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			“. . . a
				civil war is, we may say, the prototype of all war, for in the persons of fellow
				citizens who happen to be the enemy we meet again, with the old ambivalence of love
				and hate and with all the old guilts, the blood brothers of our childhood.”

			Robert Penn Warren, The Legacy of the Civil
					War
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			Embarcadero Port, San Francisco. 1868.
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			Moonlight rippled on the black water. The sounds of the Barbary Coast saloons filled the air and met them on shore. Jupiter watched the rocks. He aimed his lantern at the shadows. Something moved underneath the sand. “They’re here,” he said to Clement. The earth parted, light shined through the crack, and a hand emerged beckoning Jupiter and Clement. The trapdoor under Maggie’s saloon opened and an unconscious man slumped to the shore. He was young, about twenty or so, and strong. His palms were pebbled with calluses, no stranger to work on a ship. He’d fetch about twenty-five dollars, a tidy sum, but Jupiter searched the man’s pockets anyway. No money, just a crooked deck of cards and loaded dice. Poor boy had tried to trick the wrong people and ended up on the bad end of a vanishing act. Jupiter nodded to the man underneath the earth. The hole closed and all was dark again.

			Jupiter put the shady paraphernalia in his pockets, then he and Clement dragged the boy to their boat and dropped him on top of a pile of three other unconscious men. The lad was all muscle; maybe they’d get an even thirty for him.

			They pushed off. Clement manned the oars and Jupiter held the lantern, waving its beam in the darkness until the masts of the Halcyon became visible. She was bound for the Philippines; a ton of pepper in her hull, she needed a crew badly.

			•  •  •

			“What have we here?” asked the first mate as he looked at the three unconscious men at Jupiter’s feet. Clement spoke up. “We’ve got a carpenter, a cooper, and one able-bodied seaman—skills to be determined on deck.”

			The ship’s crew buzzed about.

			The first mate scratched his beard. “Are you sure these men have sailed before? Last lot you two provided were so fond of land that they damn near had tree trunks instead of legs.”

			“It’s our promise,” Clement said, “to provide you with the most skilled seamen available at the time.”

			“Aye, and I’m sure you’d swear it on your mother’s soul,” the first mate grumbled.

			“Well, I’m glad we are in agreement,” said Clement.

			“How much?” asked the first mate.

			“Fifty dollars for the lot,” said Jupiter.

			Clement looked at him. “You heard the man.”

			The first mate spat. “Highway robbery, this is,” but paid Clement accordingly: fifty dollars—ten to Jupiter, fifteen to Clement, and twenty-five to Maggie.

			“Be careful of this one,” Jupiter said, pointing to the man as he climbed back in the boat. “He likes to beat women.” Judging them made it easier for Jupiter. If they had done bad things, if they were bad people, then they must deserve what was happening to them. In places like Maggie’s there was an ample supply of men who did terrible things.

			“Oh, does he?” asked the first mate. “Too bad for him—and the lot of us—that there ain’t any woman aboard. Although, these long trips do tend to play tricks on your mind. Some of these younger lads may get mistaken for mermaids.”

			•  •  •

			The ship vanished into the fog as if by some natural sleight of hand. Jupiter was no magician, but he was quite good at making men disappear.

			They brought the boat back to shore, secured it, then walked onto the portside road, merging with a crowd teeming with sailors, drunks, and thrill seekers.

			Jupiter could feel Clement staring at him as they walked. “Something on your mind?”

			“I feel as though I should ask you that question,” answered Clement.

			Jupiter hated when Clement acted as though they were friends. It was closer to indentured servitude than a relationship, and he wasn’t foolish enough to think otherwise.

			“Where were you the other night?” Clement asked. “Had to hire off the docks for muscle.”

			“Had a prior obligation.”

			“Tea with the Queen? I don’t see a note pinned to your shirt.”

			Jupiter stared him down. Clement had seen Jupiter kill a man once. Jupiter gave him a look to remind him of that fact. Clement stared back as if he remembered but didn’t care.

			“Did you say anything to Maggie about it?” Jupiter asked.

			“No, I didn’t. There’s me saving your ass again,” said Clement.

			“Fine. Thanks to me, we got double what we expected for those last ones. Just take what you spent out of my share.”

			Clement spat in the road and barely missed the shoe of a passerby. “Damn right I will. Listen to you acting like you don’t need the money.”

			He always needed the money. He had strong-armed his way across the country, tarnishing whatever honor remained in his uniform. During the day, Negroes, old and young alike, had waved at him as he passed in his tattered blue coat. At night he stole food and rifled through the pockets of unconscious drunks. By the time he arrived in San Francisco, smelled the briny air, and saw the harbor—a forest of masts—he had turned desperation into an art. He had killed countless men during the war, only two since its end. Maybe he was becoming a better man.

			“And we’re still one man short,” said Clement.

			“Or we can take what we have and call it a night.”

			“Call it a night, he says. This isn’t that kind of job, now is it?”

			Jupiter was walking. “Did you hear that?”

			“Hear what?”

			Something faint and shrill floated over the ironworks. “That. It was a scream.”

			“So what if it was,” said Clement. “Screams are popular this time of night.”

			Jupiter heard the sound again and walked toward it.

			“Jupiter, don’t bother—”

			At the end of a dark alley, he found the source of the sound: a Chinese girl, about thirteen or so, pinned to the wall by a man three times her size and three times her age. “Ease up, honey,” the man growled. “The more you fight the longer it’ll take.” There was a tipped-over basket of laundry, clothes strewn on the ground.

			The girl screamed again. She looked up and saw Jupiter. She began shouting at him in her language. Jupiter had not picked up much Chinese, but it was obvious that she was screaming for help.

			The man slapped her into silence. He looked over his shoulder and saw Jupiter. “Get out of here, nigger. This doesn’t concern you.” He put his hand between her legs, forcing them open.

			“I think it does. Why don’t you leave the girl alone? Go to one of the saloons up the street, plenty of willing women there. I’ll even buy their time for you if you let that little girl take the laundry back to her family.”

			“Ain’t this somethin’. Why would you care what I do with this little whore?”

			Jupiter looked at her, then the clothes; small clothes, the clothes of children. “How much do you want for her?”

			“What?”

			“You said she’s a whore. How much do you want for her?”

			Clement had caught up with him. “Jupiter, let’s leave this man to his business. We have our own to attend to.” He grabbed Jupiter by the arm.

			“Best listen to your master, dog.”

			Jupiter snatched his arm back. “If she’s a whore how much are you going to pay her then?”

			He seemed confused. “Not a goddamned thing. I’ve never paid for Chink slit in my life. Why start now?” The girl took advantage of the distraction, gathered her things, and ran away.

			The man walked over to Jupiter, an inch from his face. The man had no teeth, which put Jupiter at ease: men with teeth like to use them when a fight does not go their way. “You just cost me my entertainment for the evening,” he said, poking Jupiter’s chest upon each syllable. “What are you—”

			Jupiter grabbed the finger, bent it back until the man was on his knees. Clement flung his coat open, drew his blackjack, and swung it against the man’s head. His face hit the ground before Clement brought his arm back.

			“Christ, why did you start that?” said Clement, searching the dark windows and doorways for witnesses.

			“You said we need another man. His finger’s broken, but I think he’ll do just fine.” Jupiter knelt and struggled to lift him. “Aren’t you going to help me?”

			“Oh, The Mighty Jupiter needs help?”

			“What are the two of you up to?” 

			Jupiter knew it was a policeman. He turned around while trying to hold the man upright.

			“Our friend has had too much to drink. We’re just taking him back to his room.”

			“Too much to drink, you say?” The policeman walked over to the man and lifted his chin, which dropped promptly once he let it go. “Unless the man has swallowed a bathtub full of liquor, I’d say he’s been done in by something stronger than drink. What house did you say you’re taking him to?”

			“Clark’s on Geary.”

			The policeman stroked his mustache. “So if I were to stop by in a couple of hours, I’d find him there, sleeping like a baby?”

			Jupiter looked at Clement. “Yes, you would, officer. You see the state he’s in.”

			“Oh, I see the state he’s in, but something tells me he’s headed outside of California.” The officer gripped his baton and moved closer to them. “Listen,” he said, “I know the routine. The world’s a cruel place—makes good men do bad things. I don’t know what this man did, but he has done something, and I’m sure it would make my job easier to have him off the streets. However, the problem is that this man is wanted.”

			“Wanted?” said Clement. They struggled with the man’s body.

			“Aye, for chopping down cherry trees . . . and a large fellow’s beanstalk. There’s a reward for him. I’d hate to miss out on that reward.”

			“Just how large is that reward, officer?” asked Jupiter.

			He tapped his palm five times with his baton. “Oh, I’d say about ten dollars.”

			“Christ,” said Clement

			“Shouldn’t take the Lord’s name in vain, son. It shows a lack of character.”

			•  •  •

			San Francisco was a rough city, a city that broke you if you were weak. A night of carousing in a saloon, and you might awake the next morning on a ship headed for Australia. Close your eyes while enjoying a woman’s charms—the sweetness of her kiss, the safety of her embrace—and you would open them in the cramped quarters of a vessel charting a course for the East Indies.

			There were ships out there that needed crews; supply failed to keep pace with demand. About twenty or so gangs specialized in shanghaiing—snatching unsuspecting sailors off the street—even other ships—and selling them to ships bound for distant ports. Some were coy about it; in other places it was blatant. Yet everyone looked the other way. Things had become so dire that it wasn’t just sailors in danger of the crimp: any able-bodied man who dared to enter a brothel or saloon made himself a potential victim. Shipmasters were duped into believing they were purchasing the skills of true sailors, not just the insolence of drunkards and louts.

			“Tracking down deserters,” is how Clement explained it at first, but Jupiter soon learned the truth.

			It was Jupiter’s idea for Maggie to be more discreet in her endeavors. To him, the brazenness of the crimps and tricks played on the shipmasters seemed misguided. If skilled seamen were needed, it made sense to seek them. Why shouldn’t Maggie keep her intentions secret? Since sailors were fearful of being shanghaied from every dive on the waterfront, why not create a place that offered the illusion of safety, one where they could have a drink without the fear of receiving a club to head or dope slipped into their drinks?

			Jupiter learned that the hard way. Soon after his arrival, some white men began following him. During a night of drinking, one of the men attacked him. The war had unlocked a desperate lust for survival in Jupiter: when threatened, he was unmatched.

			He grabbed the man’s windpipe and squeezed until the rigid tissues collapsed in his grip. His victim thrashed violently; he tried to scream, but no sound came.

			Clement watched all of that unfold and shot the remaining attacker. He approached Jupiter, offering to help him remove the bodies. Yes, Jupiter had acted in self-defense, but there was no way—even after emancipation—a black man who killed a white man could avoid the noose.

			After helping Jupiter, Clement said he needed a favor. He explained that the man Jupiter killed had worked for Maggie. He was her best man; the fact that Jupiter killed him so easily would both anger and amaze her. She would want to be repaid for helping him and for the man’s death.

			•  •  •

			Ace of spades. Ten of diamonds. Queen of hearts . . .

			He looked at his watch. He had memorized the entire deck in two minutes. A good memory was prized back on the plantation. By the time he was thirteen he could recall the order of a deck in less than ten minutes. The Colonel had a prodigious memory—as did the Colonel’s father, he was quick to let you know. Colonel Smith considered memory to be the cornerstone of a superior intellect. He taught his son, Archer, memorization techniques handed down from the ancient Egyptians and Greeks, as well as the Freemasons. Jupiter would listen to the two of them, father and son, undetected—the door cracked just enough to let through a sliver of candlelight, and their voices were a soft chant of words and numbers.

			•  •  •

			He had bought some land out in San Joaquin. No home on it yet, just the lean-to, there before he’d come along, dusty and empty. It seemed right. It overlooked a creek. It felt like the kind of place that she deserved: unmarred by history, brimming with promise. Thinking about it usually comforted him, but sometimes that comfort gave way to dread. What if he found her today? Or the next day? The next month? The next year? There was just land, no home for her.

			He’d bought the land and gave up, as if he never truly expected to find her. How could he? That would require a drastic change of luck. Wherever he looked for her, the old plantation, San Francisco, it seemed that he always ended up hurting someone. He had crimped another man. He tried to let go of the memory but there was no getting free of it. It had already dropped its anchor.

			He once tried putting up posters that bore her likeness, but the drawings never did her justice and, despite his romantic notions, it made her seem like an outlaw. Lately, the idea had revisited him, begging for attention.

			He leafed through the incomplete sketches. Noses, eyes, and lips drifting unmoored from the face that should have held them.

			There were two other items seemingly out of place: a notice—­preeman­cipation­—for a runaway slave, and a document detailing the profitability of a plantation nailery. He turned them over carefully and read the script, scrawled in charcoal and already beginning to fade.

			September 16, 1864

			Jupiter,

			I have been practicing my writing like you taught me. I have not heard from you in so long I do not know if you are alive or dead. I imagine you using that mind of yours to do whatever it takes to make it out of the War. I imagine you coming back here to find me, and hopefully finding this letter. We have gone west to San Francisco. We hear the War did not reach that far, and there are places of hope for colored. I so wish I could be there to greet you, but with the War ending, we could not stay on the plantation much longer, and in the south there is no place for us—

			He went to the next page.

			I pray you can forgive me. I pray you will read this and still join me—

			The pages were numbered 1 and 3; the second page was missing. Whenever he read what he had of the letter, he would speculate what might have been on that missing page. A name? Some other detail that would help to find her? Clara told him this was all that Sonya left. He was so grateful to have some part of her that he did not question the old woman’s honesty.

			•  •  •

			San Francisco was a hard place to get used to. He often wondered why he’d chosen it. The desperate immigrants working the docks, the tardy prospectors still looking to stake a claim, the din of confusion from the strange screeching sounds of foreign languages, the grifters and conmen, the outlaws and robbers, the shanghaiing crimpers. The brothels. The earthquakes. Why would she have chosen this place?

			He wondered if she was passing for something other than Negro—a Mexican or Spaniard. She was a shade or two darker than he was. He couldn’t pass for white, but it was obvious he was something else besides Negro. In San Francisco, it was common for him to be addressed in Spanish or French, Arabic occasionally, but also a half dozen other languages he had never heard before.
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			Jupiter sipped his whiskey and watched the girls work the room. One of them walked over to him. “You want some company, stranger?”

			It had been quite a while since he was with a woman. He had spent the last few years under a hazy spell; then, one day, he woke up, and no matter how warm their words were, he became all too aware of the coldness of their touch. Even body to body, there was still a vacancy and distance in their eyes.

			“No. I’m fine by myself.”

			“You don’t like me?”

			He took another sip of his whiskey and put the glass down, but behind the woman propositioning him he saw a vision that made him swallow hard. “No, I don’t want you. I want her.”

			•  •  •

			Fletcher was an artist who sketched lewd scenes for a well-heeled clientele—scenarios custom ordered by men too private, too concerned with their reputations, to patronize a brothel.

			Made to order with exact specifications, Fletcher’s drawings needed compliant models. Maggie gave him access to a private room that he used as his studio. His clients paid well, but he had a weakness for fine liquor and gambling: his money always went back to the house.

			Jupiter walked in without knocking. A woman wearing a maid’s uniform caressed the shoulders of a nude woman wearing only a tiara fashioned out of wire, and holding a rolling pin as if it were a scepter.

			A half-finished reflection of the two of them appeared on Fletcher’s canvas.

			Fletcher looked up at Jupiter. “I’m doing work for a client,” he said. “I’m so sorry, ladies. He’ll be leaving right away.”

			“Don’t bother me none,” said the queen. “Neck’s starting to get stiff anyway. Why don’t we just come back tomorrow?”

			“That won’t be necessary. He’s leaving right now. And he’s sorry for making you uncomfortable. Isn’t that right, Jupiter?”

			“I’m hungry,” said the maid.

			“Don’t worry, Fletcher,” the queen said. “We’ll be back to get our money. No need to worry about us skipping out on you. You don’t enjoy our company that much. We’ll be back tomorrow.”

			The girl with Jupiter watched the nude queen follow the maid.

			“What do you want, Jupiter?” Fletcher asked after the women had left.

			“Excuse me, Fletcher, but you don’t seem too happy to see me.”

			“Forgive the hostility, but you interrupt my business and you come in here with a girl who doesn’t seemed all too pleased to be in your company. But it’s good to see you’ve given up on your obsession. It’s about time you’ve moved on.”

			“Actually, I haven’t,” Jupiter said. “That’s what I’m here about—the sketch. You couldn’t get the eyes right before. These are the eyes.”

			Fletcher sighed, “These are the eyes?”

			The girl looked scared, but she didn’t say anything. “Don’t worry,” Jupiter said to her. “I said all he’ll do is draw you, and that’s all he’ll do.”

			“May I have a word with you, Jupiter?”

			“Don’t go anywhere,” he said to the girl. “I’ll pay you for your time; just wait right here.”

			He followed Fletcher behind a row of covered easels. “Sonya has eyes just like hers. Get those eyes on that sketch so I can make a poster, and maybe find her. But you have got to get those eyes right.”

			Jupiter hated the pitiful look Fletcher gave him.

			“It’s been years since the war’s over,” said Fletcher. “If you’ve found a woman with her eyes why not just count your blessings. Maybe that’s as close you’ll get. Why can’t you see it as a gift and accept it? She is for hire, I presume?” Jupiter wanted to break Fletcher’s hand for saying that, but Jupiter needed his skill.

			“You of all people should know it’s not that simple. Where’s your woman since Louise died?”

			Fletcher’s eyes danced. “All right,” he said finally. “Young lady, could you come over here please?” Fletcher leafed through a stack of sketches, all of them incomplete in different ways. Some were missing a mouth, or a nose, or a frame of the face, but then he found one that only missed the eyes. “Sit still,” Fletcher said to the girl. She looked over at Jupiter. “No, no, don’t look at him. Look at me.”

			She looked down at her hands.

			“Look at me, darling. Lift your head and look at me. Look at me like you’ve just been in the company of a very wealthy man, and he’s promised to take care of you and you’ll never have to see this godforsaken place again.”

			She tilted her head and opened her eyes. Jupiter watched as Fletcher drew them and captured—recreated—every bit of their radiant gleam.
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			Jupiter’s cup rattled against the saucer. He sipped his tea and placed it down carefully, briefly remembering his training and the many times he had served this kind of china at Colonel Smith’s plantation.

			“Do you like your tea?” Maggie asked.

			“It’s fine.”

			“It’s strange how you can be a man of so few words, but then at other times . . . not few enough.”

			Jupiter’s hand moved slowly from the teacup as he looked up at Maggie. “I’m just a man. I’m sure you’d find those traits in others.”

			Maggie dabbed the corners of her mouth with the white linen, then laid it neatly on her lap. “Isn’t it amazing how men can say, ‘I’m just a man’ as a way of dismissing or even excusing their shortcomings, yet they expect all the power, expect so much to be granted to them because of their gender—because they are men. How many problems could I get out of by saying ‘I’m just a woman’?”

			“You would never say that,” Jupiter answered.

			“No, I would never say that.”

			“Well, I’m not making excuses.”

			“No, I would never say ‘I’m just a woman’ as an excuse to forget my integrity or as an excuse to lose my hold on reason.”

			“It’s just a thing people say,” said Jupiter.

			“It’s just a thing that men say. The same men,” said Maggie, “that use their manhood to excuse the weaknesses of their character, those same men are looking to take everything I have left. Everything my husband left me when he died. They’re looking to take it all. You wouldn’t let that happen to me, would you, Jupiter?”

			He took a long pause, maybe too long. “No, Maggie. I wouldn’t.”

			“No, you wouldn’t, but that wouldn’t stop plenty of men from trying. Who knows what sort of scoundrel I would have married—if my association with you hadn’t made me a pariah.”

			Jupiter squinted. “Pariah?”

			“Pariah . . . it means outcast . . . misfit.”

			“I know the word, just don’t like the sound of it.”

			“Of course you know the word. You know many things. You know many words.”

			“I see you’ve been talking to Clement,” he said.

			“Jupiter, there are men out there who want to take everything I have. Everything I’m building. All that we are doing, all of our successes, have to be gained without attracting attention. My way of doing things has been designed not to attract attention. That’s why I have you, Jupiter, because they don’t see you coming. You and I are invisible. No one sees us coming. That’s the problem with us, I guess. People like you and I, we want to be seen—it’s part of our nature. But sometimes, quite often in fact, our natures do not operate in our best interests. You have to remain invisible. They don’t see you out there. You are a shadow, and before they see you, who you really are, before they see what has cast a silhouette, by then it is far too late. You must remain the shadow. Funny thing about shadows, the thing common to all of them is that they do not speak. They do not give an explanation as to why they cast their darkness on other things. They are silent. They require no explanation. You have a keen mind, Jupiter, but you . . .”

			“But you need me because I’m good with my hands,” he finished for her.

			“Yes, you are indeed good with your hands.” Her face reddened. “You find me hideous, don’t you?”

			“I don’t think you’re hideous, Maggie. You think you’re hideous. You’re the one who called yourself a pariah.”

			She cleared her throat. “I think I’m finished with the matter. Let’s change the subject, shall we. Any news about your family?” she asked.

			Jupiter glared at her. She wanted to hurt him, invoke the personal hell he carried within him. He thought about his visit to Fletcher and the word family and everything it meant.

			“No,” he said. “No word.”

			Maggie reached slowly for Jupiter’s face. He did not move. She came close to his cheek but closed her fingers and withdrew her hand.

			“My, you are so exquisite, Jupiter. I see so much in you. So much of the kind of strength and character my late husband possessed. I see it in you, even though I’m not supposed to. Do you think there ever would have been a war if more white people could have looked across the cotton fields, plantations, and servants’ quarters, just looked over and seen themselves in you, in your people, do you think the war still would have been fought?”

			“Plenty of white folks saw themselves in us. Can’t say that would have stopped it—it most likely caused it.”

			“No, I don’t like this subject either.” She checked the state of her hair in the mirror behind Jupiter. “I need you to stop talking so much during the course of business from now on. If these men, once they get back to shore, spread the word to keep an eye out for a colored crimper it would not only hurt my business, it would damage the thin barrier that keeps the races from killing each other.”

			•  •  •

			Maggie lit the lamp, then snuffed out the match. “What do you think, Clement?”

			“I think he’s developing a conscience.”

			“Bad time, wrong cause.”

			“If he’s putting you at risk . . . You know I would do whatever it takes to protect you. He’s my problem. I brought him to you. If you want me to take care of him, I will.”

			“And just like that our problem would be solved,” said Maggie.

			“I understand your connection to him. I pass no judgment.”

			Maggie turned away. “No, it’s not that. He helped me once, through a very difficult period.” Her mind drifted to that night when she was shivering and clammy, fighting off the withdrawals from opium . . .

			•  •  •

			“Here,” said Jupiter as he handed her a cup of some foul-smelling liquid. She brought it to her nose and vomited.

			“How dare you come into my room,” she said, puke still on her lips. “This time of night . . . if anyone saw you . . .”

			“You need help. It’s obvious. No one’ll think twice about a Negro coming to the aid of a white person in need of his services.”

			“It’s the kind of services offered that might be troublesome.” She managed a putrid smile.

			“Drink what’s left in that cup. Hold your nose if you have to. It’ll get you through the night. The early ones are hardest, but this will make it easier. During the war, it worked for plenty of men in my regiment.”

			She sipped it, then spit it out.

			“You don’t sip it. You swallow it all at once.”

			She braced herself, tilted back her head, and emptied the cup. She felt better almost immediately. “Don’t judge me.”

			“Oh, I promise you I won’t. You ladies of privilege and means get bored and develop a taste for the exotic, for adventure. You try things. Occasionally you go too far.”

			She laughed. “I can assure you I did not go too far.” She undid the first three buttons of her top.

			Jupiter looked away. There was the jagged scar where her breasts used to be. “The cancer went too far. Morphine was the least the doctor could do after they took my flesh away. They failed to tell me how I’d depend upon it long after the wound had healed.”

			“I’m sorry. I didn’t know. I’ll be back tomorrow night with another batch.”

			She nodded.

			“Evening, Clement,” she heard him say outside her room.

			•  •  •

			“What do you want me to do?” asked Clement as she returned from the memory.

			“Watch him closely, for now. Don’t do anything rash. I’ll be giving you my word soon.”
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			Archer sat up and shielded his eyes. It felt as though the sun blared from behind his lids.

			“Lazarus has risen.” She was angry but still poised, still beautiful.

			Archer reached for her. “Forgive me, my love, but I had—”

			“—another one of your episodes?”

			“That’s right. This one was especially painful—like electric eels fighting inside my skull.”

			She came over to him, ran her fingers through his hair, still damp from night sweats. He closed his eyes and pressed his cheek against her stomach.

			“Were you in Chinatown?”

			He looked up at her; those eyes were inquisitive yet trusting. “Yes, but you know I only use it for the pain.”

			The little boy walked in. “Mother, may I go and play with the other children?”

			“Did you finish your lesson?”

			“No, but I promise I’ll finish it later.”

			“You may not play until you have finished your lesson.”

			Archer rubbed his temples. “Oh, go on and let the boy play. I wish I had played more as a child, but I was surrounded by serious adults—serious men who wanted me to be a serious boy. Now look at me. Am I one to be taken seriously?”

			The boy smiled. “See, Mother, Mr. Smith says I should play more.”

			“You’ve heard my answer, now run along.”

			“You should be easier on the boy,” Archer said, once the child left the room.

			“Mr. Smith, I would appreciate it greatly if you did not tell me how to raise my son.”

			Archer squinted. “So, it’s ‘Mr. Smith’ now, is it? If I remember correctly, not two nights ago, it was Archer—both whispered and screamed.”

			Her face reddened but she did not turn away. “Don’t be crass.”

			He thought of his mother, her humorlessness and impatience with men and the games they played with a woman’s dignity and loyalty. “My apologies,” he whispered, remembering how he met the woman and the boy.

			•  •  •

			Archer’s train reached San Francisco. He ached for opium. He had been sick most of the journey west. Shivering, cold sweats brought on by the opium drought. His first thought was to find lodgings but somehow he found himself, with clothes bag in hand, wandering into the more debauched section of town where the green dragon could be found in its dark dwellings.

			Amongst the dim light and strangers, he nestled into his muse. Everyone was half-lidded and languid. The only sound was the occasional moan. Archer’s mind went swirling. A nocturne that sent him coasting over the battlefields on a flying horse. And jousting with the Colonel, now a surprisingly agile bearded skeleton. The Colonel’s lance brushed Archer’s temple and his Pegasus screeched and flew away.

			When he awoke, he had no idea how long he had slept: his watch was gone. So was his clothes bag. He would have been distraught had he not remembered to tuck his money into a hidden compartment of his vest. It made sense to do this while traveling, and he had merely forgotten to take it out.

			He wandered out of the opium den onto the busy streets, stumbling past the comers and goers who paid him no mind or looked at him in disgust when they saw from whence he came.

			Just across the way, he saw a church and a young woman handing out pamphlets and preaching a sermon not quite gospel but close to it.

			“Greed and sin and fornication and prostitution and the Chinaman’s drug will keep you farther away from Jesus.”

			He didn’t realize he was walking to her. The little boy by her side handed Archer one of the pamphlets. “Will you come to Jesus?” he asked Archer.

			Archer looked at the boy, thinking back on a time when he too was full of innocence. He looked at the woman, whose beauty could not be hidden, despite her struggle to appear plain. For some reason he thought of his mother, even though he had long since forgotten what his mother looked like. But the new memory, the replacement memory of his mother’s face, very much resembled this woman. “Yes,” Archer said, looking at the woman. “I would like to come to Jesus.”

			The woman took in boarders, but only on an evangelical basis. They had to agree to give their souls to Christ. There were other men around doing household chores and whatnot. Archer regarded them as virtual eunuchs. It was easy for Archer to tolerate them. He liked looking at the woman. She fed him, and he pretended to read the Bible and go to Christ, all while lusting after her. Until one day, he realized the ache for opium had gone. It had gone and been filled by a genuine love for Christ . . . and for this woman. She must have seen it too, for on that night, she allowed Archer into her bed.

			The next morning Archer looked at the latest edition of the newspaper, lamenting the decay of the city in bold ink. He looked at the date under the masthead: he had been in San Francisco for three weeks.

			•  •  •

			She left his embrace and went to the window. There was a parade of some sort on the street below. “Have you heard anything about the man you are looking for?”

			His temples throbbed. “I have. Does that disappoint you?”

			She did not answer right away. Two men carried a large slab of meat, practically an entire carcass. One of the men struggled with his end and it fell into the mud. Another man came to their aid and they managed to load it onto a wagon nearby. “I thought you would have given up on all of that.”

			“The man killed my father, Elizabeth. That isn’t something one easily forgives.”

			Why should a man have to explain such things? He thought back to that insolent Pinkerton who irritated him so, failing to see the importance of his mission . . .

			Atlanta. August 1865.

			Archer needed laudanum badly. He was already plagued with frequent tremors. But he was meeting the Pinkerton at noon, so he managed some restraint. Not that he had much choice; laudanum, let alone whiskey or a good brandy, was hard to come by in these parts now. But he would need something soon, before the sickness would overwhelm him.

			The Pinkerton met him in an empty office, formerly occupied by a lawyer. Seated at a large wooden desk, the Pinkerton adjusted his waistcoat, attended to aiming a small torch at the bowl of his pipe, then said, “Mr. Smith,” without looking up.

			“What do you have for me, Mr. . . .” Archer thought a moment. “Forgive me. I almost called you ‘Mr. Pinkerton.’ But, of course, that is not your name.”

			“Pinkerton will do just fine. My own name is for family and friends. And even if I bother to tell them, I am always Pinkerton to my clients.” Archer had already accepted that, not feeling up to dueling wits or verbal jousting. He grew weary at the thought of it. “Indeed,” said Archer. “So what do you have for me?” Archer had already met with the Pinkerton a few days prior and told him what Cora had said about Jupiter’s heading west.

			The Pinkerton got his pipe good and prepped and sent a fragrant cloud through the anonymous lawyer’s office. “The darkie’s headed out West.”

			Archer shifted in his seat. Anger and fatigue weighed on him. “Forgive me, sir, but I do believe I have already provided you with that information.”

			“Indeed you have, Mr. Smith.”

			“Forgive me, once again, if I fail to see the sense in providing you with payment as well as information. I assumed our relationship would be quid pro quo.”

			The Pinkerton smiled a grin of smoke. It came out of his nostrils and wisped at the corners of his mouth. “Indeed, sir, we are in agreement. You told me he was headed out West, but through my contacts, I know what route.” There was a long silence between them as the smoke began to cast a hypnotic haze over Archer, with all its spinning, twirling, and dancing. The haze reminded him too much of an opium dream. He was beginning to long for it.

			“Please, Pinkerton. Forgive me if I wish to end the suspense.”

			“He’s headed up the Cherokee Trail with a group of other freed slaves and soldiers.”

			Archer sat up straight, feeling sober only briefly. “I assume, Mr. Pinkerton, that you have your men dispatched to this trail with the intent to seize him . . . with the utmost haste.”

			“You could assume that, Mr. Smith, but you would be wrong.” Archer could see that the Pinkerton was playing games with him—why, he did not know—but his patience was wearing thin. “And why haven’t you?”

			The Pinkerton leaned back and puffed his pipe. “The war is over, Mr. Smith. And you are still fighting battles.”

			“That animal killed my father.”

			“Yes, indeed. And like so many other animals, he has probably already littered the trail with his carcass.”

			“What are you saying?” asked Archer.

			“I do not intend to send my men out into the woods to kill a nigger that may already be dead.”

			“That is not for you to decide. I am paying you to bring this man to justice. He killed my father, a Colonel. The Smiths have been in this country since its founding. I’m giving you good money to find him and bring him to me.” Archer was getting dizzy. He did not know if he looked it, but he felt green.

			The Pinkerton breathed through his pipe so that it flared a bright diamond of fire with only a hint of smoke and looked at Archer with pity. “I should remind you, Mr. Smith, that you have given me no money. Pinkertons take payment upon completion of their duties. With that being said, you should see to yourself, sir. . . . It seems that you have your own demons to wrangle with.”

			“My demons are none of your concern. And since you have proven to be of no help, I shall see to them as I see fit. Good day, sir.”

			“Good day, Mr. Smith. And good luck to you.”
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			“Hello, Mrs. O’Connell,” he said.

			“Mr. Dalmore,” said Maggie, “to what do I owe the pleasure?”

			“May I sit?”

			Maggie nodded. “Mr. Dalmore, I feel compelled to remind you that our last meeting began with the same formalities. I lost a great sum from our last dealings,” Maggie said. “I shan’t like to repeat it.”

			Dalmore crossed his legs. “Your money is not lost, it is invested. The concept is more than sound—it is the future. When the right time presents itself, we shall be up and running. It is still a viable concern.”

			Maggie leaned back in her chair. “You and your ships and guns. Haven’t you been paying attention to anything? Railroads are the future.”

			He smiled. “Yes, railroads are good for the country, and many men will get wealthy by them. However, my dear, with ships and guns, one can rule the world. Railroads are not the future, they are the present—another gold rush with iron as a substitute. Now the skies, they are another matter entirely. The skies are the future—but until then the seas will have to do. When they can lay track across the Pacific from here to China, then I will be impressed.”

			“Mr. Dalmore, you are quite the visionary, but your contempt for railroads doesn’t permit you to lie to your investors and allow them to think they are part of a railroad company when, in fact, you have made them unwitting arms traders, while you lay track that will ultimately lead nowhere.”

			“I lose no sleep over the matter, and as long as my investors make money, neither shall they . . . including you, Mrs. O’Connell.”

			“I have no cause for concern?”

			“My dear, the Cressida shall be finished, and she’ll be a fine ship. I have always been frank with you. It pleases me to have someone in my life with whom I can be completely honest. Despite your displeasure, I have noticed that you have kept the secret about the railroad between us. . . . I haven’t even told that idiot Grayson.”

			“Your partner would object to being called an idiot.” Maggie smiled.

			“There’s a good girl. We are in this together. Which brings me to the reason for my visit. A problem has come to my attention,” Dalmore said.

			“What sort of problem?”

			“You’ve heard that Hutchins is still missing?”

			Maggie shifted in her seat. “Missing . . . not dead?”

			“I thought you would tell me. I’ve been direct with you so far; continue to be so with me.”

			“Of course.”

			“Our friend in Chinatown, Mr. Lin, may be involved with Hutchins’s disappearance.” He waited. “Hutchins was behind most of the anti-Chinese legislation, as well as the organized harassment of Chinese workers. The motive is obvious.”

			“Indeed it is. You employ a vast number of Chinese at your shipyard as well as your faux railroad.”

			Dalmore arched an eyebrow. “Yes, Hutchins has been a thorn in my side. He’s got the Irish riffraff thinking that they should earn as much money as regular white men. Please, my dear, take no offense.”

			Maggie blinked slowly.

			Dalmore continued. “Our arrangement for enticing crew has kept costs manageable. No, I’m afraid this affects you as well.”

			“I do not follow.”

			“One of Lin’s men was beaten and he said a great deal.” Dalmore looked around the room. “Is that Negro that works for you—what’s his name? Neptune? Is he here?”

			“Jupiter. No, he is not.”

			“Ah, yes, Jupiter. Probably for the best— He was spotted in Chinatown coming from Lin’s place sometime before Hutchins’s disappearance. Lin’s man said Jupiter was paid a nice amount for the job.”

			Maggie swallowed hard and clasped her hands to prevent them from trembling. “Mr. Dalmore, you speak so disapprovingly of the evils of my business. I assumed that we are in the same business. Are we not?”

			Wood floor planks creaked. Dalmore leaned back in his chair and rolled an unlit cigar between his fingers. “No, Mrs. O’Connell, we are not in the same business. You are in the business of calling attention to yourself, so that a man like me must come to speak to you about your childish mishandlings and give you a proper spanking like the petulant brat that you are. I am in the business of setting the terms and telling you that you have no choice but to follow them. Indeed, Mrs. O’Connell, we are not in the same business.”

			“Well, Mr. Dalmore, you’ve certainly said a mouthful. Would you be kind enough to tell me what these terms are that you speak of?”

			“Someone from your operation needs to answer for this—it shouldn’t be you. I have been known to be magnanimous on occasion . . . the choice is yours.”

			Dalmore left. Maggie stayed in her seat for a while. She noticed that Dalmore had left his hat on the divan. It made her feel spied upon. She caught her reflection in the two-way mirror and spat at it.

			“Clement.”

			The door opened. “Yes?”

			“Mr. Dalmore has left his hat. See that he gets it.”

			“Right away.”

			“Before you go, send up a bottle of whiskey. My mouth feels dirty.”

			“Of course.”

			“And Clement, make sure it’s Irish.”
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			Dalmore had just entered his carriage when Clement caught up to him.

			“Mr. Dalmore . . .”

			“Yes?”

			“Your hat, sir.”

			“Oh, of course.” Dalmore eyed the hat suspiciously before accepting it. “Many thanks. Good night to you, Clement.”

			Clement positioned himself between the door and the carriage as if to enter. Dalmore extended his cane and pressed it against Clement’s chest. “Let’s not make a scene,” said Dalmore. “You are fine where you are.”

			Clement stepped away. “Can you see to it that no harm will come to her?”

			“Yes,” said Dalmore, “if she comes to her senses.”

			“This is not what we planned.”

			“No, it isn’t what I planned exactly. I admit things have gotten a bit messy, and I have had to improvise, but I thought your man, Jupiter, would have done the deed. I understand that Lin can be very persuasive—few people deny his requests. I’m surprised Lin let him live.”

			“What will you do about Hutchins’s men?”

			“That Negro will have to be sacrificed. That should appease them.”

			“And if it doesn’t?”

			“There are many ways to quiet a barking dog.”

			Clement watched the streets flow in streams of people. “She’s the strongest woman I’ve known . . .”

			“And she’ll be even stronger when we combine our resources. Richer and stronger.”

			“I see that. It’s what she deserves, and it’s what Mr. O’Connell would have wanted for her. The things that woman has done for me . . . She’s too young, of course, but she’s like the mother I never—”

			Dalmore raised his hand. “I hate to interrupt you, Clement, but I sense a sad story approaching, and I abhor sad stories. Didn’t we all come to this country to escape them?”

			“Of course. I got a bit carried away.”

			“Oh come now, Clement. Sentimentality is ill-suited for a man of your height and width.”

			Clement stayed silent.

			“Clement, forgive my indiscretion for a moment, but I am aware of Mrs. O’Connell’s . . . affection for this Jupiter fellow. I trust that nothing unseemly has happened between the two of them?”

			Clement’s fingers curled at his side. “Maggie is a respectable woman.”

			Dalmore smiled. “Indeed. I trust that once she and I have married you’ll continue to keep your feelings for her under control.”

			Clement looked down, then nodded.

			“Good. I think we are done here.” Dalmore closed the carriage door. “One more thing. Tell me, did Hutchins make a lot of noise or scream at all?”

			Clement stared. “No, he was as quiet as a church mouse.”

			“Imagine that. I guess there is a first time for everything.”

			Dalmore signaled for his driver to move on. Clement watched as it descended a hill and was no longer visible.
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