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      To Chance and Tucker, two of the good ones.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        The test of civilization is the estimate of woman.

      

      

      
        
        George William Curtis
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      On the last day of life as she knew it, Teresa Casoria stood at the rail of the steamship Madonna and watched the sun rise over America.

      They had dropped anchor in the middle of the night, too late to see anything but twinkling lights to the east and west. Unable to sleep, she’d packed her one valise and brought it up to the deck at the crack of dawn. Now, she watched the pink light of morning move like a magician’s hand over the entrance to New York Harbor, revealing tidy houses and colorful gardens and an old stone fortress along the shoreline.

      Other passenger ships were anchored nearby in the quarantine grounds, also awaiting inspection. Although their upper decks were nearly empty, Teresa could see clusters of steerage passengers pressing against the lower rails, as eager as she was to see their new home. She felt a twinge of regret, wishing, not for the first time, that she had traveled in steerage herself. Her second-class shipmates seemed to have known that she wasn’t really one of them—never treating her rudely, exactly, but simply looking right through her, as if she weren’t even there. In steerage, she needn’t have worried about having only two shirtwaists to wear, or which fork to use, or whether to give the steward money for bringing her a deck rug. She might have made some friends to share her hopes and fears with, and perhaps even practiced her English.

      But these were ungrateful thoughts, and she quickly banished them from her mind. It had been extremely generous of Antonio to send her a second-class ticket. She’d thought him extravagant when she first received it, believing they should use the money for more important things after they were married; but when she saw the steerage passengers leaving the disinfection station in Naples with their heads shorn and their bags soggy from fumigation, she was thankful for his consideration. Now, with the dreaded Ellis Island immigration station looming up ahead, she was doubly thankful, for according to the Italian waitress in the single ladies’ lounge, anyone rich enough to afford a first- or second-class ticket was presumed to be of sound mind, body, and character and therefore subjected to only the most cursory examination on board.

      Even knowing this, she felt a stab of anxiety when she saw the cutter with the yellow flag bouncing toward the Madonna over the choppy water. If they sent her back now, away from Antonio, what would she have to live for? She groped for the cross that hung from her neck, forcing herself to stand up straight. She wouldn’t give into fear now. If she’d listened to fear, she would have married doting but simpleminded Ciro. She would have accepted that her poor quarter of Naples was the only world she’d ever know and that dreams were for other, more important people. Instead, she had found real love and followed it to America, where everything she’d dared to hope for was about to come true.

      To her relief, the onboard inspection was as cursory as the waitress had predicted, and within thirty minutes the passengers had been released and were preparing to disembark. Teresa returned to the rail as the ship steamed into the upper bay, watching with bated breath as the fabled lady of liberty rose up on the horizon, lifting her torch toward Teresa in welcome as if she’d been waiting only for her. Just as Teresa was thinking she’d never seen anything more beautiful, the ship turned on its course, and New York City came into view, shimmering like a mirage in the distance. She gripped the rail and drank in the sight, wanting to fix it in her mind forever.

      As they steamed closer, the solid city facade broke into separate, pastel-colored skyscrapers standing shoulder to shoulder along the shore. Light glinted off the buildings’ windows and flashed on their copper turrets, giving the scene an otherworldly glow. She was suddenly overcome with gratitude for the events that had led her to this moment. She didn’t know what she had done to deserve such good fortune, but she promised God then and there that she’d do everything in her power to be worthy of it.

      The blast of a whistle made her jump. Looking down, she saw a tiny tugboat darting straight across the bow of the enormous Madonna. A laugh of delight escaped her. Truly, I am in America, she thought, where the small and the humble bow to no one.

      A few minutes later they were moving up a river along the west side of the island, and she was looking into the beating heart of the city. From every pier came the whir of hoists and the roar of donkey engines and the shouts of brawny longshoremen at work. Behind the ships that filled the slips she could see a stone-paved street teeming with carriages and streetcars and wagons. On and on they steamed, past one battered pile dock after another, until she was beginning to think the city would go on forever.

      At last the ship slowed and started turning toward an empty slip. A boisterous crowd was waiting at the end of the pier, waving hands and handkerchiefs and shouting up to the passengers. Teresa searched their faces, but didn’t see Antonio among them. He must be inside the shed, she decided. She grabbed her valise and hurried down to the lower deck, only to wait there, quivering with excitement, while the Madonna slowly warped in.

      Finally, with tugs pushing, windlasses pulling, and deckhands shouting back and forth, the ship was secured and the gangplank was dropped into place. Teresa rode a wave of passengers into the crowded pier shed, pushing through hordes of railroad and boardinghouse agents as she looked right and left for Antonio. An official waved her toward the customs desk, where she handed over her landing card and the letter Antonio had sent her for this purpose, stating his occupation and address and confirming that Teresa was to be his wife.

      “Is your fiancé here?” the man behind the desk asked her in Italian.

      She looked once more around the crowded shed. “I don’t see him, but he is coming,” she answered in her best English, proud of how much she’d learned during her months working in Mrs. Hancock’s kitchen, where only her employer’s native language was allowed.

      Instructing her not to leave the shed until Antonio arrived to collect her, the man gave the letter back to Teresa and sent her on to the inspection table, where her bag was opened and sorted through. And then finally, after all the months of waiting, it was over. She had made it, to America and Antonio.

      But…where was her beloved? She continued to the door of the shed to look for him on the street outside, longing for the sight of his face and eager to see the look in his eyes when they fell on her. But he wasn’t out there either. She stepped aside to let other passengers exit the shed, listening wistfully to their shouts of greeting and trying not to feel left behind as they disappeared into the waiting conveyances. The Madonna was supposed to have arrived the day before, she reminded herself, but had been delayed and forced to remain in quarantine overnight. Antonio might have had important business to attend to this morning that had kept him from returning on time. No doubt he would come as soon as he was able.

      The sun was now high in the sky, making the shed uncomfortably warm. She loosened her shawl and plucked at her damp shirtwaist, trying not to let her shoulders slump so that Antonio’s first glimpse of her would be a good one. The stream of departing cabin-class passengers gradually slowed to a trickle, and then stopped altogether. The steerage passengers came next, herded through the shed onto barges bound for Ellis Island. She watched them shuffle across the floor, their arms overflowing with baskets and bundles and swaddled infants, their faces reflecting equal parts hope and fear. And then, even they were gone.

      As the last barge pulled away, her courage faltered, and her face grew hot with shame. She lowered her valise to the ground. Could he have forgotten? Or—God forbid—changed his mind? But no, that wasn’t possible; Antonio loved her more than the stars and the moon. He had told her so, and she believed him. She could feel the customs official’s gaze upon her, making perspiration bead along her forehead. How long would they let her wait here? If he didn’t come soon, would they force her to go to the detention room on Ellis Island—the room where people could disappear for months, or even years—while they decided what to do with her? What if they took her there and Antonio couldn’t find her? What if they sent her back home?

      She pulled Antonio’s letter from her pocket and peered at the return address. Maybe she could find her way to him. But where was this 109th Street? She wished she had brought a map of the city with her. How could she have been so stupid, to come without a map? Hot tears sprang to her eyes. The fear was back, stronger and more insistent than ever. She fumbled for her handkerchief as the tears brimmed over.

      And then, someone called her name. She lifted her head. Through the blur of her tears she saw a man stepping out of a carriage at the end of the pier. He called to her again, opening his arms in greeting. Teresa’s breath left her in a rush of relief. Shoving the handkerchief into her pocket, she scooped up her valise and, with a happy wave to the customs official, ran down the dock toward the carriage.
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      I raised the gun, training my gaze on the two boats that were moving shoulder to shoulder up the East River. Unlike the sleek college shells that regularly plied this northern end of the river, these were weathered eight-oared barges, with wide beams and fixed seats and oarlocks attached directly to the gunwales. Their occupants were similarly unrefined—wiry, sharp-faced boys in mismatched sleeveless jerseys, who chopped unevenly at the water with their oars as they struggled to keep the boats abreast. I held my breath and readied my finger on the trigger.

      “Now!” Finn shouted beside me.

      I squeezed. A wave of wild cheering nearly knocked me off my feet as the boats crossed the invisible starting line at the foot of the pier and surged up the course, leaving churning pools in their wake. Handing Finn the starting gun, I grabbed the field glasses that hung from my neck and lifted them to my eyes. My sights landed first on the flotilla of watercraft that had come out to watch the Independence Day race, some boats decked out in green in support of the Wieran club, the boys’ club organized by Simon Shaw, and others waving the yellow flag of Dan Oakley’s club from the adjoining assembly district. I aimed a little lower, sweeping over a squat tugboat and a stretch of open, roiling water, until a magnified Simon suddenly popped into view. I jumped—and then, with a twinge of voyeuristic guilt, adjusted the knob to bring his features into clearer focus.

      Simon was rowing in the stern, setting the pace for the lads behind him. I could clearly see the determination on his sun-bronzed face, and the contraction of his muscles with each pull of his oar. The team had been practicing for several weeks, and Simon’s already well-tempered physique had only improved with use. I dipped the glasses slightly to follow the sculpted lines of his shoulders and biceps, and immediately wished I hadn’t. The sight sent a familiar flutter through my belly that I, in what seemed to have become a regular practice, tried vainly to ignore.

      I dropped the glasses to my chest. Barely a day went by that I didn’t think of the kiss I’d shared with Simon the previous winter, after he helped absolve one of my patients of murder. To tell the truth, I’d been more or less waiting since then for him to take things up where we’d left off. That kiss had brought back in searing detail the brief but exhilarating tryst we’d shared in our adolescence, when Simon was my family’s stable boy, and I was eager for our adult relationship to progress.

      But over the past six months, he hadn’t so much as pecked me on the cheek. At first, I’d assumed he was just being discreet. After the kiss, we’d agreed to continue exploring our feelings for each other despite the difference in our stations, trusting that, with time, we could overcome the prejudices against us. But we’d never articulated a strategy for accomplishing this feat, or discussed what our individual expectations might be. Knowing that Simon was acutely conscious of the differences in our upbringings, I had concluded that he was avoiding public displays of affection out of respect for what he believed was my own sense of decorum.

      When he proved equally chaste during our few private moments together, I’d decided instead that he was being chivalrous, remembering how I’d thrown myself at him in the stable that night long ago, and not trusting me now to know my own mind or body. Embarrassing as this possibility was, I preferred it to believing he wasn’t attracted to me. But as months continued to roll past without the smallest amorous advance, this explanation, too, was growing thin.

      A drunken shout brought me back to the present. I raised the field glasses and scanned the florid faces of the spectators along the riverbank, trying to gauge the general level of inebriation and the corresponding likelihood that my services would be required. Although my interest and advanced training were in neurology and mental therapy, this wasn’t the first time Simon had recruited me to tend to the bodily injuries of his constituents. As a Tammany captain responsible for delivering votes to his party’s candidates, Simon was a sort of perpetual Santa Claus to the residents of his election district, providing them with whatever assistance they needed. I’d resisted his requests for medical help at first, thinking that a general practitioner would be more qualified for the job. But as doctors had turned out to be scarcer than fur coats in the local immigrant neighborhoods, I’d become unexpectedly adept at stitching bashed skulls and bandaging bleeding knuckles. Today, my medical bag was stuffed with arnica and catgut and alum powder, just in case.

      “Come on, Doc,” urged Finn, grabbing my elbow. The spectators were streaming up the bank away from the pier, cutting through the adjacent stone yard and the produce stands of the Harlem Market to follow the boats upriver. Finn, who as the eldest of the Wieran Club boys had been saddled with my care by Simon, was clearly eager to be among them.

      I picked up my bag and we joined the moving throng, staying as close to the bank as possible to keep the race in view. I watched with a shudder as a trio of half-naked boys jumped off the sewer pipe at 102nd Street and swam toward the boats with gurgling whoops of excitement, undeterred by either the clumps of sewage or the giant water rats that bobbed along beside them. The Oakley boat reached them first, rowing at a higher cadence than the Wieran boat, which was almost two seats behind. I heard unhappy muttering from a group of men sporting green Wieran flags and hoped there wouldn’t be trouble. The rivalry between the two clubs had a long and contentious history. The day before, one of Simon’s rowers had injured his hand at the bottling factory where he worked, causing some Wieran supporters to question why his machine had just happened to break after he took over another worker’s shift. Luckily, the boy’s injury hadn’t prevented him from taking part in the race, which kept the grumbling from erupting into something ugly. Knowing how many bets had been laid, however, and how much beer was flowing along the twenty-block stretch of the course, I didn’t trust the peace to last.

      Fortunately for me and the Greens, by the time we arrived at 105th Street, Simon’s boat had drawn even with the competition, whose faster pace had apparently proved unsustainable. Finn joined the Wieran supporters pressed three deep against the marble yard fence, cheering and pounding his neighbors on the back as the boats glided past. I drew up panting behind him, squeezing the stitch in my side and ducking reflexively as a firecracker exploded nearby. Fenced-in stone and coal yards lined the next several hundred feet of waterfront, blocking further progress by the spectators. A few of the more faithful had accordingly climbed down from the manure pier and were wading unsteadily into the water, shouting out drunken advice to the receding oarsmen. I was wondering if Finn expected me to do the same, when he turned and said, “Come on, Doc! This way!”

      I followed him toward a black delivery truck that was idling at the street corner. He half lifted, half threw me onto the wide front seat before hopping onto the running board beside me. “Go!” he shouted, banging his palm on the roof.

      Turning toward the driver on my right, I was astonished to see that it was eleven-year-old Frankie the Pipes, one of the youngest Wieran Club members, whose moniker stemmed from an unusually high-pitched voice. At Finn’s command, Frankie slid forward on his seat to stand on the clutch pedal and moved the gear stick into position. As he raised his foot from the pedal, the truck lurched forward, straight toward a woman and child stepping off the curb.

      “Frankie!” I cried.

      “Sorry,” he squeaked, swerving to avoid them before accelerating across 105th Street.

      I turned and peered over the partition behind me, at three older boys who were crouched in the back of the truck. “Why is Frankie driving?”

      “It’s his pop’s truck,” Donny O’Meara answered glumly.

      “And I’m the only one who gets to drive it!” Frankie crowed, his narrow chest puffing with pride.

      Simon had told me that Frankie’s father, who eked out a meager living as a linen supplier, spent a large portion of his day in the local saloons and often enlisted Frankie to make deliveries for him when he was “indisposed.” I doubted, however, that this little junket would meet with Mr. Dolan’s approval. “Did you ask your father if you could take it?”

      He shrugged. “Couldn’t,” he said, without meeting my gaze. “He ain’t been home since last night.”

      I stifled a reprimand. Simon had introduced me to the current Wieran Club members shortly after we renewed our acquaintance, saying he’d welcome my advice on handling adolescent boys. I’d soon realized, however, that he had a far better grasp of the young male psyche than I ever would. Watching him manage budding rivalries, wounded pride, and the constant threat of fistfights, I’d come to understand that with these lads, a light hand was essential; you had to patiently draw out their better selves, not try to beat them out with a stick. Instead of scolding Frankie for taking the truck, therefore, I merely grabbed hold of the door as he hurtled around the corner onto First Avenue and prayed that his father would remain oblivious for a few more hours.

      We were now entering the heart of Harlem’s Italian colony, where the Independence Day celebration was well under way. Groups of dark-haired women in red and yellow shawls congregated on nearly every stoop, chatting among themselves or calling out to the barefooted children who gamboled around them, while vendors in jaunty caps strolled past them down the sidewalk, hawking colored ices and ropes of nuts and small tin pails carried on poles across their shoulders. On the roadway itself, a parade was in progress, with rows of red-shirted men moving in loose formation up the paving stones, weaving around clumps of matted refuse left over from the recent street cleaners’ strike. We inched past them up the avenue, unavoidably becoming part of the boisterous procession. Somewhere behind us a brass band struggled through a rendition of “The Star Spangled Banner,” while what sounded like a chant of some sort drifted back to us from the marchers up ahead. Everywhere I looked, red banners with a bearded man’s face and the words LA LIBERAZIONE E L’UNIFICAZIONE! flapped alongside the American flag, reminding me that today was not only America’s birthday, but the birthday of Giuseppe Garibaldi as well. A memorial was being dedicated to the beloved military hero on Staten Island this afternoon, and it seemed Italians all over the city were taking note.

      An impatient oath rang out from the back of the van. “Could you shake it, Frankie?” urged Donny O’Meara, who I’d heard had bet a full week’s wages on the race.

      “Not without running someone over,” I answered. Although the parading men were staying to one side of the road, much of the other side was taken up by women carrying giant wicker baskets and herding flocks of dark-haired children before them. Frankie tried to squeeze past a boy pulling two toddlers in a rickety cart but had to slam on the brakes as a hokey-pokey man darted across the street in front of us, ringing his big brass bell.

      “So run ’em over,” Donny growled. “We’re gonna miss the finish at this rate.”

      “Aw, keep your pants on,” Frankie piped back.

      Donny reached over the seat and squeezed the back of his neck.

      “Get your meat hook off me!” said Frankie, twisting away from his hand and driving one wheel up over the curb in the process, nearly costing Finn his footing on the running board.

      “Look, boys!” I interjected. “There’s our chance!”

      The phalanx of marchers closest to us had paused to buy some ices, creating a widening gap between our truck and the nearest intersection. Donny released Frankie, who somehow managed to get the truck off the curb, through the gap, and to the corner without maiming anyone. Turning hard right onto 107th Street, he adjusted the throttle, worked the clutch and gear stick, and resumed his race toward the river, weaving deftly through a bevy of sanitation carts that were pumping chloride of lime into the alleyways. I had to admit, I was impressed. Although my family had owned a motorcar for more than a year, I myself hadn’t learned the first thing about operating it. I decided to ask our chauffeur to teach me at the first opportunity.

      We arrived at the foot of Pleasant Avenue in time to see the boats half a block upstream, with Wieran now well in the lead. Donny whooped his approval as we turned up the avenue and followed them north. Although the fans were sparser here, they still formed a nearly unbroken line along the riverfront, allowing us only occasional glimpses of the race. Finn fed us updates from the running board until Frankie, fed up with secondhand reports, sped ahead two blocks, jerked to a stop in the middle of the street, and jumped out of the truck. I followed with the rest of the boys, running out onto the 110th Street pier just in time to see the Wierans row past, a full length ahead of the Oakley boat. Simon’s skin glistened with sweat and river spray as he drove his oar cleanly through the water, his timing steady as a metronome. The boys behind him were more ragged, their shoulders slumped and their mouths agape, but looked no less determined. The Wieran fans sent up an unholy roar, not stopping until the rowers were indistinguishable on the horizon.

      While the boys lingered to watch the receding rowers, I started back toward the idling truck. The Consolidated Gas Company facilities occupied the entire next block, and Jefferson Park the three blocks after that, which meant we were going to have to make another detour and rejoin the race farther north. I was almost off the pier when a collective moan rose from the spectators behind me.

      I turned and looked back toward the boys, who were staring upriver with matching expressions of dismay. Following their gaze, I saw the Wieran boat floating listlessly near the 112th Street recreation pier, its rowers at rest and their oar blades lying flat on the water.

      “What the Sam Hill?” muttered a mustachioed man on the bulkhead, spitting out a wad of tobacco as the Oakley crew overtook the lifeless boat and continued up the course.

      I ran back out over the pier to the boys. “What happened?”

      No one answered me. I lifted my field glasses and found the boat in my sights. There was nothing obviously wrong with the hull or the oarlocks. I focused on some swimmers splashing in the water near the end of the pier, wondering if they had interfered with the race somehow, but that wouldn’t account for the rowers remaining at a standstill. Swinging the glasses back to the boat, I saw Simon shout to someone on the lower pier deck before turning to speak to his crew. The starboard oarsmen took two strokes, nosing the bow toward the pier, followed by a few more strokes by the rowers in the stern, and the boat glided out of sight along the northern side of the pier.

      “What’s going on?” Finn asked.

      I shook my head. “I can’t see anything wrong with the boat.”

      “Maybe Henry’s hand gave out on him.”

      “Maybe,” I said, although I’d examined the boy’s bruised hand myself and had been sure he was up to the race. “Or one of the other boys might have strained something.” I scanned the waterfront up ahead. The quickest way to get to the pier would be on foot. “I’m going to walk from here,” I told the boys. “Finn, see that Frankie gets the truck back safely, will you?”

      I hurried back to the truck ahead of them to grab my medical bag and then started up the avenue. I was halfway to the gas company fence before I realized they were all still behind me. I swung around to face them. “What are you doing?”

      “Going with you,” Frankie squeaked. “We don’t want to miss nothin’.”

      “You can’t leave your father’s truck in the middle of the street!”

      His elfin features took on a familiar, stubborn expression.

      “Finn?” I entreated, looking to the older boy.

      Finn sighed. “Come on,” he muttered, taking Frankie by the scruff of the neck and turning him back toward the truck.

      I continued alone up the waterfront, skirting the fence and cutting across empty loading docks toward the recreation pier. The sun was hot in the clear July sky and I was damp and flushed by the time I arrived in Jefferson Park a few minutes later. The park must have been the paraders’ destination, for red banners were everywhere in evidence, and a collection of brass bands was churning out a festive tune near the pavilion. I hurried across the lawns, passing youngsters performing flag drills and picnickers sprawled over blankets on the grass. All around me the air rang with the playful shrieks of children and the happy chatter of adults.

      As I drew closer to the recreation pier, however, I was struck by the unnatural quiet that enveloped it. There should have been a holiday band playing on the upper deck, and couples dancing, and children launching early rockets across the river. Instead, I heard only the flapping of the flags on the pier roof, along with a low murmur from clusters of people standing along the north side of the pier and on the adjacent esplanade, all with their backs to me. I reached the jam on the esplanade and rose up on my toes to look beyond it. To my surprise, there was a policeman on the other side, holding the bystanders back. Clutching my medical bag to my chest, I led with my shoulder and pushed my way through the crowd.
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      I broke through to the front and stopped short. A few yards up ahead, a wet body lay inert on the walkway, surrounded by Simon, a second police officer, and a fireman with a dripping rope coiled over one shoulder. For a few heart-stopping seconds, I thought it might be one of Simon’s boys— until a quick count of the oarsmen huddled a dozen yards up the esplanade reassured me. Moving closer, I realized from the body’s clothing that it was female.

      I called to Simon, who came over and spoke a few words to the policeman standing guard. The policeman stepped aside to let me pass.

      “What happened?” I asked Simon as he led me a few steps from the crowd.

      “Some boys swimming under the pier found her caught up in some rotten pilings,” he said, his face showing the strain of his discovery. “She’d been under for a while. We had to pull her out with a rope.”

      “Do you want me to take a look?”

      “Better let the coroner’s physician handle it. The ambulance is on its way.” He glanced toward the rowers on the bank. “You could come check on the lads with me, though. I haven’t had a chance to talk to them since we pulled her out.”

      We started toward the rowers, which required passing the lifeless body on the esplanade. We had nearly reached it when a police wagon drove up on the grass on the other side of the esplanade railing and sputtered to a stop, followed by a horse-drawn ambulance. We stopped as a non-uniformed man jumped out of the wagon and climbed over the rail to join the others by the body.

      “That’s Detective Norton, from the 104th Street Station,” Simon told me. “He’s going to want to talk to me.”

      The detective conferred briefly with the patrolman before circling around the body toward Simon.

      Simon nodded in greeting. “Jimmy.”

      The detective nodded back. “I understand you found her?”

      “I just pulled her out. We were in the middle of a race when some swimmers spotted her and called us over.”

      The detective turned to me, cocking an eyebrow. “And this is?”

      “Our team doctor, Genevieve Summerford,” Simon said. “She was just about to check on the boys with me. They’ve had a pretty nasty shock.”

      I noted the telltale flicker of surprise in the detective’s eyes upon hearing that I was a doctor, but he made no comment, only nodding to me before turning back to Simon to say, “You want to show me exactly where the body was, first?”

      They started toward the river’s edge, followed by the uniformed patrolman and the fireman, leaving me temporarily alone on the esplanade.

      I took a tentative step closer to the drowned woman. Although I’d been trained to face all kinds of death with detachment, my personal memories sometimes made this difficult. The accidental death of my younger brother when I was twelve—a death I had long blamed myself for—continued to exert a hold on me, occasionally triggering emotions that caught me by surprise. Now, as I gazed at the crumpled form on the pathway with the stillness of death upon it, my breath began to thicken in my chest as an old pain echoed within me. Giving myself a mental push, I crossed the remaining distance between us.

      She was really more of a girl than a woman, I realized now, perhaps sixteen or seventeen years of age, lying curled on her side with strands of damp, dark hair strewn across her face. Her light-brown eyes were open and glistening, her olive complexion mottled by livor mortis.

      A finger-long gash, only partially healed, ran across her cheek, while a chain of purplish-red bruises marred the skin on her neck. Oddly enough, considering the season, she was wearing a long winter coat, trimmed with red and yellow braid on the cuffs and lapels. A small gold cross had fallen out from behind the unfastened top button and hung by a chain over one lapel. Glancing lower, I noted that the shoes were missing from her bare feet. “What happened to you?” I murmured.

      Simon and the others were starting back from the water. I took a step back and tried to make myself invisible, hoping to hear what they had to say before I was expelled from the scene.

      “The park keeper told Officer Dennis that he didn’t see or hear anything unusual during the night or early this morning,” the detective said as they drew up beside the body.

      “Well, she couldn’t have gone in within the last couple of hours,” Simon replied. “She was already stiff when we found her. Not to mention that with so many people around the pier, someone would have been sure to notice.”

      It was true that if rigor mortis was already established when they found her, the girl must have died long before the morning’s festivities got underway. I wondered if she might have fallen in somewhere upriver during the evening and been carried down by the tide.

      “She could have been dead before she hit the water,” the detective mused, crouching beside the body. “That would explain the bruises on her neck.”

      “You’re thinking she was strangled?” Simon asked, squatting beside him.

      The detective shrugged. “These dagoes have hot tempers. Could’ve been a jealous boyfriend, or a Black Hand kidnapping gone wrong.”

      I looked back at the lifeless body in some alarm. Over the past two years, the Italian criminal element known as the Black Hand had established a disturbing presence in a number of American cities, nowhere more boldly than in New York. Engaging primarily in extortion, the group preyed mercilessly on its fellow countrymen, killing them or bombing their businesses if they didn’t capitulate to its demands. Usually, these demands were made in a letter signed with a crudely drawn black hand or skull.

      In recent months, the group’s activity had spread from the downtown Italian district of Manhattan into the newer colonies in Harlem and Brooklyn. As if tormenting their hardworking countrymen with knives and bombs wasn’t enough, the extortionists had also taken to kidnapping their children, ensuring that even the most courageous succumbed to their demands. But until now, the kidnappings had always been of little boys. If the young woman lying before me had died at their hands, it could signal a whole new kind of terror for the city.

      “That cut on her face looks too old to be from a recent attack,” Simon observed. “It’s already partially scabbed over.”

      “The bruises are fresh enough,” Norton returned.

      Though the bruises may have been fresh, I thought it unlikely that the girl had been dead when she entered the river. The inward curve of her body was typical of drowning victims, whose head and limbs tended to hang from their more buoyant chest cavities in the water, becoming locked in that position as rigor mortis set in. If someone had thrown her into the river, most likely they’d either mistakenly believed she was dead or had trusted the river to finish her off.

      “We’ll know more after the autopsy,” Detective Norton said, straightening from his crouch.

      The crowd was beginning to press in on the gathering on the esplanade, causing the police to begin a more aggressive clearing of unnecessary personnel, which unfortunately included me. Since Simon still had to make his statement, I continued alone up the esplanade to check on the boys. I spied Frankie’s truck parked on the grass a few yards ahead, and then Frankie and his comrades mingling with the oarsmen by the rail. A few seconds later, they spotted me as well and bounded over, pelting me with questions.

      After telling them the little I knew, I gently probed the rowers’ reactions to what they had witnessed. For now, at least, excitement over their macabre discovery and disappointment over the race’s interruption seemed to be their primary emotions.

      “D’you think they did it on purpose?” Frankie asked me.

      “Who?” I replied.

      “The Oakley Club.”

      I frowned at him. “Are you asking me if I think your competition threw that girl in the water, then had someone call the Wieran team over, just so they could win the race?”

      “Yeah, that’s it,” he confirmed.

      “No,” I said. “I most certainly do not.”

      “I wouldn’t put it past ’em,” Finn opined.

      “You’d better not go around saying so,” I cautioned, remembering the alcohol-fueled crowds of Oakley supporters.

      Per Simon’s instructions, I told the crew to row the boat back downriver to the launch float, assuring them he’d meet them at the clubhouse that evening for the scheduled bonfire and fireworks. A few minutes later the boat shoved off, minus its stern pair, while the remaining boys carried the extra oars back to Frankie’s truck. I waited until they were all safely away and then started back down the esplanade.

      Word of the girl’s death must have spread, for by the time I returned to the pier, the small group of spectators at its foot had grown into a pulsing mass several hundred people strong that spilled onto the adjoining lawn. With families scattered all over the park, I supposed there must be many daughters and sisters unaccounted for, causing the fear I saw in many of the faces. I edged my way through the throng as frantic shouts and murmured prayers rippled all around me.

      “Mio Dio! La mia Vittoria!” shrieked one woman, pushing past me and around the overwhelmed policeman. She ran to the body and stared down at it for a frozen moment before dropping to her knees with a moan of relief.

      I stepped into the void she’d created at the front of the crowd and called to Simon, who was now helping a photographer unload equipment from the nearby police wagon.

      “How are they taking it?” he asked as he joined me.

      “Almost too well,” I told him. I knew the boys had lived hard lives, but retrieving the waterlogged body had to have disturbed them on some level.  “I told them I’d be at the clubhouse tonight, in case anyone wants to speak to me in private.”

      We watched in silence as the photographer set up a tall tripod with its legs straddling the drowned girl, then climbed a stool to attach his camera on top of it with the lens facing straight down. Draping a dark cloth over his head, he removed the lens cap, inserted a glass plate holder, and pulled out the dark slide to make his first exposure.

      “What will happen now?” I asked Simon.

      “I expect they’ll let all these people file past, once they’re done, to see if anyone can identify her. If that doesn’t work, they’ll likely print up a circular with her photograph and show it around the local lodging houses and women’s shelters to see if anyone recognizes her there. They can use the circular to check for a match in the missing persons files, too.”

      I hoped it would be enough. But I knew that hundreds of unclaimed bodies were buried every year on Hart’s Island, an unhappy consequence of the record-breaking numbers of foreigners pouring into the city. I hated to think that this sweet-faced young girl might join their ranks, her death dismissed as one more unfortunate but inevitable feature of immigrant life.

      Detective Norton called to Simon from the police wagon.

      “Looks like I’m needed,” Simon said.

      “I think I’ll go, then,” I told him. “There’s nothing more I can do here.”

      “I’ll see you tonight at the clubhouse,” he said, and headed toward the detective.

      As I started cutting my way back through the crowd, I heard a piercing voice behind me cry, “Miss! Miss, please!”

      Glancing over my shoulder, I saw a dark-haired girl, perhaps thirteen years of age, struggling to escape the grip of a stout old woman in a black dress and shawl. “Please, miss!” she cried again.

      With a start, I realized she was calling to me.

      She broke free of the old woman and lunged toward me. “Will you help me?” she entreated, anxiety contorting her oval face. Her English, though accented, was easy enough to understand.

      “Help you? How?” I asked in astonishment.

      “Rosa, torna qui!” the old woman hissed.

      The girl ignored her. “My friend is missing,” she said quickly, reaching for a locket that hung from her neck. “If I give you her picture, will you ask the police to make a circolare for her too?”

      I stared at her, uncomprehending, until it dawned on me that she must have overheard my conversation with Simon. I was still trying to come up with a response when she unclasped the brass locket and thrust it in front of my face. It contained two small photographs: one of a younger version of the girl standing before me, the other of an older girl, about fifteen years of age at the time it was taken. The older girl was very pretty, with a shy smile that lit up her big, dark eyes.

      “This is my friend, Teresa Casoria,” she said, pointing to the older girl. “She came here on a ship to marry Antonio eight days ago. She promised she would come see me on my birthday—but that was four days ago, and she hasn’t come. I fear something bad has happened to her.”

      “Oh, I am sorry,” I sputtered, “but I’m not really in a position to help…”

      “You know the police,” she said, gesturing toward Simon and the detective. “You can give them her picture and ask them to look for her too.” She pried the picture out of its frame with her fingernail and pushed it into my hand.

      I looked down at the picture and back at her, nonplussed, but also moved by her distress. “You know, she may have simply been turned back at Ellis Island,” I said. “If she contracted infectious eye disease or favus from another steerage passenger⁠—”

      “Teresa didn’t come in steerage,” she broke in. “Antonio bought her a cabin ticket. She told me so.”

      “Well, then,” I said slowly, “perhaps she simply forgot about your birthday. If she’s just arrived in New York, she must have a great deal on her mind. Especially if she’s planning to marry.”

      “No,” she said with an emphatic shake of her head. “Teresa wouldn’t forget.”

      “Rosa! Dobbiamo andare!” called the old woman, beckoning with a crabbed arm.

      The girl glanced over her shoulder and turned back to me, her dark eyes pleading. “In Naples, when my mother died, Teresa was very kind to me. She used to stay after school to help me with my lessons, and tell me happy stories. When I learned we were moving to America, I cried for days because I didn’t want to leave her. But she promised to write to me every month so that I wouldn’t feel too lonely. And then last winter, she wrote to say she was coming to New York to marry!” She paused, her eyes welling with tears. “But now something has gone wrong. I can feel it! Please, miss, you must help her. You must!”

      I hardly knew what to say. “But you don’t know for sure that she’s in trouble,” I insisted. “She could have just had a change in plans and taken a later boat.”

      She was shaking her head again. “She posted a letter to me the morning she left, telling me she was on her way and that she was bringing a present for my birthday. Besides, Antonio had already sent her the ticket.”

      “Well, have you spoken to this…Antonio? Surely, he would know if she’s gone missing.”

      She looked surprised by my question. “I’m an unmarried girl, miss. I’m not allowed to walk out alone. And my grandmother won’t go with me to talk to Antonio or to the police. She says I’m being foolish.”

      I was inclined to agree that she was getting worked up over nothing, although I felt it would be unkind to say so.

      “His name is Antonio Fabroni,” she added quickly, her expression brightening, as if it had occurred to her that I might ask him for her. “He has a house painting business on 109th Street. Teresa told me he lives with his mother over the shop.”

      “I’m sorry,” I said firmly, “but if you’re convinced that she’s gone missing, the best advice I can give you is to file a report with the missing persons—” I broke off as her grandmother stepped forward and seized her by the arm. Muttering darkly, the old woman started pulling her back through the crowd.

      “Wait!” I called after the girl, holding out the picture. “Your photograph!”

      “You can give it back to me after they find her,” she called over her shoulder. “My name is Rosa Velloca and I live near the church, on 115th Street. Thank you, miss! Thank you with all of my heart!”
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      “Are you sure you know what you’re doing?” Simon asked from the other side of the kitchen, where he was mashing a bowlful of potatoes with a carpenter’s mallet.

      “Of course I do.” Edging to my right to block his view, I raised my spatula again and searched for the proper angle of attack. I’d been hounding Simon for months to introduce me to his friends; now that he’d finally invited one for supper, I wasn’t about to admit that I was in over my head.

      The six spotted trout stared doubtfully up at me, as if all too aware of my domestic inadequacies. After the unsettling events of the morning, I’d thought it would be a comfort to retreat to the Wieran clubrooms and prepare a homey meal for Simon and his friend. It hadn’t occurred to me to worry that I’d never actually learned to cook. I made up for that omission now as I glanced at the sputtering skillet, which my housekeeper, Katie, had advised should be “hot enough to crisp ’em up, but not so hot as to burn ’em.” A moment ago, the butter had been a golden, aromatic puddle, but while I’d been struggling to get the slippery corpses into the pan, it had turned an alarming shade of brown.

      Once again, I lowered the spatula and scooped one of the fish off the plate. Once again, it slipped off the spatula’s face— and this time would have landed on the floor, if I hadn’t just managed to catch it in my apron. I shot a glance at Simon, but he appeared to be absorbed in mashing the potatoes. In desperation, I grasped the trout’s tail with my free hand and swung it into the cast iron skillet, where it landed with a satisfying hiss. I grabbed two more and tossed them in after it, gazing down at the trout in relief as they sizzled in the browning fat.

      I did so want the evening to go well and for Simon’s friend Patrick and me to get along. Unfortunately, this was not a foregone conclusion. Just as many of my acquaintances would never accept as an equal a man who’d once been my family’s stable boy, many of Simon’s milieu, I had learned, felt nothing but scorn for those born into wealth and privilege. Two months ago, I’d taken what I considered the first step in breaching this divide by introducing Simon to my old school friend, Emily Clark, at a picnic in Central Park. To my relief, Emily had delighted in his company. Despite my repeated requests, however, Simon had failed to reciprocate. When I’d finally asked him outright if he was embarrassed to be seen with me, he’d claimed it wasn’t me but his friends he was worried about, fearing they might be “a bit rough” for my taste.

      As I believed I’d already demonstrated my ability to get on with people from all walks of life, I didn’t wholeheartedly accept his explanation. In fact, I told him that if he didn’t invite a friend, any friend, to join us for dinner on Independence Day, he needn’t expect me to act as medical officer at the morning’s race, as the participants of said function would surely be too rough for my delicate sensibilities. Though I’d only been half-serious, he must have detected my underlying hurt—or perhaps he’d simply been unable to find another medical volunteer. In any event, a few days ago, he’d informed me that his policeman friend, Patrick Branagan, would be joining us on the Fourth for dinner.

      “You might want to take that pan off the heat for a minute,” he suggested now, glancing toward the stove, “to let the butter cool down.”

      “I was just about to do that,” I said, reaching for the iron handle. I lifted the skillet only a few inches before dropping it back onto the stove. “Ow!”

      I heard Simon expel his breath. The next moment, he was at my side, dish towel in hand, pushing the skillet off the burner.

      “Our pans at home don’t heat up like that,” I muttered, although I couldn’t actually recall ever handling one.

      He slung the towel over his shoulder and gestured toward my hand. “Let me see.”

      “It’s fine,” I said, curling my fingers into a ball at my side.

      He reached for my wrist and turned my hand over, revealing a nasty red stripe across the palm. “Bloody hell, Genna,” he said with a sigh. “Why couldn’t you just let me cook the fish?”

      “I’m perfectly capable of cooking six little trout,” I insisted, trying to tug my hand away.

      “And what if you’re not?” he asked, refusing to let go. “Is that such a terrible thing?”

      As usual, I found it impossible to dissemble under his all- too-penetrating gaze. Abandoning further bravado, I admitted, “I just don’t want your friends to think I’m a…a ‘helpless toff,’” repeating the phrase I’d heard a sailor utter disparagingly in Simon’s saloon a week before. “I ought to know how to cook. I don’t know why I never learned.”

      “Maybe because you were busy learning other things,” he said with a wry smile. “Like how to be a doctor.”

      “Well, there was that,” I conceded, smiling back a little despite myself. He traced a line beside the welt with his thumb. “Does it hurt much?”

      I didn’t answer immediately, too riveted by the sensations he was generating in the hollow of my hand. “Not much,” I managed finally. “I doubt it will even blister.”

      He carefully unfurled my fingers, checking for burns across the upper joints. I had a sudden memory of watching him at work in my family’s stable as his hands moved gently but surely over a sore foreleg or a steaming flank. That one has magic hands, our chauffeur, Maurice, used to say. It was true, I thought now, my eyelids flickering lower as his thumb grazed each paralyzed fingertip.

      The sensations stopped. I looked up to find him watching me, his smile gone, his expression very still and intense. I held his gaze, hardly breathing, seeing what I was sure was desire in his eyes. Finally, I thought, my pulse leaping in response. I leaned toward him, lifting my face, my entire body alight.

      He dropped my hand. “You’d better go run that under some cold water,” he said gruffly. “I can finish the trout.” Turning back to the stove, he wrapped the towel around the handle and gave the pan a shake.

      I hurried to the sink, not wanting him to see the blush of confusion that had raced up my cheeks. Was I the only one who wanted more of what we’d tasted, all those years ago? Even now, my body pulsed with the memory of it: my dizzying anticipation as my 16-year-old self carried a pail of blemished apples down to the stable after dinner, propelled by a yearning I couldn’t even identify; and young Simon’s eyes, gleaming in the lamplight, when he came down from the loft and found me standing there. And then, sweet Lord, the brush of his lips across my lips, and the pressure of his fingers unbuttoning my chemise, and the bone-deep ache his touch provoked… I closed my eyes with a shiver. Although he’d stopped before we’d done anything “irreversible,” it had been the most thrilling event of my life to date— and neither my mind nor my body would let me forget it.

      Unfortunately, I’d never stopped to consider the possible consequences of my actions that night. Thanks to my foolishly forward behavior, Simon and his mother, who’d been our parlor maid, were discharged from our employ— and my life—while I was sent for an extended stay abroad so that I might mingle with more suitable young men. In the years that followed, still filled with shame over the incident, I’d managed to convince myself that my youthful attraction to Simon had been merely a random phenomenon, that he, who as my daily riding escort was the male with whom I’d come in most frequent contact, had simply been the readiest target of my ascending, pubescent chemistry. But when he reappeared out of the blue last winter in magistrate’s court, I’d felt the same molten charge that I experienced in my adolescence, like hot current surging through undergauged wire. I knew then that my attraction to him was rooted in something more than mere proximity. I knew I wanted more of him, and the way he made me feel. But it was beginning to seem as though my wanting might be in vain.

      There was no time to dwell on this most recent disappointment, however, for Patrick was due to arrive at any moment. Composing my features into a mask of cheerful expectancy, I dried my hands and carried a vase of yellow roses into the dining room. Though no one could call this hard-used room elegant, I thought it looked inviting enough, with the flowers in my mother’s crystal vase on the table and light from flickering candles warming the buff-colored walls. As I rearranged the blossoms, I tried not to think of what my parents would say if they knew I was entertaining male guests in the rooms of the Wieran Boys Club, which was located above Simon’s saloon. I’d taken advantage of their European sojourn to test the limits of social propriety, spending far more unsupervised time in Simon’s company than was strictly proper, considering the lack of any formal understanding between us, often in settings I was sure my parents would consider unseemly. I appeased my conscience with the thought that, although the club members weren’t scheduled to arrive until later that evening, the club rooms were at least officially open, which ought to be adequate defense against any allegations of scandalous behavior.

      I heard the sound of a boot on wood, and then the hallway door flew open. A flush-faced man in rolled-up shirtsleeves stood on the threshold, holding a foaming growler in each hand. “The reserves have arrived!” he announced in a brogue as muscular as his forearms.

      “Patrick! Good man,” said Simon, emerging from the kitchen. “I was afraid you’d forget.”

      “You’re payin’ for it,” Patrick said with a grin. “The least I can do is carry it upstairs.” Though he was shorter and stockier than Simon, he had the same dark, wavy hair and square-cut features. He also had the same twinkle in his eye, I noticed, which I was beginning to think was an Irish birthright.

      Simon was striding toward him, reaching for the pails of beer, when Patrick moved aside to allow a young woman to enter. Simon stopped short on sight of her.

      “Hello, Simon,” she said, stepping into the room. She was black-haired and fair-skinned, with brilliant blue eyes that flashed when they lit on him.

      Patrick shot Simon an apologetic glance. “When she found out I was having supper with you, she insisted I bring her along.”

      “I had to see for myself that you were still alive,” the woman said to Simon, with an Irish lilt nearly as pronounced as Patrick’s. “You’ve been so scarce these past few months, I could hardly believe it.” She slid off her wrap and held it out to him, holding on for a moment longer than was necessary when he reached for it. “I hope you don’t mind.”

      “Always glad to see an old friend,” Simon said, removing the wrap from her grasp. He gestured toward me. “Kitty, Patrick, this is Genevieve.”

      I extended a hand to
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