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More Praise For VERA


    “Edgarian weaves a wonderful tale of struggle, youth, perseverance,
        love and the lack of it, and much of what makes us human
        beings. . . . Captures a difficult but evocative time in the life of
        one of America’s great cities. It is well worth a read for this alone,
        if not for the gripping story of a young girl’s struggle and coming
        to age during the life-shattering events of the earthquake and
        fires of 1906.”

    —New York Journal of Books

    “Written with distinctive and elegant prose, Edgarian paints a
        beautiful portrait of devastation. . . . At times reminiscent of
        Doctorow’s Ragtime . . . A character-driven novel about family,
        power, and loyalty, Vera ultimately asks if it’s possible to belong to
        another person.”

    —San Francisco Chronicle

    “Reading about the sudden destruction of a world right in the
        middle of our own twenty-first-century crisis helped me understand
        that the question we’re asking now is one we’ve asked
        before: where do we go from here? Vera brings to vivid life a historical
        moment that defined a city, an era. It’s an extraordinary
        glimpse into the American DNA.”

    —Mary Beth Keane,
        author of Ask Again, Yes

    “A novel of resilience in the face of disaster, just what we need
        right now. Carol Edgarian’s tale couldn’t have come at a better
        time.”

    —T.C. Boyle

    “An all-encompassing and enthralling historical novel, Vera parallels
        with the current era and all of its accompanying losses.”

    —O, The Oprah Magazine

    “Vera doesn’t quite fit the usual parameters for a heroine of
        historical fiction, but perhaps that’s why she makes such an arresting
        narrator. Readers looking for one of those, plus a new
        perspective on the Great Quake, will find them in this novel.”

    —The Washington Post

    “Set in San Francisco during the great quake and fire of 1906,
        this wonderfully compelling novel takes us deeply into the heart
        and mind of an unforgettable fifteen-year-old girl, one who must
        find her way alone through a mother’s neglect, through bordellos
        and corrupt politicians, through the debris and ashes of what
        was once ‘The Paris of the West.’ Vera is that rare novel that you’ll
        want to buy for loved ones just as soon as you reach its shimmeringly
        beautiful ending. And its streetwise, resilient protagonist
        will stay with you for a very long time indeed.”

    —Andre Dubus III

    “Immersive . . . Vera is a reverent ode to the resiliency of San
        Francisco and her people.”

    —San Francisco Examiner

    “Edgarian’s gritty yet hopeful historical novel doesn’t gloss over
        the countless tragedies rising like the smoke and dust in the five
        hundred devastated city blocks, but Vera personifies the pluck
        that revived San Francisco. . . . Riveting.”

    —Shelf Awareness

    “Edgarian’s work contends elegantly and meticulously with
        historical detail, placing us at the center of a fateful event and allowing us to imagine how we’d respond. . . . The star of
        Vera—sparkling with luxuriance and offering hope in the midst
        of devastation—is San Francisco, the great civic entity that reinvents
        itself time and again.”

    —Alta

    “The City by the Bay, leveled by the 1906 earthquake and fire, is
        vividly evoked in Edgarian’s engrossing saga. . . . An ingenious
        Vera navigates a world sharply divided by affluence and poverty
        that exposes discrimination and injustice, requiring a special resilience
        to survive.”

    —The National Book Review

    “Engaging . . . memorable . . . Vera is feisty and chafes at the confines
        of life in this era; her refusal to conform brings to mind a
        more street-savvy Scout Finch from To Kill a Mockingbird.”

    —BookPage

    “A lovely, constantly surprising novel . . . This tart-tongued female
        Huck Finn leads a ragtag gang. . . . Serious research underlies
        Edgarian’s novel. . . . A brand-new California classic.”

    —Historical Novels Review

    “In Carol Edgarian’s Vera, the fifteen-year-old illegitimate daughter
        of San Francisco’s most powerful madam survives one of the
        greatest tragedies the West Coast has ever known: the 1906 earthquake.
        Vera is a coming-of-age story in which the tragedies that
        afflict one’s early years go on to sketch the outlines of who we
        will become; it’s up to us to fill in the space left between, with
        whatever colors we see fit. But it’s also a portrait of a city that
        survived being nearly demolished, first by earthquake, then by
        fire, then by people with no business wielding power in a city
        they didn’t appreciate or understand or love. San Francisco pre-quake was wild and beautiful and strange. Its new form would be
        in some ways worse, and in many ways better. Most importantly,
        it survived.”

    —Medium, “Finding Hope in the Pages of a Book”

    “The San Francisco earthquake of 1906 extinguishes all sense of
        normalcy for fifteen-year-old Vera Johnson, who must survive by
        sheer pluck and intelligence in the newly rattled landscape. . . .
        The novel shines in painting a vivid picture of early-twentiethcentury
        San Francisco, including its rowdy politics.”

    —Kirkus Reviews

    “A beautifully imagined coming-of-age drama . . . Vera comes
        of age explosively, brilliantly, and unforgettably. Inventive and
        poignant, Vera is full of heart-stopping descriptions of catastrophe
        and tragedy, but equally gorgeous and moving scenes of renewal
        and reinvention.”

    —Bookreporter

    “Though it has a panoramic sweep, Carol Edgarian’s Vera is a
        novel of great immediacy and heart. From the early scene at the
        opera, to its shocking real-world correlative, this novel exists in
        the zone—let’s call it the world. In so many ways, it sings.”

    —Ann Beattie

    “In Vera, the past is as alive as you are, the brilliantly illuminated
        characters loving and surviving, breaking and building, destroying
        and redeeming, in rich detail and true color. Vera’s 1906 is a
        world we see and live in.”

    —Amy Bloom

    “The author paints a vivid portrait of a metropolis teeming with
        sex workers, immigrants, corrupt politicians, and artists. . . . The result makes for a stirring testament to a resilient city that never
        knew the meaning of the word quit.”

    —Publishers Weekly

    “Vera has always had to be scrappy and resourceful, even as a
        child. But the great earthquake of 1906 shakes even Vera, who
        is forced to imagine a new world for herself among an unlikely
        band of survivors.”

    —BuzzFeed
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For Liv Far, Lucy Honor, Anne Riley



There is an old adage that the Investigating Officer can often remember to good purpose, namely, “Cherchez la femme,” “Look for the woman at the bottom of it.”

—Criminal Investigation: A Practical Handbook for Magistrates, Police Officers, and Lawyers (1906)

When the bird and the book disagree, always believe the bird.

—James Audubon





First Things

I always thought of my city as a woman. But the house, it turned out, was a woman too. When the quake hit, she groaned. Her timbers strained to hold on to their pins, the pins snapping. And the rocks beneath the house? They had voices too. And if I ever wondered how long it would take for the world to end, I know: forty-five seconds.

An unearthly stillness preceded and followed the shaking. It’s what we did and didn’t do in the stillness that determined the rest of our days.

I lost two mothers that year. The first was Rose. I can’t say where she was born or where her kin came from. The fact is, I don’t know what mix of blood flows through me. I suspect there’s some Persian, possibly Armenian. I understand there may be some Northern African and Spanish in the mix too, and a good pour of French. Spanish by way of Mexico. None of this Rose would confirm or deny. “We’re mutts,” she said, and left it at that.

One of the harlots claimed that Rose had been found as a waif in the slums of Mexico City. For a fee, she was brought north. I believe that; I believe most anything when it comes to Rose. She spoke five languages; her hair was blue black, her skin copper, her eyes green. In San Francisco, she became a much-favored prostitute, catering to the gold rush miners. Her next clients were the fellows who came after the miners, the suit-wearing bankers and merchants, who thought they could gentle a murderous, gambling, whoring town; they thought they could gentle Rose. Instead she became the grande dame of the Barbary Coast, the Rose of The Rose. She did not raise me. That duty fell to a Swedish widow employed to bring me up to be, I suppose, anything but a hooker. In that, Morie Johnson was successful. I am not a hooker. I am only a thief.




PART ONE






Birthday

Being a bastard and almost orphan, I never took for granted the trappings of home. My fifteenth birthday fell on a Monday that year, 1906. In nine days, the world I knew would be gone. The house, the neighborhood, our city, gone.

I am the only one left to tell it.

It was springtime. First thing before breakfast, my sister, Pie, and I made our lady loops—to Fort Mason and back. We were two girls exercising one unruly dog.

Pie walked slowly, having just the one speed, her hat and parasol canted at a fetching angle. She was eighteen and this was her moment. All of Morie’s friends said so. “Your daughter Pie is grace in her bones,” they said. And it was true: Pie carried that silk net high above her head, a queen holding aloft her fluttery crown.

Now, grace was a word Morie’s friends never hung on me. I walked fast, talked fast, scowled. I carried the stick of my parasol hard on my shoulder, with all the delicacy of a miner carting a shovel. The morning sun blasted my cheeks, and anyone fool enough to come up behind me risked getting his eye poked. We were sisters by arrangement, not blood, and though Pie was superior in most ways, I was the boss and that’s how we’d go.

As we turned from the house, our dog Rogue, a noble-hearted Rottweiler mix, ran into the alley after a bird. Rogue had been acting queerly all morning, flashing me the whites of his eyes, even when I called to him with a knob of cheese in my hand. It was as if he knew what was coming, as if he could feel the rumbling beneath his paws.

“Slow down!” Pie begged, knowing I wouldn’t heel either. I had what Morie—Pie’s mother, the widow who raised me—called willful unhearing. The welts on my legs from Morie’s most recent whacking with the boar-bristle brush proved it. With every step my skirt hit where I hurt, and with every step I went faster. I would have flown like that bird if I could.

The day was unusually mild, fogless. You’d have to be a grim widow not to feel the lark in it. We lived on bustling Francisco Street, close to the canneries and piers, where the air was always cool and briny. Ours wasn’t a fancy block, working-class. As we headed west, to our right sat the glorious bay—and beyond the bay, the Marin Headlands, green this time of year.

We were on Easter break, and free to walk the long way. Pie had arranged to meet up with her best friend, Eugenie Schmitz, at the corner of Van Ness Avenue. Pie was eager to tell Eugenie her big news. I was just glad to be out of the house.

“Make a wish,” Pie called, pumping her arms to keep up, “for your birthday.”

I glanced over my shoulder and rolled my eyes, pretending I didn’t care. “Why,” I said, “when it never comes true?”

My wish was urgent, the same every year. It made me cross to have to think it again. Instead I looked to my left, to where San Francisco rose on tiptoe. Seeing her in her morning whites always made me feel better. My city was young, bold, having burned to the ground five times and five times come back richer and more brazen. To know her was to hold in your heart the up-downness of things. Her curves and hollows, her extremes. Her windy peaks and mini-climates. Her beauty, her trembling. Her greed.

At Saint Dominic’s, the nuns taught us that we were lucky to live in San Francisco, our city being an elusive place, easy to love, hard to keep—especially for those who don’t deserve her. They taught us about the Spanish conquistadors, who sailed for years, fighting tides and hurricanes, scurvy and venereal disease in search of her; they starved themselves on hardtack, their ships battered, their tongues blistered from wind and a scarcity of water, yet still they managed to rape and pillage, and therefore, as God’s punishment, they were standing on the wrong side of the boat when they passed the fogbound Golden Gate. All that trouble, all those years, and they missed the pearl—not once but twice. “Careful of handsome fools,” warned the sisters.

“If I were a conquistador,” I said to Pie, “I wouldn’t miss what was right in front of my long Spanish nose.”

“Not everyone is as vigilant as you,” my sister observed.

The truth about Pie, and I loved her no less for this, was that she didn’t question things, and I questioned too much. “Then pox on the Spaniards too,” I said, just to hear her laugh. And because she was laughing, I considered it fair to ask, “Pie?”

“Yah?”

“I know you want to tell Eugenie, but tell me first: What happened last night with James?”

She stopped in her tracks and groaned. “You mean you heard.”

I heard. After supper, when James O’Neill knocked on the back door and asked Pie to step outside, I put my ear to the glass. When I couldn’t make out their whispers, I cracked the window. In the light of no moon, James O’Neill took Pie in his arms and promised this: in a year, if—he said if twice—if his store turned a profit, then he would ask her to marry him. The noodle went on to explain that as the sole support for his mother and sisters, he had to put them first; he’d gone into debt to open his notions shop, selling thread, tobacco, and buttons on Market Street; and, oh, he loved her. He loved Pie. He said it in that order, three things she already knew. As I knew, from the look on Pie’s face when she came inside, that James O’Neill had given her a fraction of what she’d wished for; then, to add insult, he put love at the rump. How many folks take the meagerness offered and decide it’s their due? How many girls accept a whacking with the boar-bristle brush and do nothing to stop it from ever happening again?

“I don’t understand,” I pressed. “He proposed to propose?”

“Don’t put it that way,” Pie begged. “Please, V. James may not be bold but he’s good.”

“Deadly earnest,” I agreed. “But what does it mean?”

“It means I have to wait—” Pie faltered, tears in her eyes. “Some more…”

“Oh, Pie.”

“And it means now we have no chance of paying off Morie’s debt to the Haj.”

We both sank at the thought.

Arthur Volosky was his real name, but Morie called him the Haj—Swedish for shark. The Haj ran the numbers racket in our part of town—among the cannery workers and fishermen and regular folks like Morie. The Haj took bets; he charged exorbitant sums on the money he loaned. Our Morie was a devout churchgoer, but when she drank she gambled. Doesn’t everyone have at least two opposing natures warring inside them? I think so. One way or another, God or the Haj, Morie hedged her bets that she might one day live among the rich angels.

“You shouldn’t have been snooping,” Pie scolded. “James wouldn’t like it. Not one bit.” She lifted her chin, gathering herself. “Oh, drats. We’re late. We’ll miss Eugenie.” Pie started to walk on. “Aren’t you coming?” She squinted, shifting her focus to how she might fix me. “Sun’s out. Put up your umbrella.”

“Pie, Morie didn’t hit me because of my umbrella.”

“No.” Pie hung her head. “Not only that.”

Not only that.

Morie had tried to stop drinking, since the doctor warned her of her heart. But when James O’Neill offered Pie half a cup of nothing, Morie filled her own cup with aquavit. And another and another.

I suppose I gave Morie a hundred reasons to hit me: my skirt was soiled, my tongue was loose. I reminded her of her lost pride. And this: my skin turned copper when I was too stubborn to shield it from the sun. If my skin was dark, while Morie and Pie were fair and pink, the world would know that I wasn’t Morie’s daughter and that our family was a sham.

A “dark affinity” lived inside me that Morie’s boar-bristle brush couldn’t beat out. So Morie’s friends suggested, often to my face, as if there is only one black and one white ink with which to draw the world—one nasty, one good—and that is the dull thing society would make of a girl. Early on, the nuns at school granted Pie beauty and gave me the booby prize of wits. I was fine with wits.

“Same birthday wish?” Pie asked, taking hold of my hand.

“More or less.”

Her face clouded when she heard that. “Why not something new, now that you’re fifteen and a young lady.”

“Oh, hell, Pie, I will never be a young lady.”

I loved Pie; I loved her hard. But I would never believe that a man or a wish could save us. Having come from desire, I knew too much about desire. I knew San Francisco was a whore’s daughter, same as me. If Pie and I were to rise, it would be up to me.

“Pie?”

“Yah?”

“How much is Morie in for to the Haj?”

She was about to tell me when a hired hack charged down the street and captured our attention. Our neighbor Mr. de Bretteville, who spent all day idling in front of his house while his wife gave massages to men inside, leaped from his chair.

“Bet it’s her,” Pie whispered, as the cab halted in the road in front of us.

Mr. de Bretteville’s daughter, Alma, stepped from the hack in the same sparkle gown she’d worn when she left home on the previous night. When I took Rogue out for his evening walk, I saw her.

“Look at her,” Pie hissed, in a rare show of envy. And I did. I looked at Alma de Bretteville, who was famous not just on our street but all over town.

There was a kind of woman bred in San Francisco then—bold, vulgar, and unapologetic—that was Alma. California was a young state, San Francisco was even newer, and Alma was the freshest thing going: twenty-five, buxom, ambitious, a fair Dane with soulful blue eyes. The men of the city were so taken with her, they’d used her face as the model for Victoria, goddess of victory, on the bronze statue that stood atop Union Square.

But that wasn’t what got Alma known. It was the trial. Alma sued a miner who’d promised to marry her. His name was Charlie Anderson and she sued him in court for “personal defloweration.” Alma demanded that Anderson pay her the whopping sum of fifty thousand dollars for what he’d taken, which could not be given back. “Pets, it’s called screwing,” she declared when she took her turn on the witness stand. All of which was covered in the morning and afternoon editions of the papers—and all I eagerly read.

Alma de Bretteville was six feet tall in her stockings, and if that was what shame looked like, I’d have it too.

“Hi, Pa,” she said, sidestepping a pad of horse shit in her too-fancy shoes.

Here, any normal father—and what did I know of normal fathers?—might have had qualms to see his daughter return home from an all-night tryst. Not Mr. de Bretteville, who everyone knew was a fallen aristocrat.

“What news?” he asked, trembling with anticipation. He reminded me of Rogue, wagging at the prospect of a fresh bone.

“Talk inside,” Alma insisted as she dispatched her father to wait for her inside the house.

Only then did Alma show us her dazzling smile. It was the grin of someone who knew you’d been talking behind her back and would give a damn only if you stopped.

“Hello, ducks.”

“Oh, hi,” Pie said weakly, the sight of Alma making her doubly fearful that she’d end up an old maid who’d waited too long for James O’Neill.

Pie and Alma were the acknowledged beauties of our neighborhood. Though Alma was ahead of Pie by any measure of age, height, scandal.

I didn’t speak to Alma, that was my thing. I hid in plain sight.

Alma fixed her gaze on Pie, that way pretty girls have of enjoying the sight of each other, as if standing in front of a mirror.

“Your hat,” Alma said. “It’s dashing. Care to sell it?”

Pie touched the wide brim with two hands, as if a malevolent wind were about to snatch it. The hat was navy silk with bold feathers and at the center a diamond pin. “My hat? No!”

“I’d pay something ridiculous,” Alma assured her. “Even if it is used.”

“You know perfectly well it’s new.” Pie gave Alma the stink eye. In fact, the hat was two years old. Even so, it was Pie’s pride.

“How much?” I asked.

Alma’s laugh was all bells and winks. “You’re not too proud, are you?” She squinted at me. “I forget your name.”

“Vera,” I said.

“Oh, right, Vera.” Alma sounded vague, as if she were trying to recall something she’d heard about me. Shrugging, she fondled her mesh evening bag—a bag no one on our street had any business owning, any more than Pie had any business owning that hat. Alma de Bretteville was bought and paid for, and so were we.

“Five dollars should put you right.”

“We’ll think on it,” I said.

“Will not,” Pie mouthed, so only I could see.

“Well, ducks, think on it while I visit my ma,” Alma said. “I’ll stay until one of us gets cross. That should give you all of six minutes.” Laughing, she disappeared inside her parents’ shabby house.

Pie waited for the door to shut, then wheeled in my direction. “What kind of girl buys a hat off a person’s head?”

“Someone who’s going places,” I said.

Something was happening—something I couldn’t yet see. The horn at the Ferry Building downtown was blasting and the seagulls overhead screeched in reply; on the corner boys in breeches were hawking the morning editions of the Examiner and the Call. Between here and there, the city was rising in its estimation, and we were rising too. I decided that one day Alma and I would be great friends.

“Think on it, Pie. Five dollars would buy you two hats.”

Pie wouldn’t hear of it. Her hat wasn’t a hat but a dream.

Years later, when we were both quite ancient, I asked Pie what she remembered about the time of the quake. She didn’t pause to consider. “All that we lost. Isn’t it the same for you?” She peered at me from behind thick glasses.

I smiled, for of course I remembered the opposite: those I found. Alma being one.

“You sure were determined to keep her hands off your hat,” I said.

“My hat?” Pie replied. “What hat?”



We walked on, faster now, so deep in our private worries that when Pie’s best friend, Eugenie, called to us, we didn’t hear her. It took Eugenie’s whistle—diminutive Eugenie Schmitz had quite a set of pipes—to cut through.

Pie waved eagerly. “Smile, Vera. For cripes’ sakes, smile.”

Eugenie was with her father, the mayor. The papers called him Handsome Gene. They also called him a crook.

“I thought he was hiding out before he got indicted?”

“Shh,” Pie whispered. “He’ll hear you.”

“Pie, I can’t hear me.”

Mayor Eugene Schmitz, German-born, with a thick head of hair, a handlebar moustache, and a beard, plowed toward us, all bells and smiles.

I supposed every era has a politician like him: good-looking and loose-natured, an ordinary person capable of extraordinary indulgences. He’d risen on questionable merits from playing the violin and conducting the two-bit Columbia Theatre to serving as San Francisco’s mayor. The fact that Schmitz and the sheriff and every member of the city’s Board of Supervisors were corrupt grafters wasn’t news—the news was that anyone cared.

“V, not a word,” warned Pie, “about James, and certainly nothing about the Haj.”

I looked at my sister with wonder. “Why would I?”

“Why? Why do you say any of the things you do?” she replied. “Because you love to stir.”

I should have been insulted, but the fact is, it was true.

Half a block away, Eugenie, with her head bowed, clutched a small parcel to her ribs.

“What’s that she’s holding?” I asked.

“Your birthday present, silly.”

“Quick, tell me it isn’t a rosary.”

Pie lowered her gaze. “I told her not to—”

“Why does she insist on converting pagans?”

Pie laughed. “That’s what I said you’d say.”

Even at a distance you could see that the Schmitzes’ troubles rode heavy on their shoulders. They walked bent, as if facing a stiff wind. The mayor had his arm wrapped tight around Eugenie.

She had barely survived the most recent flu epidemic. She was thin and drawn, a handkerchief at the ready, half tucked in the sleeve of her coat. In contrast, her father radiated health; his thick, wavy hair required a Board of Supervisors all its own. He was accused of corruption on any number of fronts.

We’d known the family forever. Pie and Eugenie chose each other as best friends in the first grade—back when the mayor wasn’t anything but a violinist. Somehow, even then, the Schmitzes lived in a better house than they should. But as we lived in a better house than we should, the friendship didn’t seem so odd.

“Happy birthday, Vera!” boomed Schmitz as we collided with them at the side of the road.

Eugenie’s eyes were red from weeping. She thrust her present at me. “I hope you like it.”

I knew I wouldn’t. Worse, I feared my real opinion would show on my face, as if my face were a page everyone should read.

Pie elbowed me. “Go on, open it.”

It wasn’t a rosary after all, but a pair of handkerchiefs Eugenie had embroidered with a thin, curly V. I was so relieved, I hugged her hard.

“Bravo,” exclaimed the mayor, his smile fading as he scanned the road to see if anyone was watching. I’d heard reporters had staked out their house.

My gaze fell to the mayor’s feet. There was a coin in the dirt beside his boot. The mayor and I reached for it at the same time, but I was quicker.

“Here,” I said, offering him the coin. “It must have dropped from your pocket.”

“Don’t touch it!” cried Eugenie.

“Why not?” I insisted. “It isn’t a bribe or anything.”

“Oh, Vera.” Pie shook her head.

But the mayor understood. I’d said the thing you must not say to a man accused of living on bribes.

“No, no,” he protested, laughing. “Finders keepers.”

For months the Bulletin and the Chronicle had been building a case against the mayor. His many transgressions included greasing city contracts, and the payola he received from the city’s saloons, stockyards, and Frenchie restaurants. Schmitz held a partnership stake in the Standard Lodge, a truly wretched place, where a Mexican prostitute in the basement could be had for twenty-five cents, and a French whore on the top floor cost a dollar. He’d accepted bribes from the unions on one side and from the developers of the aboveground trolleys on the other. And that, for the moment, was his biggest problem. To be a crook in San Francisco was a thing so common it was almost a matter of pride, but to alienate your fellow crooks, that was a problem.

In our house, I ate the news for breakfast and dinner and had already formed a picture in my mind of the mayor rotting in jail, and poor, poor Eugenie.

Yet here he was laughing because a nickel wasn’t real money, was it?

“Are you sure?” I offered it again, hoping in my optimist’s heart he wouldn’t take it.

He took it. Claiming it was for luck, he turned the coin over in his palm and slid it into his pocket.

I felt it was only fair to ask, “Have you got a good lawyer?”

“Vera,” warned Pie, clucking and tsking. “You must stop talking immediately.”

Tears welled in Eugenie’s eyes. “Papa says it’ll all blow past. Won’t it?” She looked to her father.

The mayor winced, knowing it wouldn’t. “In fact, I have a team of lawyers. I’m not sure what good they do me, but they’ve been at the house all night. Eugenie and her mother are very upset, aren’t you, darling?” Again, he asserted his arm around her tiny waist. “We thought we’d take a break, get some fresh air… find you girls. And here you are. Please, don’t worry,” he told his daughter. “Soon it will all be behind us.”

At this Eugenie began to sob outright. Pie stepped forward and, being an old hand at comfort, took Eugenie’s arm and led her away. As they walked on, we heard Eugenie cry, “He’s going to jail and no one has the heart to tell him.”

The mayor winced. “Walk with me?” he said. It wasn’t a question. He took my hand, tucked it under his arm, and led me across the street, so that we were walking opposite them.

He got right down to it. “Vera, you’re a bright girl. I can see you have good sense.” He glanced across the road. “Those girls, they can’t still be fretting about—”

“No, not about you,” I assured him. I looked over, and seeing that Pie was the one talking, I explained, “They’re talking about Pie’s beau. When they’re done with him, they’ll move on to hats and dresses.” I sighed. “Your daughter and my sister can talk about the wonders of a dress until even the dress gets bored.”

The mayor smiled. “And you, Vera, you don’t bother with dresses?”

“Not if I can help it.”

His eyes raked over me. “How old are you today, dear?”

“Fifteen.”

“Fifteen!” He flexed his arm, pulling me closer—so close I noticed that he’d waxed the left side of his moustache but forgotten to do the right.

As I studied him, Schmitz observed me. He clenched his jaw. “I would have guessed older.”

Me too, I thought. I am as old as that bay and those hills—older, in some ways, than this man. I had made it my secret mission to find one adult—one single adult—who could show me how to behave. The mayor wasn’t it.

“You aren’t much like your sister, are you? Or your mother,” he said.

There, the wretched question that had always plagued me. The question that folks in the neighborhood and the nuns at school and, God help me, Morie’s church pals wondered whenever they saw me with Pie: How was it that Morie, the fair, blue-eyed Swede, had produced such a dark thing as me? And if they assumed my olive skin, brown hair, and dark eyes were the legacy of our dear father, they had only to glance at the portrait she kept by her bed: Lars Johnson was as blond and fair and dead as he could be.

“It’s that terrifically sober face of yours,” Schmitz declared, pointing to my nose. “I remember that look,” he said, “from when you were quite small. Even then you saw through the malarkey.”

I saw through his malarkey.

It was Eugenie’s eleventh birthday party; I was just eight, the big girls having invited me to tag along. We were upstairs in Eugenie’s room when Schmitz came home. He called to us from the bottom of the stairs, his eyes glassy with drink. All the girls ran down to greet him and he tapped each one on the head or shoulder, like a goose counting his goslings—all the girls but one.

“Vera!” cried Eugenie. “Come down and say hello to Papa!”

No matter how many times they called, smiling up at me like merry angels, I couldn’t budge from the top of the stairs.

The girls soon moved on to the dining room for cake, but Schmitz stayed behind. Our eyes locked. All the joy leeched from his face, and I saw, in that child’s way of seeing, a ghost. Then, in a flash, he was smiling again. He even winked at me. From then on I felt nervous when I was near him. For I had seen his real face.

“Vera, I’d like to trust you with a commission.”

“You want Pie and me to look after Eugenie while you’re in prison.”

He threw back his head and laughed a single blast. “Ha! How refreshing to hear what no one else will say.” Glancing across, to where Eugenie was resting her chin on Pie’s shoulder, he added, “What’s the word on the street, eh? When do they plan on lowering the boom?”

“The papers predict next week.”

Schmitz nodded. “My lawyers tell me next Wednesday noon.” He wagged his head. “Looks like I need a miracle. Have you got one? Or maybe a prayer?” He smiled, the wily trickster.

“I’m not so good with prayers,” I admitted.

“Neither am I. I try, but I’m not sure God hears me. Say, next Wednesday, you girls will still be on break, yes?”

I nodded.

“Would you find an excuse to spend the day with Eugenie? Make up anything you like, just keep her occupied. Can you do that?”

How could I deny him, even as I suffered having been branded at fifteen with a sober face.

We crossed the road and rejoined Eugenie and Pie, as Schmitz asked, “And what does your mother have planned for your birthday?”

I paused, the question of “mother” being more complicated than the mayor understood.

“I expect we’ll have cake,” Pie said, elbowing me again.

“Ah,” he replied, for he wasn’t listening anymore.

We had come full circle, returning to our block just as Alma de Bretteville was leaving her house. She had changed into a day dress, with an exaggerated bustle, her hair topped by a hat even finer than Pie’s.

She called out, “Hello, Mister Mayor!”

“Alma!” he said, his voice shifting into another register.

If Alma was shocked or even interested to find the mayor in our humble part of town—indeed outside her door—she didn’t show it. They said their how do’s, but the look that passed between them was of a deeper knowing—a look of shared affinities reserved for rascally chums.

“What have you all been chatting about?” Alma asked, prepared to be amused.

“Vera’s birthday,” Eugenie said earnestly.

“I’m just the delivery man,” the mayor explained. “I’ve delivered Eugenie to see her old friends. You know, we used to live not far from here.”

“Oh, well, happy birthday,” Alma said, showing me her best smile.

“Are you on your way?” The mayor offered his arm.

“I am.” Alma hooked her gloved hand to his elbow. Eugenie mutely took the mayor’s other arm. As they walked on, Alma looked back over her shoulder. “Keep the hat, pet. It looks right on you.”

She said it without malice. She wasn’t competing with Pie, after all; her sights were set on much grander things.

“I hate her,” groused Pie as she tried walking faster to keep up with me. “What were you and the mayor laughing about?”

“His future.”

“His future! Do you really think they’ll put him in jail? I mean, has a mayor ever gone to jail?”

I paused. “Don’t you wonder if he’s guilty?”

“Is he?”

“Yes.”

Even so, I wasn’t quite ready to condemn Schmitz. Fathers were the rarest of creatures to me. I didn’t understand the first thing about them. But I liked the fatherly wing he wrapped around Eugenie.

In front of our house, I whistled for Rogue. He appeared from a split in the neighbor’s fence, running as if being chased, his ears flat to his head, tongue lolling. He dashed headfirst into my knees. I assured him he was the baddest boy in all of San Francisco, and he knew by my voice he was adored.

As we ran up our front stairs, I glanced over my shoulder. I was fifteen. Then, as now, I was impatient. Then, as now, I was in full possession of my adult mind. I had no power, no experience. My worldview was as flat as my girlish chest and as hollow as my longings. I was neither winning nor sweet. I was alone in every room I entered. But I could see things.

I could see where I was and where I needed to go. So, I made my birthday wish. I flung my heart high over the dairy farms of Cow Hollow, to Lafayette Square, which sat like a fat queen on the throne of Pacific Heights. There at the top of the hill was a great house of many rooms, where my real mother lived. I saw her just a few times a year: on Christmas Eve, and on a random night when the flesh trade downtown was running slow, and on this, my birthday.

I was always wishing to be with Rose.

At midnight, hours from now, she’d send for me. Her driver would arrive in a fancy Buick Model F with glossy red-brown paint and black leather curved seats. He’d approach in the dark, headlamps dimmed, just the chick-chick of the motor, then that too he’d cut, the car gliding noiselessly to a stop in front of our house. And with all our neighbors asleep, no one would be the wiser that the most successful madam of the Barbary Coast, the very Rose of The Rose, was coming to fetch me, no one would know she was mine.






Morie

Rogue headed for the kitchen and his bowl of scraps, but we were wanted in the dining room.

Morie had finished eating breakfast, her plate pushed back to make room for the shuffling of cards. As usual, she was dressed in widow black, her hair faded to the hue of cobwebs, twisted in a tight chignon. A thin, limp hedge of bangs lined her forehead.

“Yah, late,” she said. “Did you wash hands after traipsing that beast?”

“Yes, ma’am.” I was famished and the lie came easily.

Pie hid her hands in the folds of her skirt.

“So, Vera’s hands are clean and Pie’s are not? Faa! Sit. Eat.”

There were plates with chops, burned at the edges, and eggs already cold.

Morie nodded at the present wrapped in cloth beside my plate. “And what is this, eh, birthday flicka?”

I already knew. She’d finagled the print folio of Audubon’s The Birds of America. It was an odd gift; it was my heart’s desire. I hated asking for it but I couldn’t help myself. For months I’d campaigned shamelessly. Birds were beautiful to me. I liked to call out their different species on my walks with Rogue. I liked how the male was brightly colored while the female hid in plain sight.

I told Pie about the folio and she told Morie, and Morie sent word to Rose, who paid for my keeping and theirs. Of course, Morie inflated the price of the prints a dollar extra, but that was tax. The Morie tax.

“Two times I had to send a note. ‘Birds?’ Rose sends back. ‘Why birds?’ ” Morie looked conspiratorially at Pie. “Do you understand this, flicka? I thought we had the bird.”

She glanced at Ricky, my parrot, who was keeping watch from his bamboo cage. Ricky had been my birthday present when I was ten. He liked to ride on my shoulders, but on the long days when I was at school, Morie taught Ricky to squawk, “Pretty svenska, pretty svenska”—on and on and on. She taught him Swedish curses too.

“I’ll thank Rose when I see her tonight,” I said.

Pie and Morie exchanged a freighted look.

Morie wiggled in her chair, signaling we were moving on. “So, Pie-Pie.” Morie shuffled, taking her time. “What did Eugenie say of your good news?”

Pie nodded at her plate. “I suppose she was happy for me.”

Morie nodded in my direction. “Your sister, she has good prospects, no? ’Course, a girl’s engagement takes money.” I kept my eyes low, trained on Morie’s garnet wedding ring, its gold inlay and seed pearls winking as she shuffled. Her flesh having thinned, she wore it on her thumb. “It takes lots of money to make a wedding.”

Pie stared into me, eyes wide with warning. I stared back, trying to make out what I couldn’t see.

“But you aren’t officially engaged, not yet,” I said. “Sorry, Pie, but it’s true.”

“Shut the mouth, bird,” snapped Morie. Having dealt the cards into three piles, she clawed them back. “Tonight, we’ll go with you to see her. We’ll have the birthday, all nice, then we’ll tell Rose Pie’s big news. Tings must be said, and we will say them.”

“But Rose doesn’t want—”

“She wants! Always she wants,” Morie boomed, the color rising in her cheeks. “Well, I want.” She stabbed a bony finger to her chest. “This one, Pie, she wants.”

All at once I saw it. She was going to ask Rose for money for Pie’s trousseau and use it to pay off the Haj.

Morie grunted as she pushed back her chair. If she was threading a needle or lacing a boot, her hands stumbled and shook. But reaching for the bottle on the sideboard, she was sure. She gripped the neck of the aquavit with the authority of a cop seizing his nightstick and poured herself a glass—for her nerves. With the first drink, it was always love, a glad meetup with her sweetheart. With the second and even the third, she’d spin tales of the old country and we’d laugh along as Morie sang goofy songs from the homeland and cursed like a happy Swedish sailor. The fourth glass was when she turned lethal, turned to the boar-bristle brush.

Morie licked her lips and tossed her drink back.

“Skitstövel!” she spat. “What is dis!”

After she’d gone to bed—after, that is, the boar-bristle brush—I’d dumped the aquavit and filled the bottle with water.

As the glass shattered against the wall, Hank, Rose’s do-man, having knocked on the back door to no avail, marched into the dining room with Rogue at his heels.

“Whoa there, sister!” boomed Hank, tall and lean as a redwood, his boots shined to a high gloss, the gold buttons on his black livery jacket so snug they quivered as he spoke.

Pie touched Morie’s shoulder, quieting her.

“And how is the birthday girl?” Hank asked.

“I’m good, Hank.” I was so relieved to see him. “And you?”

Hank answered with a decisive nod, then took a piece of jerky from his pocket and slipped it to Rogue. The dog thanked him with a moan-dance. Hank reciprocated by kneeling on the carpet and showering the dog with kisses.

“He’s swish,” Rose once said, to which Morie replied, “Swiss? I thought black Irish?”

But I caught on. I always did.

Hank said he had presents waiting in the car. When he went to fetch them, I followed him outside.

“You all right in there?” he asked. “Looks like someone was about to blow.”

“Hank, Morie and Pie want to come with me tonight. Will Rose be mad?”

Hank lifted his cap and gave his scalp a good scratch. “Ack, you know the boss doesn’t like the whole kit and caboodle coming to the house. Attracts attention, and she don’t need that right now. The whole town’s in a boil with this Schmitz business, and the boss, well, she and Schmitz, they all got a bit of bother on that score.” Hank frowned, thinking he might have said too much. Being Rose’s do-man, his job was to protect the madam and her secrets. So long as I was one of those secrets, I was in with Hank. “Still, I know she’ll be glad to get an eyeful of you.”

“Will she, Hank? Will she be glad?”

“Oh, in her way, ’course.”

He opened the rear door of the car to show me the boxes hidden under a blanket.

“We got the full barrel for you ladies,” he said with pride. There were new dresses and matching evening coats in boxes wrapped with ribbon.

“Dresses? What ever for?” I didn’t bother to hide my disappointment.

“Oh, I expect you’ll find out tonight,” Hank replied. “Boss said to tell you to wear yours. I expect she’d like to see that it fits proper and all.”

There was a crate of saffron and lemons and other goods bound for the kitchen on the hill, and bottles of whiskey, always whiskey, for Rose.






The Deal

And what of these two women who made me? Their deal was struck early on. No one expected a madam—certainly not one as canny as Rose—to get stuck in the family way, and being an expert at subterfuge, she hid her pregnancy well. When the time for my arrival neared, Rose boarded a ferry to Oakland, hired a coach, and headed east to the Gold Country, to Auburn. There amid the dusty saloons and forlorn banks that only a couple of decades earlier had bustled with the gold that built San Francisco, I was born.

Ahead of her trip, Rose hired a lawyer to place ads in the Sacramento and Auburn papers, and in this manner found a widow with three small children living at the end of a dirt road.

I was just a few days old, asleep in a basket inside the coach. The children were playing with sticks in the yard. Their clothes were rags and they had bruises on their legs and arms.

The widow rushed to meet Rose as she stepped from the coach.

“Where did they get those bumps?” Rose demanded.

“Why, how would I know? They’re always mucking about, playing in the creek and bushes.”

“Oh yeah?” Rose said. “Then why is her bruise in the shape of your thumb? And, look here, this welt is shaped like your hand.”

The widow stared at the young thing with marks on her legs and arms. When she turned back, Rose was already climbing into the coach.

Back in San Francisco, at Rose’s brothel, the whores passed me around. One would keep watch in the early hours and another would feed me breakfast and another lunch and yet another would walk me up and down the halls while I dozed. Late at night, when the customers came around, I slept in Rose’s office. An elderly harlot by the name of Sugar took care of me.

Some nights—many, I like to think—Rose took me home to her newly built house. Of course, I don’t remember those nights, but the women have assured me this was so. I remember my mother’s hands—quick, sure. And I remember her smell.

When I was nearly two, I opened my bird mouth and asked Rose why. Why this, why that.

Rose instructed her lawyer in Sacramento to find a person of refinement, with perhaps just one child. Elsa Johnson’s husband had been a professor in Stockholm. He died in the flu pandemic of 1890, leaving her with a child and no means of support. This was a time in our collective history when folks simply fell off the shelf. The tenements seethed with sad stories, deaths from measles, influenza, meningitis, tuberculosis, whooping cough, or the slow creep of malnutrition, ringworm, polio, cancer. Of widows and babies starving. With few options, Elsa considered the one occupation available to a woman with a pretty face.

She wrote a letter and addressed it to a post box in Sacramento. Rose’s lawyer responded with a different kind of proposal: Would she be willing to relocate to San Francisco and raise a second daughter? For her trouble, every convenience would be provided: a house, clothes, food, a weekly maid.

Soon there came the day when the women had to meet—if only to make the exchange. It was a Sunday. Elsa and her daughter attended church, where I expect they prayed for their souls ahead of meeting the madam and her bastard. The cottage in Auburn was only slightly better than a shack. Rose pulled up in a fancy rig accompanied by two footmen.

She left me in the carriage with Sugar and went into the house, instructing one of the footmen to wait for her outside the door.

Rose turned her wide, bronzed face to the widow and nodded. Elsa was struck by Rose’s crude beauty, a beauty so unlike hers in its too-muchness: the brows and eyes lined with kohl, the lips red with pigment, her city dress requiring some thirty-six yards of satin, lace, and flouncing.

What is she? Elsa wondered. Whatever mix went into making Rose, she had long since dropped her given names in the dirt. “I am everything,” she said. She was Rose, irrefutable, fierce.

When I was very small I imagined she had gold flecks inside her, for they were sprinkled in her green, sardonic eyes. The freckles that covered her cheeks and her flat, straight nose were golden too. I always thought that those freckles were there to remind me that even Rose had once been a girl. She parted her black hair in the middle, her bun held in place by jeweled combs, their tips sharp as knives.

“So,” Rose said, sitting wearily, “let’s get to it, shall we?”

Elsa Johnson shivered despite the midday heat. “My daughter will need city clothes appropriate to her new station in society.”

“Not so fast,” warned Rose. “First, we deal with mine.”

The widow nodded agreeably. She recognized a fellow survivor and the fact that she had little to bargain with. As the daughter of a Swedish Baptist minister, Elsa had been raised to believe in church four days a week, grape juice as Jesus’s blood, and whenever her father drank, which was most nights, the rod applied liberally. She recognized that this madam slept in a big city bed, under covers of sable, while she perspired in the infernal Auburn heat.

“Yah, I expect the girl will need everything.”

“Indeed,” agreed Rose. “Everything.”

Like seasoned traders, they talked of me, as the afternoon sun cast golden shadows on the faded carpet.

Elsa negotiated with the urgency of a woman with just two dollars in her purse, and the rent due, and her daughter, Piper, having a hole in her one pair of boots. That and a chorus of women from church assuring her she was bound for hell. The chorus couldn’t decide which was more scandalous: serving tea to a madam or taking in the madam’s bastard child. That and the fact of a trick heart, which she now mentioned.

“How bad is your heart?” Rose peered into Elsa’s soul, arithmetizing on her internal abacus where the widow would prove weak or problematic. Anticipating, that was my Rose’s genius.

“On the boat across, I took scarlet fever,” Elsa admitted. “The doctor tells me I’m fine… a bit of hearing loss is all.” She tipped her head and pointed to her right ear. “Then he died on me.”

“Your husband? That was hardly his fault.”

“Yet it’s put me and my girl to shame.”

“Shame you can survive,” Rose declared. “Of that I’m certain.”

She was seeing the broader picture now, of a Swedish professor falling for a bit of beauty. The desires of men being Rose’s chief preoccupation. She considered that Lars Johnson might have been one of her customers: a man who wished for a little stroking of the box, be it the box on his shoulders or in his chest or in his trousers. Thinking of desires reminded Rose that she was far removed from the din of the whorehouse. This little cottage in hicksville made her eager to move on.

“And the child’s father?” Elsa asked. “Will he be—”

“Not a factor,” Rose declared.

“An actor?”

Rose let it pass. She banged her teacup to signal that time was short, her patience even shorter, and, anyway, tea was not what she drank. She had already made peace with the notion that I should never be hers. She had as much use for a baby as a lion has for fins.

“I should think you’d want to meet her.” Rose called to the footman to bring me in from the coach.

Elsa sighed. There was no avoiding it. She stood as Sugar led me by the hand inside.

“Oh my,” Elsa exclaimed, “she’s… quite dark, isn’t she?”

Rose squinted at the map of capillaries covering the widow’s nose and cheeks—the distinct markings of a tippler. “I see all the shadings when I look at a face. I make it my business to do so,” she said. “How ’bout you?”

“Yah, yah,” Elsa agreed. “Only, should folks ask why she is so different from me and my girl, I would have to tink on what to say.”

“Oh, you’ll tink,” Rose assured her. “That, or me and the girl will move on.”

It was Rose’s observation that folks who begin the dance with a string of noes often prove the most malleable. Still, she didn’t have all day and this pride-bound Swede would require a bit of the lash now and again.

“Va’ fan,” the widow mumbled.

“What does that mean?”

Elsa wasn’t about to say. Rose would learn soon enough that fan was devil. Va’ fan? What the hell. Hora was what Elsa called Rose—in private.

“Our city neighbors,” Elsa said. “They will just have to tink my Lars was—”

“Dark,” Rose offered. “Mysterious.”

Now that I was in the house, the pace of the negotiation quickened: hereafter I would call the widow what Pie called her—Morie, mor, Swedish for mother. Rose would build us a house in a flat section of the city; Morie didn’t want to be climbing hills. It wouldn’t be the best, not even the second-best, part of town, but maybe that was right too. Close to the piers.

“Good—far from the Jews,” Morie said. Rose sighed at Morie’s bigotry. The Jews lived in the finest houses in Pacific Heights. Where Rose also lived.

Rose arranged for her Chinese cook, his surname was Tan, to spend one day a week provisioning the larder and otherwise keeping tabs. Money for our food, necessities, school fees, and incidentals would arrive on the first of the month, regular as the Pacific railroad.

As Morie listened to all the bounty coming toward her, she held still, lest it pass her by. It was more than she dared hope for. She touched her heart, that organ that shut the day they put Lars in the ground—and felt it quicken. She touched her chest to be sure.

“The city,” she said, blushing. “Lars always dreamed of going there. Won’t he be proud.”

“Chrissakes, let’s not burden the dead with pride.” Rose decided it was caraway, yes, caraway, the scent that pervaded the room. “I should have liked a bit of your akvavit,” she said.

When she was frightened, Morie’s pupils all but disappeared in a sky of bleached blue. “I don’t expect you to be a churchgoer, but I won’t have you ridicule. The doctor, he prescribes a tonic for my nerves.”

“Does he now?”

Rose had planned to suggest a visit one evening each month. But hearing the widow connive—in Swedish singsong—she cut the visits to six times a year. Then, as Rose observed the low-slung cottage with the ceiling pocked where the rains seeped through, and the frayed rug, and the stale spritz cookies, she cut that number again. She would see me three times a year.

“And now I’d like to meet your daughter,” she said.

Pie had been playing quietly in her room. Five years old, with blond ringlets and a sweet laugh, she ran into the room, took me from Sugar, and hugged me close. Morie had promised Pie she was getting a sister as a present.

“Vera is a funny name for a baby,” Pie said.

“It means truth. Let’s hope she grows into it,” Rose replied. “Now, Piper, why don’t you take Vera to your room and shut the door. I bet she’d like to play with your doll.”

The part no one told me, what I must imagine, is what happened after I discovered they’d gone—Sugar, Rose gone.

Once Rose decided something, she never looked back. In San Francisco she had thirty girls to flick with her switch. The men who paid for those girls paid for me.



So, you see, I was a special bastard, a not-quite-orphan, a madam’s mistake, a tippler’s charge—provided for but never loved by either mother. And though that fact pained me in my early youth, I came to see my place as unique. I was never trapped by pretty frocks and expectations of home and hearth that plagued the other girls I knew; I was a secret, bound by a secret, and if all that binding kept me apart, it also allowed me a certain freedom. My mind was my sole company, and when the old world ended and the new world began, my mind would have to see us through.

But, oh, what a challenge I was for Morie. She played it corked and tight on that first visit with Rose. But with us, with Pie and me, Morie showed she had many sides. When sober, Morie could be funny, or salty as the pickled herring she forced us to eat. The stern side saw that I was scrubbed proper and that I knew where to put my fork and napkin. At dinner Morie talked of people and things. A girl was pretty or fair, a woman cultured or not-from-our-side-of-the-street, which is laughable, except in her mouth it was a serious charge; a man had means or he was nothing. She believed in keeping up with the news, and by news, I mean gossip. Thankfully, the San Francisco papers supplied an amplitude of celebrity and scandal. I taught myself to read early, and in the evenings I read the paper to Morie and learned the doings about town. Morie knew I would never be fair and pink, docile or sweet, like Pie. My hair was thick, coarse, nut brown; theirs was silky flax. I wasn’t given to smile for company. I saw no reason to feign or flatter, as no one had ever flattered me. I would never be a lady but I could be useful. You hear a thing enough, and it is what you believe. I believed I had to be vigilant, be sharp. I believed that every day I had to work to earn our keep.



OEBPS/e9781501157547/fonts/EBGaramond-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781501157547/fonts/Spectral-Italic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781501157547/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


    		Map


		Dedication


		Epigraph


		First Things


		Part One

		1. Birthday


		2. Morie


		3. The Deal


		4. The Gold House


		5. Going to The Rose


		6. Caruso


		7. Shaken








		Part Two

		8. Up the Hill


		9. Rose’s House


		10. The Fire


		11. Tan


		12. Strange Lands and People


		13. To See the Mayor


		14. The End of the Fire








		Part Three

		15. Bobby


		16. Searching for Rose


		17. A House of a Horse


		18. Rose in the House


		19. The Ramble


		20. The Women


		21. Gold


		22. The Difference between Want and Desire


		23. The Mayor


		24. Monkey Bread


		25. The Cliffs


		26. It Isn’t Personal


		27. Loose Papers


		28. A Visit to Ruef


		29. Voile








		Acknowledgments


		Reading Group Guide


		About the Author


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Epigraph


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Copyright








		VII


		IX


		X


		XI


		XII


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		261


		262


		263


		264


		265


		266


		267


		268


		269


		270


		271


		272


		273


		274


		275


		276


		277


		278


		279


		280


		281


		282


		283


		284


		285


		286


		287


		288


		289


		290


		291


		292


		293


		294


		295


		296


		297


		298


		299


		300


		301


		302


		303


		304


		305


		306


		307


		308


		309


		310


		311


		312


		313


		314


		315


		316


		317


		318


		319


		320


		321


		322


		323


		324








OEBPS/e9781501157547/images/map.jpg
fae

uw%%,u‘gHuv

YV

=N
LRI J]

1

AV

il
=4
Fohs
:‘iitﬂi

w IR » ;15]
nlmi.ﬁ::mgmu
'EEIIIDEH' L7

< 2SO
2R e @\@
&%& w N, B v 1 MAP
O AN IR L

PR

& o R | |
N —
R
M AMAP OF
.+ " SANFRANCISCO |

3 % ys o
%% R CALIFORNIA
% 3 < "gF APRIL. 18, 1908
> SHOWING BUILDINGS CONSTRUCTED
rens pomr o B e i e AND BUILDINGS UNDER CONSTRUCTION
P OF BURNED AREA AREA BURNED-FOUR SQUARE MILES DURING TWO YEARS AFTER FIRE OF
TOTAL AREA OF CITY - FORTY SQUARE MILES APRIL 18, 1906
- THE 497 BLOCKS WITHIN THE AREA BORDERED BY RED LINE WERE
¥ o DESTROYED. MARKINGS IN BLACK SHOW NEW CONSTRUGTION
s (2]
scaLe - PUBLISHED BY
) L THE CALIFORNIA PROMOTION COMMITTEE

SURVEYED AND DRAWN BY PUNNETT BROTHERS. 30! MACDONOUGH BUILDING, SAN FRANCISCO, CALIFORNIA

Copyright. 1908 by Punnctt Brotners CALIFORNIA BUILDING, UNION SQUARE. SAN FRANCISCO, CALIFORNIA.






OEBPS/e9781501157547/images/9781501157547.jpg
A NOVEL BY NEW YORK TIME BESTSELLING AUTHOR

CAROL EDGARIAN






OEBPS/e9781501157547/images/title.jpg
VERA

A NOVEL

Carol Edgarian

SCRIBNER
New York London Toronto Sydney New Delhi





OEBPS/e9781501157547/fonts/Spectral-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781501157547/fonts/EBGaramond-Italic.ttf


