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Chapter 1

"You'd better keep an eye on your Negro." William Burnley was a slight man with a straight nose, wavy lips, and deep-set eyes.  His clean-shaven face and jacket buttoned up to his white collar made him look like a French priest, but he was a disciple of trade rather than a servant of the Almighty. The government position he had purchased allowed him to snap up bankrupt plantations in Trinidad for next to nothing. It was said he owned more than a thousand slaves to keep his sugar operation profitable. His wife, who stood beside him like an underweight anchor on an errant ship, was so pale-skinned that the veins on her temples pulsed blue as they pumped blood to her observant brain.  Eby had never seen anyone so pale, but that might have been because her husband was hovering over Eby like a curious bull at a salt lick.

In Trinidad, Eby had presented herself as a plantation owner in Brazil to gain access to the reception at Government House.  Her friend and former slave Chavu was not permitted to enter the event, but around town, he was presumed to be her major-domo.  It would be his job to ride herd on any slaves she purchased for her plantation.  In Trinidad, nobody knew, or needed to know, what had really happened to her family property in Santo Amaro.  Although it had been taken away from her, she could trade on its existence for a while to boost her standing in the eyes of the land-owning class. She hadn't been to a formal social event like this since she was in London.  There were similar soirées in Salvador da Bahia, but Eby had preferred not to mix with those who looked down on her. Most of Salvador knew who she was, and they would know she had fallen from her throne. Her reaction to the snub of the Salvadorian matrons had been learned from her mother, who was even darker-skinned and more shunned than her daughter. "If they don't want you, create your own circle," she had said. 

"I speak for all of us," William Burnley continued, "when I tell you the economy will collapse if that damned Wilberforce gives these niggers their freedom.  They can't survive by themselves and need a stiff hand to keep them under control."

The teacup in Eby's hand shook with the impulse to throw it at William Burnley, so she set it carefully on the saucer in her other hand, willing it not to clatter and give her away. "I trust my friend, my negro, as you call him, with my life."

When the fine-boned man with the white temples and forelock laughed, Eby closed her eyes as his fetid breath washed over her face like air that had been imprisoned too long.  She opened her eyes in time to see his glistening lips close over sugar-blackened teeth.  In white frills and flounces that were too young for her age, his moth of a wife clung to her husband's arm in case his fit of unbridled laughter might carry him away.  "But what will you do, my dear?" William Burnley said, "When you no longer have your gorilla to protect you.  These people have nothing in their heads except how to shirk their duties. Your boy will fail you at the first hurdle."

Along with his insults and threats, he seemed to be proposing himself as a protector.  His wife tugged on his arm.

"We are not in a competition, Sir," Eby answered.  'I have known Mister Tiradentes most of my life." She was uncomfortable talking to William Burnley about Chavu because he was powerful enough to make anyone he didn't like disappear.  Now, not only she, but Chavu was in the spotlight.  

Eby was aware that Chavu attended meetings at Dr. Philipe's house.  Dr. Phillipe was a medical doctor who had trained in Scotland.  His intelligence and education put Mr. Burnley's provincialism to shame, but worse, Dr. Phillipe was a free black man. Chavu had gone to see the doctor because on the ship from Salvador da Bahia to Trinidad, he would only lift himself out of his stupor long enough to panic and threaten to jump overboard.  By the time they arrived on the island, Chavu was in such a state of paralysis that he hardly seemed to be alive.  As a man who was terrified of open water, he had sweated his way through the barge ride from the Santo Amaro plantation down to Salvador.  Every time the boat docked at a jetty along the way, he got off and declared he would go the rest of the way on foot.  Eby had to coax him to get back on board so he could be at her back as she made her way through the halls of law and commerce in an attempt to regain her plantation from the men who had stolen it. 

As they boarded the cargo boat at the jetty near the Santo Amaro plantation, Eby had wondered what would happen if her efforts to reclaim her property failed. 

"I will leave this corrupt country," she said, "even though I know the sickness of cheating honest people for power and money is everywhere."

"You once told me your father's family owned a vineyard in Portugal," Chavu suggested.  "You could go there.  Of course, I wouldn't be going with you."

"Why not?  A single woman is always in need of a protector."

"I have enough trouble staying on this miserable scow," he said.  "You know I can't swim, but at least I would die in sight of land.  If I had to stay for months on a ship, I would not need to jump, as I would die of terror just the same."

"Portugal is very far away," Eby said, "but Napoleon has been sent to Saint Helena, so it should be safe by now.  You could study the vines and how they grow."

Chavu didn't appear to take her proposal seriously but instead gazed at the passing hilltops. "When I brought your father back here before he died," he said.  "We left Piet in Trinidad.  I don't know if he is still there.  He will remember your father.  If you can write an introduction, I will sign it with my X. You can give him news of me."

"You can give him the news yourself," Eby said.  "If you stay here, your life will be impossible. You are not twenty years old anymore."

Sitting with his back against the single cabin of the boat, Chavu stared at the floor between his feet. He had retreated into a blank space where he would wait in silence for whatever might befall him.  When he was a slave, he must have spent many dark evenings after being worked to exhaustion and humiliated all day, sunk into the same trance. He was a condemned man, waiting for the executioner's axe to fall.

When they arrived in Salvador on the scow, the town was still abuzz with stories of a disaster that had unfolded a few days earlier.  A mansion that had been used as a bordello had collapsed and killed several people who had been trapped under the rubble.  The neighbours said the roof had been leaking for years, and when the rescuers lifted aside the beams where the grand staircase had been, they found the timber supports were more hollow than solid.  Termites had been burrowing into them for years.  Eby knew which house had crumbled and didn't want to see it, not only because it would make her feel sad on behalf of her parents, but because it would alert certain people to her whereabouts.  Those buried under the disintegrated remains of the house were two of the female residents, which was a shame.  Eby would have been pleased to hear that the plantation overseer, Mister Lima, had been a victim of his own neglect.  

Her attempts at reclaiming her stolen property were met with scorn from lawyers and threats from officials.  In a temper, she marched into the bank, hoping that the men who had cheated her of her birthright had not been there ahead of her and had written her off the books.  After stamping her feet and threatening to withdraw all of the plantation money from the bank, the director gave her a tidy sum in gold coins to prevent her from causing a scene.   Mister Lima, the plantation overseer, or the Count St. Germain, who had raped her and left her with the boy Ivan that she had abandoned twice, and Javier, the man she thought she would be spending her life with until he became a turncoat, would learn soon enough what she had done.  She and Chavu had to get away from Salvador while it was still possible. With her enemies on her trail and Chavu's refusal to go any further on a boat, she had to act quickly so Chavu's fear of enslavement and death would outrank his fear of the sea.

Their flight became real on the same evening Eby extracted the gold from the bank because she spotted Mister Lima in a carriage near the boathouse she and Chavu had been using.  They didn't dare stay there the night, so Eby took a room at an Inn and let Chavu in secretly through a ground-floor window so he could sleep on the floor. In the morning, they dashed down to the port and were devastated to see that a ship heading for the Caribbean had just cast off. Eby paid a couple of the stronger fishermen who were hanging around the dock to row their fastest skiff to catch up with the departing brig.  From the moment she and Chavu were settled on the ship's deck, she kept her eye on its wake, worried that a swifter boat would reach them and return them to Salvador to pay back what Eby had taken. By the second day, when there was no sign of chasers, she breathed more easily.  Chavu, on the other hand, grew steadily worse.  It took three weeks to sail from Salvador to Trinidad, and by the time they got to Port of Spain, he had deteriorated into semi-consciousness and convulsions.  Some assumed he had picked up an unknown disease and they wouldn't get anywhere near him, while others were sure he had been possessed by the devil and prayed for him. 

Port of Spain in Trinidad was a disappointment.  After the well-established churches, government offices, and commercial buildings of Salvador, it was a sorry-looking provincial town.  Its jetty was a stone breakwater that had been built by the Spanish in a futile attempt to ward off invaders.  The English had taken over the island in a bloodless invasion to the north of the capital, and their right to occupation was confirmed by a European treaty.   The new fortress and its breakwater had not come under attack. The crew told Eby that half of the small port community had gone up in flames ten years earlier, and the restoration had brought sturdy two-story businesses instead of the old wattle-and-daub houses with their flammable reed roofs. 

When Eby went searching for her father's ex-slave Piet, she left Chavu at an Inn, hoping now that he was on dry land, he wouldn't run off into the mangrove swamps and disappear. Trinidad was an island, so he couldn't go far, and it was highly unlikely he would board another ship.  She had tried to explain to him that although she had given him his freedom in Brazil, it did not mean he was free in Trinidad, so he needed to stay out of trouble.  Considering he had sunk into silence, it was not much to ask, but some would mistake silence for insolence.  She made inquiries around Port of Spain to see if anyone knew of a Piet, and because it was such an unusual name, Eby was led to the front door of a dry goods store.

Inside, she was greeted by a mulatto man with a straight, narrow nose, its perfect line broken by a bump that was probably inherited from his unknown Dutch father.  His round and sweet face probably came from his mother.  He bowed to Eby like he would have done to all of his customers. "Good morning, Madam," he said.

"I am looking for a gentleman named Piet," she said, "and I have been directed here."

"You are a stranger,"  he said.

"We have arrived on a ship from Salvador da Bahia," Eby said. 

"Then you must be looking to re-supply yourself for the rest of your journey."  He backed away from Eby, raising an arm to indicate the shelves of crockery, hats, baby clothes, and dresses pinned to the walls, while the shop counters displayed jewelry, cosmetics, and stationery.  "We have everything," he raised his chin with pride.

"I may need something later," Eby said, "but it's Mister Piet I would like to speak with." 

The man bowed again, and when he stood up to square his shoulders, he said, "I am he."

"My name is Evelina da Silva," she said.  "I understand you knew my father."

Piet narrowed his eyes at this mention of the past.  For all he knew, she had come from Brazil to claim him as her property. "Da Silva?" he asked.  "Portuguese?"  Eby was not surprised by his evasiveness.  He would have encountered plenty of Portuguese fortune hunters in his life.

"Brazilian," Eby said.  "From Salvador da Bahia."

"Ah," he said, as he squared the information in his mind.  "Your father paid me to go on his expeditions because I learned Arawak from my mother."

"We have never met," she said, "but I heard about you from my father and from Chavu."

"Ah.  Chavu," he mused.  "Such a strong and faithful servant."

"He's here in Trinidad with me." Eby was relieved that Piet was beginning to let go of his defensiveness. "Unfortunately, he is not so strong at the moment," she said, "and sometimes I doubt his capabilities now that I have taken him so far from his home."

A slight young man who had been picking over the merchandise at the back of the store slowly edged toward Eby.  When he was close, he brushed past her to stand at Piet's shoulder.  Piet introduced him as the dressmaker responsible for the lady's clothing in the shop.  Eby nodded to him but didn't extend a hand or a polite greeting.

"I remember that Chavu didn't like sailing," Piet said.  "He suffered through it like a man forced to eat dirt.  We spent a lot of time in a canoe on the river, but we stayed close to shore in case Chavu was seized by a fit."

"I'm afraid that after the trip from Salvador, he has come down with the same sickness.  I don't know how to pull him out of it, except that he remembers you.  Maybe some kind words from you would help him."

"He was a brave man," Piet said.  "Taking your father back home when he was ill.  It's a wonder either of them made it back."

"My father died shortly after he got home," Eby said.  "I don't know how Chavu managed the journey, but he did.  I'm sorry to see him not himself these days.  I need him because a woman on her own is always vulnerable.  Will you do me the favour of coming to speak with him?"

It was on Piet's first visit with Chavu that he recommended Doctor Phillipe. When they finally secured an appointment, Chavu was by then almost mute, so Eby had to explain his circumstances. Word had it that the doctor had written his final paper for medical school on hysteria, a disease more commonly visited on women, but the doctor believed that men and women alike could be afflicted by nervous disorders.  He theorized that apart from Chavu's fear of water, the initial joy he felt about being a free man of colour could have devolved into inertia.  Since birth, a slave had been told what to do, but once the restraints were removed, he was like a horse wandering the countryside with no owner and no purpose.  The doctor had seen it in military men whose lives had taken a downward turn when they were discharged from service.

"Abolition will be the ruin of the country."  William Burnley's protestations interrupted Eby's worries about Chavu and reminded her that men like Burnley were the living barriers to wider acceptance of coloured people as human beings.  She put less store in the economy than she did in her belief that all individuals were entitled to basic rights.  Slavery was the antithesis of everything that the new Enlightenment philosophy proposed.   Even though William Burnley was a powerful man on the island, in Eby's eyes, he was as backwards and foolish as any favoured son of a rich man.  

"Money is not everything," Eby said.  "Dignity and respect are more important."

"It's hard to maintain your self-respect, young lady," William Burnley said, "when you are starving on the streets of your city."

"Food can be found," Eby countered.  "Dignity and honour, not so easily."

"Don't tell me you are another of those revolutionaries," he said, and the corners of his mouth turned down like he had smelled something rotten.  "It will finish badly," he said.  "You are on the wrong side of history, Miss."

"And I believe the same about you, Sir," Eby said.  "So, unless you wish to arrest me as an enemy of the state, I suggest we agree to disagree."

"You beautiful women are the soul of treachery," he said, "and have been the ruin of many a good man."  His wife gave him a sharp look as he pulled his elbow out of her grasp and set down his cup and saucer on a sideboard.  "As a government official, I consider it my duty to warn you, Miss, about quacks like Doctor Phillipe.  You and your negro could find yourselves in difficulty."

"Are you threatening me, Sir?" Eby asked.  "The Governor would not be pleased to hear it."  Eby had not met the Governor, even though he was just across the room at that very event, but she had heard he was a fair man who was aware of the abolitionist tide in England.





Chapter 2


​It had taken a few months after she landed for Eby to ingratiate herself into such illustrious company, though the credit for making the right introductions belonged to Piet.  He knew everyone. Now that she was in a temporarily privileged position, she needed to be cautious about making enemies, but sitting back and saying nothing about injustice was not in her nature. She no longer kicked at things in a fit of temper as she did when she was an adolescent, but the urge was still there.  It was useless to confront men physically, so she had learned to take a sideways approach and channel her exasperation into words.


"What a hateful man," Eby said to Piet when William Burnley had moved on to a young woman who was whiter and probably more pliable than Eby.  He probably wouldn't get much cooperation out of her either, as his wife trailed him like a ghostly bloodhound.  A dalliance with anyone other than one of his slaves would not go down well at home.

Piet was too clever to be heard passing judgment on William Burnley in public.  It could be bad for his business. A tall, bearded, white-haired man strode toward them. "Here is Señor Domenico de la Cruz," Piet said.  "Señor de la Cruz. I'd like you to meet the daughter of an old acquaintance from Brazil, Miss Evelina da Silva." 

Eby curtsied.

"I'm charmed to meet such a beauty as you," he said. "Any friend of Piet's is a friend of mine."

He didn't acknowledge Piet's companion, seeming to overlook him on purpose.  "My late father and Mister Piet," Eby said, "went on excursions together up the Orinoco.  I doubt my father would have survived as long as he did if it weren't for this gentleman's help."

"He is a man of many talents," Señor de la Cruz said, and winked at Piet. "I helped him get his start here in Port of Spain, you know.  And now look at him.  You have done well for yourself, haven't you, son?" 

"Señor de la Cruz is from Cuba," Piet said.  "But they don't want him there."

"Self-righteous bastards!  Persona non grata, they call me.  I don't want their welcome anyway.  At least they only threw me out and not my family."

"You haven't done badly for yourself in Trinidad," Piet said.  "But then we are a smaller island than your home."

"Thank you for reminding me of my humiliation." Señor de la Cruz smiled and briefly nodded his head in deference, but when he looked up, Eby saw his eyes were warm and friendly, liquid with emotion. "The Spanish would probably have thrown me off this island as well, but it seems our new English overlords are more tolerant," he said. "My family in Cuba might be on borrowed time anyway, and have to throw themselves at my feet to ask forgiveness.  I hear my grandson is plotting a revolution against the regime."

"I wish the Spanish weren't so two-faced about slavery," Eby said, at risk of turning the conversation serious.  "They talk, and they talk, but nothing happens."

"They're trying to play both sides of the chessboard," Señor de la Cruz said.  "The English abolitionists will surely hold sway, but it will be a long road with conditions and compromises along the way.  Some plantation owners, like our Mister Burnley, are hoarding slaves so the reparations paid to them will be greater when the time comes.  I'm sure he will list his dogs and horses as his dependents to flesh out his claim."

"Do you have property here?" Eby asked.  "A plantation?"

"I certainly do," Señor de la Cruz said.  "Sugar.  But I'm thinking of going into cocoa.  We're bringing in plants from Venezuela to see if we can make our native trees more robust."

"Do you have slaves?" Eby asked.

"Of course I do, my dear.  It is a rare plantation owner who employs free blacks.  They are expensive and getting more so.  We don't know when abolition will come, but by then, I may have sold up and retired to my plantation to live out my days.  If things change in Cuba, there is a small chance I can sell up and go back, but I will not waste time pining for it. Change is the only constant we miserable humans have, you see, with death being just another of those changes.  We must learn to accept what will come."

"I don't know if your revolutionary grandson feels the same way," Eby said.

"An astute observation, Señorita. You young people are always in a hurry, while we older ones are happy to live in peace, even if it means compromise."

"I am not so young, Sir," Eby said.  "But I am more drawn to change than to inaction.  As a woman, I don't have many more rights than a slave and am often treated as such.  Slaves will be free one day, and women as well."

"A very lofty goal indeed, and I wish you success with your struggle, Señorita Evelina, but you may be my age before you see that day."

"My only worry is keeping William Burnley from chasing us off.  He has already threatened my friend."

"Threatened Piet?" Señor de la Cruz asked.  "Our friend here has more allies than wicked old Burnley could dream of."

"I was referring to my friend Salvador Tiradentes," Eby said. "He is a freed slave who helped me through many difficult times."

"It's admirable of you to defend your friend before yourself," Don Domenico de la Cruz said. "William Burney would never understand such loyalty.  But then you are not one hundred percent European, so he might consider you to be in the same tainted category as your friend.  Except for your obvious beauty, you and your opinions are no more to him than a pesky fly.  He will have no scruples about swatting you down if you try to bite him, no matter what colour you are."

"I'm hoping Doctor Phillipe can make my friend better in case we have to leave the island.  I would like to stay here, but not at the risk of Chavu being sent back into slavery."

"As you know," Señor de la Cruz said.  "There is still slavery in Cuba."

"So I understand," Eby answered.  "But in Cuba, I don't have enemies.  From what you tell me of your grandson, more people in Cuba would like to change the system than here in Trinidad.  Perhaps I would feel at ease among them."

"I wish your friend luck with the doctor," Don Domenico said.  "Cuba is a week's sail, and he must be in condition to get on board a ship and stay for the duration before you think about taking him.  If you do decide you need to leave us, I will write you an introduction to my son."

It was a kind offer from Señor de la Cruz, but Eby was not fixed on the idea of leaving Trinidad. She didn't know if Chavu would ever be fit to sail again.  If it was her destiny to live out her life in Trinidad, she would probably remain poor, as she had no means of buying property and scraping a sugarcane plantation out of the forest.  Neither did she wish to marry a plantation owner and be subservient to his every whim.  Since she was a girl, she had worried about a future husband claiming all of her property, but now that she had nothing to her name, she was not about to surrender her soul for the sake of comfort.

Chavu eventually found his voice, though he was more halting than before, and in demeanour was reticent and shy.  He continued to see Doctor Phillipe so he could explain how he felt, and the doctor would suggest reasons why that was.  To Eby, it sounded like the witch doctor who would tell people what their dreams meant and convince them that decapitating chickens would bring them salvation.  Eby was proud of Chavu when he accepted an offer of work from Piet to help unload merchandise at the docks and transport it to the dry goods shop.

Eby didn't settle on anything.  She had never worked for anyone but herself, and didn't see herself selling dresses to haughty upstart ladies in Piet's shop.  She'd lose her temper on the first encounter because, right or wrong, she was a decisive person, and dithering tested her patience.  Trinidad was a pleasant place, with a relatively benign administration, but it didn't feel like home.  In her most homesick moments, she reasoned with herself that she didn't have a home anymore.  Only the rags of one remained in Brazil, and if she went back there, the men who had stolen what was hers would probably arrange to put her in prison.  Exile was not an ideal alternative, but at least she was in a lush, forgiving place like Trinidad and not on a barren island.  She occasionally attended other events at Government House.  Though it was not what she wanted to do, she could never hope to find an opportunity to get ahead by staying home all day.  Unfortunately, William Burnley was also at many of these receptions.

"It seems you have ignored my advice about your negro," he said.

"In what way?  He is not subservient to me and is free to do as he wishes."

"As his friend, you might convey to him that if he continues to urge my workers to leave me and go to work for wages, he is endangering the entire economic life of our country. I will be suggesting to the Governor that it is time to stop these thieves, like your slave and the treasonous Doctor Phillipe, from doing irreparable damage."

"I understand," Eby said, calmly sipping on the Indian tea that the Governor had acquired to serve to his guests, "that the only people the doctor is interested in are those who were once free but have been captured by your men and put back into bondage."

"They were never free, and they cannot prove it."

"Because you have confiscated their papers," Eby spat out.  "That is an illegal act that the Governor should know about as well.  Perhaps he already knows, and you line his pockets to make sure you are able carry on with your underhanded ways."

"Are you accusing me of bribing government officials?"  The plantation owner stood straight and stiff like a soldier bracing for a fight. "You are on a slippery slope, Madam.  We know where you sleep at night and what you do all day.  You have no family here, no power, and regardless of what you say, I suspect you have very little money.  People like you disappear every day."

Although the threat sent a chill through Eby, she was annoyed that this powerful man had turned his evil thoughts on her.  She would have to change lodgings.  Going to the Governor and complaining about William Burnley's intimidation was not likely to gain her anything. A few days later, when she stopped at Piet's shop to buy thread, he asked her to come into his office at the back of the shop. 

"We haven't seen Chavu for two days," he said.  "I understand the doctor is helping him with his problems, but since I have known him, Chavu has always been a person of his word.  I know it is a lot to ask, but can you inquire at his lodgings to ask if he is in good health?"

This was worrying.  Chavu could have relapsed into a catatonic phase, or he could have fallen into a trench alongside the road.  He had been staying in a room near the port so he would be available when shipments arrived.  The landlady at his boarding house wasn't helpful. 

"With him gone, I can catch up on my expenses," she said as she escorted Eby to Chavu's room.  "That man's eating my entire pantry.  He must have the devil inside that makes him so hungry."

Although Eby expected to find Chavu in bed with a fever, the bed was empty, but there were a few personal items on a table. It was as if he had gone out one morning and walked away.   It would have been better if she had found him ill as long as it wasn't life-threatening.  She made a report to the police, who listened politely at first, but when they heard Chavu was black, they closed their books in front of her and made excuses about free black men going missing all the time.

"He has probably left the island, Miss.  Jumped on the first boat to take him back home."

"He wouldn't do that," Eby said.  "He's terrified of water.  Doctor Phillipe has been treating him for that."

The senior policeman laughed.  "That witch doctor probably told him to go hang himself.  Most likely, if you check the tall trees, Miss, you'll find strange fruit hanging there."  Both policemen laughed uproariously at their wit.

"So you're telling me you can't do anything?"

The senior policeman shrugged.  "We get so many like this, Miss. Lazy freemen.  If we chased after all of them, we'd never have time to catch the real criminals."

"I'll tell you who the real criminals are." Eby was livid.  "Those men who pick up black men from the street and whisk them away to a plantation on the other side of the island, hoping he'll never be found."

"You're mistaken, Miss," the policeman said.  "But you had better watch your words. There are powerful forces, richer even than the Governor, who might bring a case against you for slander."

"Let them try," Eby stood up from the hard chair they had directed her to, straightened her dress, picked up her parasol as if she might attack them with it, and strode out of the room.  It was a rash display of arrogance, but Eby was annoyed by the men's insinuations.

It took a couple of weeks before news came via Doctor Phillipe that Chavu was alive.  As Eby suspected, he had been arrested as a vagrant and taken to work as a slave at one of William Burnley's plantations.  Unless he was kept in chains day and night, he was sure to try to escape, but this might make things worse, as Burney's overseers would shoot him in the back as he was running away.   Eby was all for going there and insisting on his release, having given Chavu his freedom herself.  Without his papers, however, there was no proof.  A few days later, when Eby visited Chavu's boarding house, the landlady had already thrown out what few possessions he had.  Eby insisted on inspecting his old room, which now had a new tenant, but she couldn't discover where Chavu might have hidden his documents.  She had instructed him to keep them with him at all times, but if he had, Burnley's men would have torn them up in his face.  Chavu hadn't fully recovered from his breakdown on the boat, and Eby wasn't sure how long he would last if they kept him locked up in chains.  He was likely to chew off his leg.

Doctor Phillipe swore Eby to secrecy about a plan to raid the plantation and rescue a few others who were in the same situation as Chavu.  She could only hold her breath that the operation would be successful. Another week went by, during which she had no news.  She was convinced the operation had failed or that Chavu had been killed, and nobody wanted to tell her the truth.  The longer she waited, the less sure she was about staying in Trinidad.  Piet was there, and Señor de la Cruz had been sympathetic, even offering to pay for her voyage if she decided to try her luck in Cuba.  The De la Cruz family in Havana would find it strange if a beautiful, no longer innocent refugee arrived on their doorstep expecting to be taken in.  It wasn't how Eby wanted to present herself, but if she was forced to leave Trinidad, it was a choice she needed to consider.  One evening, while repairing the fringe of her shawl, a couple of men stormed past the landlady of Eby's new lodging and pounded on her door.

"Come out, you nigger lover," they shouted.  "Your time is up."

At the first sound of raised voices and thundering feet, Eby had wrestled a heavy dresser in front of it and sat silently on her bed, not wanting to aggravate the men who, by the sound of their drunken slurred expletives, would be happy to tear her to pieces. She could hear the landlady's shouts of protest, but then her dissenting voice faded away.  Eby hoped the woman had run off to find a constable or someone to dislodge the rabid animals from her door.  That someone should have been Chavu, but he was nowhere to be found.  
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