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I am not a woman but a world

My clothes need only to fall away

For you to discover in my person

One continuous mystery.

—Gustave Flaubert, “Quidquid Volueris”
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					Prologue

			Well, you might call this whole tale the story of Hannah’s houses: the poorhouse, the whorehouse, the workhouse, the jailhouse, the crazy house, the outhouse, the almshouse, the house of ill repute, the mug house, the crimp house, the tenement house, the merchant house, the House of J. P. Morgan, the Metropolitan Opera House, the banking house, the trading house, the Senate house, the house of mirrors, the playhouse, the courthouse, the gambling house, the clubhouse, the parish house, the house of assignation, the house of correction, the dead house, the parlor house, the panel house, the slaughterhouse, the shock-and-fall house, the trinity house, the house of the spirits, the haunted house, the house of detention, the bawdy house, the governor’s house, the doll’s house, the fun house, the countinghouse, the movie house, the death house, the fashion house, the house of cards, but, above all, the house on Central Park.

			August Nanz, Esquire

			Barrister, New York City, New York

			Borough of Manhattan

		

	
					Folio 1

			1903

			The Assassination

			Sorrow is better than laughter: for by the sadness of the countenance the heart is made better. The heart of the wise is in the house of mourning; but the heart of fools is in the house of mirth.

			—Ecclesiastes 7:3–4

		

	
					One

			Murray Hill, New York City, November 13, 1903

			A brazen Indian summer sun bore down on the carriage lane of Park Avenue, New York, turning the white granite sidewalk into the proverbial street paved in gold. A man in his late sixties, top-hatted with a neat gray goatee and bright blue eyes, a copy of the Wall Street Journal under his arm, stepped out of the beautiful amber-glass-domed kiosk of the new IRT subway at Thirty-First Street, having ridden the fastest, most modern and chic method of getting from Wall Street to what was then “Uptown.”

			The gentleman had left the comfortable, wood-paneled, first-class wagon, with its blue plush velvet seats and glass electric fixtures, and climbed the marble stairs into daylight. He passed under the kiosk, lit a cigar, and then started toward his brownstone mansion at number 91 on Park.

			He was a tall, handsome man, hair parted to the left under his beaver-skin top hat—an authoritative profile that spoke power—and a very large nose, though nothing compared with that of the famous J. P. Morgan. He wore a dark greatcoat with wide sleeves and a short cape over the shoulders; a light gray morning coat; a high, white-collared, pale gray shirt; and striped pants. He carried his newspaper under the same arm that carried his nobly battered briefcase. His white, spat-covered patent leather boots strode purposely toward home and the lunch his niece had waiting for him.

			As he approached the low cast-iron fence protecting the flower bed in front of his mansion, another man, nattily dressed in a short tweed jacket, baggy plaid canvas trousers, and a bowler hat, stepped out of the shadows, making him stop short in surprise. Out of the darkness stepped a good-looking man, with a perfect, graying handlebar mustache, clipped wing sideburns, and yellow sunglasses that glinted in the bright autumn light.

			“Mr. Green?” he asked politely.

			“Yes?”

			“Mr. Andrew H. Green of Ninety-One Park Avenue?”

			“Yes. What is it to you, boy? Get out of my way.”

			“You, sir, are a fornicator and a thief. You stole my Bessie from me with your millions! Turned Bessie Davis’s head and bought her just like a slave, with your greenbacks and diamonds and furs. If it hadn’t been for your slander, I would be a happily married man today.”

			“I beg your pardon, my good man. I don’t know what you’re talking about! I don’t know any Bessie Davis, and if you don’t get out of my path immediately, I will call the police.”

			“I loved Bessie Davis,” said the man, “and you took her away from me and now you must pay.”

			Andrew Green saw the snub-nosed derringer in the man’s hand, lifted to eye level. Green saw the gleam of the polished metal pointing straight at his head, and behind it, the hand holding the gun.

			“Damn your fornicating soul,” said the shadow, and he fired point-blank.

			Green felt a searing pain in his face, heard a momentary crack under the bone of his forehead so that his hand flew up as if to pull something stuck to him. His fingers felt wet. His knees gave away. He stumbled.

			Green clutched his now-throbbing head with both hands. Where was his top hat? He had tickets to the Metropolitan Opera that night. No, this couldn’t be happening.

			As if in answer, the man emptied the chamber of the gun into Green’s body—five shots in all. Green fell backward onto the sidewalk, blood gushing from the ruptured artery in his neck, as doors along Park Avenue opened, as the horses of the cabbies parked in front of the hotel across the street reared in fright and shades were lifted, as drapes pulled back and pedestrians turned to look, then ran in panic in different directions.

			The assailant then put the gun to his own temple and pulled the trigger. Nothing happened. Men from the cab line bore down on him. The chamber was empty. He had miscalculated. “No!” he cried. “I can’t live without Bessie. Bessie, wait up!”

			The assassin made no attempt to escape as the cabbies from the Murray Hill Hotel across the street rushed toward the immobile figure, and a shrill police whistle signaled the arrival on foot of patrolman Liam Houghtaling of the Fifth Precinct, his revolver drawn. He could see a man prone on the pavement and a man . . . no, a coon standing over him with a gun in hand, tears running down his cheeks. The officer noticed that a crowd was gathering, and that it might turn into a lynch mob once people realized the killer was Black. A young white woman rushed out of number 91, screaming, “Uncle! Good Lord!” She was now cradling the murdered man’s head in her lap.

			“Jack!” the patrolman yelled to another Irish policeman overtaking him. “A killing, probably a robbery. Don’t shoot unless he tries to run for it.”

			Liam Houghtaling’s gun hand was damp with sweat. Five years on the force and he had never had to face violence—not in this neighborhood.

			“Police! Freeze!” He almost fainted when the stone-still assailant turned to gaze in his direction. The murderer now stood over the body pumping blood like an opened fire hydrant. The young blond woman’s howls seemed to shake the ground under Houghtaling’s feet. He realized, though, it was actually the rumble of the new Interborough Rapid Transit subway, and its tremor had transferred to him.

			Both policemen watched, guns drawn, as the weeping killer lowered the cocked revolver from his own temple and began to walk away, then returned to the body, standing over it, cursing it to hell and brimstone.

			“There he is,” he said. “I done it.”

			Houghtaling took the murderer’s gun away from him gently, and seeing that the Black man made no resistance, holstered his own weapon, took out his handcuffs, and subdued the suspect as he had read in his manual. No one but him realized that his hands were shaking.

			The second policeman, Jack Kelly, was not so by the book. He began beating the Negro with his nightstick even though the man was handcuffed. The man did not resist but sank to his knees as the blows rained down on him. His eyes had rolled back in his head and curses fell from his lips, which were drawn back in a grimace that exposed two gold teeth. He was in another world, thought Houghtaling, a world that recognized neither pain nor sanity.

			“Jesus, Mary, and Joseph, call an ambulance, get a Black Maria!” Houghtaling said.

			The young blond woman held the dying man in her arms, crying, “Uncle, Uncle,” looking up at the cloudless blue sky from time to time in bewilderment while her skirt darkened with blood.

			“Miss, did you see what happened?” Houghtaling asked.

			“No. I heard shots and I looked through the door because they were so close. Please help me!”

			The gathering crowd was turning ugly at the sight of a white woman kneeling in grief, her wispy blond hair in a disheveled halo, while a Black man nearby was the apparent murderer.

			“We have to get this Negro out of here,” Houghtaling told Kelly, “otherwise we’re going to have a lynching right here. And call the fire department!”

			As Houghtaling knelt beside the girl and leaned over the body, Andrew Green began mumbling, the nonsense syllables of a dying man. The girl wiped the blood from his face with her gown. “What uncle? What?”

			The policeman leaned in too. The last words of anyone were worth hearing. If they were, in fact, words. They sounded like gibberish.

			Green himself wasn’t sure whether he was making any audible sound. He knew only that he didn’t deserve the pain he was feeling or the sense of being immobile, of all places, on the ground. He tried to explain the unfairness of it all: “I don’t know any Bessie Davis, as God is my witness . . .”

			Then he said nothing more.

			The patrolman closed the victim’s eyes and crossed himself. There had been no time for a good Catholic confession, unless those mumbles were it. Houghtaling thought, living on Park Avenue, the victim was probably a Presbyterian anyway. Still, the cop whispered as many Hail Marys as possible before the ambulance and the prisoner’s transportation arrived. The ethnic names for the vehicles that took prisoners away—the Black Maria and paddy wagon—were used liberally by the police and the members of the crowd. Police reinforcements were a welcome sight for the patrolmen, neither of whom had ever seen a dead body before. The newly arrived police began questioning the gathered crowd, asking if there were any eyewitnesses. The journalists who had been alerted by their informants in the police department arrived quickly too, and started interviewing bystanders.

			The orderlies verified that there was no life left in the prone body, then lifted him from the girl’s arms and took him inside his house. Houghtaling walked over to the girl.

			“Who was he? You know?”

			“Why, Andrew Green, my uncle!”

			“The Andrew Green?” Houghtaling felt a chill go down his spine. The man was a legend—one of the most prominent elites in New York. Everyone knew his name.

			“Yes.” The girl was sobbing. “This is his house. His office is downtown. He was just coming home for lunch.” She began crying harder.

			“Have you ever seen this man before?” the policeman said quietly, hopefully pulling her from her grief. He pointed to the assassin, who was now crouched and still handcuffed. He was praying aloud.

			“He’s the furnace tender at number 136. He also works at number 130 on the other side of Thirty-Third Street. I’ve seen him often in the neighborhood.”

			“Can you think of any reason why this . . . this individual would want to shoot your uncle?”

			“None, officer, none, none, none. . . .” The girl’s head fell forward and she buckled into sobs again. The servants of 91 Park Avenue had come out of the mansion, and the patrolman guided her into their arms.

			Behind him, the crowd grew uglier. Houghtaling heard them shout racial epithets. He turned and saw spectators eager for violence, held back by a tight wall of police. The crowd rocked back and forth as they shoved one another for a better view, a multilegged animal ready to pounce.

			“Damned Negro!”

			“A man ain’t safe in front of his own house!”

			“Why wait for a judge to let him go when we can make sure Andrew Green gets justice now!”

			“Killed by a damned nigger bastard.”

			“Son of a bitch.”

			“Assassin!”

			Houghtaling walked up to the spectators and shouted, “Calm down!” He tried again: “I want everyone to be quiet!” Still, no one seemed to hear him over the babble. He pulled his gun and shot in the air. “This is my prisoner. There’ll be no lynching on my watch. Now move back. Move on. Nothing to see here.”

			But not even that got the crowd to disperse. They leered and commented, although at a decreased volume until another police squad car arrived. It parked near the Negro murderer and blocked their view. About fifteen minutes later, two well-dressed men arrived from the newly formed Detective Bureau of the homicide division of the New York City Police Department.

			“Crazy bastard,” said Houghtaling to the first, a certain Joseph McClusky. They stood together, shoulder to shoulder, looking at the perpetrator of the crime. The detective hardly acknowledged Houghtaling’s words. McClusky’s face from the side showed none of his thoughts. His profile was like a statue in the museum. He had a sharp nose and straight lips that displayed few creases, which would have stored a lifetime of smiles. Thick, black, unruly hair demonstrated that the Irish in him ran deep. Overlong sprouts from his hairline drew attention from his most interesting quality, his piercing gray eyes.

			Some people said he was the smartest detective in the bureau, a real compliment in this unit of elite inspectors who answered only to the district attorney. Women called him handsome when his face finally opened up and the eyes exposed the possibility of dreams. Most of the time, however, he shut the door on his heart and his imagination, like now.

			“Robbery?” he asked Houghtaling. Both men were surprised when the murderer raised his head and answered, “Oh, yes!” He appeared suddenly animated: “That thief stole my sweetheart and ruined my life. The slander he heaped upon me . . .”

			“And this sweetheart,” asked the detective, “where is she?”

			“She’s on Central Park West. She owns a mansion at 236.”

			“You mean she works at 236 Central Park West?”

			“No, that’s her house. She owns it. She’s the proprietor.” Then the murderer began laughing, a crazy, jittery sound. “And she got just what she deserved. You’ll see . . .,” the man continued.

			“And who is she?”

			Here the murderer’s expression changed again. Now his face clouded, and tears filled his eyes. “Why, she’s my dead Bessie. My dear dead Bessie. Dead. Bessie Davis. I killed her too.”

			“And who are you?”

			“Cornelius Williams. Cornelius Vanderbilt Williams.” The reporters scribbled madly. A sketch artist on the scene moved closer, adjusted his weight to one hip, and started to draw.

			The murderer was long and loose limbed, almost comic in his disjointedness. His mixed gray hair was easily depicted with a few brief stabs of the pencil on paper. The salt and pepper of his flamboyant mustache comprised a few wavy lines. His eyebrows made an interesting detail. They ran together, shaping a “T” with his nose. It was less a Negro nose than a classic European one, narrow and sharp, as were his other features. All sheathed in brown skin. The artist paused for a split second, wondering whether to give the portrait an interpretation of the Black man to demonstrate his complete Negroness or to draw him the way he was. Luckily, the murderer’s eyes made the artist’s decision. They had such a loony expression that the two detectives were now stepping back. In those eyes were the violence and despair of the unloved. This condition was one every man knew and avoided like it was contagious. The brothels and barrooms were full of such men. The eyes, when the artist looked at them as required by his job, communicated pain and frustration. They roamed the crowd for sympathy. They scanned the faces of the two detectives, as if they somehow had the answer to his now-silent prayers.

			While the artist had a little empathy for the man, he was not skillful enough to portray the Negro’s desperation to the reader. Also, his editors would not want him to be too kind in his depiction. He was a killer and a Negro, so his appearance had to appear sinister. The sketch artist simply wrote a note to himself that the man’s eyes were a light chestnut color like his skin tone, as the detectives herded him into the horse-drawn patrol car.

			Detective McClusky rolled his eyes heavenward. A Black man had just assassinated a famous white millionaire in cold blood and in broad daylight and confessed in front of two dozen witnesses and two police officers. The Negro claimed he had lost the affections of a rich white woman who owned a mansion at 236 Central Park West, the most aristocratic block on the whole West Side. It was not as prestigious as the Upper East Side, but it was still a neighborhood for the rich. In any case, Negroes were not his cup of tea, crazy or not.

			He looked over at Lieutenant Houghtaling, who said in a voice that sounded only half-joking, “We could have shot him just now and put him out of his misery.”

			McClusky didn’t agree outwardly. But if the cops had finished off the Negro, they would have saved the state of New York the expense of a trial and an electrocution.

		

	
					Two

			Upper West Side, New York City, November 13, 1903

			It was evening by the time Hannah Elias had the strength to sit in the cushioned bay window on the second floor of her brownstone mansion at 236 Central Park West. The leaded Tiffany glass panes threw a mosaic of light on her and her bedroom. At her feet were the late-edition newspapers. Her Japanese manservant, Kato, had deposited them in her room without a word. He may not have known the consequences of the front-page story, not to the extent that she did. But the crowd gathering outside, many of them knocking urgently on the front door, told him that his boss’s discreet life was over and pandemonium was on its way.

			One newspaper’s three-inch headlines screamed:

			FATHER OF GREATER NEW YORK GUNNED DOWN BY

			A NEGRO ASSASSIN IN BROAD DAYLIGHT

			His missus sighed before Kato closed the bedroom door.

			Hannah was shaken. Cornelius had shaded his face with his hand, but he had addressed her by her real name, Bessie, and delivered a shot that would have killed her had not the steel stays in her corset deflected the bullet, leaving her with no more than a dark bruise. Her butler Kato had summoned a Chinatown doctor famous for treating mob gunshot wounds. She had not called the police. If she had, she thought, Andrew Green, the Father of Greater New York, might still be alive.

			Cornelius. Cornelius Williams, a man she had lost track of for a decade, came to her door yesterday. He was one of the most insignificant men in her life of many men.

			Now the best she could do was sit up, propped in the window by Kato, her rib cage aching with every inhale. Thank God for good lingerie, she thought. It had helped her make a living. This time it saved her life.

			Sitting there, Hannah resembled a Renaissance painting, her head covered with a lace mantilla, one hand raised to her neck, her gaze lowered over the park in reverie. The winter sunlight streaming into the room lit one side of her face and munificent bosom. It was not an especially beautiful face, yet it produced the illusion of great beauty, which she had trained herself to turn off and on like the newly discovered electric bulb. It depended simply on whether she chose to smile, for then her face would open and radiate warmth like the sun parting clouds, confounding passers-by and lovers alike, not discriminating between men and women.

			She had learned over the years to orchestrate this power like a musical instrument, and like the expert pianist that she was, could explore its tonality, shading, and pitch in such a way that it was never the same beauty just as it was never the same music. Developing this ability had stood her in good stead all her life, endowing her with a chameleon quality that fascinated her lovers. Hannah realized the events that had just taken place would shake New York City to its foundation as well as endanger the charade she had built for herself out of a windowless rented room in New York’s Five Points to this sumptuous mansion on Central Park West.

			The enormous bed was overhung by a canopy as high as the room’s ten-foot ceilings. Green velvet drapery with silver tassels and buttons edged in silk fringe formed a tent over the elaborate headboard and fell in soft folds on either side. The bed was lifted off the parquet floor by giant silver lion’s feet, and the fleece mattress was framed by a delicate hand-chased bronze screen that surrounded it on three sides with an opening on either side through which to enter.

			And while Madame Valtesse had received her guests in her bedroom, Hannah's chamber served only as her inner sanctum into which only her maid or her butler ever penetrated. She had no desire or need to show off her wealth in this way, and although she held this marvelous object in admiration, she didn’t worship it or the money it had taken to purchase it. In fact, she slept in the bed almost as an afterthought. To her, it was not a bed at all but an elaborate vessel that piloted the Cleopatrian revenge she had planned as a young girl against the Caesars and Marc Antonys of this world.

			It was true, she thought. She had at one time been Bessie. How had Cornelius managed to find her, she wondered, after such a long time? And why, after all these years, had he stood in her doorway and with the words “Farewell, Bessie. I’m sending you to hell,” pointed a pistol at her heart and pulled the trigger? Why had Cornelius dragged her whole honky-tonk ragtime life into her vestibule and shot it?

			She looked up into the huge antique Venetian glass mirror that faced her bed at what people saw when they beheld the former Bessie Davis. She liked to undress and admire herself in it. She believed herself to be the reincarnation of Queen Cleopatra; her raw femaleness, her approachability, her maternal instincts, her woman warrior exterior were all overshadowed by the one thing she had built her life around: her sex—in all its power and imperialness. She was like a blooded racehorse, born of centuries of interbreeding with other feminine bloodlines, which had finally produced a thoroughbred whose line did perhaps go all the way back to ancient Egypt.

			She enchanted onlookers with the serpentine thrust of her hips as she walked. She would turn her back on a visitor, walk away, then suddenly turn around and envelop him in her smile. They had seen her hind parts and posterior, now let them savor her foreparts and cleavage. . . . This cunning power she exercised over all males, high and low, rich and poor, famous and unknown, white, black, or brown. It commenced with the movement of her body and ended with her enigmatic smile—as volatile and dazzling as the life she had led in what New York called the skin trade.

			Hannah continued to look into the mirror at what people saw when they beheld Mrs. Elias. Her hypnotic gaze, as mysterious and promising as a saint, reflected her afternoon dress of magenta satin with black velvet trim, silver paillette and steel bead appliqué with mint green satin details. It was by Jacques Doucet of Paris. She was still in mourning and had worn only black until yesterday, when for some reason she had decided to wear a lilac dressing gown over a red corset. Hannah said a silent prayer for Green’s soul, then for her own.

			But she knew that not all people were born to do the right thing. There were natural-born sinners and natural-born outlaws, people who somehow got the short end of luck, beauty, power, and morals, and so made their way as they would, in the underground of life and society. It was their fate and their burden. They were not really to blame. They tried to be good, but they were constitutionally bad. She was one of them.

			She was now a woman of independent means. She was as burdened by her past as she was by the pearl choker wrapped around her neck like a noose. She could not run. This was her house. She would not abandon it because of a lovesick fool.

			Not a trace of her history showed in the lines of her body or the expression of her face. She could have been born yesterday. Her eyes closed over their deep cast-iron color that, as the saying went, a man could lose himself in. Many, many men had done just this. Some, on the contrary, had found themselves in that gaze. Men had also found their mothers, their wives, and their daughters in those eyes, depending on the hour and her mood.

			What’s in a face, she thought? Hers was known to be beautiful, but what exactly did that mean? Her eyes were so black they appeared to have no white around the pupil at all, only almond-shaped openings of livid, penetrating darkness that despite their blackness exuded a singular steely light that men took for allure and sexuality but which was merely intelligence. Beautiful, perhaps, but what did that mean when the exact same amalgamation of exotic features would be deemed ugly if the spectator had known her real identity?

			If Hannah leaned forward, she could see the entire shaded drive leading north to Harlem, each beautifully hued brownstone mansion marching northward like uniformed soldiers, each facade different yet unified by the color of the stone: a dark gray-brown that gave harmony and unity to the whole street. Across from the row of brownstones ran the carriage drive and the solid granite wall of the park, and beyond the meadows, dales, and carriage roads. The November sunlight streamed through the multicolored Tiffany glass, illuminating Hannah’s profile and turning it a dozen different colors.

			Was she responsible for the death of a man, she thought? She had perhaps ruined several men’s lives, but she had never killed anyone. There was no one named Bessie Davis, she reminded herself. She hadn’t been Bessie Davis since 1888.

			She groaned slightly as she picked up a newspaper and read. Cornelius, the reporter wrote, had lain in wait for Andrew Green, the famous millionaire, called “the Father of Greater New York” for his feats of urban planning; specifically, joining the separate boroughs of the city under one umbrella. The journalists didn’t know that Cornelius had soaked in a stupor of jealousy all night after his attempted murder of Hannah, and that Green was the second victim.

			The papers had, however, given an address that would soon connect her to Green, which was the reason men had been banging all day on her door. They said they wanted to hear the other side of the story. They were looking for Bessie. Hannah’s dual identity was swiftly being uncovered, and she was being convicted in the press. In this era of newspaper scandal sheets, readers would charge her with the crime of being a “Negress” occupying the posh address among millionaires across from beautiful Central Park. In the eyes of the public, women like her were simply not worthy.

			Cornelius had entered her beautiful home and dragged her muddy life across her lush carpets. Her fantasy world had to give way to the reality of a death, one that might send her to jail again.

			Green was a very important man, and not the only millionaire connected to her. They didn’t want to see her name in the newspapers. They wanted her silent.

			The tea Kato had delivered along with the newspapers was growing cold. Hannah picked up the cup with a shaking hand. But it slipped from her grasp and fell onto the parquet floor. The sound of expensive imported china breaking into a million little pieces was deafening.

			* * *

			Leola Pershing saw a crowd of newspaper reporters gathered in front of 236 Central Park West as she leaned out of her carriage window approaching Hannah’s house. She decided to descend and make her way on foot to the secret entrance of Hannah’s mansion in the alleyway behind the elaborate facade. She held the emergency house key in her hand, which was deep inside her coat pocket; panicked and not knowing what to do, she began to walk more swiftly along the low stone wall enclosing the park. Then she spurted across the driveway and into the hidden doorway disguised as the front of a brownstone underneath the massive stairs, entering the mansion through a secret passage.

			No one noticed Leola opening the brownstone door with her key. She walked down to the dark basement and lit the portable oil lamp. The room held Hannah’s leftover furniture. Leola tiptoed through rows of floor lamps and bronze chandeliers, wall tapestries rolled up like rugs, and gilded mirrors that flashed back the image of a plain, unpainted redhead under a wide-brimmed hat. She startled herself. How old she looked without makeup or silks swathed around her neck. Her unadorned self, however, had attracted no attention from reporters or cops.

			She almost tripped over the extended leg of a claw-foot chair. Hannah loved so much junk. Her basement could have been the wing of a museum—the Egyptian wing. Behind the exit door of the basement, where it met Hannah’s house, was a mudroom where the servants gathered to smoke. Instead of the usual butlers’ and maids’ garb, Hannah had dressed them in tunics, gowns, and sheath dresses—a little bit of insanity that she was wealthy enough to indulge. Leola knocked on the door that separated the two basements. Her key allowed her entrance into only the back building, not Hannah’s personal residence.

			“Hello,” she called. Nobody answered. She pushed hard and the door opened.

			White gowns, golden rope belts, and gilded barrettes were strewn on the floor. The servants must have absconded when the newspapers came, and they knew they’d look ridiculous escaping in sandals and robes. Not to mention, they would be cold. They probably disappeared because none of them had citizenship papers. They were less Hannah’s minions than rats leaving a sinking ship.

			Leola moved quietly up the staircase to the first-floor landing. Had Kato run too? She saw him nowhere. But then she heard shuffling, as if someone walked away quickly, and caught sight of a person in a long black dress. Was Hannah still in mourning? Sadness seemed to follow her in all this opulence.

			“It’s Leola,” she called. The woman’s figure quickly disappeared upstairs. Leola followed.

			“Hannah, you know I can’t get up these stairs fast as you,” Leola shouted behind her. “Stop being daft, girl!” But the woman had disappeared.

			Leola, in chase, burst through the bedroom door, then caught her breath as the others screamed. There was Kato at Hannah’s feet picking up broken porcelain. She was seated in the window in a bright silk dressing gown, clutching her side with both hands.

			“My shitting God!” Leola exclaimed. They all looked at one another and then laughed, tears running down their faces. It was the first laugh any of them had had all day.

			Leola flopped onto Hannah’s bed in relief. It was gilded wood, hand carved from a solid block of mahogany and covered with sculpted bronze garlands, cherubs, roses, hearts, lilies, ribbons, fans, palm leaves, and inlaid mother-of-pearl.

			Leola called out from Hannah’s lair, after she caught her breath. “I didn’t know what had happened to you, my girl. But I knew something was brewing. All the papers have your address.”

			“I know, Leola,” Hannah responded. “What am I going to do? Tomorrow everyone will know everything.”

			Cornelius had addressed her by her real name, Bessie. That was the first problem. The papers said Bessie lived at 236 Central Park West. The reporters had already made the connection to her. They didn’t know yet, however, about Bessie’s or Hannah’s distant past, or even just yesterday.

			But the death of Andrew Green had complicated her life. In the public eye, she might be a coconspirator in some way. And she never wanted any innocent person dead. She had perhaps ruined several men’s lives, but she had never killed anyone.

			There was no one named Bessie Davis, she reminded herself. Her own guilt rose in her throat like bile.

			She told Leola, “I hardly knew Cornelius.”

			Leola held her tongue rather than ask, Are you sure? “Tell me what happened,” she said.

			Hannah went over the events of the night before.

			Hannah wondered why, after all these years, Cornelius had stood at her doorway and shouted, “Farewell, Bessie. I’m sending you to hell.”

			“He is crazy,” she described the scene to Leola. “He pulled the gun on me, and I couldn’t talk him out of it.”

			“Look.” Hannah told Kato to hand the corset to Leola. As he did, he felt it was still damp, not with her blood but from the tears he had cried over her body when she’d blacked out and he thought she was dead.

			Kato fingered the ribs of the lingerie until he found the place where the bullet had made a mark before ricocheting. He picked up the bullet’s metal casing and handed that too to Leola.

			“And see.” Hannah opened her dressing gown to display her rib cage. The bruise from the bullet was splayed from its purple center to its ruddy edges. She lifted her breast to show Leola and Kato the extent of the damage. They looked at the scar, but they also could not ignore her beautiful body. Her breasts were still full at thirty-eight years old. Her body was taut and unmarked. It was the color of wet sand where the sun reached her neck and a creamy pale caramel where her clothes usually covered her. When Hannah dropped to the seat in the window, she looked perfect—muscular at her shoulders and broad at the bosom, with a waist that was impossibly tiny given her pregnancies, including the possible one at this moment.

			Leola got up from the bed, walked over to Hannah, and reached out to feel the place where the skin was marked.

			“No, don’t touch it,” Hannah said protectively.

			“My poor friend. You’re in trouble again. Just like old times.”

			Leola’s words, however warm, all of a sudden felt more like pity than compassion.

			“I need you to do something for me,” Hannah told Leola.

			“Anything,” the woman replied.

			Hannah asked Kato to help her down from the window seat. A few reporters thought they noticed movement as the window cleared.

			Hannah went to her Louis XIV escritoire and took out of the drawer a children’s copybook she used to practice her handwriting. For years she had practiced writing until her undisciplined schoolgirl scrawls had become as fine a hand as would have done justice to a lady. It was firm, bold, perfectly slanted, and exquisitely formed.

			The blue lined exercise book also held pages of pasted-in articles, menus, recipes, poetry she had copied from books, women’s magazines, and architectural journals. It was here that Hannah kept the list of her clients. Her neat writing ran down pages and pages of men’s names, addresses, occupations, and sexual preferences. She handed it to Leola along with a packet of letters tied with a blue ribbon.

			“I want you to take these downtown with you and, please, put them in the safe.”

			“OK.”

			The notebooks were familiar to Leola. She had seen her friend write in them many times. She knew they contained her most private thoughts. The money she had now came from Hannah’s gifts.

			Leola put the notebooks into her bag and, with a hug to her friend, left the house the same way she had entered. The woman appeared as a plain nobody walking out of an undistinguished house on a side street. She carried a pocketbook full of the most intimate details about New York’s millionaires, and nobody noticed.

		

	
					Three

			Upper West Side, New York City, November 13, 1903, Evening

			The evening of Andrew Green’s murder, Hannah Elias studied herself in the gilded mirror of her bedroom after Leola and Kato left. She searched the glass for a version of truth in her reflection. So many people were gone—her daughter Gwendolyn, her daughter Clara, and now Green. But Bessie Davis was dead too as far as she was concerned. The woman who lived on Central Park West, who had arrived in the vestibule yesterday to talk to Cornelius, and who now sat in the bay window, was Hannah Elias.

			Bessie Davis was a girl who would have been happy to clean a mansion like this. She was Hannah Elias, the mistress of the house.

			The sun setting behind the mansion lit the greenery of the park outside, outlining the passing carriages in gold. She turned from the window and brought the newspapers into her bed. As she pored over the newsprint, she might as well be reading her own obituary instead of Andrew Green’s. Destruction was imminent.

			Before Leola left, Hannah told her, “The papers will have a heyday, calling the last fifteen years of my life an impersonation. But they don’t know the way I feel in my soul.”

			Leola looked at Hannah a bit strangely as she referred to herself as Cleopatra. She held herself in a dignified quiet, like the still air before a violent storm. She read the papers’ accounts of the murder over and over again. There was no mention of a second shooting. Yet it must have been Cornelius. From time to time, her gaze would lift to the last vestiges of the setting sun.

			ANDREW GREEN KILLED BY INFURIATED NEGRO

			FATHER OF GREATER NEW YORK MURDERED

			NEGRO WILLIAMS SLAYS ANDREW GREEN

			Tomorrow, the Times, the  Tribune, the Sun, the Globe, would have her name in the headlines as well, she knew. Her chest contracted. One day, she was the talk of the town, the next she might be committed to the penitentiary. That was life’s way. Bad times came suddenly.

			The moment to save Andrew Green’s life had come after she had been shot. She should have called the police. If she had, Green would have still been alive.

			But her fear of the police—her hatred of the law, her own outlaw life—stopped her. Now, even though she tried to protect herself, she was sinking into her past, as thick as the muck on the bed of the Central Park pond.

			Hannah picked up the Evening Herald. The papers claimed that Cornelius had sworn that Andrew Green was the man who had stood in the way of his marriage to Hannah. It had been Green who had spirited her away, Cornelius claimed, taking her into his world of wealth far beyond his reach—a world that banned him.

			The newspapers spoke of Cornelius as a “furnace tender” at 136 Park Avenue, but she remembered him as a loose-limbed, handsome, laughter-loving, churchgoing caterer with his own thriving business, moving from fashionable hotel to fashionable hotel, inventing, preparing, and serving food to the rich and nouveaux riches of the Eastern Coast. He had known everything about food, luxury, and service. He was what colored people called a tiptoe man—a man who simply tiptoed out of responsible life—a house with a mortgage, a wife, and children—in order to survive the humiliation, discrimination, and hopeless contempt that society served him. He had also tiptoed around her house, on her heels practically, while she was married to Matthew. He asked her too many questions and gave her the creeps.

			Was she responsible for the death of a man? She had perhaps ruined several men’s lives, but she had never killed anyone. She ruminated on her conversation with Leola that evening.

			“Do you think,” she’d asked Leola, “that it was my fate not to get murdered and his to die?”

			Leola shrugged. She was unaccustomed to having such thoughts.

			“Or was it my fate to get murdered because I knew Cornelius, and somehow Green stepped into my destiny?”

			“I don’t see how you had anything to do with this, Hannah. You haven’t seen Cornelius for years. How did he even know where you lived, much less want to murder you?”

			But Hannah wondered if Cornelius’s insane act was the sign that interest had come due on her long-term loan—borrowed luck at having achieved this much material wealth after doing so many things wrong. Hannah looked at life the way she did banking: there was the piper to pay, the mortgage restituted. She should have been dead a long time ago.

			Had Satan really knocked at her door last night, and sent punishment for her sporting life?

			Outside, dead leaves blew against the leaded windows like Hannah’s own ignored resolutions. Some of the dead leaves stuck to the windowpanes, weightless and useless. Other leaves carried the seeds of another plant. Hannah didn’t really understand the difference. In her world, the wicked were never punished and the good were not rewarded.

			Hannah told Leola just before she left, “Maybe they will never find out. Cornelius may be dead himself by now. I read they took him to the Tombs. He barely escaped a lynch mob. There may have been another waiting for him at the city prison.”

			“You don’t really wish to have another death on your conscience?” Leola asked.

			“Leola, Cornelius tried to kill me. He thought he had! He’s crazy. It’s been years since I’ve seen him, and how many words had I ever exchanged with him? He was Matthew’s friend—not mine.”

			“Do you think anyone, especially the police, is going to believe that once they find out who you are?”

			“But it’s true, Leola. I didn’t know him. I have no idea why Cornelius shot me! He just said, ‘Farewell, Bessie. I’m sending you to hell.’ And then he pointed the gun and fired. If only I had called the police. Andrew Green would still be alive—”

			“Well, he didn’t say ‘Farewell, Hannah. I’m sending you to hell and then I’m going out and shooting Andrew Green.’ You couldn’t have known. Could you?”

			“OK.”

			“The police, if they come, may come with a search warrant—understand?”

			“I understand.”

			Leola pulled back and studied Hannah. “Remember we’ve been through worse.”

			“Not worse—maybe as bad—but never murder . . .”

			“Shit, Hannah, we’re soldiers—soldiers in the longest, bloodiest war of all—the cunt war. We have more men’s blood on our hands than the king of Spain.”

			Hannah smiled. Was Leola going to give her another lecture on fallen women and the Sisterhood, she wondered? Leola had always tried to protect her. She had always been there in her darkest moments, with her lilting voice, weaving a cocoon of soothing words around her bruises and heartbreak. She had saved her life more than once.

			Leola told Hannah, “Green is dead. You can’t change that. You are not responsible for what Cornelius took it upon himself to do—a madman . . . It’s not your fault, Hannah . . .”

			“Not my fault, Leola? I’m the one in the middle, the only connection to them both.”

			“Call Nanz at least. I’m sure he’s seen the papers by now,” Leola pleaded.

			But Hannah was thinking about a third man. John must have seen the day’s headlines too, but she had heard nothing from him. What was he thinking?

		

	
					Folio 2

			1876

			Brothels

			And bring the four hundred and fifty prophets of Baal and the four hundred prophets of Asherah, who eat at Jezebel’s table.

			—1 Kings 18:19

			In no other country is a girl left so soon or so completely to look after herself.

			—Alexis de Tocqueville, Democracy in America

		

	
					Four

			Seventh Ward, Philadelphia, May 12, 1876

			At dawn, Bessie Elias’s mother shouted upstairs, “Sugar Pot, are you getting the children up? Hurry them to the table.”

			Bessie—an eleven-year-old middle child—rose from the bed she shared with her sisters. She was the first of the younger siblings to walk to the outhouse, carrying a stick to chase the last morning rats, and the first to heat the water on the woodstove to bring to the girls upstairs so they could wash before getting dressed for breakfast.

			“We’re coming, Mam,” she called to her mother, who had risen before daylight to take care of her eleven children. Bessie’s older sisters and brothers had already left to work in the homes and the hotels of the Philadelphia elite. Once within walking distance, the houses that employed servants were moving farther away, following the tracks of the new railroads. That left Bessie to take care of her younger siblings and help her mother.

			Bessie’s younger brothers came downstairs. Even in stocking feet, their footfalls resounded on the wooden staircase. Their mother, Marion Elias required all the children to sit at the table together, even for a small piece of bread and a bowl of porridge. She had started teaching them manners early so that they too could find jobs in the mansions now dotting the suburbs, at a time when colored servants were less desired than Germans or the Irish.

			Another reason that she had the children arrive together, pray, and wait until she gave a motion for them to begin eating was practical. If the children had the run of the kitchen, getting any food they wanted at any time, the bolder ones would eat as much as possible, and the shy ones would starve. Much like life, Marion reasoned—the weak could hardly maintain themselves, much less succeed. It was her duty, as head of the household, to impose fairness.

			When the boys got downstairs, Marion told Bessie, “Have them sit now.”

			Bessie motioned to all the boys and stared slightly at her twin, David, who returned this greeting with a nod and a smile. She was always a little startled to see herself reflected in his face. They looked so similar even though they were fraternal, born on the day the Civil War ended.

			On May 13, 1865, they had pitched themselves from their mother’s womb into the hands of the midwife who served the run-down tenements of Philadelphia’s Seventh Ward. The “Colored Colony,” as residents called the area, had been established by free slaves about one hundred years earlier. Since then, the area had developed good neighborhoods and bad ones just like any other corner of America. The Elias family, in those days, lived at the poorest end of the spectrum. Bessie’s father, Monarch, was a groom with the Sixth US Pennsylvania Calvary—a job, but one that paid little and kept him away. But the day that Bessie and her brother were born, the bloody battles ended, and her father made his way home. The Civil War had killed five hundred thousand men on both sides, one man killed for each enslaved man freed. But the most important soldier to the Elias family had survived.

			Bessie couldn’t remember her infancy, of course, but she knew that her father had nicknamed her “Sugar Pot,” like a bowl serving the right amount of sweetness. Her mother liked the name because that was the term her Scots-Irish relatives used to refer to their children.

			Bessie was a tiny child with small bones and translucent skin. Her father still carried her on his shoulders at six years old while her brother was made to walk. They both followed behind Monarch once he began working in the nearby stables. They helped feed root vegetables to the horses, throw armfuls of hay into the stalls, and, when they were big enough, shovel manure from various locations in the barnyard into a pail. Then, together, the twins carried the heavy, stinking bucket to a storage area.

			Bessie’s father taught both children all that he knew about being a stable hand. An expert horse breeder as well, he bragged to his children that they were descendants of the Munsee tribal chief Lappawinzo and an African princess.

			“Some people like thoroughbreds,” he told Bessie, who never quite believed his whole story. “But I’m partial to grade horses.”

			Bessie knew that these crossbreeds were less fragile than thoroughbreds and sometimes had unique characteristics. Because of her mother’s side of the family, the children were born several shades lighter than their dark-skinned father. Bessie wondered whether that had been his intention given his difficult life. Or did he feel bad when their color did not match his?

			Sometimes people asked him, “Whose children are those?” Except when her mother was with them. Then, people in both the Colored Colony and Germantown looked away.

			Monarch never said a word to them. But a few days later, nothing would please him.

			When Bessie was young, about a decade earlier, the entire family lived in the ramshackle annex to the stables of Monarch’s employer. The children slept on straw pallets made out of stuffed horse-feed bags in the hayloft. The elder children took care of the smaller ones—Sadie, Katie, Lizzie, Abigail, and David—until Bessie was ten. The eldest sister, Emma, cooked along with their mother. Emma, Hattie, Sam, Mary, and Maggie rotated in one job at Philadelphia’s Belford Hotel so that each had a little money for working one week a month.

			Bessie’s father periodically lost his job for shouting at his bosses. They fired him and called him “an uppity red nigger” even though he was the best horse whisperer in the district. Bessie knew when something went wrong because he’d come home, sit in a soft upholstered chair, gather the children around, and tell them a story.

			“Your people owned so much land here before white people came,” he spoke loudly. “So far west. So far north and south. It was all ours, Lenape. We were people who wanted peace. Good people. We were too good. We sell a little land to a man. Then his sons come back and say, that’s not what we bought. ‘We bought all the land a man could walk through in a walk on a day and a half.’ Our people thought, ‘That’s not much land. When you walk through the woods, you have to break the branches as you go. You’re going to stop to shoot a squirrel when you get hungry. You might sleep a few hours at night.’”

			The children watched their father although they had heard this story many times. “But the white man’s sons cheated. The sons of William Penn cut a path through the woods before the walk started. They drew a straight line so there was no going around bushes or tripping over tree roots. Then, they didn’t walk. They got the fastest men in the area to run. Three of them just in case only one could actually finish the race. In a day and a half, with people giving them food and carrying them in boats across the river, one runner went sixty-five miles. In a day and a half they went as far as our land extended. They claimed everything west of it that belonged to us.”

			Monarch slapped his palm to the arm of his chair, and the youngest children jumped. “Damn it. Don’t ever trust the white man. Don’t trust anyone.”

			As the children sat very still, waiting, even though Monarch had finished his story, their mother stepped into the circle.

			“Who needs to wash up before bed?” she asked. “Bessie, go set up the pitchers and basins.”

			The children dispersed, leaving Monarch with his head in his hands and Bessie’s mother cleaning around his chair.

			The battle to keep filth and dirt from overwhelming her existence was constant. Like other Seventh Ward residents, she was a slave to the house, using pails of boiling water, bristle brushes, soap, lye, whitewash, sawdust, vinegar, turpentine, and ether to splash against the stoop, scrub the pavement, unstreak the walls, and ungrime the floors in an attempt to keep insanity at bay.

			Bessie’s mother bent over steaming wooden tubs of laundry. She wrapped her head in a canvas sack. She scraped their soaking wet dresses against a ribbed board to remove the stains and wrung the hot water out of the fabric until her arms swelled like a wrestler’s. Her mother’s raw, chapped hands were so eaten by lye that the skin flaked like the scales of a fish. In the evenings, Bessie rubbed a pomade of chamomile, lard, and honey into her mother’s knuckles and across her palms.

			“Thank you, Sugar Pot,” her mother whispered, with her head back and eyes closed.

			Her parents’ life revolved around the acid odor of lye from her mother’s tubs and the putrid smell of horse manure. Still, the children appeared neat and clean when they stepped out into the world. They had shoes—moccasins cut and sewn by Monarch—one decent set of clothes, and two sets of underpants. One to wash and one to wear. By the time she was eleven, all the Elias children had gone as far as middle school. Bessie wanted to attend school even more. She had her eye on a trade high school called the House of Industry.

			For all her young life, her siblings worked at home and, if possible, outside the house for a salary. There were so many of them, and Monarch’s presence filled the tiny home.

			Finally, his superior skills landed him an offer for a wonderful job. A man asked Monarch to come to Saratoga Springs, New York, where he could groom and care for racehorses during the summer season. And he could bring his son.

			Monarch and David made plans. With money sent for the purpose of outfitting a new stable boy, they went to the tailor and had David fitted for britches and a vest. They went to the shoemaker and got him his first pair of boots. All his clothes needed to be sturdy to last through the summer and his long days of work—feeding and watering the animals, cleaning the stables, currying the horses, and occasionally riding them from one part of the grounds to the next. He and Monarch dreamed that this could be David’s big break. He was small like his sister, but maybe he could be elevated to warming up horses, even becoming a jockey in a few years.

			All these plans were wasted, it seemed, when David came down with scarlet fever just before they were about to leave. They were afraid he could die.

			Monarch worried about how he could return the money for David’s clothes and whether he would be fired, this time, before he even began working. Bessie spoke up.

			“I can go in David’s place. I know how to take care of the horses. No one will ever know.”

			Her mother objected: “No. Girls don’t belong with the men in the stables.”

			“What choice do we have, though?” Monarch said. “We lose everything if we don’t take a chance. And she’s as good as her brother anyway.”

			At this, Bessie beamed. She said, “No one will find out.”

			That night, her mother sheared Bessie’s hair.

			“Holy Lord!” she said every time a thick plait hit the floor, until the six that had neatly held Bessie’s thick curls in place were on the ground.

			Bessie’s face was still delicate and beautiful, though. So her father handed her a cap and told her to pull it down low on her face. “And never say anything. People might hear your voice.”

			Bessie had been raised to talk in a polite, gentle voice. Her tone was sweet.

			“I’ll tell them that you’re a mute or have a problem with talk,” Monarch added. “I’ll figure out something.”

			* * *

			On the day they arrived at Saratoga, no one paid Bessie any attention. She followed closely behind her father as she had as a little girl. Once she was told her chores and he went off to another part of the racetrack, she worked silently with her head down.

			Luckily, Monarch’s boss had his own stable apart so Bessie didn’t encounter the other men. And at the end of the day, her father came back if he had been called away. He slept nearby so no one bothered her and she could change clothes without anyone seeing.

			This went on for a week, and then there was a terrible day.

			One of the jockeys burst into the stable shed.

			“You’re not Monarch’s son!” he approached. “Who are you?”

			Bessie, horrified opened her mouth and screamed, “He’s my father!”

			“And you talk, eh!” The man stared at Bessie. “His daughter, ha, my girl. And getting the pay of a boy and lying about it! And the job of a boy! I could have brought my own son. Uppity nigger son of a bitch! The nerve!”

			The jockey started to storm out of the stable, but Bessie ran after him. She grabbed his arm. “Please don’t tell.”

			“Now you’ve got a lot to say?” he said. He slapped her with all his strength, his shadow encompassing her cutting off light and air. One hand penetrates deep into her while the other hand thrust deep in her throat so no cry for help can escape her. Unable to move or scream under the double bind, thrown to the ground and held there under his suffocating weight. A stranger’s male body livid bore down on her. The full specter of hellish rape was upon her.

			Vomit burst against her starched vest from her impaled body strangled and skewered like a fowl. Bessie fought him to unconsciousness. Another slap and then another.

			“You tell, and your father is fired, bitch! This is what you get for acting like a boy!”

			Still mute, peace is all that’s left to live for as she fell into darkness.

			Bessie was awakened by her own sobs in a pool of vomit. She coughed and threw up again. She got to her knees and pulled up her britches. She wondered whether she was dead or alive except that the mare in the stall glanced back on her in pity as Bessie struggled to pull herself to her feet by grasping the mare’s haunches. How long had she been unconscious? She had awakened where she had been thrown; manure and straw clung to her like the act itself. Her heart pounded—what would she tell her father?

			She would tell no one. The last two stalls had to be finished with clean straw in twenty minutes. Bessie dragged herself into the neighboring stall. It was dark and empty and there she cried great, gulping, wrenching cries of a child. When she had no more tears, she limped into the next stall and began pitching hay, flinging manure left and right, scrubbing the wooden floor until it shone. Exhausted, she laid down and slept until dark while her father searched for her in stall after stall.

			* * *

			“Sugar Pot!”

			Bessie knew something was wrong. When her father said, “Sugar Pot,” there was always a question mark at the end—“Sugar Pot, can you do this?” Or “Sugar Pot, fetch me this,” or “Sugar Pot, go find your mother.” But this “Sugar Pot” didn’t have a question mark behind it but a period. Her heart accelerated with the knowledge that something was wrong.

			“I’m going to have to send you home.”

			Bessie burst into tears, and behind the tears was blindness. He knew!

			“But why? I worked as hard as anyone—longer and later! I was the best water boy . . .,” she sobbed.

			“The boss found out you were not a boy. That we had lied. He don’t allow no female in his stables except his dogs or his horses. You’re to take the first train out. Bessie, he wants you off the premises. Tonight, you’ll have to get to the station on your own because . . . all the jockeys are racing tonight. They’ll all be missing. I’m sorry, Sugar Pot . . .”

			Monarch put his head in his hands. Sitting there on a sack of feeds he looked like an old, old man. Bessie was still sobbing, her fists clenched in rage, her back as rigid as a plow.

			“But I didn’t do anything wrong—it’s not my fault! I am as good as any boy! Stronger, better, smarter . . . I work harder than they do! Why? Why? Why?”

			But Monarch remained silent in the deepening shadows of the stable as Bessie, the stark itch of hay in her nostrils, wailed out her pain, her rage, her shame, her heart.

			He knew! He knew, of course he did, and her mother would know too when she got home.

			“I’m giving you all the money from the job to take home for your mother. Everybody, even the boss, pitched in. It’s enough for her house. You be careful with it and hand it over to your ma as soon as you get back. This, here, is a money belt. You strap it on under your clothes and don’t take it off for anything or anybody until you hand it over.”

			But Bessie’s tear-stained face had turned as hard as stone, not a flicker of light escaped from her black, fathomless eyes. There was not enough money in this godforsaken world that could make her safe or whole again.

			* * *

			Bessie boarded the train home only to feel like a different person entirely from the one who had excitedly sat next to her father watching the scenes out of the window on the way there.

			“Look!” She had pointed out to him a million new sights, from the groves of tall trees in the distance to the sight of deer running along the nearby roads. The apparition that she kept to herself, however, was the sight of the Pullman porters.

			Having been raised around rough men—coal carriers, street cleaners, stable hands—she had never seen men with such clean hands and faces who were also colored. She watched them with perfect balance, swiftly moving from the aisle where she sat with her father to the grand Pullman car that carried the wealthy passengers. The men carried big trays covered with white cloths. She could not see the contents under the napkin, but she smelled strong coffee and fresh rolls.

			But the stench of the stables she had all over her on the train back to Philadelphia. When she saw the grand Pullman car and the men and women stepping up to their accommodations, she felt bitter. She had seen the same people in Saratoga, lavishing their money on drinks and meals—hot plates in the middle of the day, not cold sandwiches in pails. She saw Commodore Vanderbilt’s private railway car attached to their train in Franklin Station, Philadelphia. Arriving in Saratoga, she was dazzled by the spa, the great houses, and the ladies with their hats and jewels. She considered now how impressed she was that first time with thoroughbred horseflesh, the handsome sporting men, the gamblers, the jockeys, the excitement of the races, and the magic ability of her father to cure horses.

			On her return trip, though, the world was different. She looked at the Pullman porters as servants to people who had power over them, just like the jockey had over her. Who knew what things they had to do to keep their jobs? She heard them say, “Yes, ma’am” and “No, sir” with a clip that to her had sounded aristocratic when she was innocent. But now that she saw real aristocrats, people with money who could do whatever they wanted, she considered how unfair it was that she could not sit in the Pullman car instead of coach. Why didn’t her mother have a feathered hat or jewels on her fingers? Why did her family eat the same soup night after night? Was she born just to be miserable all her life, or had her destiny been stolen like Monarch said, when the English stole their land? On the ride home, the Pullman porters still smiled at her, and a couple winked when they passed her seat in coach. On her trip to Saratoga, she would have been overjoyed to have their attention. But now she looked at them with narrow eyes and considered that she was going to figure out a way to balance out her fate. She was going to ride in first class one day. And
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