. So rather than saddle him another name he might not like, or think we were trying to impose our will on him, we simply took to calling him Boy.”

			Ian’s sad tale was interrupted when a young girl with honey blond hair, Delft blue eyes, and a fetching smile emerged from the inn bearing tankards of ale for them. After thanking her, Shaw watched her leave before turning to Ian and cocking a brow.

			“One of yours?”

			“No, the daughter of a family Megan buys her cider from. She works at the inn.”

			“She’s a pretty thing,” Shaw muttered as the girl paused in the doorway of the inn to look back at them and give Shaw a sly smile that told him she was well aware he had been following her every move.

			“She’s German,” Ian intoned flatly before taking a sip of his ale. Like most Highlanders, he had no use for anyone who was not a Scot, leaving Shaw no need to ask what he had meant by that last comment. 

			

			“So, what do other people call the boy?” Shaw asked after enjoying a sip of ale.

			“Boy,” Ian replied as he stared down at the tankard he held clutched tightly to his chest. “A few of the local wags call him McPherson-son, making a show of pretending to stutter.” Eager to move onto another, less awkward subject, he took to telling Shaw of his other children, those he had sired. This included Kyle, age fourteen; Rose, age twelve; and Caitlin, age ten. “They’re all wee little devils, especially Rose,” Ian declared. “She takes after her mam.”

			“That’s not a bad thing, you know,” Shaw pointed out.

			“No, it’s not,” Ian agreed.

			The two took a moment to enjoy their ale as each dwelt on their own memories of how Megan had made her way west at a time when traveling to Winchester was a hazardous undertaking to find Ian and inform him she intended to marry him. It was the thought of the journey she had made that caused Ian to look over at Shaw. “Well, are you going to ask me?”

			Returning Ian’s gaze, Shaw sighed. “Do I have to?”

			“Oh, I dare say I’m entitled to that.”

			“You want me to tell you why I came here when you know damned well why?”

			“I would think you would at least have the courtesy to tell me why I should follow another damned fool who’s taken up arms against the British,” Ian replied sharply.

			“Colonel Washington is no fool,” Shaw countered.

			“Aye, he’s not, or he wasn’t last I served under him. But that was a long time ago, and we were fighting with the English, not against them.”

			Rather than argue with a man who was never shy about fighting, Shaw leaned forward, planted his elbows on his knees, and stared down into the tankard he held.

			“Tell me, why did you follow Prince Charlie back in ’45?”

			“The same reason my grandfather did: Our chieftains called on us to fight for him and our rightful King.”

			

			“Is that really why you took up arms against George II?” Shaw asked as he peeked over the rim of his tankard at Ian.

			Ian didn’t answer. He had no need to. Like so many others, his reasons for following the foppish boy who was no more a leader than his own young Rose was more than simply answering the call of his chieftain. Having seen how the English had lorded over them, he was determined to rid his ancestors’ land of people who were, and to many would always be, foreign intruders.

			When Ian did not answer, Shaw glanced about at the inn and the wheelwright’s shop.

			“You’ve done well for yourself here,” he stated admiringly. “Better than most of our kinsmen had a right to hope for when the English ran us off our land, land that had belonged to our fathers, their fathers, and their father’s fathers. The English have no claim to it other than that which they conjured up out of thin air.” He let that thought hang in the air as he drained his tankard. Then, coming to his feet, Shaw turned to face Ian. “How long do you suppose it will be before someone back in London gets it in his head they need this patch of ground, land that we fought and bled for, sending you and yours packing at the point of a bayonet?”

			Ian did not answer that question. Instead, he finished what was left in his tankard, rose to his feet, and placed a hand on Shaw’s shoulder.

			“Dinner should be ready soon. I expect you’ll be wanting to shake some road dust off before we eat. I know Herself will not let me anywhere near the table until after I’ve washed. We’ll talk later.”

			A small, knowing smile brightened Shaw’s face, brought on by the knowledge that the man he was counting on to help him whip farmers, shopkeepers, and boys into soldiers would be making the trip back east to Williamsburg where the regiment Patrick Henry was forming would be mustering.
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			“You’re going, aren’t you?” Megan blurted when, later that night, Ian slipped into the room after ensuring the last of the inn’s patrons had either retired to their rooms, returned to their homes, or headed back to wherever they had left their wagon.

			Stopping just inside the door, he wondered whether he should stand his ground and attempt to reason with his wife, or flee while he still had the chance.

			Standing on the far side of the room in her shift with her tightly crossed arms pressed against her bosom, Megan glared at Ian as she waited for him to reply. When he didn’t, she shook her head.

			“You’re a fool, Ian Hamish McPherson. A damned, thickheaded, bloody Scottish fool.”

			Deciding it would be pointless to try to explain to her why he was going, not with the mood Megan was in, Ian closed the door and made his way over to his side of their bed. He pulled off his shirt as he went, watching her as a man approaching a dangerous animal poised to strike would.

			“I do not wish to fight with you.”

			“Oh, you’ll fight the English, but not me, your own wife.”

			“Aye, I’ll fight them,” he admitted in a low, almost resigned tone of voice.

			In the dim light provided by a single candle set on a nightstand next to her, Megan could not help but see the deep shadows of her husband’s careworn expression. As much as she wanted to hang onto the anger she felt over his decision to march off with Ezra Shaw without so much as discussing the matter with her, if for no other reason than to extract a modicum of vengeance, Megan found herself unable to do so. After heaving a great sigh, she dropped her arms to her side and lowered her chin, causing her long, auburn hair to cascade down along the side of her face.

			“I don’t understand,” she whispered in a tone of voice that reminded Ian of the way Rose did whenever she came to him with a question concerning all the great mysteries of life her older brother was unable to explain to her.

			“I think you do,” he replied softly while slipping into a clean nightshirt Megan had laid out for him on his side of the bed.

			Peeking up, she drew in a deep breath. She did. The man standing across from her was no innkeeper. He was a Highlander, through and through. While there were more than a few aspects of his nature that still caused her to question her own sanity for following him to Winchester during the last war, when that town was but a cluster of crude homes perched on the very edge of civilization, she could not deny the fact had he not agreed to go with Shaw, she probably would have lost all respect for him.

			She stood thinking as she watched him pull back the thin coverlet she spread over the bed during the day and crawl into bed, never once taking his eyes off hers. Had he turned his back on Shaw, and by extension what he saw as his responsibilities, she would have.

			Thus resigned, she shoved aside the last of her anger and joined him. Sliding across the down-filled mattress until her head lay on the same pillow as Ian’s, she placed a gentle hand on his cheek.

			“Fool that you are, I love you, Ian Hamish McPherson.”

			The relief he felt over this simple declaration was clear on Ian’s face, as it lit up with a mischievous little smile.

			“How much do you love me?” he asked in a deep, husky voice.

			Megan did not answer, not at first. Instead, she rose up on one elbow, reached behind her, and snuffed out the lone candle that had been lighting the room before snuggling up to him and giving him a quick kiss. 

			“Must I show you?” she whispered in his ear even as she was placing a hand on his side.

			“Aye, you must.”

			 With that, she ever so slowly began to run the tips of her fingers down along his side and across his stomach as she prepared to do just that.

		

	
		
			

			Three
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			“That the King can do no wrong is a necessary

			and fundamental principle of the English constitution.”

			Sir William Blackstone,

			Commentaries on the Laws of England, 1765

			New York City

			July 1775

			WITH THE ROYAL Governor reduced to near impotence by the provincial rabble who sought to replace him with one of their own, and honest citizens of means living in fear for their very lives, Katherine Shields dreaded the thought of spending time in a city her Dutch ancestors had helped found. Not that she had much of a choice. Her factor held strong opinions concerning the obligations the people of the colony owed to their sovereign lord and had been unable to keep those opinions to himself. Like other men loyal to the Crown, he had not hesitated to make it known he had no intention of submitting to the yoke of mob rule. And like them, he had found it prudent to follow countless others who shared his views to take ship for England where he would wait until the King’s soldiers put things right.

			Arriving at her townhouse located across from Bowling Green just before the noon bell, Katherine was greeted by Elizabeth van Deventer, her housekeeper. After a perfunctory bob of the head, the woman held out a small envelope.

			“This arrived but an hour ago, ma’am.”

			Having told no one save those who were part of her household staff who had a need to know of her intention to travel down from her estates just north of Albany, Katherine’s curiosity was piqued.

			“Who is it from?” she asked as she studied the envelope her housekeeper held out to her as she peeled off her riding gloves.

			“The boy who brought it said it was from Lady Katherine Trent.”

			With nothing more than a frown, Katherine took the envelope from her housekeeper with one hand while passing her gloves off with the other. The ability of a woman who seemed to take singular delight in defying social convention to discover what people she viewed as rivals were up to came as no great surprise to Katherine. Nor did the content of the enclosed note astonish her in the least bit. The first thought that crossed her mind was to send a note of her own, turning down Kat Trent’s invitation to tea later that afternoon, if for no other reason than to allow herself an opportunity to find out just how much of a muddle her former factor had left in the wake of his precipitous departure.

			“Is the Major about?” she asked as she made her way to the study, staring down at the note she held at arm’s length as if trying to divine Kat Trent’s intentions from it.

			“No, ma’am. He set out to see the governor early this morning. He’s not yet returned.”

			It took every bit of willpower Katherine could muster to keep from giving voice to the uncharitable thoughts running through her head. It had been a foolish idea that her husband, whom even she now referred to as the Major, would help her salvage what they could during the crisis that threatened to engulf the American colonies. Thomas Shields had made it quite clear in recent years he was her husband in name only.

			

			In the waning days of the French and Indian War, when it had finally become clear the British and their interests in the Americas were going to be triumphant, their marriage had made perfect sense. As an only child, she was the sole heir to vast tracks of land north of Albany as well as a number of business concerns in New York City. Her Dutch ancestors established themselves long before New York became an English colony. Over the years it had become a matter of faith each generation would do its utmost to build upon the influence and wealth of one of the colony’s most powerful mercantile empires. To do so, Katherine needed a son. While it was not entirely unheard of, a woman who engaged in commerce was considered by all who mattered to be a social pariah, looked down upon with distain by Katherine and her ilk as no different than a fish monger’s wife.

			That she had succeed in fulfilling her duty to the Van der Hoff dynasty by giving birth to Edward Xavier Shields, her first and only child, proved to be a blessing. It allowed her to forego the dubious pleasure of her husband’s company and concentrate, instead, on the task of expanding her already considerable holdings. For his part, Thomas was more than satisfied with this arrangement, for it left him free to divide his time with his mistress in London and New York City, where he played at being a country gentleman and confidant to the Royal Governor. Even more important to Katherine was his lack of interest in the day-to-day management of the mercantile empire that underpinned his position within society. He proudly proclaimed he was a soldier, not a shopkeeper, to anyone who foolishly attempted to discuss matters of commerce and trade in his presence.

			Were it not for events in Boston, Katherine imagined this arrangement would have continued unabated until her son was ready to take up the burden of overseeing the commercial empire he would one day inherit. Prevailing circumstances, however, and the machinations of her husband who did not waste a single opportunity to ingratiate himself to Governor Tyron, put her and her interests in a most awkward position. Even before blood had been shed, Thomas, with his keen nose for predicting which way the political winds were blowing, had taken to petitioning the Royal Governor in the hope he would be granted a charter to either raise a provincial regiment loyal to the King or, failing that, be given a letter of introduction to General Gage, the military governor of Massachusetts and commander of the King’s forces in the American colonies. Of the two, Katherine hoped Tyron would avail himself of the opportunity to rid himself of Thomas by shipping him off to Boston. That she might have to spend several thousand pounds to purchase a commission Thomas would consider suitable did not bother her in the least. If anything, it would be to her advantage to have a husband who, in the time of crisis, took up arms in the defense of their King and tamped down a rebellion that threatened the precious status quo her business concerns relied upon in order to thrive.

			Like many, Katherine never even entertained the idea that the King would not prevail. What did concern her was finding a way of protecting her interests from competitors who were members to the Committee of Sixty and using the current crisis to wreak havoc on their rivals by labeling them as Tories. It was a matter she needed to address, the sooner, the better.

			Upon entering the study, she paused, taking a moment to once more hold up the invitation and study it. As much as she despised Kat Trent, she could not help but think, given the circumstances in which they both now found themselves, spending time with that woman could prove useful. If nothing else, she just might be able to learn how a slip of a girl like Kat Trent, a most unconventional member of the peerage, had thus far avoided running afoul of the rabble that all but exiled the Royal Governor to a man-of-war riding at anchor in the bay little more than a mile from where she stood. If a girl raised in Jamaica could manage to keep the provincial wolves at bay, Katherine Shields had no doubt she, the daughter of a shrewd Dutch patroon and native New Yorker, could do better.

			Aboard the HMS Asia, New York Harbor

			Believing he was finished for the day, Governor William Tyron eased back in his seat before calling out to his secretary.

			“Is there anything else that needs my immediate attention?” he asked plaintively in the hope the answer would be a resounding no.

			The young man sitting at a small field desk next to the door of the HMS Asia’s great cabin looked up from the letter he had been copying.

			“I believe Major Thomas Shields is still waiting to see you, sir.”

			Frowning, Tyron considered having his secretary send the man away, but stopped as an idea began to take shape. If the reports concerning the recent battle fought across the bay from Boston were to be believed, there would be a need for officers to replace those who had been killed or invalided during an engagement that had sent shockwaves throughout the colonies and across the sea to London. Perhaps General Howe, who had lost all twelve of his aides and staff officers in that action, would be able to find a use for someone like Shields. As annoying as the man often was, there was no denying his credentials were impeccable. Not only was the man a veteran of the war, married into an old Dutch family, and now a permanent resident in New York after that war, he was intimately familiar with the colony’s people and their politics. Such a man, Tyron reasoned, would be useful to any general saddled with the odious task of putting down a rebellion fast getting out of hand.

			“Is my latest letter to General Gage informing him of our need for additional troops here in New York ready?” Tyron asked.

			Setting aside his quill, the harried secretary took to leafing through the sheaf of correspondence he’d not yet had time to copy.

			

			“No, sir,” the secretary muttered despondently when he found the letter.

			Tyron’s frown upended upon hearing this.

			“Excellent. Set it aside, for I wish to amend it. Then, would you be so kind as to show Major Shields in?”

			New York City

			Long before New England militiamen stood their ground on Lexington Green, Edward Shields had been engaged in open rebellion, though it had nothing to do with taxation or a lack of colonial representation in Parliament. His struggle was far more domestic, but no less important to a young man whose father sought to instill that service to King and country was the noblest pursuit for a man, and whose strong-willed mother was determined to steer him into a vocation in which he had little interest.

			As a child, Edward’s rebellious nature had manifested in the sort of behavior one expected of a boy who spent a great deal of time in a city such as New York. Thomas saw his son’s habit of slipping away from his tutor every chance that came his way as nothing more than the natural manifestations of a spirited young boy eager to be out and about with his friends rather than confined to a stuffy, lifeless classroom. For her part, Katherine all but encouraged Edward’s habit of wandering along the wharfs of the city, listening to the sailors freely share their tall tales of life on the high seas, then she would ask him when he was caught doing so what he had learned about the world of commerce and trade. It was not until he had started attending meetings with David Gray, the son of a prosperous merchant with whom Katherine often did business, and listening to Isaac Sears, Alexander McDougall, and other rabble-rousers who openly preached sedition and treason that Katherine and Thomas became concerned, though for entirely different reasons.

			Edward’s parents had good reason to be troubled by their son’s latest act of defiance. Not satisfied with merely listening to the inflammatory rhetoric espoused by men determined to stand against a King they considered a tyrant, Edward had taken to tagging along with his fellow students at King’s College whenever they joined a group of Liberty Boys. The Liberty Boys had a mind to take matters into their own hands and show the Royal Governor that they, the citizens of New York, would no longer tolerate arbitrary dictates handed down by him or any king who had no regard for the American colonies other than to milk them for all they were worth. The night he had joined the Liberty Boys who had boarded the Nancy anchored at Sandy Hook to dump tea the merchantman was carrying into the harbor was, to a young man like Edward, beyond thrilling. So too was the day the Virginian who had been appointed by Continental Congress to command the troops gathered around Boston had passed through the city. It was the thought of joining those of his friends who were determined to set aside their studies and follow George Washington to Boston that gave Shields pause.

			Voicing their opposition to policies of the King, his advisors, and Parliament they thought to be onerous or oppressive took no great courage. As Englishmen, it was their right to do so, a privilege enshrined in the Magna Carta and guaranteed by the English constitution. Even participating in acts of civil disobedience could be justified. Taking up arms against the King, however, was another matter altogether. Citizens in England and in the colonies were reminded of the consequences of doing so every fifth of November when they gathered to celebrate the execution of Guy Fawkes, a notorious Papist traitor who had been caught planting gunpowder beneath the House of Lords. That an entire population could be punished in a manner no less heinously had been amply demonstrated by the King’s own uncle who, in the wake of the Jacobean Rebellion, had laid waste to the Scottish Highlands.

			The bloody battle fought in June provided all the proof Edward needed that the King had every intention of imposing his will on those colonists who defied his edicts, leaving Edward to wonder if the repression Butcher Cumberland had metered out after the ’45 would be repeated here, in New York, before his very eyes. Yet, the idea of doing nothing, waiting to see if this would be the case in this war—his war—was not an attractive option, for it would be too late to do anything by then.

			This stark reality left Edward with only one of two choices: join Gray and his other classmates determined to fight for rights bestowed upon them by the English constitution or stand with the King and, by extension, his father. Hanging back, looking after the family’s business as his Dutch grandfather had done during the French and Indian War and as his mother wished him to do was dismissed out of hand. Edward knew far too many Scots who had been imprisoned or transported to the colonies whose only crime in 1746 had been being born a Scot. This led Edward to wonder where, if the British army did prevail, the King would transport those who had opposed him. Canada, most likely, he expected. Since he did not care for the cold, Edward concluded they—those Americans who had taken to calling themselves patriots—would have to win. But before he could turn his full attention to doing what he could to see to that, Edward would need to muster up the courage needed to tell his mother the truth. He would be throwing his lot in with people she looked down upon as being little more than an unruly mob whose leaders deserved to be hung, drawn, and quartered.

			[image: ]

			Neither Katherine Shields nor Lady Katherine Trent bothered with the sort of small talk, social chitchat, or gossip women of their standing tended to engage in while sipping tea. Not even the events compelling Katherine Shields to set aside her pride and accept Kat Trent’s invitation were touched upon. Determined to spend as little time in the presence of a woman she considered to be a lady in name only, following a perfunctory greeting bereft of even a hint of cordiality, Katherine opened their conversation by asking Kat Trent how she managed to keep the merchants, sea captains, and tradesmen with whom she did business on a daily basis from taking advantage of her.

			Never having learned, much less understood, the art of cordial tête-à-tête in which women of means took such delight, Kat was relieved Katherine Shields was quick to make clear her presence was purely mercenary. It also confirmed Kat’s suspicion that Katherine Shields intended to try her hand at managing her own business affairs. At the thought, Kat hid a knowing smirk by bringing her teacup up to her lips with one hand without bothering to hold its matching saucer to catch any stray drops that might speckle her simple, yet well-fitting day dress.

			“No doubt you are well aware there’s really no great secret when it comes to dealing with merchants, shopkeepers, and speculators,” Kat stated matter-of-factly. “Once you let it be known you will not be cowed or bullied into accepting terms not to your liking, they will see their way clear to ignore the fact you are a woman.”

			“I expect that is far easier said than done,” Katherine Shields muttered dismissively in response.

			“To the contrary, it is,” Kat countered crisply. “All you need to do is make an example of one or two men of note. Once word spreads you’re not to be trifled with, the others tend to fall in line.”

			Katherine cocked a brow.

			“May I ask just what sort of example?”

			Before she answered, Lady Katherine Trent canted her head to one side. A coy little smile graced her lips as she recalled an incident that was still a topic of discussion among the city’s merchants whenever they gathered in their coffee houses to exchange news of the day and discuss their affairs.

			“You are no doubt familiar with Hiram Copper, a merchant who deals in imported wools. Not long after I’d taken over the dry goods shop my uncle had bequeathed to me in accordance with my grandfather’s will, I discovered I needed to secure a reliable source of that commodity. I went to Mr. Copper and made an offer that was quite generous. As you can well imagine, he took one look at me and decided I was an easy mark.”

			Kat Trent paused to refill her teacup, asking Katherine if she wished to have her tea freshened. Having no wish to spend any more time with her hostess than was necessary, Katherine demurred. 

			“Thank you, but no.”

			Taking her time, Kat Trent added what Katherine Shields considered to be far too much sugar and a touch of cream, before stirring her tea with an irritating deliberateness Katherine assumed was intentional. Such antics, when used while negotiating with men, very often had the same effect they were having on Katherine Shields. Kat had found it caused self-important men who considered their time to be far more precious than that of a woman’s, even one they were doing business with, to become so impatient to be rid of her that they agreed to terms and conditions they ordinarily would not have otherwise simply to be finished with the matter at hand and see her off.

			“What did cause Mr. Cooper to finally see things your away?” Katherine asked with a slight, but noticeable edge in her voice.

			“We never did come to terms,” Kat Trent informed her guest as she took up her teacup and its saucer. “I simply smiled, thanked him for his time, and took my leave.”

			“Without securing the wool you needed?”

			“Oh, I secured the wool, but from a young agent from Dublin. Having just arrived in this colony, he was quite eager to establish himself here. When I informed him of my needs, he was more than willing to do business with me for considerably less than I had offered Mr. Cooper.”

			“I have always been of the opinion men enjoyed the back and forth bickering when conducting business,” Katherine pointed out. “They seem to derive a certain pleasure from verbally jousting with each other.”

			Setting aside her teacup, Kat folded her hands in her lap, and leaned forward. Narrowing her eyes, she fixed Katherine in a steady, unflinching gaze.

			

			“I don’t.”

			Both the tone of the young, red-haired daughter whose grandfather had been an earl and the look in her eyes caused Katherine to recoil ever so slightly.

			After managing to catch on, Katherine drew herself up. Tilting her head back ever so slightly, she looked down the bridge of her nose at her hostess.

			“I would like to hear more, but unfortunately I must run along,” Katherine murmured airily. “I expect my husband will be returning from his meeting with the governor soon.”

			In addition to mastering the art of dealing with hardnosed merchants and sea captains, Kat had learned how to put women who assumed airs in their place.

			“Oh, I quite understand,” she declared politely. “I too must be running along if I hope to be on time for dinner with the governor this evening. I expect the poor man will be exhausted after spending the entire day dealing with self-important men seeking favors from him.”

			With a tight nod and a pasted-on smile lacking sincerity, Katherine Shields ignored the slight leveled at her husband as she came to her feet and took her leave.

			The door to the formal parlor had no sooner closed behind Katherine Shields than Kat Trent let her guard down. With slumped shoulders and a sour look on her face, she took up her tea before throwing herself against the back of her chair in a petulant manner her sister had often affected whenever she was displeased. Ignoring the way the tea in her cup splattered on the skirt of her work-a-day attire, Kat took to trying to figure out what just what Katherine Shields wanted from her. The woman was clearly up to something. That much was certain. Kat took a sip of tea while continuing to glare at the door. No doubt Katherine, too, appreciated the coming storm about to upend their world in ways no one could predict and was determined to take advantage of the resulting crisis. As much as Kat detested having anything to do with Katherine and women of her ilk, it could not be dismissed out of hand that the two of them might very well have to do business with each other to survive. Regardless, Kat Trent was not about to embrace the ever pretentious and ambitious Katherine Shields.

			Grunting in a most unladylike manner, Kat set aside her teacup, came to her feet, and took a moment to consider how she would deal with Katherine.

			“Well,” she muttered to herself as she readied to sally forth on that day’s errands, “I’ll not discover what that snooty Dutch cow is up to by sitting about sipping tea.”

			With that, she stepped off with a determined briskness that characterized the way she went about all her affairs.

			[image: ]

			Thomas Shields waited until dinner to inform his wife and son he would be off to Boston in a few days.

			“In addition to personally delivering several important dispatches to General Gage, the governor wishes me to describe the current situation he is facing here in New York. Though, I doubt it will do any good.”
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