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Prologue: The Confidence





When Julia Parrish walked out of Admiral Ezra Radford's office with her head high, she moved with the assured grace of someone who had just won a significant victory. Her manner was a message to everyone in the room, especially to Commander Nathan Tower. 

She had won. Her sister and brothers, the Parrishes, had won. And there was nothing that the Navy commander or anyone else in the room could do about it.

Tower watched her go, keeping his expression neutral. He got her message loud and clear. Her confidence was exactly the way he wanted her to feel.

Behind him, Meade Meadows muttered, "We just let her walk away," the frustration evident in his voice.

"Yes," Tower said simply.

Lucinda spoke up from where she stood near the window. "She thinks she's beaten us."

"She thinks her family has beaten us," Tower corrected.

He paused for a moment, and then he smiled. "That's what I wanted her to think."

The room was silent, waiting for what was next.

Margaret Douglass, who had been silent throughout the confrontation, looked at Tower with dawning understanding. "You want her confident?"

Tower took another moment. Had anyone been watching him closely, they would have seen that he was trying to suppress a broad smile.

"Confident people make mistakes," Tower said. He moved to the admiral's desk, the same desk Julia had just broken into, and sat in the chair. "Julia Parrish is very good at what she does. But right now, she believes she's better than we are."

"Well, isn't she?" Meade asked. "I mean, she got the maps—or thought she did. She got away. Her sister got away."

"And the Admiral is dead," Margaret chimed in. "They’re both responsible, and chances are, one of them actually pulled the trigger."

The smile left Tower’s face. "Yes, that’s true. But everyone should remember that our job was not to solve the Admiral’s murder or to bring the murderer to justice—as satisfying as that might be."

Silence again settled across the room.

At that moment, Burley O’Malley slipped into the room so silently that he was barely noticed. Tower gave him a nod of recognition.

"Which direction?" Tower asked Burley.

"Looks like they headed east."

"Baltimore?"

Burley shrugged. "Most likely."

"Tell me," Tower said, speaking to the whole group, "in addition to what we have talked about already, what’s the most important thing that happened here tonight?"

Meade opened his mouth to say something but caught himself before the words came out. The rest of the group stared at the floor.

Tower looked at Burley and grinned. Burley returned the grin. While they were exchanging those looks, a voice from the group rang out.

"Julia told us all about her family."

The voice was Lucinda’s, clear and confident.

"That’s exactly right," Tower said. He let that settle into their thinking. "We’ve been investigating the Parrishes for a couple of weeks now. I already knew some of what Julia told us. She confirmed a lot of what I knew and told us some things I didn’t know."

"Like what?" Meade said.

"Things we can use."

Tower smiled faintly and continued. "She told us she would never reveal where her sister went or what the family is planning. That was the truth. But she also told us something more valuable."

"What?" Lucinda asked.

"That she's going to do the opposite of what we expect," Tower said. "She'll assume we'll try to follow her, so she'll go in the opposite direction from her family. She'll assume we don't know where they're based, so she won't go directly back to Baltimore."

"Baltimore?" Meade said. "You know that's where they operate from?"

Tower nodded. "I've known for three weeks. While you were all focused on Catherine Parrish and the maps, Burley got in touch with some of his people in Baltimore. They have been doing what they do best—finding things people want hidden."

He stood and walked to the window, looking out at the dark street below. "The Parrish family runs their operations out of Baltimore. They have a legitimate business there—import/export, shipping connections. It's perfect cover for their intelligence work."

"And Julia doesn't know you know this," Lucinda said.

"Julia thinks we're amateurs," Tower said. "She thinks we got lucky catching her tonight. She has no idea that while she was planning her operation, I was planning mine."

Everyone stayed silent waiting to hear what would come next.

"The three brothers we know about," Tower said, "but what we don’t know is who does what. My guess is they’re all different. One is probably the leader, one is probably a killer, and one is overshadowed by all the others."

He turned back to face them. "Catherine and the brothers—at least one and probably two—will try to sell those maps in Europe. They'll fail, of course, because the maps are worthless. But that's not my concern right now."

"What is your concern?" Margaret asked.

"The one who stays behind," Tower said. "The brother who stays behind in Baltimore to manage the family business and whatever organization they're part of. He's my concern."

"Why him?" Meade asked.

"Because he's the weak link," Tower said. "Catherine is too experienced, too careful. Julia is too paranoid. Catherine will want to take the smart brother with her to Europe because she’ll need him. They’ll likely take the killer brother just to keep watch on him. But the third? He's been left behind while his siblings get the glory. He'll want to prove himself. He'll be vulnerable."

Tower moved back to the desk. "Julia is walking out of here thinking she's won. Let her think that. Let her disappear to New Orleans or San Francisco or wherever she's planning to go. While she's congratulating herself on her cleverness, we'll be working on the brother who’s left behind."

"What do you have in mind?" Lucinda asked.

Tower looked directly at her.

"That depends on you."
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Chapter 1: The Dockside Tavern





"So they split up just like the commander said they would." 

Burley O'Malley sat in the back corner of McGinty's tavern, a dockside establishment where the whiskey was cheap and the questions were few. Across from him sat two men who had spent the last three days watching the Parrish family's movements in Baltimore.

"Arrived together two days ago," said the first operative, a lean man named Frank Doyle who worked the harbor as a stevedore. "Catherine Parrish and all three brothers. Stayed one night, then Catherine and two of the brothers caught the morning train to New York."

Doyle and Burley had served together on the USS Kearsarge during the Civil War. Burley credited Doyle with saving his life during the fight with the CSS Alabama. Doyle always denied it, saying if anything it was the other way around. They eventually agreed to disagree.

"Which two brothers?" Burley asked.

"The tall one and the mean-looking one," Doyle said. "Don't know their names."

The second operative, Tom Brennan, chimed in. "I asked around. The tall one's Jack. The mean one's Jimmy."

"So, they took Jimmy with them?" Burley said.

Brennan shifted in his chair. "Not because they wanted to, would be my guess. Jimmy’s pretty well known around the docks as a troublemaker. Likes to fight. He’s not welcome in a lot of places."

"So, he needs a keeper."

Brennan nodded. "That would be my guess." Brennan had also sailed during the war, though not with Burley and Doyle. He was a friend of Doyle’s, and Doyle had vouched for his reliability. That was enough for Burley.

"That leaves Charlie," Burley said.

"The middle brother," Brennan confirmed. "He's the one who stayed behind."

"And he’s not up to being Jimmy’s keeper."

Both men shook their heads.

Burley took a sip of his beer. "What about the sister? Julia?"

"Haven't seen her," Doyle said. "Asked around discreet-like. Nobody's seen her in Baltimore for weeks."

"Good," Burley said. "That's what the commander figured. She'd go in the opposite direction."

A serving girl brought another round of drinks. The three men waited until she was out of earshot before continuing.

"Tell me about Charlie," Burley said.

Doyle shrugged. "Middle brother, like Tom said. Runs the family business—import/export operation down on Thames Street. Shabby place. Rough and tumble. Keeps the roof over everybody’s head but not much more."

"What kind of import/export?"

"General cargo," Brennan said. "Whatever pays. I've done some work for them, loading and unloading. Nothing fancy. Crates, barrels, the usual."

"What's Charlie like?"

Brennan considered the question. "Keeps to himself mostly. Not unfriendly, but not chatty either. Pays on time, which is more than you can say for some."

"He's always the one left behind," Doyle added. "Every time the family goes somewhere, Charlie stays to keep the store. Never part of any operations, if you know what I mean."

"Operations?" Burley asked.

"Well, that's just it," Doyle said. "The whole family's secretive. Nobody really knows what they're up to beyond the regular business."

Burley leaned forward. "But you have suspicions."

Doyle and Brennan exchanged glances.

"They're not shy about their sympathies," Brennan said carefully. "Confederate flags in the office. Lost Cause talk when they've had a few drinks."

"That's not illegal," Burley said.

"No," Brennan agreed. "But it makes you wonder."

"Wonder about what?"

Another pause. Then Doyle spoke up. "You ever heard of something called the Second Generation?"

Burley kept his face neutral. "Tell me what you've heard."

"Just rumors," Doyle said. "Very secretive bunch. Confederate sympathizers, children of Confederates, people who never accepted how the war ended."

"Lot of people like that," Burley said.

"Not like this crowd. This is different," Brennan said. "These folks aren't just talking. They're doing something. Don't know what, but something."

"You hear this from reliable sources?"

"Sometimes, it’s what you don’t hear," Brennan said.

Doyle shifted uncomfortably. "I heard a story once. Fellow down at the docks, this was maybe two years ago. He'd had too much to drink one night and started bragging about joining some kind of secret society. Going to set things right, get back at the Yankees for all they done, all that talk."

"And?"

"Week later, he disappeared. Turned up in the harbor three days after that. Throat slit."

"Could have been a robbery," Burley said.

"Could have been," Doyle agreed. "But his wallet was still in his pocket."

The three men sat in silence for a moment.

"Are the Parrishes involved with this Second Generation?" Burley asked.

Brennan shrugged. "Wouldn't surprise me if they are. Like I said, they don't hide their sympathies. And there's something about that family. Something more than just running cargo."

"What makes you say that?"

"Just a feeling," Brennan said. "The way they operate. Very careful about who they talk to. Very particular about their business dealings. It's like they're always watching, always careful."

"Or maybe they're just good businessmen," Burley said.

"Maybe," Brennan said, but he didn't sound convinced.

Burley finished his beer and set the glass down. "Here's what I need from you two. Keep watching Charlie Parrish. I want to know where he goes, who he meets with, what he does with his days. But stay distant. Don't let him spot you."

"What are we looking for?" Doyle asked.

"Anything unusual. Anything that doesn't fit with running a simple import/export business."

"And the Second Generation?" Brennan asked.

"Find out what you can," Burley said. "But be very, very careful. If what you're telling me is true, these people don't mess around."

"We'll be careful," Doyle said.

Burley reached into his pocket and pulled out some bills. He slid them across the table. "For your time. And there's more where that came from if you bring me good information."

The two men pocketed the money.

"One more thing," Burley said as they stood to leave. "Don't use my name with anyone. Don't mention this conversation. As far as anyone knows, you're just doing your regular work around the docks."

"Understood," Doyle said.

After they left, Burley sat alone for a few more minutes, nursing what remained of his beer. The tavern was filling up with the evening crowd—dock workers, sailors, the usual collection of men looking to wash away the day's labor with cheap whiskey and cheaper beer.

Commander Tower had been right about the Parrishes splitting up. Right about Julia disappearing. Right about Charlie being left behind.

Now came the hard part: figuring out what Charlie was up to and how to use it against him.

Burley finished his beer and stood. He had a train to catch. The commander would want to know what he had heard.
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Chapter 2: The Black Chamber





"ASouthern belle?" 

Lucinda Meadows made a face.

Nathan Tower was amused but didn't show it.

"Yes, a proper Southern belle," he said, "just like the one you would have been if your father had been a secessionist and you had stayed in Nashville."

Lucinda made another face.

Tower looked at the other two women in the room, Margaret Douglass and Sophie Baumann, who were sitting in a circle with Lucinda and Tower. They had the slightest of grins on their faces. Then he looked back at Lucinda.

"Before we get into the details of your legend, let me explain what we've learned in the past week."

Tower had their full attention.

"Burley's sources in Baltimore have confirmed what we suspected. The Parrish family is connected to an organization called the Second Generation. It's not just Confederate sympathizers sitting around complaining about the war. This is something more dangerous."

"How dangerous?" Sophie asked.

"They're a violent bunch," Tower said. "Against the government, we think. Against the Navy specifically."

"What kind of violence?" Margaret asked.

"We don't know yet," Tower said. "We need to find out what they are planning—or at least what they’re talking about. Burley's sources have heard rumors. Stories about people who talked too much and ended up dead. But we don’t yet know any of the details of what they're planning or when."

He paused, letting that sink in.

"This is why we're going to all this trouble. Taking down Charlie Parrish by himself isn't worth this kind of effort or planning. But getting inside the Second Generation? Learning what they're planning? That's where this operation has gone."

Lucinda leaned forward. "What exactly do you want me to do?"

"Your first purpose is simply to get information," Tower said. "Get inside the organization. See what they're planning. Find out who's running it, how it's structured, what resources they have."

"And then?"

“See if there are opportunities to disrupt or misdirect them.”

Tower looked at each of the women in the room.

"Then we'll decide whether and how to extend the operation," Tower said. "But you'll have about two weeks in Baltimore. Maybe less. After that, the likelihood of your cover being blown increases significantly."

"Why two weeks?" Lucinda asked.

"Because maintaining a false identity gets harder the longer you do it," Tower said. "People start asking more detailed questions. Someone decides to verify your story. A letter gets sent to Abingdon that we don't intercept. The longer you're there, the more chances for something to go wrong."

"So this is primarily an intelligence-gathering mission," Sophie said.

"Exactly," Tower said. "We need to know what the Second Generation is planning before we can stop them."

He looked at Lucinda. "You're Emma Richey from Abingdon, Virginia. You're very well off. You're too young to remember the war itself, but the stories your family told, especially about how horrible the Yankees were—well, that's something you heard a lot and something you'll never forget. That's your legend."

Tower looked at Margaret and Sophie. Lucinda had quit making faces and was listening intently.

"Margaret and Sophie have been working on establishing this legend for the past week," Tower said. "They'll be backing you up from Washington."

"How?" Lucinda asked.

Margaret spoke up. "We'll be living in a small house Commander Tower has secured on the south side of the Capitol. When I appear in public, I'll be playing the role of a maid."

"And I'll be your decrepit mother," Sophie said with a slight smile. "Mrs. Emma Richey's elderly, invalid mother who requires constant care."

"The reason Emma has to return to Washington periodically," Tower explained, "is to check on her poor mother's health."

Lucinda nodded slowly. "So if anyone investigates my background—"

"They'll find a house in Washington with your mother and her maid living there," Tower said. "Margaret and Sophie will verify your story."

“Somebody may start watching the house,” Sophie said. “If they do, we want to give them something to see.”

Tower cut in. “We hope they do. That will give us a chance to watch them.”

"What about Abingdon itself?" Lucinda asked.

"That's been handled," Margaret said. She pulled out a small notebook. "There was a Richey family in Abingdon. Wealthy tobacco merchants. But they moved away in 1879."

"Moved where?" Lucinda asked.

"Richmond," Sophie said. "Then the father died in 1881. The mother and daughter—that would be you—moved to Washington to be closer to the mother's family."

"Except we're not really in Washington," Lucinda said.

"Except you're not really in Washington," Tower agreed. "You maintain the house there, you visit your mother when necessary, but mostly you're traveling. Doing good works."

"What kind of good works?"

Tower leaned forward. "Your story is that you want to use your money to establish small, discreet homes for disabled Confederate veterans living in Yankee states. The Confederates aren't always treated well by the Yankees—that’s what you tell people—and that just breaks your heart. You're on a mission to help these poor men who sacrificed everything for the Cause."

"Homes that don't actually exist," Lucinda said.

"Homes that are very difficult to verify," Margaret corrected. "We've created some paperwork. Letters from supposed beneficiaries. Records of small property purchases here and there that might or might not be related to your charity work."

"Enough to make the story credible," Sophie added, "but vague enough that no one can easily disprove it."

"The beauty of it," Tower said, "is that such homes would need to be kept quiet. Secret, even. To avoid Unionist retaliation or interference."

Lucinda was quiet for a moment, thinking it through. "So I arrive in Baltimore as Emma Richey, wealthy Virginia lady, looking to establish these homes. I make contact with Confederate sympathizers. I make it known that I have money and sympathy for the Cause."

"Exactly," Tower said.

"And Charlie Parrish?"

"You should make contact with Charlie Parrish specifically. Win his confidence. Talk to him. Charm him."

"Charm him," Lucinda repeated flatly.

"When the time is right," Tower continued, "you tell him you want to do more than just help the veterans. You have lots of money, more than enough for your homes. You understand there's some kind of organization or group that wants to go further than just griping about history. You'd like to make some history."

The room was silent for a moment.

"This could turn out to be an extremely dangerous mission," Tower said. "The Second Generation has killed before. They don't tolerate betrayal or exposure. And if they're planning violence against the Navy, they won't hesitate to kill anyone who threatens their operation."

Lucinda appeared unperturbed at what she had just heard. “Do we know anything else about the Second Generation?”

Margaret spoke up. “I’ve done some digging through some of my folks. We’re pretty sure that it’s associated with the Southern Historical Society in Richmond. That’s an organization begun by a former Confederate general named Jubal Early. As soon as the war was over, he started pumping out propaganda about how the South fought for states' rights and how everything they did was for a noble cause. Nothing about slavery.”

“And, unfortunately, people are believing that nonsense,” Sophie said, “especially people in the South.”

“It’s not just in the South,” Margaret said.

“I’ve heard about Jubal Early,” Lucinda said.

“What you’ve heard is probably true,” Tower said. “He was one of Robert E. Lee’s favorites, although people aren’t sure why. He wasn’t a great general by any stretch of the imagination. But he was rude, profane, and always ready for a fight. Word is that he hasn’t changed much in the last two decades.”

“If anything, he’s gotten worse,” Sophie said.

“But violent?” Lucinda asked.

Tower shook his head. “We don’t know. In fact, we don’t know if the Southern Historical Society is even connected with the Second Generation.”

“My folks are pretty sure they are,” Margaret said, “and they don’t think that’s a good combination.”

The room grew silent.

Tower focused on Lucinda. "Are you sure you want to do this?"

"Yes," Lucinda said without hesitation.

"Does Meade know about this?"

"No."

"Does your father know?"

"No."

Tower studied her face. "Lucinda, if something goes wrong—"

"Then I'll deal with it," Lucinda said. "But nothing's going to go wrong."

"We can't guarantee that."

"I know," Lucinda said. "But I'm still going."

Sophie leaned forward. "Commander, what if something goes wrong—something we haven’t thought of?"

"Then Lucinda extracts immediately," Tower said. "We have an escape plan. Multiple escape plans, actually."
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