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Author’s Note


THE GEOGRAPHY OF New York City is as accurate for the time as research has allowed. In some cases changed street names will confuse those who know the modern city. There were many incarnations of George Street. The one where this story opens is now Rose Street at the southern edge of Tribeca. Little Dock Street became Water Street. Chatham Street is now Park Row. Mill Street is Stone Street. French Church Street is Pine Street. North Street, the city limits at the period of the story, is present-day Houston Street. In the neighborhood known as Five Points (today occupied by the city’s courts and a large swath of Chinatown), Anthony is now Worth Street, Cross is now Mosco Street, and Orange Street is now Baxter. Amos Street, location of the infamous Newgate Prison in what was then known as the Village of Greenwich, is now West Tenth Street. And one further point: in the matter of the Battle of Bladensburg, what is now called the Anacostia River was known at the time as the Eastern Branch of the Potomac.




And the rockets’ red glare, the bombs bursting in air, Gave proof thro’ the night that our flag was still there.


—FRANCIS SCOTT KEY AT THE BATTLE OF FORT MCHENRY, BALTIMORE, SEPTEMBER 14, 1814
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A Time Line


HERE IS A BRIEF HISTORY of the run-up to the events in this book, and a few details about life in the infant United States before the opening of the tale. It is intended for those who find context important. There are no penalties for skipping straight to the story.


Most of the action here takes place in New York City during ten days in the early period of the great experiment that is the United States. Because it aspires to be a good book, it is about love and hate and greed and passion, and sometimes selfless heroism, in this case told against the backdrop of the War of 1812. That last confrontation with Great Britain is often called the final act of the American Revolution, but it is the nation’s most obscure conflict.


1792 to 1796: George Washington’s second term. Two strong political parties emerge in his cabinet, the Democratic-Republicans led by Thomas Jefferson, and the Federalists led by Alexander Hamilton, who is nothing if not a man of New York City.


At that moment Hamilton’s town has some 90,000 residents and is poised to overtake Philadelphia as the nation’s most populous center, as well as the undisputed queen of commerce. No longer the capital city (the federal government moved to Philadelphia in 1790, awaiting the completion of a ten-mile-square Federal District on the Potomac River) New York has become the city of capital, the nation’s economic center. Hamilton and the Federalists believe America’s future lies with great industrial cities that will be merchant barons to the world. A strong central government is vital to that vision, and an enlightened autocracy the only way they see to manage it. Jefferson’s ideas are demonstrated in the rural idyll he has labored to create at Monticello in Virginia. His America must remain what ninety percent of it is at the time, a nation of great landholders and yeoman farmers. He believes passionately in states’ rights, and only slightly less passionately in the rights of the common man. (Despite being a slaveholder himself, he is honestly conflicted over slavery, and wrote an antislavery clause into his original draft of the Declaration of Independence, only to see it struck out by others among the signers.)


In Europe, France and Britain have been at war since shortly after the 1789 French Revolution. America has struggled to remain officially neutral, but on the street—particularly in New York—everyone takes sides. The city’s artisans and craftsmen, a class known collectively as mechanics, along with the unskilled laborers, declare themselves republicans and are hugely pro-French. At home, despite relying on the city for their living, the working people support the rural dreams of Jefferson and the Democratic-Republicans, and hunger for the equality promised by both the American and French revolutions. The merchants and professionals, on the other hand, are appalled at the heads rolling off the French guillotine. They become more and more pro-British, and more than ever convinced that giving the masses control of the government is madness. Federalism, with its promise of strong central control, is firmly established as the philosophy of the ruling class of New York and New England.


1796 to 1800: John Adams, a Federalist, is the nation’s second president and Thomas Jefferson (elected separately in the manner of the time) is his vice president. Adams is the first president to live in the District of Columbia in what is termed the President’s Palace or the Executive Mansion, though it is from the first painted white.


1800: Adams runs for a second term. Jefferson opposes him. On the ballot are two vice presidential candidates, Aaron Burr of New York and Thomas Pinckney of South Carolina. By December of 1800 everyone in the bitterly divided country knows that the Democratic-Republicans Jefferson and Burr have been elected, but to what? Each has the same number of Electoral College votes, and since by law the electors do not say which man they are choosing for which office, the election for president is declared to be a tie. Following the procedure laid down in the Constitution adopted fourteen years earlier, responsibility for the decision is given not to the senators, who are appointed by the legislatures of the fifteen states (Vermont and Kentucky have joined the original thirteen), but to the House of Representatives, whose members are voted into office by the people. In February of 1801, after six days of balloting, Jefferson is declared the nation’s third president and Burr his vice president.


Jefferson slashes the federal budget, lowers taxes, reduces the national debt, and in 1803 buys Louisiana from the French. This vast territory of 828,000 square miles (today’s state of Louisiana is 48,523 square miles) stretches from the Mississippi River to the Rockies and from the Canadian border to the Gulf of Mexico. The Louisiana Purchase almost doubles the size of the country, but much of it is unexplored.


1804: In May, Jefferson dispatches Meriwether Lewis and William Clark to explore the new territory and report back to Americans exactly what their country now looks like. The expedition will take two years. Meanwhile, in July of that year, Burr kills Hamilton in an illegal duel. Warrants are issued for Burr’s arrest and he flees to Philadelphia, where he plots to make himself emperor of a new country to be formed from Mexico and the American West. In the autumn Jefferson is elected to a second term.


At this point Canada is a nation of 500,000, while the American population is about to top 6 million—not including nearly 2 million black slaves—but the Canadians are feared and demonized because it’s believed they encourage their fierce Indian allies to threaten U.S. settlements on the frontier.


1806: In Europe Napoleon Bonaparte has helped subdue France’s Reign of Terror and led her army to a series of triumphs, but he cannot defeat the British navy and instead declares war on commerce. No ship that has called at a British port may afterward enter any continental European port. As a counter move, Great Britain declares it illegal for the ships of a neutral nation to visit a port from which the British are excluded, unless those ships first call at a British port and take on British goods. Direct trade between the United States and Europe is thus made an act of war. At the same time, Britain continues to claim the right to board any American vessel and look for those she says are deserters. Many naturalized Americans, particularly those who still have British accents (pronunciation has been diverging on both sides of the ocean for nearly two centuries) are impressed into the Royal Navy, a fearsome organization ruled by the lash and offering only the dubious satisfactions of rum and buggery.


1811: James Madison is America’s fourth president, a Democratic-Republican handpicked by Jefferson as his successor. (Madison’s wife, Dolley Payne Todd Madison, is the first first lady to capture the popular imagination, and the first to preside over an inaugural ball.) The Twelfth Congress is in session. It includes a number of young and exuberant members from what is then the West—Kentucky, Ohio, and Tennessee—who are anxious to again take on Great Britain. They say they wish to fight for free trade and sailors’ rights. Their real purpose is to annex Canada, Florida, and Texas. They are called the War Hawks and they are to have their day.


1812: On Thursday, June 18, the United States under President James Madison declares war on Great Britain. In the first year three attempts to take Canada fail, but the tiny American navy distinguishes itself, in part because much of the huge British fleet is occupied elsewhere. Madison is reelected. Nonetheless, the country seethes with debate led by Federalists such as Josiah Quincy of Massachusetts, whom the Democratic-Republicans accuse of “secretly advocating, and insidiously trying to effect, a disunion of the United States.”


1813: The focus moves to actions on the Great Lakes of Ontario and Erie, and there are a series of military thrusts at Canada. York (present-day Toronto) is twice invaded and burned, but never held. On the southern Tennessee frontier there are battles with the Creek Indians, who are urged on by the Spanish in Florida. Pensacola on the Gulf Coast is eventually occupied and will prove to be the only territory America permanently acquires in this war. At sea, however, the British begin to exploit their superiority of numbers and their patrols make coastal trading perilous. Americans are forced to use their terrible roads to conduct vital interstate business. As a result, there are shortages everywhere, along with price gouging and wild speculation, while overseas trade has come to a virtual standstill.


1814: In January the British offer to negotiate and a peace commission is established, but progress is slow. Federalists continue to protest the war, particularly the Canadian strategy, and continue to be called disloyal by the Democratic-Republicans. Meanwhile, except for those gone privateering—given government permission to prey on enemy shipping—the oceangoing merchant vessels of the great shipping companies lie rotting in harbor, escaped slaves help British troops harass and plunder the Chesapeake area, and the British make plans to invade what is now Maine.


In the face of all this the American government is virtually bankrupt. A failed earlier financial experiment means there is no national bank to bail them out, and in a time of no reliable paper currency, curtailment of trade has led to there not being enough coin money in circulation.


One other vital development has taken place before the story opens, though few realize how crucial it is to be to the future of the new nation. The moneymen—traders in various types of risks and commodities—long accustomed to holding wild and rowdy auctions under a buttonwood tree (a sycamore) on Wall Street, realized they were responsible for rampant speculation and the resultant bubble bursting and financial panic, all bad for business. In 1792 the twenty-four most powerful such traders drew up what they called the Buttonwood Agreement, which laid the foundation for a structured market in securities (known as scrip). Early in 1793 these pioneers of what would be the New York Stock Exchange built the elegant new TontineI Coffee House on the corner of Wall and Water streets, and moved their trading activities into an upstairs room. They continued to meet and do business there during the anxious days of the war.


The stage is now well and truly set for pirates and lovers, thieves and heroes, men—and indeed women—with ambitions big enough for young America’s city of dreams.





I. A tontine is a financial arrangement whereby a fixed group takes shares in an investment—in this case the coffeehouse—paying out pro rata as each dies or drops out; the last one standing gets the whole shebang.





Characters


THE DOCTORS


Joyful Patrick Turner: Son of Morgan Turner, one-time privateer and later hero of the Revolution. Joyful was raised in the Chinese trading colony of Canton until age sixteen, when he was sent home to New York to become a physician. One of the early graduates of the Medical Department at Columbia College (known as King’s College before the Revolution), he is thirty when the story opens and has been a ship’s doctor for six years.


Andrew Turner: A hero of the Revolution, a doctor and a surgeon. At seventy-five he is a member of the Common (city) Council, and a respected voice in New York’s affairs. Andrew is Joyful’s cousin, and was his patron when he first came to New York from China.


THE CANTON TRADERS


Gornt Blakeman: A man in his prime at forty-some, and owner of the most important stagecoach company in the nation. A trader with a countinghouse on Hanover Street, Blakeman is a man who would be king.


Lansing “Bastard” Devrey: Cousin to Joyful and Andrew, and the illegitimate son of the deceased Sam Devrey, who was a doctor and hero of the Revolution as well as a lifelong bachelor. Lansing, called Bastard by one and all, was not acknowledged until he was twenty-eight and Sam was on his deathbed. When the story opens, Bastard is thirty-seven and head of Devrey Shipping. Once enormously wealthy and still owner of the elaborate house on Wall Street built by Will Devrey in 1706, Bastard has squandered much of his fortune and put the rest in thrall to the speculators of Wall Street. Nonetheless, he believes himself a prince among men.


John Jacob Astor: Known by all as Jacob Astor. German by birth, Astor arrived in New York via London in early 1783 when he was just twenty, and soon began trading in furs. In a short time he had a warehouse in Montreal, capital of the fur trade, as well as a countinghouse on Little Dock Street in New York City. Dabbling in the China trade quickly led to a fleet of ships and subsequently a worldwide mercantile empire. Early on he became a speculator in Manhattan property. At the time of the story he is the young nation’s first tycoon, the richest man in America, and has recently built himself a palace in the rural reaches of Broadway between Vesey and Barclay streets. Could he not then become an emperor?


THE WOMEN


Manon Vionne: Daughter of one of the many Protestant Huguenot families who came to America to escape persecution in Catholic France, Manon is lovely, but she is also smarter than most men and unable to hide it. Some think that’s why she is unmarried and unpromised at twenty-two.


Eugenie LaMont Fischer: A twenty-four-year-old widow. Beautiful as well as clever, she has been forced by circumstances to live by her wits. Eugenie is struggling to maintain a fine household on Chatham Street, while she searches for a husband who can take over her debts and support her in style.


Delight Higgins: A stunning woman of mixed race; in the accepted term of the time, a mulatto. This subjects her to the laws governing blacks, but Delight claims to have been born free in Nova Scotia. (She admits to twenty-nine, though she may be older.) Delight runs a gambling club and discreet parlor house—i.e., a bordello—known as the Dancing Knave on semirural Rivington Street. It is an area that speculators hope to make fashionable after the war.


Holy Hannah: An ageless creature living in a shack in the no-man’s-land between the city and the heavily wooded Manhattan wilderness to the north. Hannah is given to quoting Old Testament scripture, but only a few know her precise history. Though she has never married, Holy Hannah is known to care for a brood of children.


THE JEWEL MERCHANTS


Maurice Vionne: Father of Manon—whom he fears to be condemned by her intelligence to spinsterhood—and the most respected of the cluster of mostly Huguenot gold- and silversmiths and jewel traders to be found in the vicinity of Maiden Lane.


Mordecai Frank: A goldsmith, Frank is a member of the tiny but well established Jewish community who have been in the city since it was Peter Stuyvesant’s Nieuw Amsterdam. Like Vionne, Frank deals in precious gems when they come his way. He is an elder of Shearith Israel on Mill Street, the first, and at the time the only, synagogue in New York.


THE OPIUM DEALERS


Jonathan Devrey: Molly, his twin sister, vanished sixteen years before—a never-explained mystery—leaving Jonathan the sole heir to the elegant apothecary shop in Hanover Square, where perfumes and handmade soaps are sold along with herbal simples and curatives. Jonathan inherited as well the recipe for a secret elixir, which many in the city are convinced they cannot do without. Small wonder. It is almost pure laudanum, an opium derivative made from the seeds of ripe poppies.


Thumbless Wu: A Cantonese and among the first Chinese to come to New York.


Ah Wong: Jacob Astor’s butler, and head of the Chinese family Astor has brought over to be servants in his fabulous Broadway mansion.


THE PEOPLE OF NEW YORK CITY—INCLUDING MEMBERS OF THE PROFESSIONS, POLITICIANS, MECHANICS, WAGE EARNERS, AND SEAFARERS


Will Farrell: A twelve-year-old boy employed as a lookout for Devrey Shipping.


Peggety Jack: A one-legged former tar in charge of Devrey Shipping’s dockworkers.


Captain Finbar O’Toole: An Irishman who came to America at the age of ten. Four years later he joined Washington’s army and served under Morgan Turner. After the war he became a merchant sea captain and made frequent trips to Canton.


Barnaby Carter: A member of the craftsman-small-business-owner class known as mechanics, he owns a workshop that produces stagecoach bodies.


Lucretia Hingham Carter: Wife of Barnaby and one of the town’s numerous abortionists.


Henry Astor: A butcher, cattle trader, and Jacob’s elder brother. Henry arrived in New York during the Revolution with a British commission to provision the Hessian mercenaries. At the time of the story he remains important in the meat trade, much of which is centered on his Bull’s Head Tavern and the adjoining abattoir and stockyards located on the Bowery just above Chatham Square.


Francis Xavier Gallagher: Another butcher, but one who has as well a different trade: organizing (and exploiting) newly arrived Irishmen who think because the man known as F.X. also happens to be Irish, he can be trusted.


Tintin: A shadowy figure recently arrived in the city and rumored to be one of Jean Laffite’s pirate captains. Laffite is head of a renegade colony based in the secluded islands of Barataria Bay, south of New Orleans. The Baratarians prey on Spanish commerce and dispose of their plunder—which often includes slaves—through merchant connections on the mainland.


Jesse Edwards: An eleven-year-old powder monkey on the brig Lawrence during the 1813 Battle of Lake Erie. He later lives in New York.


Tammy Tompkins: A tar who served on the Lawrence in 1813.


Samson Simson: The first Jewish member of the bar, he studied law at Columbia under Aaron Burr. An elder of the Mill Street Synagogue, Shearith Israel.


Reverend Zachary Fish, Absalom, Joshua et al.: Members of the African Methodist Episcopal Zion Church—called by all Mother Zion—located in the already notorious Five Points section of the city.


Patrick Aloysius Burney: An Irish laborer who lives in Five Points.


Slyly Silas Danforth: A scrivener, and perhaps the most clever forger in New York City.


Adele Tremont: A Huguenot widow who works as a mantua-maker and dresses the most fashionable women of the city.


Vinegar Clifford: A chucker-out—a bouncer—who retired as the city’s public whipper shortly before the story opens, when New York abolished flogging as an official criminal punishment.





Prologue


New York City Friday, June 19, 1812, 12:30 A.M.


It was a fine, quiet night, the balmy warmth of early summer a comfort, not the fiery curse it would become in a few weeks. There were no streetlamps in Canvastown—hard by Hudson’s River, the area got its name when it burned down at the start of the Revolution and the locals took to living in tents—but bright stars and a full moon. That plus the pair of coaching lamps swinging either side of the small black shay provided light enough for the single horse, an aging piebald, to make its way.


The two men in the rig had been playing billiards at McDermott’s Oyster House. On their way home now, cue sticks wedged either side of the shay’s single seat, they were reliving the game by talking about it. “Ah, but if that last carom had succeeded, I’d have won again, making it six games to five, so you needn’t—” The speaker, who held the reins, broke off. A knot of men stood some twenty yards ahead, a short distance from the intersection of Greenwich Street and George, where the shay had to make the turn to head back to the better neighborhood downtown.


There were five of them, dressed in the leather breeches and homespun shirts that marked them as laborers, and they were ominously quiet. The men stood in a tight circle, focused on something or someone in their midst.


The shay’s passenger and owner was Barnaby Carter, a coach maker by trade. “Just put on a bit of speed and shoot past them,” he said. “Old Rufus won’t let us down.” The piebald, hearing its name, snorted and tossed its head.


The driver was Joyful Patrick Turner, doctor and ship’s surgeon, due to go back to sea the following day. He heard his friend’s suggestion and later told himself it was exactly what he’d intended to do. Just shoot past the men ahead. Neither he nor Barnaby was spoiling for a fight. As for the woman standing in the men’s midst, whores—called hot-pockets in Canvastown—were one of the area’s prime attractions; this woman, though, held a small valise, the sort people packed for a journey, and a whore was unlikely to troll the streets for custom carrying a change of clothing. All of that aside, Joyful reined in because of what he heard—“All right then, who’s going to be first?” spoken in a tone full of menace.


He stood up, keeping the reins taut in one hand. “Leave her be.”


“Couple o’ gents,” one of the toughs muttered to his companions, looking at their cutaway coats and stovepipe hats. “Your kind comes to Canvastown looking for pleasure,” he said “No harm in us having ours.”


“There’s plenty of hot pockets available. I don’t think this lady chooses to be bothered.”


“Ain’t no lady,” the man closest to the shay offered with a nearly toothless smile. “This here’s a mongrel bitch as you might find in any kennel got broken into when the master wasn’t looking. A runaway most likely. When we’re done, we’ll be takin’ her to a magistrate. See if there’s a reward. So you gents best be minding your own concerns and driving yourselves straight on by.”


“I don’t think we shall do exactly that.” Joyful pitched his voice at the woman, hoping she would take his meaning, prepare herself. She stared straight at him. He returned her gaze for a second, then a movement at the edge of the circle caught his eye.


Barnaby had seen it as well. “One of them’s got a knife,” the coach maker murmured.


“Probably more than one,” Joyful said. “Hang on.” He cracked the reins over the horse’s rump. The piebald plunged forward. For a sickening moment the shay tilted dangerously to one side, then righted itself and surged ahead. The ruffians fell back, intent on avoiding the horse’s hooves; the woman stood her ground. Joyful stretched out his hand, but instead of taking it she remained motionless.


Joyful yanked on the reins, forcing the horse to pull up slightly, then leaned down and swept the woman into the shay, at which point some of the would-be rapists threw themselves at the rig. Joyful planted his boot firmly on the knuckles of one. He was conscious of Barnaby using his cue stick to fend off another. Joyful loosed the reins slightly. The horse sensed he was being given his head and charged straight ahead. Joyful kept his left arm around the woman’s waist. In seconds they had to make the turn onto Greenwich Street or drive straight into a stone fence backed by a thick stand of trees. “Hang on!” he shouted again, tightening his grip on the woman while using his other hand to tug the horse’s head to the right. The animal neighed loudly and half reared, confused and frightened. Joyful pulled harder. The horse gave in to the demands of the bit and changed direction, hauling the shay behind him in a sharp turn. This time the sickening lurch seemed to last forever, until finally the small carriage righted itself and they were hurtling down Greenwich Street, Joyful and Barnaby both laughing aloud in triumph.


When he finally reined in enough to slow them some and allow for getting the woman settled safely between him and Barnaby, the thing Joyful found most remarkable was not her beauty—though she was unquestionably beautiful—but that she was still staring at him. And he had the distinct impression she’d not stopped doing so since the first moment she saw him.


[image: Images]


Late the following afternoon word reached the city that in the Federal District of Washington, on Thursday, the eighteenth of June, 1812, Congress had declared war on Great Britain. Dr. Joyful Patrick Turner gave up his berth on a merchant ship, and offered his services as surgeon to the navy of the United States.
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September–November 1813






Chapter One


Lake Erie, Nine Miles from Put-in-Bay Friday, September 10, 1813, 2 P.M.


INSTEAD OF INHALING THE DEEP breath of fresh air Joyful Turner longed for when he came topside, he had to pull his neckerchief over his nose and mouth to keep from choking. The fight had been going on for two hours—six British ships against nine American, but the British far superior in tonnage and arms—and the air was black with the smoke of gunpowder and thick with the stench of death.


“Dr. Turner, over here, sir!”


Joyful made his way toward Commodore Perry’s voice. It was slow going, impossible to see much of anything, the decks of the Lawrence slick with blood and the brig listing dangerously to port. He had to hang onto the gunwale to keep his footing. Perry’s flagship was too close to the British lines for the enemy’s superiority in the larger long guns to be useful, but their gunners had found the range with smaller weapons. A shell from a short cannon known as a carronade landed close behind Joyful. A great gust of sparks flared for a moment, then died. The deck shivered beneath his feet and the list to port worsened. The blast had been close enough to make his ears ring. He shook his head to clear it, heard nothing at first, then, as if from a far distance, Perry’s second shout: “Dr. Turner, I want you!”


“I’m here, Commodore.”


“Yes, so you are. Good Christ, man, you look a sight.”


Thirty-two years old, Joyful was tall and lean, with blue eyes and red hair, now flattened with sweat. The long oilskin apron he wore during surgery was spattered with blobs of gore and splinters of bone. Joyful looked down at himself, then squinted up into the rigging. The sails were in tatters, and most of the lines and braces had been shot away. “We’re none of us at our best at the moment, sir.”


Perry managed a wry smile. There was another blast from the British. “The flag, man! Get the flag!”


The man who rushed to follow Perry’s command was an ordinary tar; the commodore was the only officer not flat on his back below decks in Joyful’s crammed hospital quarters. Joyful’s gut tightened as he watched the sailor head for the foremast. “Are we striking our colors, sir?” Surrendering to the British might make sense, but the thought sickened him.


“Indeed we are not, Dr. Turner. It’s my battle flag I want. Lawrence has become impossible to control, as you can see. I’m taking over Niagara.” Perry nodded toward the row of American ships stretched beside them, half shrouded in the fog of the engagement. “You’re to come with me, Doctor, and bring any crew who are able to come topside. I don’t care if they must crawl.”


“I have sixty-three severely wounded patients below—”


“And twenty-one corpses. I’m aware of the numbers, Doctor.”


Both men knew that fewer than a hundred of the brig’s hundred-thirty-man complement had started the action fit for duty. The single rowboat being lowered over the brig’s side would easily accommodate the survivors of this experiment in close-quarters fighting on which Perry had staked his chance to defeat an enemy that, while a smaller squadron, both outgunned and outmanned him.


The man who had been sent to get the battle flag returned. Perry took the blue banner and quickly folded it. Joyful couldn’t see the words embroidered in large white letters, but he knew what they said. DON’T GIVE UP THE SHIP. “Any man who can crawl, Doctor,” Perry repeated. “If he can haul a line, I want him. Even if it’s to be his last move. And yourself.”


“I will inform the men of your orders, Commodore. But few of the wounded will be able to comply, however much they want to.” God alone knew how many legs he’d amputated in the last couple of hours. Joyful had stopped counting when the number went above two dozen. “As for me, I can’t leave my patients.”


As ship’s surgeon, he was in the employ of the navy, not a member of its armed forces; Perry could not command him. “As you wish, Dr. Turner. I pray you Godspeed for the rest of the engagement and beyond.”


“And I you, Commodore.”


“Do not fear for me or our country this day, Doctor. We shall prevail, I promise you.” Perry swung one leg over the side, then paused and reached for his pocket watch. “I shall wait five minutes for any of the wounded as are able to join us, then we’re away.”


“May I ask for ten minutes, sir? Even the sick or wounded who can come topside won’t be able to move quickly.”


“Ten minutes then,” Perry agreed.


The two-masted brigantine Niagara had been moving to the head of the line while they spoke, all the while keeping the American ships between herself and the enemy. Now she was athwart Lawrence. Perry and three sailors began clambering down to the waiting rowboat. Joyful turned and headed back to the hold. The list of the vessel was definitely worse, and the smoke thicker. One of the British ships—the Queen Charlotte, Joyful thought—was still firing. Lawrence had eighteen carronades to Charlotte’s two, but no one to man them. And for the last half hour there had been no powder monkeys to bring them shot.


Joyful found the hatch by feel and instinct. He was about to start down the ladderway when Jesse Edwards’s small blond head poked above it. “What’s happening, Dr. Turner, sir?”


Wonderful! There had been three powder monkeys when the action began. All boys under twelve, they did what was arguably the most dangerous job in any battle—running the ammunition to the guns—and two were in the pile of corpses below. He’d figured the third to be lying dead somewhere else. “There you are, Jesse. I was just wondering about you.”


The lad didn’t meet his gaze, speaking instead to some point over Joyful’s shoulder. “I was down in the powder magazine, sir. Getting the charges the way I’m s’posed to, and—”


Cowering in the stores most likely, God help him. “It’s all right, lad. No need to worry about that now. The Commodore and what’s left of the crew are about to row over to Niagara. They’re waiting for any others as are able to join them. Get on with you. Over there on the port side. Hurry.”


The boy started to go, then turned back. “What about you, Dr. Turner?”


“Nothing about me. Go on, Jesse. Look lively. That’s a good—” The blast landed between them, knocking Joyful back against the bulkhead. At first he felt nothing, only smelled burned flesh, but he knew this time it was his own. He waited, half expecting to collapse, sensing his legs. No, they were fine. But there was pain now, and dizziness. Christ Jesus, don’t faint, you stupid bastard. You’re a dead man if you do. His heart thumped violently in his chest. “Jesse! Where are you?”


He tried to take a step forward and staggered. “Jesse!” Still nothing. Can’t hang about here. Have to tell the men below they can . . . The weakness almost overwhelmed him, but Joyful fought it off. Something not right about his left arm. He reached across his body: The upper arm was whole. So was the elbow and the forearm. No broken bones, so . . . Oh, Christ Jesus. He had no hand.


The wound was pouring blood. Joyful, trembling, felt his gorge rise. Shock. Ignore it. Must stop the hemorrhage. Finished otherwise. It seemed to take forever, but eventually he managed to untie his neckerchief.


Behind him the guns were still booming, but Lawrence, listing, and with no firepower, was no longer the target. He managed to get the neckerchief tied around his shattered wrist, but it had to be tighter if it was going to keep him from bleeding to death. He kept short wooden dowels in the pocket of his apron so his patients could bite something other than their own tongues when he cut. Damn! The fingers of his right hand were slippery with blood. He finally got a grip on one dowel, forced it into the knot of the makeshift bandage, and began to twist. Not the best tourniquet he’d ever fastened, but it would do the job. “Jesse! Are you there, lad?”


Still no answer, and he had no idea how much of Perry’s allotted ten minutes remained. The men below had a right to take the offer if they could.


He staggered over to the hatch and started down the ladderway. His left foot reached for the quarterdeck and made contact with Jesse’s body. The boy had been hurled backward by the blast.


Joyful was weak and dizzy, but he made himself crouch beside the crumpled figure. “Jesse? Can you hear me?” One quarterdeck lantern remained lit; still, it was nearly impossible to see in the gloom. “Jesse. C’mon boy, answer me.” The powder monkey didn’t move. Joyful pressed his ear to the boy’s chest. Thready and very rapid, but the heart was beating. His eyes finally adjusted to the half light, and he saw that the boy’s right arm had been shot off virtually at the shoulder. “Got us both, the poxed English bastards,” he muttered. Jesse didn’t move.


The blood coming from the boy’s shoulder was oozing, not pumping. A blessing. There was no way to make a tourniquet effective in such a position. The powder monkey’s kersey shirt had been shredded by the shot. Joyful was able to grip a piece of the fabric with his single hand and rip it free. He wadded the kersey into the wound, then got his one good arm underneath Jesse. He couldn’t heave him up the first time he tried, but he succeeded the second. Joyful slung the youngster over his right shoulder and staggered down to the hospital quarters deep in the hold.


There had been three lanterns lit when he left the sick bay, strung on a pulley stretched abaft the long, narrow cabin. Now there was only one. “Grubbers! Where in hell are you? How come you let the damned lights go out?”


“Right here, Dr. Turner. I was just goin’ to trim those wicks and get some—”


Useless, like most of the surgeon’s mates he’d been assigned over the eight years he’d been at sea. “Forget it. Clear the way for another operation. No, wait. I’ll do it. You go above. The commodore’s waiting for any as can leave the ship with him.” Joyful leaned forward and let Jesse’s body drop onto the operating table, ignoring the pulpy remains of the previous surgery that still dotted the canvas covering. The effort jarred his own wound and a wave of pain caught him unawares. Joyful sucked air into his lungs and waited for it to pass, then held his bandaged wrist up to the light. No fresh blood. The tourniquet was holding.


“You’re wounded, Doctor. You want me to—”


“I don’t want you to do anything.” He’d never had much patience with Grubbers’s whining. “Just go topside so you can get away.”


“We’re surrendering, sir?”


“No, Commodore Perry and any of the crew as can join him are transferring to Niagara.” He raised his voice. “Do you lot hear me? If you can drag yourselves topside, you can get off this floating charnel house. But you’d best be quick.”


There, he’d done his duty. Joyful didn’t bother to see if any of the men were managing to turn themselves out of their hammocks, or rise off the pallets spread side by side on the floor. He bent over the operating table and carefully removed the wadding of shredded kersey he’d stuffed into Jesse’s wound.


Grubbers looked down at the unconscious boy. “Shot up real bad, ain’t he, sir?”


“Yes, he is. I’ll deal with it. You get above while you can.”


Grubbers hesitated another moment, then dashed for the ladderway. Joyful was vaguely conscious of one other seaman following behind him. The rest were too ill to move. Probably too ill to have heard him, come to that.


He put his good hand on Jesse Edwards’s forehead. Cool and clammy. The boy was in shock, but his breathing was steadier than it might have been. And when Joyful moved his hand to the lad’s chest, he still felt that regular if too-rapid beat. “All right, Jesse. We’re going to do this, you and I. And if I can operate with one hand, you can bloody well live to tell the tale. You hear me, Jesse Edwards?” He knew the boy was unconscious, but no matter. It made him feel better. “You are going to survive this operation and this day, my reluctant young powder monkey, because you are a tough little Yankee bastard from Boston, despite creaming your britches in every battle. And I . . . well, I am the best goddamned surgeon in the goddamned United States Navy. Hell, no. I’m better than that. I’m the best goddamned surgeon in the world.”


Actually, his cousin Andrew Turner back in New York was. But he’d once done just this sort of surgery with Andrew. Joyful was studying medicine at Columbia in those days, and living in Andrew’s house. A woman had been run over by a horse and carriage and brought to his cousin’s Ann Street surgery. The wheel had ripped her arm off practically at the shoulder, same as the bloody English guns had done to Jesse Edwards. Joyful had to act as his cousin’s assistant, and he remembered every step of the operation. He could hear Andrew’s voice as clearly as if the older man stood beside him in Lawrence’s fetid hospital quarters.


The wound requires amputation just below the scapula. Thing is, Joyful, there are many surgeons afraid of the procedure. Terrific danger of hemorrhage, of course. But she’s going to die if we don’t operate. And if we are very careful, very skilled, and a little bit lucky, she may survive.


Andrew had picked up the longest of his knives. Joyful turned to the instrument case on the table beside him and did the same. The scalpel he chose had a bone handle and a flexible blade six inches long and an inch wide. It was one of his favorites and stained with the blood of the many surgeries of this day. His was not a profession for the overly fastidious, he reminded himself, and clamped the instrument between his teeth while he reached overhead and pulled the single working lantern into position above the operating table.


Now, Joyful, hold what’s left of that arm horizontal.


Given the quality of tars assigned as surgeon’s mates, Joyful had long since installed a wall-mounted heavy hook fitted with a leather strap that he called the Assistant-as-Doesn’t-Talk-Back. He moved the lad’s inert body as close to the table’s edge as he dared and fixed what was left of the shot-off arm in position with his contraption. Clumsy work done one-handed, and getting the boy’s body strapped to the table was almost as difficult, but eventually it was done.


We make an incision like this, through the adipose membrane, from the upper part of the shoulder across the pectoral muscle down to the armpit.


That first swift cut brought the powder monkey around, and his scream reverberated off the cabin’s walls. There was a spate of murmured protests as the few wounded men still conscious registered the boy’s agony. “Quiet, all of you! Squealed like stuck pigs yourselves when it was your turn. But the only reason some of you are still breathing is me and my knife.” There were a few whispered assents, even a blessing or two, but Joyful ignored them. All his attention remained with the patient on the table.


The lad’s shout was actually a cause for celebration. A faint deep enough not to be ended by surgery might indicate a coma that would never give way. Joyful set down the scalpel, fetched another of the dowels from his apron pocket, and placed it in the boy’s mouth. Jesse’s eyes were wide open now, and staring into his. “Bite down, as hard as you can, lad. You are going to get through this. So am I. Because if we don’t, you’re dead.” He pinned the youngster with his gaze. “Do you understand me, young Edwards? This time there’s nowhere to hide. You muster every scrap of courage you have and withstand this, or you die. Now make a choice—do I go ahead?”


Tears rolled down Jesse’s cheeks, but he nodded. “Good,” Joyful said. “Bite as hard as you can on that stick. I’ll be as quick as I can.”


Now, we turn the knife with its edge upwards and divide the muscle.


Joyful concentrated on the muffled boom of the guns and ignored the strangled screams of the boy under the knife as well as the moans of the sick and the dying that surrounded him. Pray God they were American guns. What would the British do with the wounded if they boarded Lawrence? Probably return those who could live through the transfer to the Americans. As for him—most likely they’d impress him into the godrotting Royal Navy. Be a real pleasure to get some of those English bastards under his knife.


He put down the scalpel and turned to get ligatures to tie off the large artery. Oh, Christ Jesus. How was he going to thread the needles with one hand? Maybe that useless bastard Grubbers had prepared some in advance. He pawed through the things on the instrument table searching for a threaded needle. Nothing. He hadn’t really thought there would be.


Joyful found a largish needle and put the pointed end between his teeth, then teased out a length of catgut from the tangle Grubbers had left behind. He craned his head back, stretching his neck as far as he could, trying to get as much light as possible on the task. Bloody impossible to make the catgut go where he wanted it to. Might as well try to sprout wings and fly. But if that bit of arm were left attached, Jesse Edwards was guaranteed a slow and agonizing death from blood poisoning. God damn him to hell if he let a boy die because he couldn’t thread a—


“Here, Doc. Let me do that.” A pair of hands reached up and took the needle and the length of catgut.


Joyful peered into the gloom beyond the pool of light cast by the single lantern. “Tompkins, isn’t it?”


“Tammy Tompkins. That’s right, Doc.”


The tar had been one of those in the sick bay before the battle began. “Your fever’s broken.”


“Looks like it, don’t it? Still some shaky on my pins, but I can do this. No harder than a bit of scrimshaw, this is.”


Tompkins was one of the most adept whalebone carvers among the sailors. “You’ll make a fine surgeon’s mate, Tammy. You’ve got the hands for it.”


“Not the stomach though, Doc. In the ordinary way o’ things, I can’t stand the sight o’ blood.”


“Well, control yourself. And prepare three more of those needles.”


Joyful took up the scalpel and turned for one quick glance at his patient. The boy was staring at the knife. “Bite down, Jesse. This is the worst of it, but it will soon be over. I was raised in Canton, that’s in China, and the Chinese would say it’s not your joss to die this day. Not your fate. Otherwise you’d be dead already.”


This time the steady stream of talk was for the boy’s sake, not his own. Joyful made a swift, sure cut through the deltoid muscle; the artery began pumping blood. He dropped the scalpel and took hold of the artery, pinching it tight, issuing orders without turning his head. “Put your fingers where mine are, Tompkins. Grab this tubelike thing I’m holding and squeeze. C’mon, damn it, do it! The boy’s a corpse otherwise.” A tentative hand stretched above the bloody mess that was Jesse Edwards’s shoulder. Finally, Tompkins’s fingers were in position next to his own and Joyful could let go. He grabbed the threaded needle and tied off first the large artery, then the veins. Not as hard to do one-handed as he’d have expected.


The scalpel again. And Andrew’s voice calm and clear in his head: We pursue the incision through the joint, and carefully divide the vessels, then stop them with ligatures as we did the others.


Thank God Tompkins had done as he was told. The additional needles were ready. Joyful bent over his task, taking another quick look at his patient. Passed out again. He scooped the dowel out of the boy’s mouth for fear he’d swallow it, then retrieved his scalpel. He was in total control now: each step of the process as clear to him as if it were written out and held before his eyes, transported to that special place where he and the scalpel were one perfect instrument.


Minutes later the shredded stump of arm fell free. Still attached to the strap on the wall, it hung above the pile of severed limbs Joyful had been kicking below the table throughout this long day. “Tompkins, watch what I’m doing. Damn it, man, I need you. Stop retching and pay attention.” He carefully rolled down over the wound the skin he’d painstakingly preserved.


In any amputation the amount of skin you’re able to save is a gauge of your success, Joyful. Without enough you’ll leave an ugly lumpy scar that will fester and suppurate at worst, or be a constant irritation to the patient at best.


“Hold the skin together while I stitch, Tompkins. Yes, like that. Good, you’re doing fine.”


So was he. The wound was closed. Done and well done. Andrew might have given him a word of praise if he’d been there.


“Jesse’s going to be all right, ain’t he, Doc?”


“Yes, Tompkins, he is. At least I think it’s likely. And without your help, it wouldn’t have happened.”


Joyful put his hand on the powder monkey’s forehead. Not even a hint of fever, by Almighty God. You’ve good joss, Jesse Edwards. As for me, I’m a bloody genius, I am.


“What about that, then?” The sailor nodded toward the tourniquet still tied around Joyful’s left wrist.


“Ah, yes. This.” A bloody one-handed genius. “I think you’d best thread me another few needles, Tammy Tompkins. Time I cleaned this up as well. You’ll have to— Listen.” What he’d heard was silence.


“No more guns, Doc.”


“Exactly. Not ours and not theirs.”


“What do you think, Dr. Turner? Have we surrendered or have they?”


“I’m afraid I’ve no idea. But, if we’re going to be boarded, I’d prefer to get this done first. Let’s have a tune, Mr. Tompkins.” Tammy Tompkins was the ship’s champion whistler as well as a master of scrimshaw. “Not ‘Old Zip Coon’ as usual. Something different. Something to put heart into us.”


Tompkins pursed his lips and complied, doing a little in-place jig to help things along. Joyful meanwhile bit down on one of his own dowels, then used his right hand to cut the jagged bits of bone and flesh from his shattered left wrist and stitch the remaining skin in place. All to the tune of “Yankee Doodle Dandy.”


[image: Images]


At 4 P.M. on that September Friday, the British fleet on Lake Erie—two ships, two brigs, one schooner, and one sloop—struck their colors. Commodore Oliver Perry, USN, now flying his blue and white battle flag aboard the Niagara, accepted the Royal Navy’s surrender and scribbled on the back of a letter a hasty message for General William Henry Harrison: “We have met the enemy and he is ours.”





Chapter Two


New York City Monday, November 15, 4 P.M.


THE SNOW FELL in large flakes that lasted a moment then melted to nothingness, but the air was cold and getting colder. Early for it, but there was a real storm brewing. Joyful smelled the tang of it on the afternoon air.


The smells of good cooking as well. Most folks had their dinner about now, not at three the way it was in the old days. An extra sixty minutes to work. That was always the way of things in New York. Do more, do it faster, get richer. But even here a man had to quit at some point to fill his belly. Ann Street—a jumble of shops and residences like most thoroughfares in the oldest parts of the city—was closed up tight, so silent Joyful could hear the ring of his boots on the cobbles.


The house he was headed for was at the end of the road, built of wood like most of its neighbors, and like them it was four windows wide and three stories tall, with a dormered roof and two chimneys. There was a sign beside the front door: ANDREW TURNER, M.D., PHYSICIAN. Below, in smaller letters, SURGERY ALSO PERFORMED. Joyful hesitated a moment, then lifted the knocker.


The servant who opened the door was the same woman who had let him in sixteen years before, when he was barely seventeen and newly sent home to New York from China. She had been an indenture back then, but ten years was the usual span to work off a passage; she must be earning a wage by now. “Afternoon, Bridey. How are you?”


“All the better for seeing you, Dr. Turner.”


Like most servants, Bridey knew everything. She was bound to have heard the fierce argument Joyful had with Andrew the month before when he returned from Lake Erie to the hero’s welcome New York gave the veterans of the September battle, but neither of them acknowledged it. “I’m glad to see you as well, Bridey. Is he in?”


“Indeed, and expecting you.” She held out her hands and Joyful slipped out of his greatcoat and handed it to her, along with his stovepipe hat and his right glove. Bridey waited. “Will you not be after leaving the other glove as well, Dr. Turner?”


“No, Bridey.” Joyful held up his left arm. The week before he’d had a blacksmith make him a shoulder harness attached to a black leather glove stuffed with sand. Stupid vanity. He should simply let the stump hang out and be damned.


Bridey flushed. “I forgot, Dr. Turner. It’s that sorry I am.”


“Not to worry, sometimes I forget as well.” Maybe if he said it often enough, it would be true.


The maid knocked lightly on the door to her right and opened it immediately. “Dr. Joyful Turner, Dr. Turner.”


Joyful stepped inside. “Cousin Andrew,” he said formally.


“Cousin Joyful.” The men nodded warily at each other. “I appreciate your coming on such short notice,” Andrew said. “Had your dinner?”


He hadn’t, but he’d eat later. Just now he was too curious to be hungry. The note that summoned him to this visit had arrived at his lodgings on Greenwich Street an hour earlier. It spoke of a matter of urgency. “I’m well enough fed, sir, thank you.”


“Good. Leave us then, Bridey. We won’t need anything for a time.”


The room they were in served as both Andrew’s study and his consulting chamber. Sometimes—spread with oiled cloths to protect the furnishings from spurting blood—it was where he performed his surgeries. Square, paneled in oak that had mellowed gold over the years, it had one wall lined with cupboards and drawers that held the medicaments, bandages, and instruments for blistering, bleeding, and cupping that were the arsenal of a physician, as well as the flutes and probes and straight and curved knives and big and small saws of the cutting trade. Andrew Turner was the only medical practitioner in the city to also advertise a surgeon’s skills, much less sometimes encourage his patients to submit to the knife. Joyful had never believed there was room for two such hybrids in the city. That’s why he went to sea.


Andrew had not quarreled with that choice. It was Joyful’s recent decision to stop doctoring altogether—God’s truth, Joyful, what will you live on?—and take a room in a boardinghouse on Greenwich Street rather than continue to lodge with his cousin as he had in the past, that caused the trouble between them.


Andrew seemed to want to pretend the argument had not happened. “Perishing cold out there.” He thrust a poker into the mix of logs and coals in the fireplace. A funnel of sparks rose up the chimney.


“A storm coming, I think,” Joyful said.


Andrew grunted. “My joints say the same.”


His cousin had still seemed young and vigorous when Joyful first met him. Now, seventy-three, with his hair gone entirely white, Andrew looked fragile and gaunt with age.


He gestured to a decanter of brandy on a small table between the windows. “Pour us each a tot, Joyful. Then come over here and warm your bones.”


Joyful covered the bottom of two bulbous snifters with spirit, but carrying two glasses at the same time was beyond him these days. He brought one to his cousin, then went back to claim the second before returning to the leaping flames and offering a toast. “Your health, sir.”


“And yours.”


Joyful took a long swallow, enjoying the flash of warmth that went from his throat to deep in his belly, then set the drink on the mantel. He had to consciously resist the urge to extend his hands over the coals. Instead he put a foot on the brass fender surrounding the hearth.


“Let me see that.” Andrew reached out and lifted the arm that ended in the black leather glove. “Wound giving you any trouble?”


“None. It’s well healed.”


“I’d expect as much. Managed to leave plenty of skin for the final closure, eh?”


“Exactly as I was taught.”


“The glove’s clever.” Andrew ran his hand along the sleeve of Joyful’s black cutaway coat. “Got straps keeping it on, have you?”


“Yes. I had the rig made by a blacksmith a couple of weeks ago. Taking a while to get used to the weight of the thing, but all in all, it seems to work quite well.”


“Considered a hook? It would let you do some things. Not as good as a hand, but useful.”


“No hook,” Joyful said. “Make me feel like a pirate.”


He expected Andrew to smile at the weak joke. Instead the older man frowned. “Your father was a pirate for a time.”


“A privateer,” Joyful said. “That’s not exactly the same.”


“Perhaps,” Andrew said with a shrug. “Are you still determined to give up the practice of medicine?”


“Yes. As I’ve already said, I don’t believe I have much choice.”


“There’s a great deal of doctoring can be done with one hand.”


“But not,” Joyful said, “a great deal of surgery.”


“You took off that boy’s arm with one hand, didn’t you? And from what you tell me, that was the most difficult sort of amputation.”


“Yes, I did, and yes, it was. But Jesse Edwards was a captive patient. He had no choice in the matter. Convincing the gentlefolk of New York to go under the knife of a one-handed cutter is a much more daunting prospect. Particularly when they can find the best surgeon in Christendom right here on Ann Street.”


“You flatter me.”


“No,” Joyful said. “I do not.”


This time Andrew did smile. “Very well, you do not. But I shan’t be the best much longer, lad. I’m getting old.”


“Hold out your hands,” Joyful said.


“There’s no need—”


“Next to mine,” Joyful extended his good right hand. After a moment Andrew stretched out both his beside it. Joyful let a number of seconds go by. “Not a tremor,” he said after almost a full minute. “Rock steady as you’ve always been. And if we stayed this way for a while longer, I daresay mine would be the hand to start trembling first. I know my place in the hierarchy, Cousin Andrew. In New York, with two hands, I was the next best after you. In the service, far and away the best. Now . . .” He shrugged and allowed his arm to drop to his side.


“I still wish you’d reconsider, lad.”


“I know you do, Cousin Andrew. But I won’t.”


“And you won’t come home? This is your home, you know.”


“I know that it was my home, and I am forever grateful for that. But I can’t live off your charity—” He held up his good hand to forestall Andrew’s protest. “I know you’re going to say it isn’t charity. And I know you mean it. But I have to make my own way.”


“And that’s the end of it?”


“That’s the end of it.”


“I assumed as much, but I felt I had to make a last try. I take it then that you’re still decided on becoming a Canton trader.”


“I am. I was raised in the Canton trade. It’s the one thing other than medicine I know.”


“Have you talked to your Devrey cousin about the fact that you mean to go into competition with him? I fancy he won’t like it much.”


Joyful tossed back the last of his brandy, and shook his head when Andrew motioned toward the decanter. “No thanks, not just now. And word is that Bastard Devrey has too many problems of his own to be worried about me.”


“Yes, I’ve heard that too. But this China trade business—there’s nothing you can do until after the war is over, is there?”


“Nothing much,” Joyful agreed.


“And as I recall, you supported this misbegotten military adventure.”


“I thought it imperative that we not let Britain continue to treat us like a colony.”


“So you did. Talked about it at the time, didn’t we?”


“We did, sir.” Joyful was well aware of Andrew’s strong Federalist leanings and that his cousin considered President Madison and the Democratic-Republicans a pack of radicals.


“Thing is,” Andrew’s voice was milder than his meaning, “you shouldn’t start a war with incompetent officers, and an army of mostly militia who refuse to carry the fight beyond our borders.”


Joyful shrugged. “I’d have thought that would please you. I remember you telling me once that a standing army that answered to the president and Congress rather than the states would be a threat to civilian government.”


“Did I? Well, I’ve said a lot of damn fool things in my day. What’s one more?” Andrew stood up and went to the window. The short winter day was ending, the dusk deepening. “Come over here, Joyful.” His tone had changed. “Look out and tell me what you see.”


“Houses, Cousin Andrew.” The view held no surprises and he answered before he actually reached the other man’s side, though once at the window he obediently peered into the street. “The homes of upstanding Americans like yourself. But I warrant a good many of them are republicans, as they call themselves. Rabblerousers, as you would call them.”


“And I warrant you are correct. But beyond Ann Street what do you see? Not just with your eyes, with your mind and heart.”


Ah, perhaps that was what this was about. “The Manhattan forests and streams and hills you and your damnable Common Council mean to destroy with a grid of streets and avenues,” Joyful said. “Fit for a population as great as China’s.”


Andrew chuckled. “Not quite that many, but nearly.”


“You don’t sound upset by the prospect.”


“I’m not. And given your present state of mind, neither should you be. More people means more business. That’s what you’ll need for this new venture of yours, isn’t it?” Andrew reached up and took hold of the curtains but didn’t pull them shut. “Light that oil lamp over there, lad. And the one by the fireplace.” He waited until Joyful had thrust a taper into the fireplace and did as he was bid, then the older man continued, “I risked my skin for the Revolution, Joyful. “Now . . .” Andrew’s voice trailed away as he pulled the curtains closed and turned to face the younger man.


“Now what, Cousin Andrew? Your note said a matter of urgency. I admit I’m curious.”


“Yes, I expect you are. But you’ll have to be patient a few moments more. Let’s sit down.” And when they were both in the chairs beside the fireplace: “Tell me what you know of the Fanciful Maiden.”


“Only that she was a fine sloop, and a very fortunate privateer back in the 1750s. And that my father captained her.”


“Nothing specific about the voyage of 1759?”


Joyful thought for a moment. “Nothing specific, no.”


Andrew sighed. “I rather hoped Morgan had told you. It would have made this easier.” He reached inside his breast pocket, withdrew a small, much folded piece of paper, and put it on the low table between them. Dark now, the room full of shaded corners where the ghosts of the past could lurk, but enough light from the lamps for Joyful to see that a faint red stain indicated that once there had been a wax seal.


“This is for you,” Andrew said. “It’s your legacy.”


“From you?” Joyful was surprised. “I’d have thought Cousin Christopher . . .” Andrew had one surviving child, a son a dozen years Joyful’s senior, also a physician. Christopher lived in Providence, and father and son were not particularly close, but he’d never thought they were estranged.


“My son will have what’s justly his. This belongs to you. It’s from your father.”


“I don’t understand. I had my father’s legacy some years past.” A trunk of personal effects and a pouch containing coins worth two thousand pounds, put into his hands in 1809, seven months after Morgan Turner died, by a merchant captain called Finbar O’Toole. Fourteen years old I was when I fought in the Revolution, and if it weren’t for your da looking after me I’d o’ been dead in a month. Told him I’d bring you this. He gave it me night afore he died and t’ain’t a gram lighter now than it were then.


“This bit made a detour,” Andrew said. “Go on, take it. It’s yours.”


Joyful leaned forward and used his right hand to unfold the paper while it still lay on the table—he’d learned many such tricks over the past two months—then picked it up. The creases and the ink faded to the color of rust made it difficult to read, but there was no doubt it was written in his father’s hand.


“Indulge me, Joyful,” Andrew said softly. “Read it aloud.”


“Seventy-four degrees . . . thirty minutes west of Greenwich, just south of . . . twenty-two, no, twenty-four degrees north. Twice around thrice back.” He stared at the paper a moment or two longer, then looked up. “The first part’s navigation coordinates, but leading to where? As for the last, it’s gibberish.”


“I’ve never been entirely sure where the coordinates lead, except that they’re in the Caribbean. But they’re clear enough for a clever seaman to find his way. As for the rest, if I were a younger man, I’d go after it and assume the words would make sense once I got to wherever it is.”


“After what?”


“The treasure.”


“You’re saying . . . this note is a sort of treasure map?”


“That’s what I think, yes. I can’t be certain, mind, but I believe your father wrote these directions with the intention of going back and getting what he’d buried, and that he never did.”


“How can you be sure?”


“I said I wasn’t sure. But the Maiden was in the Caribbean in ’59, and she never again sailed there. Then there was the Revolution, and Morgan was a British prisoner for almost three years. That’s how he lost an eye.”


“I know.” Also that Morgan Turner had been a fighting man, and that all through the war Andrew allowed everyone to believe him a Tory, while he spied for Washington in the heart of the British stronghold that was New York. “My mother said my father was not the same after his time as a prisoner. He couldn’t concentrate; he forgot things.”


“There was a good deal worth forgetting. You’ve wanted stories since I’ve known you, Joyful. The family history, what we did when we had to choose, your father and me. Most of the tales are too black for telling. It wasn’t pretty getting to independency. You have to have lived through it to understand.”


“I’ve seen battle, Cousin Andrew. I know it’s never pretty.”


Andrew swirled the remaining brandy in his glass, then finished it in a single swallow. “Not pretty isn’t the half of it. In 1759 we were at war with the French up in Canada and their bloodthirsty Indians. The Maiden was the most successful privateer afloat, but after that strange voyage she came back with only Morgan, his first mate, and a crew of three. And the hold dead empty. Morgan said they hadn’t taken a single prize. Since the Maiden had made most of the men who invested in her a good deal richer than they’d been before, his investors accepted that this time fortune hadn’t smiled. Except for the few who said Morgan lied. There were rumors that because one of the investors in that voyage was Squaw DaSilva’s—” Andrew broke off. “You know about my aunt, your grandmother?”


“Jennet Turner DaSilva. Whoremistress to the city and my father’s mother. I know.”


“Jennet was many things, not all of them what they seemed, but undoubtedly the best hater I’ve ever known. Forgiveness wasn’t in her vocabulary. She detested Caleb Devrey with a rare passion, and he was indeed one of the investors in that voyage. He thought she didn’t know that, but it appears she did. And so did Morgan. It’s not difficult to believe he would rather bury the profits of that cruise than see Cousin Caleb reap any gain from it.”


“My father would have been taking an incredible risk.”


“Indeed. If they could have proved anything, they’d have strung him up from the nearest tree, and cut him down before he was dead so they could hang him a second time. But that wouldn’t have stopped Morgan. Not in those days. Especially not if the thing could cause Cousin Caleb harm.”


“In God’s name,” Joyful whispered, “how could you all have hated each other so much?”


“I didn’t hate Caleb. I’d no reason to. If your father wanted to tell you his reasons, he’d have done so while he was alive. Just accept that they were sworn enemies.” Andrew leaned forward and tapped the note lying on the table. “That’s why I believe this is the answer to the puzzle of the voyage of ’59.”


“Did my father give it to you?”


“He did not. I took it from Caleb Devrey’s—”


“But if Caleb had it, if he knew what had been done and where the profits were, why didn’t he go after them?”


“You didn’t let me finish. I took it from Cousin Caleb’s dead hand. My assumption is that by the time he got this—however he got it—it was too late for him to do anything with it. And if you’re wondering, he died of natural causes. A malign tumor in his belly, I suspect, though he was never my patient.”


“I see. Cousin Andrew, forgive me, but I have to ask. Did my father know you had that paper?”


Andrew didn’t avoid Joyful’s gaze. “No, he never did.”


For a time the two men sat in silence, the enormity of all the old hatreds and betrayals heavy between them. Finally, Joyful said, “This treasure . . . If it exists, you could have gone after it any number of times over the years. Why didn’t you?”


“I had many excuses. No opportunity, no knowledge of seafaring, no captain I’d trust . . . The plain truth is, I always knew it wasn’t mine to claim.”


Joyful stood up, the tension making his chest tight and every muscle quiver. “But it is mine. The blood legacy belongs to me.” His heart was pounding and he could feel the sweat running down his back.


“That’s what I’m saying.”


“Why now? I lived three years under your roof. Until a month past, I’ve been a constant visitor in this house any time I’ve been in the city. In good Christ’s name, Cousin Andrew, why now?”


Andrew took a deep breath. “Because,” he said, “I believe the Union, everything your father and I and so many others fought for, to be in peril.”


It took a few moments for Joyful to take this in. “Are you speaking of the United States?” he asked finally.


Andrew nodded.


“But we’ve bested the British in a number of battles this year, and even if they do invade New York, we—”


“I’m not talking about the redcoats, Joyful. I’m talking about a far worse danger. The kind that comes from within.”


“I don’t understand.”


“You must have heard the talk. New England and New York to secede, become a separate country.”


“Well—yes, I suppose I have. A word here and there. But surely it’s not serious. War has always been a fountain of rumors.”


“Indeed. And ninety-nine times out of a hundred it’s talk and nothing more.”


Joyful started to say something, but Andrew held up his hand. “Let me finish. Those few men promulgating this notion of disunion are the men with the most to gain. Men of business. Traders. Federalists with the most power.”


“I always thought you counted yourself a member of that party.”


“A Federalist, perhaps. When the war ended in ’84, I saw what so-called ordinary folk can do if you give them enough power. Right here in New York the very people we’d struggled and died to make free appointed themselves judge and jury and dispensed what they called justice on the Common in front of screaming crowds, no less. Women hamstrung so they’d never walk again, men tarred and feathered so they skinned themselves alive when they tried to clean up . . . The rabble disgusted me then and they still do. I believe in a strong central government, Joyful, led by educated and thoughtful men. I do not believe in money being the arbiter of all. Business and profit are fine in their place. They cannot be the ultimate goal of a nation.”


“It’s not my intention to profit at the expense of my country, Cousin Andrew.” The words sounded pretentious enough to make Joyful feel slightly foolish. Nonetheless, they were true.


“I know that, lad. That’s why I have decided to stake your venture into trade. I believe you will be an honest businessman, a leaven among the thieves, if you will. I’m not wealthy, and what I could offer you from my own resources would be hardly enough to make a difference.” He nodded toward the paper that still lay on the table in front of the fire, squinting at the faded words that might or might not lead to treasure. “That’s my contribution. Take it, Joyful, and take them on. Beat the bastards back. Don’t let them destroy what we gave so much blood and innocence to gain.”
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Thursday, August 18, 1814






Chapter Three


New York City, the South Street Docks, 11 A.M.


WILL FARRELL was twelve years old. The last three of those years he’d spent most daylight hours one hundred sixty feet above the earth, atop the Devrey tower overlooking the recently built South Street docks.


Will’s vantage point allowed him to see the activity on the docksides, across the great sweep of masts in the harbor, and past the harbor islands to the Narrows. If he made a half turn to his left, he could see Long Island, the farms and houses of Brooklyn Village at the foot of the Old Ferry Road, and out to the open sea beyond Gravesend. When Bastard Devrey added the South Street docks to the dozen he owned on the East River side of Manhattan and built his tower, he’d reckoned a sharp-eyed lookout with a decent spyglass could see twenty miles. Will had repeatedly proved himself sharp-eyed—and clever with it.


Will spotted the arriving vessel when she was only a speck of white on the horizon, but he didn’t immediately descend from the tower to raise the alarm. The day he started the job, old Peggety Jack, who ran the porters and suchlike on the Devrey docks, told him what was expected. “Don’t matter so much knowin’ first, boy. It’s knowin’ more what puts brass in Devrey pockets. And your own, come to that.” Peggety had only one tooth, which hung over his lip like a fang. Folks said he was maybe the oldest man in all New York, but anyone who worked for Devrey’s and wanted to get ahead could do a lot worse than listen to Peggety Jack. “Don’t go off half-cocked, boy. Keep your powder dry till you’re sure.”


The ship was different from anything Will had seen since he’d been doin’ the job, but that didn’t mean it was the Devrey East Indiaman, China Princess, trapped in Canton near on to three years since the start o’ the war. A few months back there was talk of how she’d decided to make a run for home. Bastard said if she had, and if she managed to slip past the British warships and the French privateers, it’d be the greatest thing as ever happened in this city. Didn’t say it to Will Farrell, of course. The likes o’ Bastard Devrey didn’t talk to lookout boys. But Bastard sometimes appeared at his South Street warehouse soon after dawn, when Will was drinking a last cup of ale and hot milk before climbing up to his post. And Will’s ears were as sharp as his eyes, for all that wasn’t why Bastard paid him twenty coppers a week.


Holy Lord Almighty, he’d never seen a ship come that fast. One by one her sails rose above the horizon. The royals appeared first, then the topgallants, and beneath them, taut and bellied with wind, the topsails and mainsails of her three masts. Will lowered the spyglass, blinked rapidly to clear his vision, then raised the glass again. If it was China Princess she would— No, it couldn’t be. This ship didn’t move like an East Indiaman. Her bow didn’t lift and plunge with the ocean swells. Instead her sleek black hull seemed to glide on top of the water. A merchantman, but for speed and grace such a one as he’d never seen. “Ship ahoy!” he screamed. “Ship ahoy! Ahoy! Ahoy!” Stupid to yell now when no one could hear him except the clouds, but he did it anyway, dancing up and down and shouting until he was hoarse. “Ship ahoy!” Soon he could see tiny men clambering up into the rigging, beginning to reef sail as the ship made for the harbor.


For a moment or two he was distracted by a pilot sloop setting out from the Narrows to guide the newcomer to a mooring. By the time he again directed the glass to the approaching merchantman, she had raised her house flag. Red, and decorated with some sort o’ beast breathin’ flames. For sure and certain not the gold lion and crossed swords on a green field that would mark the arriving vessel a Devrey ship.


The morning was hot and getting hotter. He’d removed his jacket and his hat, but Peggety Jack’s orders were that he always had to be in proper Devrey livery when he was on the ground. Will jammed his black stovepipe on his head and struggled into his green-velvet cutaway as he climbed down from the tower, all the while shouting “Ship ahoy! Ship ahoy!” at the top of his voice.
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The men doing business at New York’s taverns and coffeehouses and crowding the city’s narrow, twisting streets knew there was a ship coming before Will Farrell did. Jacob Astor maintained a lookout eight miles away, in New Jersey atop the Navesink Highlands, and he had as well a series of semaphore stations between there and his countinghouse on Little Dock Street. The cry of “Ship ahoy!” had been raised ten minutes past. But it was Astor’s way to let as little as possible be known by any of his rivals. Only Will Farrell brought news of what sort of ship she was, and the markings on her flag.


He ran the whole way between South Street and Wall Street. The town, always bustling with ordinary New Yorkers, was these days heaving with militia come from miles around to defend her in case the British attacked. Rumors that such an attack was imminent were born, killed, and resurrected at least three times every day. To get to the Tontine Coffee House, where Bastard Devrey was most likely to be found, Will had to elbow his way through the throng. When he pushed open the heavy oak door, he was breathing hard and pouring sweat.


A black man, a waiter wearing a long apron and carrying a shoulder-high tray of mugs of ale, spotted him. “You be looking for someone, boy?”


“Aye. Mr. Devrey.”


“Mr. Devrey be upstairs with the traders.”


Will fought his way to the back of the room, then took the stairs two at a time. Once before, he’d brought Bastard Devrey news of an incoming ship, and got a copper penny for his trouble. Could be two this time. Ship ahoy!


Bastard Devrey was standing by the window with most of the other traders. He turned and saw Will. “Over here, boy,” he called.


The crowd parted and made way for him. Will ran toward his employer.


Devrey waited, his mind racing and his heart starting to pound, though he exercised every scrap of will not to let his excitement show. The lookout had to have been sent by Peggety Jack, and Peggety wouldn’t do that unless it was bloody important. Which could mean that a miracle had occurred just when, God knew, he needed it most—the ship Astor’s people had announced, the one they were all waiting for, might indeed be China Princess, a seven-hundred-tonner with the biggest cargo capacity afloat.


Change his life that would. And it would be good to see the lad again as well. Fourteen Bastard’s son Samuel was when he sailed to Canton on China Princess. The voyage meant to give the boy a taste of what the business was really about had marooned Samuel on the other side of the world three years now. Celinda would be tickled pink with his return. Not that she’d turn up her nose at the money.


Sweet Christ, he hadn’t let himself hope, didn’t dare. Now his heart was thumping in his chest loud enough so he feared they’d all hear it. And why not? Given how this bloody war had starved the city for the stuff of trade that was her life’s blood, he’d make a fortune on the tea and silk and porcelain in the Princess’s hold.


“Mr. Devrey, sir, it’s—”


“Hold your tongue, lad! At least until you’re close enough so I can hear you and the rest of these rogues cannot.”


Bastard Devrey bent over, and the boy whispered his message into his employer’s ear. “Peggety Jack sent me, sir. To say ship coming’s a merchantman. And her flag’s red with a beast breathin’ fire.”


Devrey kept an iron grip on the lookout’s shoulder, so he could stay bent over long enough to get his disappointment under control. The poxed, whore-spawned sons-of-bitches were all staring at him. Waiting. They’d been waiting for some months, salivating over the thought that Jacob Astor had nearly ruined Devrey, that these days all it needed was one more little shove, and the carcass of what was left of Devrey Shipping would crumple and fall to dust. He’d see them all in hell first.


“Is the boy telling you next Sunday’s entire Bible lesson, Bastard?” someone called out. “Come, man, share the news.”


Devrey released his hold on the lookout. Will resisted the urge to rub his sore shoulder and stayed where he was. Devrey straightened. “I am told,” he began, “that the incoming ship is—”


“The fastest merchantman ever to sail, and flies the fire-breathing dragon, the Blakeman flag,” a voice announced from the vicinity of the trading room’s door. Each man present turned to face the newcomer. “Good day to you, gentlemen. I’m Gornt Blakeman, as most of you know. And the ship that’s run the blockade is the Canton Star. She was built in China to my exact specifications. Two hundred eighty tons, and crammed to the gunwales with tea, silk, and porcelain. All of which will be auctioned on Pearl Street tomorrow afternoon. I’ll be sure and let you know if my captain has word of China Princess, Mr. Devrey. You can rely on it.”


“Thank you.” The words were hot coals in Bastard’s mouth. He managed to speak them coolly enough, but he knew his face was blood-red and wet with sweat. “Drinks all around!” he bellowed. “And put them on my account. The heat in this place is insufferable.”


A hum of talk began, and a number of the men turned back to the windows, anxious for a sight of this new ship. Blakeman didn’t move from his spot in the middle of the room, but gradually the milling crowd closed around him. He was broad-shouldered, dark and lean. Bastard Devrey by contrast had the family’s red hair—one of the reasons there were few doubters when Sam Devrey, a lifelong bachelor, admitted to having fathered him on an attractive widow during the Revolution—and he was the shape of a barrel, but both men were tall enough to see over the heads of the crowd. They continued to stare at each other, neither willing to be the first to look away.


Blakeman heard the rattle of glasses and trays as the waiters brought the round of drinks Bastard had ordered. Hell, he’d already won the battle and he was about to win the war; he didn’t have to win this skirmish as well. He broke the eye contact, gave in to his thirst, and helped himself to an ale, drinking deep, savoring the bitter tang and the pleasant tingle of the foamy head. Finally he lowered the tankard, waited until the drinks were all distributed, then raised his voice. “Gentlemen, if I may have your attention one more moment.” Most continued talking. “I wish to make an announcement,” Blakeman called over the din.


Bastard had bent every bit of his will to bringing his emotions under control; now his heart began to pound again. Gornt Blakeman owned a stagecoach company, and he had the exclusive franchise to the two most lucrative routes in the nation, one going north to Boston and the other south to Philadelphia. The year before, Blakeman had sold scrip to raise money to add more rolling stock. Apart from that, Bastard had never seen him among the traders here at the Tontine, and he sure as poxed hell had never heard so much as a whisper that Blakeman owned a merchantman outfitted for the China trade.


“Gentlemen.” The last murmur of talk faded. Blakeman waited until he was certain every man in the room was looking at him, then cleared his throat. “I’ll buy all outstanding Devrey scrip at eighty dollars per share. Twice what those of you paid who purchased it at last month’s offering, and a good deal more profit for those who acquired the scrip earlier. Eighty dollars a share.” He had to raise his voice to be heard over the growing hubbub. “Thirty-two pounds apiece, for any of you not patriot enough to think in American terms.”


“Paper?” someone asked. Congress had decreed paper dollars as the nation’s standard currency soon after the Revolution, but there was no national bank to control the issue, and in New York, coins—precious metal, wherever it was minted—represented the kind of real wealth a man could rely on.


“Cash money in good coin,” Blakeman promised. “Paid out at my countinghouse on Hanover Street.”


Will Farrell was still standing next to his employer, still hoping Bastard would give him a penny for bringing the news. The stampede of men racing for the door nearly knocked him over.





Chapter Four


New York City, the South Street Docks, Noon


MIDDAY AND DARK AS NIGHT, with a scorching wind off the harbor. No rain with it now, though it was bound to come. There was a true midsummer squall brewing. Despite the hour, lanterns had been lit; they swayed in the wind, casting their hellish red light in odd corners, illuminating the seemingly chaotic movement of men and goods.


The porters had shed their official livery and were working in only shirtsleeves and long oilcloth aprons, cursing mightily as they heaved and shoved their way from a pair of ships to the warehouses. Fidelity, a coastal schooner that looked to Joyful to be about forty tons, had made it up from the Carolinas and was being unladed at one of Josiah Pendry’s two wharves. Next to her, having paid for the use of Pendry’s second mooring because he had no wharf of his own, was Gornt Blakeman’s Canton Star. The merchantman was nearly three times the size of the schooner, and she’d been berthed less than half an hour earlier, but already her hold was being emptied, and her cargo of the luxuries New York never got enough of were on their way to auction. Blakeman had set the time of the sale for the next day.


Joyful stood in the shadows near the warehouse. A porter passed by, close enough for him to smell the rancid musk of the man’s sweat and see how the carrying sling cut deep into his forehead. His back was bent under the weight of a two-hundred-pound wooden chest with Chinese markings. Joyful had been two when his parents took him to China. He learned Cantonese from his Chinese amah in six months, and could read, write, and speak Mandarin by the time he was seven. The chop, the chest’s marking, indicated DIANHONG CHA—black tea—from Yunnan. The best. Over the next couple of minutes he counted three more chests chopped to indicate they held tea, half a dozen marked as porcelain, and six as silk. And the porters had made only the barest start on the goods in the Canton Star’s hold.


His left hand, the one he no longer had, hurt. He felt an almost irresistible urge to flex the fingers that had been shot away. Joyful had heard many patients complain of pain in a severed limb and always thought they were imagining things. Now he knew better.


He counted six more chests of black tea. Meanwhile the porters at the next wharf were manhandling hogsheads of molasses and sugar, bales of cotton and wool, barrels of potash, and puncheons of rum. The stuff of everyday life. The silks and porcelains and teas of China were the stuff of dreams.


The rain began at last, pelting down in drops as big as a thumbnail. He was soaked in minutes but ignored it—on board ship you were wet at least as often as you were dry—and concentrated on the pleasure, the rush of excitement he felt watching Canton Star yield up her treasure. It was almost the same as when he picked up a scalpel. He hadn’t expected that.


A gust of wind sent the lantern closest to him swinging in a wide arc. The letters above the warehouse two doors down came into full view—DEVREY SHIPPING—and below the letters a green crest sporting a gold lion above crossed swords. Will Devrey, the company’s founder, had adopted those arms in 1697. Should have been shackles and a whip, Joyful thought. Like so many in the New York and New England shipping trade—the Beekmans and Livingstons and Cabots and Lodges—the Devrey fortune had been built on Guinea ships bringing live cargo to the slave market on Wall Street. They said that back then if you passed twenty people on a New York street, five would be black slaves. These days there were nearly a hundred thousand people in the city, and only two thousand slaves. As for the Devrey slave ships, the last one had been put in dry dock before the Revolution. After two slave uprisings and constant rumors of a third, the Council passed a law against importing blacks recently captured in Africa; too dangerous for the close quarters of city life, they said. New Yorkers had to learn to restrict themselves to what were called “seasoned” slaves, men and women who had been whipped into submission, or born into it, on the Caribbean sugar plantations. Such slaves were more expensive and harder to come by, so white indentures from Europe became the household servants of choice. Just as well, Joyful thought. Human slavery struck him as an abomination. Besides, New York’s three slave revolts had cost many lives. People who detested you while they slept under your roof were an invitation to disaster.







OEBPS/xhtml/cont.html


Contents



Author’s Note



Epigraph



A Time Line



Characters



Prologue



September–November 1813



Chapter One



Chapter Two



Thursday, August 18, 1814



Chapter Three



Chapter Four



Chapter Five



Chapter Six



Friday, August 19, 1814



Chapter Seven



Chapter Eight



Chapter Nine



Chapter Ten



Saturday, August 20, 1814



Chapter Eleven



Chapter Twelve



Sunday, August 21, 1814



Chapter Thirteen



Monday, August 22, 1814



Chapter Fourteen



Chapter Fifteen



Tuesday, August 23, 1814



Chapter Sixteen



Chapter Seventeen



Wednesday, August 24, 1814



Chapter Eighteen



Chapter Nineteen



Chapter Twenty



Thursday, August 25, 1814



Chapter Twenty-one



Friday, August 26, 1814



Chapter Twenty-two



Chapter Twenty-three



Chapter Twenty-four



Chapter Twenty-five



Saturday, August 27, 1814



Chapter Twenty-six



A Few Words More



Acknowledgments



Reading Group Guide



Questions and Topics for Further Discussion



Enhance Your Book Club



A Conversation with Beverly Swerling





OEBPS/images/f0xiii.jpg
AT e

[ N

i is 1 k
....._..\.\\.‘n;‘.«,‘,‘,\ £
L S { ] Rl @
sy £ £ F g RN e
AN






OEBPS/images/secbreak.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780743298728.jpg
City ,
Gloyr{

A
il

/3
F//% Ve/ff
']ﬁ’;z/r zm/[‘ " Dasirs

in ﬂﬂ‘,ﬂaﬂﬁltaﬂ

BEVERLY SWERLING

SIMON 6& SCHUSTER PAPERBACKS

New York London Toronto Sydney





OEBPS/images/common.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0xii.jpg





