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        To Eliza Jumel Burr, a truly sassy lady; I’m so glad I was able to make you laugh when I visited your mansion.
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      PROVIDENCE, RHODE ISLAND, OCTOBER, 1788

      Filthy rich Edman Roche accosted me on the street. “Bouncin’ Bet,” he rumbled, baring clean but feral-looking fangs, “tonight you’re bouncin’ wit’ me.” He clamped a meaty hand around my arm. If I didn’t know him, the fear of death would’ve gripped me. I never met him proper, but his swarthy swagger and tailor-cut clothes made up for his brass.

      All I wanted was a meal. “It’ll cost you a steak dinner and a bottle of Malmsey Madeira,” I cooed. Oh, how my mouth watered for a steak. My empty tum rumbled.

      His crawling fingers sent shivers up my arm, yet he aroused my primitive urges.

      He pulled me over the muddy cobblestones to a spit-shined carriage.

      I slid inside the coach and sank into the plush seat cushion. Stroking the red velvet sides and top, I marveled, blimey, if his rooms are half as posh…

      As the coach rolled along, an easy chat cooled our ardor. To my delight, he told me he saw Who’s the Dupe? by Hannah Cowley, on a New York stage.

      “I love reading The Scottish Village,” I gushed about one of Hannah’s poems.

      The carriage slowed to a halt at his three-story mansion, a symbol of wealth and luxury. No knee-tremblers for me tonight.

      He led me through a marble foyer into his parlor. I ogled the velvet draperies, the artwork in fancy gold frames.

      As I gawked, he answered my wordless question: “My late wife did the décor here. She perished of fever three years ago. Or was it four?” He gave a dismissive wave.

      “Oh … I’m sorry,” I mumbled.

      “I’m not.” He plucked my fingers between his, as in a minuet, and sat me next to him on a plush settee. “The strumpet, she gave me a dose …” He paused and placed his thumb under my chin to shut my gaping gob. “No worries. I got cured.”

      I heaved a relieved sigh. Rich, handsome, cultured … and pox-free.

      He lit a cheroot. I inhaled the sweet smoky fragrance. “Now, business before pleasure.” He slid a hand into his trouser pocket, pulled out a fistful of bank notes, and tossed them on the table. “It’s more than your usual take, but I’m taking more than usual.” The leer returned with a cock of his brow.

      Bloomin’ blazes, money too! This’ll pay a week’s rent, with some left over for flub dubs. I wiped my sweaty fingers on my gown, leaving streaks. “And you’ll have it, sir.”

      “Ed to you, Bets,” he rumbled as we leaned toward each other, our arms entwined in a crushing embrace.

      I shucked off my clothes and stripped him bare. We mated on the sofa, lusting, moaning, sweating. I earned it, all right. I could get used to this … and the money. As I caught my breath, hunger gnawed at me.

      He poured me a glass of dark liquid. That Malmsey Madeira I’d requested?

      I sipped. Warm sweetness coated my tongue. After I swallowed my head reeled. “Thish ish heady shtuff,” I slurred, the glass now a blur. My thirst demanding I quaff more, I drained it down my parched throat. Dizzy and delirious, I dropped the glass and fell into a dead stupor.

      I woke alone on the settee, my skirt covering my lower half. I struggled to sit up but gasped in horror at my wrist handcuffed to a chain.

      I tugged at it with all my strength, but it bound me tight. It clanked, mocking me, shackling me to the settee leg. I yelled, screamed, begged for help. But the echo of my pleas faded into the expanse.

      I squared my shoulders. I’ll break free – somehow. Meanwhile, I clasped my hands and passed endless hours in prayer.

      As I dozed, weak with hunger, the front door opened and shut. My tongue curled, ready to give him a lashing he’d never heard from his dead cheating wife. He glided in and half-leered, half-sneered as I narrowed my eyes into slits of rage.

      “What’s the bloody idea?” I shook my shackled fist. The chain rattled. “Bondage was not part of the deal. I demand you release me.”

      “Or what?” His eyes smoldered with lust. As he lunged forward in an attempt to grope me, I clenched a fist, socked his jaw, and slammed my knee into his groin.

      He doubled over. “You’ll pay for that,” he rasped and lumbered out, leaving me chained up and imprisoned. My stomach growled as I lay lightheaded and famishing.

      In the dead of night, he slunk back in, did something disgusting to me, and unlocked the chain. He drug me down a hallway, shoved me down a staircase into a root cellar, and shackled me to a wall. He plunked a chamber pot in the corner.

      I lost track of time. Days slid into nights. When he felt like it, he tossedme a stale hunk of bread with a tin cup of putrid water. Too weak to yell, scream, or pound on the walls, I curled up on the thin pile of straw and prayed. After what seemed an eternity, someone answered my prayers in the most unlikely way.

      The next time he entered, I bolted for the chamber pot and knelt, as if retching into it.

      “You sick?” He approached me.

      In one swift move, I grasped the pot and slammed it against his head. He crumpled to the floor. I bashed his face to a bloody pulp with that pot until his dead eyes stared up at me.

      As his blood soaked the straw, I rummaged through his pockets, begging, please, the – key, please …

      No key. In my rage, I kicked him with the bit of strength I had left.

      Legs buckling under me, I stumbled from my prison until the chain strained taut.

      A square of daylight shone through a small window. I yelled for help through a scratchy throat. No help came. I groped in the near-darkness back to Edman Roche’s corpse and the only other object in sight, the chamber pot. I hurled it at the window. The glass shattered, but the pot clanged to the floor. Straining against the chain, I screamed at the top of my lungs and rattled the clanking chain. Outside sounds floated in – the crunch of wheels on gravel, a horse’s neigh – but no one heard my desperate cries.

      I staggered back to the body, dragging the chain on the dirt floor. I yanked the boots off his feet, grunting in my struggle. I faced the broken window and hurled one boot at the gaping hole. It missed.

      I flung the other boot, but in my weakened state, it landed way short of its mark.

      Shattered with despair, I crawled back to the straw and clawed through it for something to eat – a bug, rotted fruit – anything.

      My fingers grasped a hard object. I pulled it out – leg irons. I shuddered. He’d shackled another victim down here. But this instrument of torture could be my saving grace.

      I tottered back to the window. The sun sank as a steady rain pounded the ground. I prayed. At dusk, footsteps slogged down the street. Here goes my last chance. I hurled the leg irons through the gaping hole.

      It struck the passerby outside. “Hey!” he yelled.

      “Help me!” I stomped on the dirt floor and rattled the chain.

      A man peered in, startled at the sight of me. “Hold tight, lass.”

      The front door crashed open. Footsteps pounded above my head. “I’m down here, down here!” Two figures clattered down the steps.

      “What happened?” A man in shipyard worker’s clothes approached me.

      I pointed to Roche’s body. “He kidnapped me, starved me, raped me, tried to murder me …” I gulped as my voice faltered.

      The other man knelt to get a closer look. “Roche, you piece of filth.” He turned to me. “You’d have been the fourth woman this year.”

      “He … killed before?” I rasped, my mouth too dry to speak.

      “Aye, but he bribed his way out of prison. Not anymore.” He kicked Roche’s bloody head. “Take that, ya scum.” He gave me an earnest look. “He strangled my sister. A prostitute, but she didn’t deserve that. I’m gonna chop his body in pieces and feed it to my pigs. He ain’t nothin’ but pig slop anyways.”

      The other man smashed the chain apart with a hammer. I pulled free and collapsed into their arms.

      “Thank you, thank you …” I gasped. “You saved me.”

      They helped me up the stairs to light and sweet freedom. But first things first. I ransacked the pantry.

      As I stuffed my belly with bread, raw carrots, turnips, and onions like a starving animal, voices floated down the hall. I took a few cautious steps to see a horrific sight: two constables handcuffing my rescuers.

      “You’re under arrest for the murder of Edman Roche,” one of the constables barked. Cuffs clinked.

      “No!” I burst into the hall, waving my arms. “No, they saved me! They’re innocent!”

      Four pairs of eyes froze on me. The other constable looked down at me with a sneer of disgust. “A filthy streetwalker? Lay off the booze, you tawdry whore.”

      They pushed me away and herded my saviors out the door.

      “You’ll go free, I swear, as God is my witness!” I wailed as the constables loaded their captives, alive and dead, into a cart and rumbled away.

      I stood on the pavement, shivering. I needed my shawl but couldn’t bear to re-enter that house of horror. I took a deep breath. The odor of horse dung smelled like sweet roses after that suffocating dungeon.

      I read in the Providence Gazette that Judge David Howell was to preside over their trials. I begged an audience with him.

      “Your honor, I killed Edman Roche in self-defense. Go to the house, look at the place, he chained me up, look at the prison in the cellar he kept me in.” I gulped air. “He raped me, starved me, beat me …”

      He listened, rapt, his eyes fixed on me in morbid fascination. I went on, “He killed before. When I got the chance, I smashed his head with a chamber pot …” I paused for breath. “Those kind men rescued me. Please let them go. They saved my life, they didn’t take his!”

      He stood and gestured at a bench. “Wait there.”

      When the judge went to that house of horror and beheld my cellar prison, flinched at the chain that bound me, retched at the vermin-infested bed of straw, and smelled the filth, he believed me.

      He released the innocent men awaiting the trial that would’ve resulted in their hanging.

      I promised to reward my rescuers someday, and kept my promise. Now I’m stinking rich, and after I bought them each a house, I bought Roche’s mansion and knocked it down to build the Providence Home for Orphans.

      New York was the only place I wanted to go then, and for one reason: to meet my father, George Washington.

      I ached to look up into his blue eyes and hear him say, “I love you, Betsy.” So I paid three of my last five shillings to a ship captain in Providence Harbor and sailed up the coast to New York. Papa and I live four blocks apart. But those blocks may as well be oceans.

      I planned to seek a private audience with him – but will he deny he ever knew Mamma and throw me out? How will he feel looking at his own image, the same sturdy build, red hair, and blue eyes? Most of all, I want to ask, Papa, why did you leave us?
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      Everyone, including George Washington himself, believed he was childless. But one cold evening, Mamma knelt beside my bed, tucked my threadbare blanket around me, and told me a story.

      “One sultry night in Providence, General Washington came to the home of Mr. Hopkins, a Rhode Island delegate. I heard he was dining there and snuck in. I gathered my courage and strode up to him. Not knowing me from any other neighbor lady, for I dressed in a borrowed silk gown, he asked me to dance. We drank wine and laughed and drank more wine…” Mamma’s eyes brightened in the fire-glow. “He later took me to his bed, and I gave myself to him.” She focused on my eyes. “General Washington and I created you that night, Betsy.”

      I stared at her, struck dumb.

      “I wrote to him so many times,” she went on, “telling him of his beautiful new daughter. He never answered.” Her voice cracked as her shoulders slumped. “But I don’t believe he ever got my letters. Someone, likely Lady Washington, read them and burnt them. If he’d read one of them, he’d have sent for us.”

      I nodded, believing that with all my heart.

      “Being so poor, we couldn’t travel to Mount Vernon. So I gave up. I’m sure he’s long forgotten the evening that meant so much to me.” Her eyes left mine and gazed into the night.

      “So my Papa isn’t a sailor who drowned in Newport. He’s the most famous man in our country.” I shook my head in wonder. “My name is Betsy Washington.” I glowed with pride—at first. But as I digested her story, how he left us and ignored her letters, that pride vanished. The weight of disappointment sat on my chest. My body ached, as if he’d knocked me down, kicked me, and walked away. I wept from a hollow space deep in my gut. As a child, I hadn’t the judgment to handle or define the emotions assaulting me.

      I escaped from my bed, flung the blanket off, and crouched on the front step, hugging my knees. Mamma’s story tore me asunder. Why did Papa leave his only little girl to beg on the streets and shiver on a bed of straw with gnawing hunger?

      Growing into a young lady, I learned to manage those emotions that sucker-punched me as a child. As a woman, I understood why he couldn’t take us with him. But no matter what he did to us, I still needed my Papa.

      NEW YORK CITY, THURSDAY, APRIL 30, 1789

      “About 2 o’clock P.M. General Washington, the illustrious President of the United States, arrived in this city. He approached in a barge which was built here for his use. On his passing the Battery, a federal salute was fired, which was followed by an instantaneous display of colors from all the shipping in the harbour. On his landing the federal salute was repeated and all the bells in the city rang peals of joy upon the glad occasion.” – U.S. District Court Clerk Henry Sewall

      

      On this inaugural morn, me and my best friend Sukie Shippen stood in front of Federal Hall. She insisted on getting here at daybreak for the best view.

      “C’mon, he should be here by now.” As my heart leapt in eagerness to see Papa, the plangent bells of Saint Paul’s chimed the noon hour. But I would’ve stood in the street until I dropped. My stomach growled as I twisted the folds of my skirt.

      Breathing in stale sweat and the rank odor of horse manure, I surveyed the pressing crowd. Rich and poor, young and old, black and white, Sukie and me, all Americans under one flag: dandies fitted up in the red and blue of patriots; ladies draped in silk finery; threadbare shirts and ripped breeches hanging from laborers’ gaunt forms. The excited buzz swarmed like flies.

      I bumped up against a pretty girl about my age, light-skinned with dark hair coiled atop her head—a mulatto, I reckoned. She fanned her face with her cotton cap. “Oops, ‘xcuse me.” I sidestepped, giving her what room I could. “It’s one blended mass of humanity, ain’t it?”

      “Yeah.” She flashed a smile as her golden brown eyes met mine. “I wouldn’a missed it for the world, not that I had a choice. They brang us all here.”

      “Who brang you?” I admired her dainty flowered frock, newer and cleaner than mine—pressed, too. What bigwig takes care of her? I wondered with a twinge of envy.

      “The Washingtons,” she answered both my questions.

      “Oh.” My heart plummeted. My face dropped, but I forced a smile.

      “I am Lady Washington’s house servant.” Raising her chin, she looked mighty pleased to boast that title.

      “Well, how d’you do? I’m Betsy, this here’s Sukie.” I gestured at Sukie, busy chatting up a dandy.

      “I am Ona Judge.” She glanced over her shoulder. “Oh, well, they musta got a better spot. I gotta go find ‘em; we’re s’posed to stick together. Nice to meet you, Betsy.”

      “Yeah, you too…” She vanished into the crowd. Lady Washington sure relaxed her rules, letting servants scatter about on their own. But I full well knew what “servant” meant for real. The girl was a slave, and barring some miracle, always would be. Yet I envied her just the same—she knew my father, likely since birth. A string of vexing questions bombarded me: Are they fond of each other? Does he treat her like the daughter he doesn’t know he has? Do they banter and laugh together? I shoved those questions aside and assured myself: it don’t matter how he feels about a slave girl. I’ll meet him someday and call him Papa.

      Sukie returned to my side as I scanned the crowd some more. My breath halted as a flash of dark eyes caught the sunlight like jewels. “Who is he?” I gaped, wide-eyed, as those piercing eyes met mine. He smiled, leaving me weak in the knees.

      Sukie poked me out of my trance and pointed yonder. “Bets, look! There he is! There’s your Papa!”

      Cheers and applause burst out. Four bobtailed grays pulled a shiny coach emblazoned with a coat of arms. Footmen fitted in scarlet and white livery walked alongside. Goosebumps prickled my arms. Bursting with excitement, I whistled through my teeth and clapped until my hands throbbed.

      The coach door opened. Papa ducked out and unfolded his long body, his hair cloud-white. Gold buttons studded his tobacco brown jacket. Silk stockings and velvet breeches molded to his strong legs. A gleaming sword hung at his hip. For an instant, his blue eyes met mine. In my shabby attire, I cringed. He bowed to his senators, walked past the soldiers, and vanished inside Federal Hall. The stream of gents followed. The doors slammed, shutting me out. They shut everybody out, but it hurt me more.

      My broken heart sent a sob to my throat. The emptiness of abandonment crushed me as on that day Mamma recalled how he left her.

      Sukie frowned at me. “What’s wrong, Bets? Why you cryin’?”

      “Nothing, I’m… I’m goin’ light in the head.” She didn’t understand what I felt as that door slammed in my face. Sukie still had both her parents.

      “We’ll eat soon.” She glanced down the street. “When this is over, we’ll go to the tavern. Just be patient for once.”

      Papa stepped onto the second-story balcony and stood between two columns.

      Men followed and surrounded him. Cheers rang in my ears, but I just stood and stared. He approached the iron rail and placed his hand over his heart. A fierce jealousy shot through me. He belongs to me!

      A man—one of our judges?—holding a huge book on a crimson cushion stood before Papa and looked up at him.

      Papa flattened his right palm on it, raised his left hand, and repeated the presidential oath after the judge. Our first president then bent forward, kissed the Bible, and pled, “So help me God,” his voice cracking in the fervent prayer.

      Three cheers of ‘hip, hip, hooray!’ and clapping exploded around me. The great man – my Papa – turned to the mob and spoke his first words as our president: “God bless you and God bless the United States of America.” He bowed. A surge of pride swelled my heart. The judge proclaimed, “It is done! Long live President George Washington!”

      When a soldier hoisted our flag over Federal Hall, hot tears spilled down my cheeks. A thirteen-gun salute boomed. “Oh, Sukie, how I wish Papa knew who I was.” My voice shook with emotion.

      “He will, Bets, you’ll get to meet him. And soon if I know you.”

      I smiled with trembling lips. A cannon boomed. Church bells chimed.

      Papa, the president, turned and re-entered the building. The other men, now his humble servants, followed on his heels.

      The mob headed in all directions. Following Sukie, I scanned the mass of departing bodies. Again, those lustrous eyes I saw before… they sparkled like jewels. His bottle-green coat, brocaded waistcoat, and breeches fit him as if painted on with expert strokes. Black riding boots clung to his calves. His raw sensuality sent shivers down my body. I tried to wrench my gaze away but couldn’t. My breath caught. He approached us, pinning me with those eyes.

      I pinched Sukie’s arm. “Sukie, do you know who he is?” slid out the side of my mouth, my lips barely moving.

      “Who?” She looked around.

      “Himmmm!” I jerked my head in his direction. “I can’t bloody well point. Coming toward us.” My mouth dried to dust. Trembles raced across my skin.

      She gave a casual nod. “Of course, I know him. He’s practically my stepbrother.” She waved, and he waved back. My muscles froze. “Come on…” She dragged me towards him. Laugh lines creased at the corners of his eyes, adding to his charm. He had to be at least thirty-five, even older than I thought before. He grasped my cold hand with warm, tapering fingers. I melted when he touched me.

      Our eyes stayed locked. Oh, his dark, piercing eyes…

      “Betsy Bowen,” Sukie’s voice reached my ears, as if from far away. “Meet Aaron Burr.”

      He’s Aaron Burr? I heard his name in the taverns and saw it in the papers, but our paths never crossed.

      He flipped off his tricorn hat. A wavy mane of chestnut hair, shining and unpowdered, crowned his head. “Miss Bowen, I regret I’ve never had the pleasure of making your acquaintance.” His voice swirled around me like an orchestra – the voice of a practiced orator, but tinged with playfulness.

      “M-me, too.” These would be the last words I’d ever speak to him unless I showed some sangfroid. I cleared my throat and raised my chin. “Do not nurture regrets, Mr. Burr. Let us look forward from this moment on.” It came out too slinky. I drew on the English grammar lessons I’d got from my step-pa.

      “Susannah, Miss Bowen, I must return to work, but I hope to enjoy your company in due course.” He nodded.

      “I’ll call on you by week’s end, Aaron.” Sukie waved. “My love to all your ladies, dear brother.”

      She tugged me in the other direction, but tearing my gaze from him burned like pulling a scab off a wound.

      “I need a drink – now!” Gasping in thirst and the after-effects of that intense encounter, I stumbled towards the John Street Tavern.

      Women weren’t allowed in taverns unescorted except in the parlor or the snug in back, but the proprietress, Mrs. Fortune, knew me.
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        * * *

      

      Ale-swilling, reveling citizens packed the smoky tavern. Coughing, eyes stinging, I nudged my way through unwashed bodies. At the bar, I plunked down the coins I’d saved for supper.

      A flustered Mrs. Fortune, gray strands falling from her cap, poured our Madeira – President Washington’s favorite was also mine. Papa and I had something in common besides red hair and blood.

      I gulped the syrupy liquid. Not an empty seat in sight, Sukie and I edged over to the wall near the outdoor privy.

      I leaned against a wooden beam. “Now will you tell me why you never introduced me to your…” I harrumphed, “…stepbrother?”

      She laughed. “Mr. Burr Senior passed away when Aaron was an infant, and Mrs. Burr passed two years later, from a smallpox inoculation. When their grandmother journeyed to them to care for them, she died of dysentery.” Sukie sipped her wine. “So Aaron and his sister Sally lived with my Uncle William. We grew up as brother and sister.” She took a breath to speak but shut her lips.

      “And?” Closer than sisters since Mamma’s death in February, Sukie and I shared everything. Almost. My cheeks heated with private, sensuous thoughts.

      “He was my affianced…” She took a breath.

      I held mine.

      “… but only briefly,” she continued. “My parents arranged it. But he could not interest me in that way, nor could I him. He went on to wed Theodosia.”

      “What a powerful name,” I said. “Means ‘God’s gift’. Where’s she from?” I drained the last drops of wine onto my tongue.

      “When they met, she dwelt in New Jersey.” Sukie tossed a glance around. “Her husband was a Red Coat officer. When she became widowed, Aaron proposed. She’s ten years older than him with five young ‘uns. Together they have a lovely daughter, also named Theodosia, who will be four in June. He also has a year-old baby daughter, Louisa, by their servant, Mary Emmons, a woman from India.” She went on, “He adopted a son, Aaron Columbus Burr. A lad of four. And two girls, Frances, going on three, I believe, and Elizabeth. He acknowledges them and supports them – and their mothers.”

      “But why ain’t I ever seen him around?” I shook my head, stumped. Why had Sukie never sought him out to introduce us?

      “He doesn’t socialize all that much,” Sukie said. “The odd levee or soirée, but work comes first.” She turned and coughed as I waved away cheroot smoke.

      She added, “Aaron is also a member of the New York State Assembly. Governor Clinton just appointed him New York’s Attorney General.” She gave me a smug, pride-filled smile.

      I couldn’t quit shaking my head in wonder. “And why didn’t I ever lay eyes on him?”

      “That is all you’ll ever lay on him,” she warned. Oh, how she knew me. “Dash any designs in that devilish head of yours.”

      “I couldn’t have sparked interest in him – not the way I look now anyways.” Peering down, I cringed at my homespun skirt, my thin shawl, my scruffy shoes – and with my hair pulled under a mob cap, I looked the fishwife. “But is he a rogue like the rest of ’em?” I wondered out loud, hardly expecting Sukie to know.

      “He’s a favorite among the ladies. They pet and caress him when he’s among them, and titter about him when he isn’t. But a rogue?” She shook her head. “No, he’s unlike the rest of ’em.”

      “That’s a relief.” I allowed myself a dreamy smile. But I burned with curiosity about him. I planned to learn more – after my evening performance at the John Street Theater.
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        * * *

      

      My acquaintances – James Reynolds and his cousin Sim, the upstart lawyers and Congressmen – were bound to know Mr. Burr. And tonight, they’d all flock to Little’s Porter House on Pine Street, the place to debate and brawl. I planned to steer the topic towards New York’s next Attorney General.

      By seven that evening, every tavern blazed in the growing dusk. Sukie and I plodded through the tangle of stuck coaches, neighing horses, and chattering folk. Bodies still jammed Hanover Square as we passed Federal Hall.

      As we turned onto Wall Street, a chorus of church bells gonged seven times. In their dying echo, guns boomed. We stared with wonder at the skyrockets and crackers fired into the night. What a shattering climax to an unforgettable day.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER 3


          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      The John Street Theater: my escape from cold, hunger, and bug-ridden hovels.

      As a tyke in Providence, I snuggled in my step-pa Jon Clarke’s lap, and he spun tales of kings and queens. “Performers act out stories on a stage before hundreds of spectators. It’s called a play,” Jon told me. “In a place called a theater.”

      “Can we see a play in a theater, pretty please?” I begged Jon.

      “We have no theaters in Providence. The good folk consider theater immoral,” he replied to my pout.

      “Then I shall find one someplace that ain’t so moral.” I clapped my little hands.

      “But you must buy tickets, and they are very dear,” Jon said, “at least ten shillings apiece. We’re too poor to ever attend.”

      “I won’t always be poor!” I yelled out. I began saying that again and again, I’d be running a shirt over a washboard and close my eyes, smelling the wax candles and the stage’s polished boards beneath me … or I’d be chewing my dinner of hard bread and cheese, shut my eyes and sit on a throne, a crown atop my head … these dreams got me through another day of drudgery.

      Trudging to work, my feet covered in mud, I thought, so what if actresses are equal to whores? Compared to the slums, hunger, and filth I suffered on the streets, theater life was fit for a queen!

      Jon taught me to read by age four. Hungry for books, I sold my cloak and shivered through winter, patched my threadbare blouses, and ate bird seed. I bought Sterne, Voltaire, Fielding, and plays by Aphra Benn.
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        * * *

      

      When I debarked the boat in New York Harbor, I stopped at a vendor. With only enough money to rent a room, but not for any of his fruit, I asked, “Where is John Street?” Ignoring my hunger, I scampered over cobblestones to the theater, my head pounding. Catching my breath, I stood before the structure’s warped clapboards. I pressed my hand over my pounding heart. Someday I’ll stride in there and step onto that stage, a queen.

      Next morn, I donned the only presentable raiment I owned: a worn but clean green skirt with a matching bodice. I headed down the Broad Way, past the fashionable clothes and hat shops, ignored the costermongers and fishmongers hawking succulent fare. Tummy growling, I approached the John Street Theater, pushed open the creaky door, and stepped into the lobby. A man walked past me.

      “Can you please show me to the manager?” I asked him.

      “And you are?” He eyed me up and down as a fishwife dissects a pork shank. So I did the same.

      “I …” I cleared my throat. “I am Betsy Bowen of Providence.” I made my voice singsong-like. “If you’ll escort me to the manager, I’ll be much obliged.”

      He smiled, showing a row of straight teeth. Not one missing. Must be false. “I’m happy to escort and oblige you, Miss Bowen.”

      He led me to a door and down a flight of narrow stairs. The air smelled musty. I itched to peek in at the stage and sweep my eyes over the seats and balcony, but there was plenty of time for that.

      I followed him through a maze of crates and painted scenery – red houses, green trees, a full moon against a blue backdrop of a sky. He led me into a small office with a desk covered in papers, bank notes, and coin.

      He sat behind the desk. The worn leather chair groaned on its springs. “Sit, Miss Bowen.” He gestured to the settee across from him.

      “Sir, is it proper for you to sit at the manager’s desk – with all this …” I waved my hand at the loot. “He’ll think we’re pilfering.”

      “Not to worry, Miss Bowen.” He flashed that straight-toothed grin again. “For I am he. William Dunlap at your service.”

      I fell back against the lumpy seat and hid a giggle of relief. “Bloomin’ blazes, Mr. Dunlap, why didn’t you tell me? I made a right prat out of myself!”

      “Because I found you utterly charming and frankly, I enjoyed leading you on.” He sat up and leaned forward, propping his elbows on the piles of notes. “Now what can I do for you?”

      He was handsome in a rugged, workman sort of way. Wavy gray-streaked hair framed his ruddy cheeks. Thick brows arched over his eyes. But that smile snagged me. And it wasn’t a leer, which I fended off all the time.

      “Mr. Dunlap …” I matched his smile with one of my own. He wasn’t the only one who took care of what teeth he had. “I am newly here from Providence.” I leaned forward to give him a gander of my décolletage, “But I don’t know a soul here who can help me. Except you now, kind sir.”

      “Have you ever acted on the stage, Miss Bowen?” His eyes slid to my breasts and back up to my eyes. Oh, yeah, I caught his fancy, all right.

      “Not yet, sir. I prayed to meet someone in the theater who will give me my first chance.” I hiked my skirt up to reveal an ankle, glad I’d scrubbed my worn shoes.

      “I tend to discourage pretty young ladies from acting, Miss Bowen. It’s a hard life.” He ran a finger around the inside of his collar.

      “My life is harder than you can imagine, sir. To me, acting is living in a fairy tale. I’d be superb at it. Not to boast.” I held up a hand. “I mean, becoming someone else on stage I can escape my real life.”

      He screwed up his eyes. “How hard is your life that you’re so desperate to escape it?”

      I looked down at the sawdust-covered floor. “Nothing I want to talk about. I need to put it behind me. And …” My body hunched forward, tense with hope, “…I know you can help me.”

      “How could I resist?” Another smile nearly lit up the room.

      “I can well handle the scorn from folk who find it immoral,” I assured him with a steady tone.

      He glanced up and tapped his lips with a finger. “I see nothing immoral about the theater. Much drama is immoral, but it can teach morality by showing the consequences of good and evil acts.”

      “Such as Shakespeare did,” I added. “On stage, I trust his sentiments reach those who never read books.” I omitted that I’d never seen a play—Shakespeare or otherwise.

      You’ve read a book, missy? his wide eyes asked. But he said, “Precisely why I’m here managing this theater and writing plays.”

      “You write plays, sir?” Now my eyes and mouth gaped.

      “Please – call me Will. I’m no sir.” He raised his head and thrust out his chest. “I’ve written several. My latest, The Father of an Only – Child, is enjoying a long run. I don’t intend to close it until summer. I pack the house every evening.” Pride gleamed in his eyes.

      “And are you the father of the ‘only child’ in question, Will?” I couldn’t get sassy yet but wanted to show my interest. So I studied him. How much older than me was he? Curiosity stirred in me.

      “No, but will be soon. My wife is expecting our first. I am the only child in question. Long story.” He stopped there.

      I kept it going. “Ah …another father story. I have a few of my own.” I sighed as the image flashed through my mind … Papa turning his back and walking into Federal Hall, the door slamming behind him.

      “I would greatly enjoy sitting down with you at the Tea Garden and discussing the fine arts, Miss Bowen. Perhaps there’s a part for you in my next play, Love in New York – if you have a knack for comedy.” He curled his smile into a wry grin.

      “I see comedy in life every day. And trust me, Will … it ain’t easy, with my life.” The steady bang of a hammer – a stagehand building a scene? – further prickled my blood for theater life.

      “Then perhaps we can enter into an arrangement, sooner than later.” His voice softened to a quiet rumble.

      I bit back a laugh. This was easier than I thought. Of course, he was married. Married men cut right to the chase. They hadn’t the time to waste.

      “May I invite you to the parlor of my boarding house this evening?” I batted my lashes.

      “Yes, tonight after the theater closes. But you must be my guest at tonight’s performance.” His voice lowered, his tone intense. “I believe a lady with such an interest in theater will find The Father of an Only Child very entertaining – and hardly immoral.”

      “There’s enough immorality in real life. We don’t need it in our theater,” I told him what he already knew.

      He stood, skirted the desk, and clasped my fingertips. I shivered with excitement. I knew we’d share our passion for the theater and each other. As mischief lightened my heart, I coaxed, “Do I pick up my ticket at the box office, Mr. Dunlap – Will?” I lifted one brow.

      “Oh …” He cleared his throat, a gleam in his eye. “Right you are. And will you have an escort?”

      “I certainly shall.” I nodded. “You.”

      He tripped backward, bumping into his desk. “That can be arranged.”

      Yea, he’s married, all right.

      He cupped my elbow and led me up the stairs, through the lobby, and into daylight. As I shielded my eyes from the glare, he took my hand again and kissed it this time. What punctilio! In polite circles, a kiss on the hand was an invitation to go way further and could destroy a lady’s reputation – but I was no lady – yet.

      I skipped down the street. When had my heart swelled with this much joy? But my hollow tum rumbled. With the few coppers I had left over after paying rent, I went to the bakery. The baker, rolling pin in hand, raised his arm, about to clobber an urchin.

      “Go on, scram, ya thief!” He shook the rolling pin as the ragamuffin skittered down the street.

      I turned and ran after the waif, catching him by his grimy collar. He twisted around and made to kick me, but my skirt swished as his bare foot skimmed it.

      “Hey, kiddo, I ain’t gonna hurt you.”

      He quit scrambling and looked up at me with sad blue eyes. When I saw that delicate face, I gasped. “Great God above, you’re a girl!” I knelt and brushed loose strands of hair from her eyes. “Why are you dressed like a boy?”

      “Cause that’s all I have is boys’ pants and shirts. Me sister and me, we’re desperate hungry, and she’s with child,” she wailed.

      Watching her teary eyes and quivering lip, I looked into a reflection of myself from not long ago. I dug out my coppers. “Here, lass, take these and buy yourself and sis some eats.”

      Her eyes bugged out at the coppers I dropped in her palm. “Lord bless ye, miss.”

      “I understand, lassie. I been chased outta stores for copping vittles myself when times were hard. I’d tell you not to steal, but hunger makes folk do things they oughtn’t. Now scurry along.” I patted her head.

      Her grimy fingers closed around the coins, and she scampered away. Now … whether to eat now and beg my breakfast in the morning or t’other way round?

      Someday I’ll be rich and give away a lot more. I ignored my starvation as I headed down the street.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER 4


          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      On inaugural evening, the theater stayed half empty. William and I hunched over his desk and counted the receipts, him smiling and whistling the entire time. My mouth watered for Little’s Porter House oysters. I also craved some lively debate about our country’s brilliant future with other like-minded patriots.

      Most of all, I wanted to learn about Aaron Burr.

      When we got to the Porter House, William held the door for me and warned, “I shan’t stay long, Betsy. I can walk you home, or we’ll borrow a hackney.”

      “Splendid by me, Will.” I knew he wanted to get home to his wife.

      Entering the low-ceilinged room, I squinted and brushed away clouds of cheroot smoke. Folks sat at tables and stood at the bar, chatting, eating, and swilling ale. Bright fires danced in the hearths. I inhaled the aroma of roasting meats.

      Across the room, I spotted James Reynolds, his cousin Simeon, Fisher Ames, and Gertrude Meredith, the niece of Gouverneur Morris, one of our founding fathers. They all sat at a table with a few empty chairs. “Yoo-hoo!” I called out and waved.

      James stood and waved us over. “Betsy, Will, come join us,” he called in his thick Scottish lilt.

      James, ever the gentleman, held out my chair. Fisher had just been elected to Congress. He shared my ideas of a strong central government. But I liked to play devil’s advocate with him and fire him up.

      I hiked my skirt up and sat, crossing my legs under the table, where the gents couldn’t ogle my knees. “How’s the missus, Jim?”

      “Grand. She’s practicing her fiddle. How went the theater this evening? Not much of a crowd, I peg.” He took a swig from his tankard.

      “Barely a sprinkling,” William grumbled as James signaled the barmaid. “I should’ve closed in honor of President Washington.”

      “That was some mob at the inauguration.” The vision of Aaron Burr’s eyes flashed before me. I shivered with a surge of excitement. I clasped my hands to stop them trembling.

      The noise around us loudened as more men stomped in, some escorting ladies, banging the door shut behind them.

      A barmaid set a glass of wine before me.

      Though my tongue tingled with the desire to talk about Mr. Burr, I held it in. I curled my hands around my glass.

      Our new president became tonight’s topic as a platter of steaming oysters and lampreys arrived. My mouth watered at the warm aroma. James grabbed one, so I followed, trying not to stuff it in my hungry face. But, aah, that first bite! I sucked it into my mouth and breathed in the succulent scent.

      “Now that he’s president, he’ll be judged by every newspaper and politician and citizen down to the beggars on the streets.” James held his empty tankard up to the barmaid as she scurried by. “It comes with the territory. And the best thing about not having a King George the First here is that if he doesn’t serve us right, we can kick his arse out!” James guffawed as the barmaid stopped and refilled his glass, suds spilling over the rim.

      Fisher shifted in his creaky chair. “William, can you show the president your support by sending him and Lady Washington free tickets? Or does he find theater lewd, too?” He snickered.

      “No, not at all.” A droll smile curled William’s lips as he parted them to sip more ale. “I daresay there’s not much he finds immoral. When Lady Washington keeps the home fires burning at Mount Vernon, he finds a way to keep his own fires burning.”

      The others listened wide-eyed, then pretended they didn’t hear it. Gertrude and I shared a furtive glance and a smile.

      “Now that he’s our president, we should forbear spreading rumors,” ventured Gertrude. She dabbed at her lips with a napkin.

      “They ain’t rumors, lass,” William shot back, tossing his head.

      And didn’t I know the truth of that. The man was my Papa. I longed to blurt it all out, but couldn’t let my precious secret out before its time.

      As I chewed my lamprey, I realized I’d forgotten to ask Sukie whether Aaron Burr was a Federalist. I’d pay no mind if he was. We didn’t need to talk politics. A hot thrill went through me as I thought about what we could do.

      James looked over towards the entrance and rolled his eyes. “Ah, shite. That ponce Hambone and his gladiators just pranced in.”

      I turned to see Alexander Hamilton with some men who towered over him. I hadn’t realized he was so elfin.

      “Don’t invite him over,” Fisher scowled. “I’m in no mood for effete snobbery.”

      “Ye got no fear o’that, Fish,” James assured him with a nod. I knew James didn’t like Hamilton and his monarchist leanings. I wasn’t sure if I liked him or not. I never met him. But I’d shut my gob until after I saw how Mr. Treasury Secretary handled the nation’s money. And mine.

      “That’s Mac with him,” Gertrude said, as Senator William Maclay parted company with Hamilton and loped over to our table, leaning on his walking stick. Maclay placed a meaty hand on Sim’s shoulder.

      “Evening, ladies and gentlemen.” He raised his stick in greeting as James stood and offered him the chair next to him. “I trust you’re reveling in our new administration.” Built sturdy as a fort, he battled rheumatiz or gout. Both he and the chair groaned when he sat.

      We ganged up on Maclay, all wanting to know what happened inside the Hall after the balcony doors shut in our faces. “Did you speak to the president? What did you talk about? Does he ever smile? Does he really have wooden teeth?” We hammered him with the questions of the curious.

      Maclay leaned forward. “The president looks far different up close. And his teeth are human – he buys them from his slaves. But they’re ill-fitting and do pain him quite a bit.”

      “Will you be painting another portrait of the president, Will?” Sim asked my escort.

      “Another portrait?” Fisher’s eyes bugged out at William. “You painted the president?”

      Oh, here we go. I needed another drink to sit through this. Much as I admired William’s endless artistic talents, he needed no goading to brag about his painting General and Mrs. Washington at age 17.

      “Ah, yes, at Princeton, the winter of eighty-three. Besides a crayon sketch, I painted a full-length oil portrait of the general. I took it to England to study under Ben West.” He shook his head. “Alas, it’s still there. I hope to fetch it back. Would be a fitting tribute to him in the theater lobby.”

      William leaned over to me. “Do these folk know that you’re the progeny of our revered president?”

      Heat rushed to my face and dried my mouth. “No, and they won’t know till I’m ready!” I whispered out the side of my mouth, spreading it into a smile when James held up his glass.

      “To George Washington. The king is dead, long live the president.”

      Maclay lifted his glass. “A cobweb pair of breeches, a porcupine saddle, and a hard-trotting horse to all the enemies of freedom.”

      As we toasted our future, some men across the room burst into song.

      Sung to the tune of God Save the King, which everyone knew, more joined in. “God save the thirteen states! Long rule the United States! God save our states!

      Make us victorious, happy and glorious, no tyrants over us, God save our states!”

      It seemed Hamilton led the singing, raising his glass as his cronies clapped. Another song followed, sung to Rule Britannia’s tune.

      Then to my utter astonishment, William stood and belted out a song that brought me to tears. The entire room rose to its feet and joined in.

      “Great Washington the hero’s come, each heart exulting hears the sound,

      Thousands to their deliverer throng, and shout him welcome around.

      Now in full chorus join the song, and shout out loud, great Washington!”

      We sang it thrice, and by then, all knew the words. It ended in a burst of applause, a rollicking roar and a huzzah! for our new president.

      “Your breeches and your very balls be blessed, Will!” Mac clinked his glass to ours.

      I wept with pride for my country, my president—and my papa.

      The meal devoured, William asked around the table, “Will one of you gents make sure Betsy has a safe escort home?”

      Maclay volunteered. “We live the bray of an ass apart. I can see the lady home. Miss Bowen…” He held the door for me. I bristled with excitement. Now I would find out everything Sukie wouldn’t tell me about Aaron Burr.

      As I stepped outside and stumbled over a hog trotting by, Maclay said, “I saw you in Love in New York and your performance was superb. Comedy suits you.”

      My cheeks heated. Much as I reveled in flattery, I never got used to it. “Thank you, Senator. A statesman must act at times – or should I say perform. Must he not?” I pulled my shawl closer around my shoulders as a breeze chilled me.

      “I concede some are actors,” Maclay said, “in it for the fame and glory.”

      How to steer the conversation to Mr. Burr while making it seem his idea? Aha! Get him crabbing about his pet peeve – the city of New York itself. We livened our step past a pile of horse dung. “I enjoy New York. It’s much more civilized than Providence. Fashionable. And sophisticated.” I counted on my fingers. “And theatre ain’t immoral here. New England Puritans need to learn to have fun – it’s why their population is in decline.”

      My underlying meaning would’ve scandalized other gents, but I knew how far I could push old Mac.

      “Miss Bowen!” he boomed, feigning shock, pressing his hand to his chest in a theatrical gesture. “Wherever did you learn such boldness?”

      “Dunno.” I shrugged. “I never learned it, simply inherited it from my Mamma. Or my Papa,” I added without thinking. “It runs in my blood. What about the city do you mislike?”

      He looked up and shook his head. “I was never in so inhospitable a place. I visited the new president at his house on Cherry Street yestermorn and the streets are ripped up a great part of the way.”

      “The streets are worse in Providence,” I offered.

      “And this city plainly stinks,” he went on. “I simply feel a stranger here.” We skirted a water pump.

      “You will grow used to it as I have. But you’re right, sir, it does reek.”

      “They’ll move the capital somewhere cleaner,” he commented.

      Now to steer the conversation to Mr. Burr. “Perhaps our new government will make cleaning up our streets a priority. After all, injuries lead to lawsuits. Speaking of lawyers – do you know who the governor appointed as the new Attorney General?” I tapped the side of my head and snapped my fingers. “Oh, what is his name? I had it on the tip of my tongue not long ago.”

      Ahh, to have anything of Mr. Burr’s on the tip of my tongue!

      “Aaron Burr,” he replied, and I held in my sigh at the sound of his name. “It’ll snow in hell before the president honors him with a cabinet post.”

      “Huh? Why?” I nearly halted.

      “Because during the war, Burr joined the expedition to Canada. He became aide-de-camp to General Montgomery. Benedict Arnold launched his attack and was shocked that Monty had left most of his men behind in Montreal. He arrived at Quebec with only half that of the British.”

      I let out a long whistle. “Why did Monty have such a small force?”

      “Illness, short-term enlistments, long supply line, and shortages. The men attacked amidst an ice storm.” Maclay stepped around another hog rooting in a smelly trash heap and went on, “The story goes that Captain Burr arrived with Monty, and as the men charged through the barricades, Burr turned to see his commander face down in the snow, dying from a cannon shot to the head. He then unsheathed his sword and shouted, ‘Follow me to the citadel!’ “The panicked troops fled.” Maclay gave a flourish with his cane. “And Burr got promoted to major.”

      I awaited a tale of gore and blood.

      “Burr refused to leave Monty’s body behind. It was a brave task, for Monty was over fifty pounds heavier than Burr, but he managed to carry and drag the remains back to the American camp.”

      “A war hero,” I said over a sigh. “So why doesn’t Gen—President Washington like him?”

      “They never got along. I heard that General Washington gave him a few good chewings-out. It remains to be seen. He has a brilliant political mind. If he plays the game right he’ll rise in political ranks.”

      I couldn’t let him see me float in reverie. I had to keep the conversation grounded. “Ah, yes. I recently learned my dear friend Susannah Shippen—Sukie—is well acquainted with him.”

      “Shippen? Any relation to Margaret Shippen who married Benedict Arnold?”

      “They’re cousins.” But I didn’t want to discuss Sukie or Benedict Arnold.

      “I don’t know Burr well, but I’ve made his acquaintance around town,” he went on, to my delight. “He’s the antithesis of Hamilton, who’s a pompous derrière, pardon my French. Strange because they do socialize. Burr is much more personable, down to earth. From pure stock but doesn’t flaunt it.”

      I was about to open my mouth to ask another barrage of questions when he cut in with, “Why the sudden interest in Burr?”

      “Sudden? Oh …” With Mr. Burr’s striking figure in my mind’s eye, I slammed into a hitching post. “Owww!” Stars flashed before my eyes. Rubbing my arm, I went on, “I met him today. Sukie introduced us. He seemed – charming. Cordial. Approachable.” I shut up there.

      “Far too old for you, young lady,” his stern tone warned.

      “I am hardly young, Senator,” I shot back.

      “I strongly advise you to stay away from Burr, Hamilton, and their ilk,” he warned. “Especially Hamilton. He’ll use you. And that is no gossip.”

      “I’ve no interest in Hamilton,” I declared.

      “Good. Because you will be merely a notch on his bedpost. And he’s a deadbeat.” Maclay scowled. “Never leaves the serving wenches a gratuity. More often than not shows up with no money, expecting others to pay—as if swilling ale in his company is a privilege.”

      “A wise choice then for Treasury Secretary. I do not want my nation’s money in the hands of a spendthrift and squandered on frippery.”

      “We can only hope for the best,” he said as we reached my boarding house.

      I dug into my pocket for my key, and we bade each other good evening.

      I entered and locked up. A flickering oil lamp on the hall table cast a glow on an envelope. The fancy lettering drew me to it, “Betsy” in spidery, slanted penmanship.

      Which suitor could it be from? I tore it open. My eyes scanned an invitation to dinner at the Queen’s Head, one of New York City’s fanciest eating places … Mozart’s opera The Marriage of Figaro … a carriage ride … on Monday evening next. The only night the theater was shut. He must’ve known I was in the cast. My breath caught in my throat.

      It was signed with bold confidence: A.B.
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      “You are my destiny, Aaron Burr,” I vowed.

      Trembling, I set my eyes on the top line of the invite and savored every word, hearing his voice in my mind. As my fingertips grazed the “A.B.,” I imagined touching his face. Hugging the note to my breast, I vowed to cherish it forever. To hold a part of him so close – a thrill warmed me to my toes. But only four days to prepare? I didn’t dare wear my shabby raiment. What could I do, with a few coppers to my name? Oh, please, Will, grant me another loan. I cringed at the humiliation of asking him for more money.

      Folding the note, I climbed the steps and entered my room under the eaves. I forced open the window and stuck my head out. “Aaron Burr wants to be seen in public with me!” I sang out into the night. It proved I was respectable enough for his company, making me feel worthwhile. I wanted to sing it from the rooftops, to the tune of the Figaro overture.

      A breeze carried the sea’s briny smell. I gazed at the crescent moon. The stars spattered like jewels. “Thank you so very much,” I proclaimed to the heavens. “I’ve waited so long for this blessing!” I turned and flung myself onto my creaky bed, laughing with delight.

      I clutched the note all night. As sunlight streamed through the shutters, I leapt from the bed and splashed yesterday’s water on my face from the washbowl. I would bathe properly later.

      I hoped Sukie was up and about. The note tucked into my bodice, I rushed to her house on Water Street, tripping over uneven cobbles. I crashed into a trudging milkman bellowing, “Milk, ho,” tin pails swinging from a wooden yoke balanced on his shoulders.

      The vendors shouting, “Clams! Hot corn! Fresh eggs by the dozen!” should’ve made my belly growl, but didn’t.

      I banged the brass knocker against her door. “Sukie! Sukie, open up! Be home, please!”

      An aproned maid opened the door. I dashed past her, calling up the stairs, “Sukie! Get down here, make haste!”

      “She ain’t here, Miss Bowen, she gone out.”

      I spun around. “Oh, damn!” I never swore in front of servants or gentlemen, but I couldn’t think straight. “Sorry ’bout that, thanks, I’ll see myself out.”

      The maid vanished down the corridor. I snuck up the stairs, tiptoed into Sukie’s bedroom, and crept to her wardrobe. I chose one of her hooped dresses with a drawn-in waist in a gay pattern of pink roses. I grabbed a matching bonnet with streaming ribbons. Footwear of every hue covered her closet floor. I plucked up a pair of pink quilted slippers, and on my way out, swiped a jar of face powder from her dressing table. Someday I’d have my own modiste, booter, and hairdresser.

      “Forgive me, Sukie, I’ll pay you back and then some,” I vowed as I slid her property into her travel satchel and stole back downstairs, leaning over the banister to make sure the coast was clear. Bacon sizzled, its delicious aroma wafting down the hall. My mouth watered as I licked my dry lips.

      When would I eat today? I’d spent last week’s pay on that street urchin, a cake of French soap, and a new novel, The Power of Sympathy, with Sukie’s breathless warning, “It exposes the fatal consequences of seduction!” The few coppers I had wouldn’t buy me breakfast. Hence I hid the satchel under the stairs and strolled into the kitchen. I helped myself to a rasher of bacon and quaffed ale from a pitcher. I saw myself out, clutching Sukie’s satchel.

      Now I had the proper raiment to be seen with Mr. Burr, but needed something much more important. I’d inherited nerves of steel from my papa, but now I needed nerves of rock.
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      I headed for William’s boarding house. I needed some fast lessons. His place was not as shabby as mine, being decades newer. He rented here to write his scripts without his wife and mother-in-law nosing about – “bedlam,” he griped. The cackling and nagging drove him here most nights. I went to his door in the rear and knocked.

      “C’min!”

      I entered, skipped up to him at his desk, perched myself on his knee, and knocked over his old inkpot, but caught it.

      “Hell’s tooth, Betsy, watch it. Ink is dear, and I don’t care to be seen around town with blue legs!”

      I placed the inkpot back on the desk. “Take heed, Will, I received an invitation from the most brilliant handsome man in these thirteen states, if you count Rhode Island.”

      “I don’t recall sending you an invitation.” He gave me a saucy smile.

      I gave his cheek a playful swat in return. “I wasn’t going to blabber but you’d find out anyways, when me and him attend the opera and dinner at the Queen’s Head. I want to be honest with you, as you are with me. I want⁠—”

      “Then quit waffling and tell me who he is, for the love of Saint Genesius!”

      I pranced across the room and sprawled on his bed. “He is the suave and polished next Attorney General of New York, Aaron Burr, Esquire. And he wants to escort me to dinner and The Marriage of Figaro.”

      “The Aaron Burr?” He struggled to keep his eyes from popping. “Asked you to Marriage of Figaro? What for? To hold his opera glasses atop his nose?”

      “You vex me not a whit, Will.” I gave him an airy wave. “I am on my climb up, and Attorney General Burr squiring me boosts me a thousand rungs.”

      “But why did he ask you?” Will egged on. “Did Biddy Cummings raise her rates?”

      “If she did, then you can’t afford her no more!” I shot back, and he nodded as if to say, “Can’t top that one.”

      “Then what’s on your mind, Betsy?” He cocked a brow. “You should be soaking in a tin tub if you’re seeing him tonight.”

      “I ain’t seeing him tonight. I have a performance. Sides, I need to prepare. And not just with a bath. I need your help, Will. I got him interested in me, so how do I keep him interested?” My heart raced.

      He rattled his head as if shaking off fleas and shot me a questioning glare. “You need me…” He jabbed a thumb at his chest, “…to tell you how to interest him? Ye gods, Betsy, must I join you over there and work your limbs like a puppeteer?”

      “I don’t mean that way. I mean up heeere.” I tapped the side of my head. “I want this to mean something. My entire future is at stake.”
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fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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