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To my wife, Marni—

my greatest inspiration,

my greatest encourager,

my greatest temptation when I should be writing.


Chapter 1

“TRAITOR!”

“Liar!”

Jacob and Esau Morgan stood nose-to-nose—jaws set,
necks strained, faces flushed, eyes brimming with fury. Except for
their clothing, they were mirror images of each other. While Esau
wore silk, Jacob wore breeches made of dark brown woolen
broadcloth.

“Jacob, sit down! Esau, you know better than to
behave like this! We have guests!” A voice heavy with authority
boomed from the head of the dinner table.

Anne Morgan glanced at her husband, Jared, the
source of the thundering sound. The salt air and sun had not been
kind to his skin over the years, baking it until it was brown and
leathery. Even so, he was ruggedly handsome. His blue eyes could
still dance with that look of mischievous fun that first attracted
her to him. And although his hair was white and thinning, he was
still virile and full of life, a man not easily ignored.

Good, she thought. Let him handle the boys
this time. She corrected herself. Boys. They’re hardly that.
The twins are over thirty now. Still, whenever they’re in the same
room they invariably fight with each other like little
boys.

His orders unheeded, Jared gave a grunt, pushed
himself away from the table, and stood. The old sea captain was
accustomed to barking orders from a standing position; to him,
seated orders carried no more weight than an invitation to tea.

As he stood, the heads of the Morgans’ three dinner
guests— John Hancock, Dr. Samuel Cooper, and Sam Adams—swiveled
from the combatants to Jared, then back to the combatants again.
They wore an amusing assortment of expressions. Hancock’s eyes were
half-closed in elevated detachment. Seated between Anne and Mercy
Morgan with his hands in his lap, he wore the expression of a bored
nobleman, the kind one might see on an upper-class lord crossing
the street to avoid a common street brawl. On the other side of the
table, closest to Jared, the Reverend Samuel Cooper, dressed in the
traditional black clothing with white cravat and clerical bands,
was caught up in the conflict. Unlike Hancock, his eyes were sharp
and eager. With a nod in Jared’s direction he seemed to be
encouraging his host to exert his fatherly authority to quell the
dispute. Of the three dinner guests, Sam Adams was closest to the
fight. With Dr. Cooper on his right and a standing Jacob Morgan on
his left, the expression on Adams’ face was almost comical. He
looked like a little boy in worn and stained brown clothes watching
a circus act. His eyes were wide and anxious, his mouth formed a
silly grin. He was relishing the fight. More than that, had the
circumstances been different, he clearly would have enjoyed rolling
up his sleeves and jumping into the fray.

“Jacob, listen to me! I’ll not have you acting this
way in front of our guests!” Jared bellowed. “Esau, don’t make me
come down there and separate the two of you!”

Anne stifled a smile—not at her husband’s use of his
“captain’s voice,” but at his choice of words. Out of respect for
the presence of their minister, Jared’s vocabulary was noticeably
restrained. Anne doubted he would have used these same words had he
been aboard ship, though he had never been one to use the foul
language so often associated with men of the sea. Just then an odd
thought struck her. Other than his restricted vocabulary, this
wasn’t anything unusual for her husband. Having spent years aboard
ships sailing to and from China, living in cramped quarters for
months at a time with little or no privacy, certainly he’d been
called upon to mediate a fair amount of disagreements, squabbles,
and brawls among his crews. The difference tonight, however, was
that these weren’t sailors who were scuffling—they were his sons;
and their disagreement wasn’t aboard ship—it was at the dinner
table in the presence of several notable members of Boston
society.

“Jacob! Did you hear me? Esau, I’m talking to
you!”

Separate commands, one for each boy. Good. Jared
hasn’t forgotten. From infancy it took separate commands to
discipline the twins. They had never been able to share anything,
not even a verb in a sentence. They had to be told separately to be
quiet, to quit hitting, to sit still and pay attention. Even then,
getting them to leave each other alone was always a monumental
effort. Anne knew. She’d had to do it often enough while her
husband was thousands of miles away at sea. But lately, they’d
stopped heeding her altogether. Once they began debating colonial
rights, they became delirious with passion. It was like they were
out of their minds with fever. They said things they couldn’t
possibly mean. Irrational, crazy things. Try as she might, there
was nothing Anne could do to break the fever’s grip on them. And it
scared her.

Tonight, however, Jared’s volley of words broke
through and reached its mark. At the end of the table, Esau backed
away. He glanced at his father, then his mother. Anne shot him a
disapproving scowl, the kind naughty boys get from their mothers
when they misbehave. To Anne it didn’t matter that he was a fully
grown man. The boys are acting like children; they deserve to be
treated like children!

Esau apologized to their guests. “Forgive me if I’ve
offended you,” he said. He took his seat.

Jacob didn’t budge. He remained frozen at the corner
of the table, hands clenched, towering menacingly over his twin
brother.

“I said, sit down, son!” Jared balled his own hands
into fists, placing them on the table and leaning on them in the
direction of his unrepentant son.

Opposite Jacob, seated next to Hancock, sat Mercy,
Jacob’s wife. To this point she had shown little interest in the
brotherly spat. She’d seen it hundreds of times before. While
Jared, Anne, and the three dinner guests suspended their meal
pending the outcome of the standoff, Mercy helped herself to a
second portion of veal and happily carved it. Now that Esau was
seated and Jacob was the sole recipient of his parents’
displeasure, Mercy swallowed a bit of meat and said dryly, “Jacob,
dear, do sit down. You’re spoiling the party.”

For an agonizing minute Jacob Morgan clenched and
unclenched his fists. Then, without taking his eyes off his
brother, he lowered himself into his chair. Not until he was fully
seated did he look away. When he did, he let out a snort of
disgust.

At the head of the table, the host pulled himself
upright. He stood tall for several seconds—a signal to his sons not
to act up again. Then he offered apologies to his guests and
everyone resumed eating. No one looked up. The only sound heard at
the dinner table was the clink and scrape of silver utensils
against china plates.

The dinner had been arranged the previous Sunday.
Following the worship service, Dr. Cooper pulled Jared aside.
Citing the need for privacy, the minister led Jared to a small room
where, to the sea captain’s surprise, Hancock and Adams were
waiting for them. His surprise stemmed from the fact that these two
highly visible revolutionaries were still in the city. Adams had
frequently been warned by friends that he was in danger of being
seized by British military authorities, clapped in irons, and taken
to England to be tried as a rebel. It had been rumored that Adams
and Hancock had fled Boston.

After Jared exchanged brief pleasantries with the
two men, Dr. Cooper took charge of the gathering. He requested that
Jared meet with the three of them within the week to discuss
something of the utmost importance. Cooper didn’t allude to the
subject matter, and Jared trusted his pastor enough that he didn’t
ask. Jared invited the three men to join him for dinner on
Wednesday. Adams and Hancock looked anxiously to Cooper. They were
concerned for their safety. Cooper gave them an assuring nod, and
the meeting was set.

It wasn’t until later when Jared informed Anne of
the arrangement that he learned of Esau’s unexpected presence for
dinner that same night. While Jacob and Mercy Morgan shared the
large Boston mansion with Jared and Anne, Esau lived in Cambridge
at the Morgan family’s home on the Charles River. When Anne learned
he had business in Boston that Wednesday, she invited him to come
for dinner.

Given the difficulty of uninviting people, Jared and
Anne proceeded with their dinner plans, hoping their sons would
behave themselves. The problem, as Jared saw it, was Adams. He was
the hero of the Sons of Liberty—men like Jacob—and the bane of
loyalists—men like Esau. To forestall preliminary hostilities,
Jacob and Esau were told nothing more than the family was expecting
additional guests that night. When John Hancock and Sam Adams
appeared rather mysteriously through a rear entryway, Jacob was
elated. Esau was furious.

At the table, Anne stole a glance at her husband as
he lifted a crystal goblet to his lips. She and Jared had come so
far since the night he climbed the tree outside her bedroom window
in Cambridge and clandestinely listened to her sing love songs.
Back then things were so simple. They were young, idealistic,
foolishly in love. They owned nothing. Jared had few interests and
even fewer prospects for a profession. Now look at him. He was one
of the richest merchants in Boston. Leading citizens—on both sides
of the colonial conflict—sought his advice. God had been good to
them.

The very house in which they lived was a testimony
to God’s grace in their lives. Once the property of a mortal enemy,
it became Jared and Anne’s love nest. The reminder of those
uncertain days caused Anne to shudder involuntarily. It was true
God had delivered them from their enemies, but the price of victory
was high. It had cost Jared’s father his life. Daniel Cole, a
ruthless merchant, had had Benjamin Morgan killed in an attempt to
gain control of the Morgan family’s meager investment shares in his
company. When that attempt failed, the greedy merchant deceived the
dead man’s wife—Jared’s mother, Constance—into marrying him. It
took the united effort of Jared; his older brother, Philip; and
sister, Priscilla, to defeat the scheming merchant, but not before
losing nearly everything they owned. Ironically, it was Cole’s
death that had restored their fortune with added measure. To
protect his business from hostile takeover attempts, Daniel Cole
had placed all of his holdings in his wife’s name. When he died,
Constance turned over all his assets to her children.

Jared and Priscilla parlayed Cole’s money into a
substantial family empire through the China trade. Priscilla
orchestrated the business while Jared sailed the ships.
Philip—returning to the Narragansett Indian reservation to marry
his sweetheart—chose to be a silent partner. He used his portion of
the family income for missionary enterprises among receptive Indian
tribes.

Following their wedding, at Constance Morgan Cole’s
request, Jared and Anne shared the spacious mansion formerly owned
by Daniel Cole. It was here that the twins were born. And it was
here, when the twins were fifteen years old, that the Lord called
Constance Morgan home to heaven.

Over the years, Jared and Anne redecorated the house
to reflect their interests and successes. The huge pewter kettle
that once hung garishly over the front door—a testimonial to Cole’s
wealth made through the pewter industry—was the first thing to go.
Room by room the mansion became less of a legacy to an
ostentatious, greedy merchant and more of a personal museum
testifying to Jared’s world travels.

In the dining room, the Morgans and their guests sat
at a Chippendale table made of imported mahogany. The dinner
setting included crystal from Waterford, old English silver, and
fine porcelain plates from China. Silver candlesticks adorned each
end of the table, while a crystal chandelier illuminated the center
from high overhead. Immediately behind Anne’s side of the table was
a fireplace, which featured several Chinese porcelain vases on its
mantel. The vases provided a balance for the portrait on the wall,
that of Sir Amos Morgan, a heroic English seaman who had
distinguished himself in the battle against the great Spanish
Armada during the days of Queen Elizabeth. The admiral, Jared
learned during a trip to London, was an ancestor of his through
Drew Morgan. Jared was quite fond of the portrait. He shared a love
of the sea with his ancestor. And though he would have brushed
aside the thought, he and the admiral had something else in common.
Both were men of honor. While Sir Amos Morgan made a name for
himself in Queen Elizabeth’s court, Jared Morgan had established
himself as a respected merchant in Boston. The three dinner guests
at his table were evidence of his status. John Hancock was possibly
the wealthiest man in the city, Dr. Cooper was a respected man of
God, and Sam Adams was a powerful politician. Jared sat comfortably
among them.

Hancock was the first to break the uneasy silence
following the twins’ outburst.

“If it’s any comfort, madam,” he said, dabbing the
corner of his mouth with a napkin as he turned and addressed Anne,
“your sons merely reflect the turmoil presently in Boston.” Sensing
a correction from Adams, Hancock hastened to add, “More correctly,
in all the colonies, even as far south as Georgia. This, of
course,” he nodded in Adams’ direction, “is due to the excellent
work of Mr. Adams’ committees of correspondence.”

Adams graciously returned the nod without
discontinuing his chewing.

Anne was not impressed with their display of mutual
appreciation. “It gives me no comfort, sir,” she replied softly. “I
raised my sons to exhibit better manners at the dinner table,
regardless of what all Boston—or the whole world for that matter—is
doing. And quite frankly, the turmoil, as you so describe it,
frightens me to death.”

“But you will agree, my dear madam,” Adams said,
quickly swallowing a bite, “that this great debate is unavoidable.
Our most sacred freedoms hang in the balance! Surely you can grasp
the scope of what we are fighting for! The future of countless
generations is at stake!”

Jared jumped into the conversation before Anne could
respond.

“I can assure you, gentlemen, that my wife is fully
aware of the significance of what is happening. However, it seems
to me, Mr. Adams, that you have already concluded that our fellow
countrymen in England will acquiesce to our demands—something they
have been most reluctant to do. Or are you suggesting that our
colonial militia is strong enough to force our will upon
Parliament? If that is the case, I urge caution. For I fear that if
we fail, our situation will be far worse than it is presently.”

Anne placed her hand on top of Jared’s.

“Dear husband, I believe Mr. Adams was addressing
me.” Turning to Adams she said, “As for my position in this great
debate, as you call it, I have not yet come to a conclusion as to
which side I favor, although it has claimed a large portion of my
prayers as of late. However, my position regarding family dining is
well defined—there shall be no debating politics here. This table
is my haven from this great storm. And I intend to defend my tiny
island of peace with every fiber of my being. Surely, Mr. Adams,
you can grasp the importance of what I am fighting for!”

Adams conceded to his hostess with a smile.

“Rarely do I hear opinions stated with such clarity,
madam. Consider your island safe from political intrusion.”

The conversation at the table fell silent once
again, and Anne shooed away a twinge of guilt like she would a fly.
It wasn’t like her to reprimand guests. But she wasn’t going to let
these men who were turning Boston upside down do the same thing to
her household.

The political differences between England and her
American colonies loomed over every aspect of life in Boston. Like
an avalanche, it threatened to sweep up everyone and everything in
its path. Anne knew she couldn’t stop it, but that didn’t mean she
was going to abandon her family to the inevitable without a fight.
But hers was a losing battle, and she was growing weary of it.

At first, while Jared was at sea, Anne Morgan
refused to allow the boys to discuss colonial grievances anywhere
in the house. Then, upon Jared’s return as he got caught up in
events, she was forced to give ground. Still, she succeeded in
persuading them to confine their arguments to Jared’s study. This
lasted less than a week. The debate soon spilled into the hallway,
then the sitting room, and the dinner table, where she took her
final stand. She’d lost the house to the insanity, but she refused
to surrender the dinner table. And until tonight, the boys and
Jared had conceded to her this tiny island. Tonight, however, the
shadow of the avalanche threatened Anne Morgan’s final refuge.

Anne looked down the table at her sons. It wasn’t
the debate that frightened her; it was the hatred behind the words.
What would happen to her sons when the debaters exchanged their
words for musket balls? It wouldn’t be Mr. Adams or Mr. Hancock or
Dr. Cooper who would line up against the British regulars. It would
be Jacob and Esau. And what about Jared? Could he stay out of the
fight? She doubted it. Her husband was not one to sit idle in a
time of crisis. He’d always been an active man with an adventurous
life. Somehow, even though he was past his sixtieth year, he would
find a way to get involved. So let Masters Hancock, Cooper, and
Adams think her an unkind hostess.

“Well, I, for one, am grateful that Anne has rescued
us from this dreadful discussion!” The sprightly voice came from
the far side of Hancock. “After all, gentlemen,” said Mercy Morgan
in a playful tone, “you all should know there are certain things
one does not do at a dinner party. Did you forget what you were
taught as young lads?”

With a mischievous smile Mercy straightened herself
in her chair, sitting dramatically prim and proper. Not until she
was certain all eyes were upon her did she launch into a recitation
that was familiar to all Boston schoolboys:

“Never sit down at the table till asked,” she shook
a dainty finger in lecture fashion, “and then only after the
blessing! Ask for nothing; tarry till it be offered thee. Speak
not. Bite not thy bread, but break it. Take salt only with a clean
knife,” she picked up her knife in demonstration, “dip not thy meat
in the same.” She gave a playful scowl. “Hold not thy knife upright
but sloping, and lay it down at the right hand of the plate with
the blade on the plate.”

This was typical Mercy Reed Morgan. She loved to
entertain and was most alive when she was the center of attention
in a festive room filled with guests. Three years younger than the
twins, she had caught their attention at a party. And, as in
everything else, it became a contest between the boys who would win
her favor—a contest that took on a life of its own, developing in
ways no one could have foreseen from the outset.

Normally, Anne thought her silly. But tonight,
Mercy’s merriment was a welcomed distraction. Hancock particularly
enjoyed her etiquette lecture. Smoothing the wrinkles from his
black satin smallclothes and adjusting his white silk stockings
from his knees down to his red morocco slippers, he adjusted his
position to watch her performance. Dr. Cooper, on the other hand,
looked only mildly amused. And Sam Adams paid scant attention to
her. His preoccupied stare gave evidence to the fact that he was
still engaged in the debate in his mind. Jared and the twins were
all smiles. They never seemed to tire of Mercy. It was the
expression on Esau’s face that concerned Anne. He was still in love
with Mercy. Anne could see it in his eyes. Although Jacob and Mercy
had been married ten years, this wasn’t the first time Anne had
caught Esau longing for his brother’s wife. She prayed that Jacob
would not look in his brother’s direction right now. For if he did,
another fight would break out. She was sure of it.

Mercy continued her lecture. “Look not earnestly at
any other person that is eating!” She lowered her head and shot
coquettish glances at the guests. Hancock laughed hard and clapped
his hands when she looked at him. “When moderately satisfied, leave
the table.” Mercy patted her waistline contentedly. “Sing not! Hum
not! Wiggle not! Spit nowhere in the room but in the corner—”

At this, even Adams let out a guffaw.

Mercy looked pleased she’d won over the politician’s
attention. She demonstrated each succeeding exhortation with
exaggerated expressions and movements. “Eat not too fast with
greedy behavior! Eat not vastly but moderately. Make not a noise
with thy tongue, mouth, lips, or breath in thy eating and drinking.
Smell not thy meat, nor put it to thy nose. If thy meat offend
thee, throw it not under the table!” Lifting the cloth, she tossed
an imagined piece of meat under the Chippendale table. Her
performance concluded, she folded dainty hands in her lap and
assumed an angelic countenance, the practiced pose of a perfect
lady.

John Hancock’s enthusiastic applause prompted polite
handclapping from the other dinner guests. Mercy accepted their
applause with humility. It too was part of her act.

Next, Dr. Cooper did his part to provide a topic of
discussion other than politics. “As you might expect,” he said to
Hancock and Adams, “Jared and Anne have an exquisite collection of
porcelain from China. These plates, for example.”

Dutifully, Adams and Hancock looked past the veal
and vegetables on their plates at the design. The enameled
porcelain plates were white with red, turquoise, and black enamel
designs painted over the glaze. Pagodas adorned the center of the
plates drawn in black atop a blue wash. Around the rim of each
plate four similar pagoda sketches were separated by square
cartouches painted in red, each containing indecipherable
inscriptions. Although china had generally replaced pewter at most
tables in Boston for special occasions, the Morgans’ china was
among the finest in the city.

“Lovely,” Adams said.

The wealthy Hancock studied his plate but looked
unimpressed.

“Anne!” Dr. Cooper said excitedly. “Show them your
vase … you know, the robin’s egg one.”

Anne looked to her husband. He nodded.

Moments later she returned cradling a delicate
porcelain vase. It was almost two feet tall with a narrow,
bottlelike neck. The sides extended from the neck with a broad
sweep falling gently inward at the base.

“It’s called Shiwan ware,” Jared said. “It’s Anne’s
favorite piece.”

If Hancock was unimpressed with the plates, he was
mesmerized by the vase. It had a finely sparkled blue and lavender
glaze that pulsated with color, looking very much like …

“A robin’s egg,” Dr. Cooper said, smiling broadly,
“just as I said.”

“May I?” Hancock rose and held out his hands.

Anne gently passed the vase to him. For several
moments he turned it ’round and ’round, admiring the dance of
colors beneath the glaze. His appreciative appraisal pleased
Anne.

Samuel Adams leaned toward Dr. Cooper and whispered.
Cooper nodded.

“My dear Mrs. Morgan,” Dr. Cooper said rising from
his seat, “as usual, you have been a wonderful hostess. Although
we’d love to enjoy the pleasure of your company longer, Mr. Adams
and Mr. Hancock have pressing business.” To Jared he said, “May we
retire to your study?”

Hancock handed the vase back to its owner. The
appreciative wonder in his eyes was gone, replaced by the hardened
look of a man about to transact business. The other men rose from
the table simultaneously and filed after Jared into his study,
leaving only Mercy and Anne.

Mercy gave her mother-in-law a wry grin and left the
room.

Cradling her porcelain vase, Anne Morgan stood over
a table littered with bits of uneaten veal, mutton, and a
smattering of vegetables. Puddles of drink rested at the bottom of
crystal goblets. She was not fooled by the men’s claim to pressing
business. It was nothing more than an infantile excuse to continue
the debate. As if to confirm her assessment, the sound of angry
voices drifted from behind the closed door of Jared’s study—the
debate had resumed with full intensity. Anne hugged the vase to her
breast. Her momentary peace was nothing more than a fragile
illusion, infinitely more fragile than the vase in her arms.
Despite her most determined efforts she knew the avalanche would
rumble through her house and sweep away Jared and her sons.

It was then that the full impact of what was to
happen hit her, bringing with it a horrible, sickening feeling. She
struggled to maintain her composure, not to give in to her fears,
to tell herself that there was still hope. But no amount of
reasoning could dispel the fear. Just like the fear that
masqueraded as a monster under her bed when she was a little girl,
this one was impervious to reason. She couldn’t chase it away. And
the longer she stood there, the stronger it became. Anne began to
weep as her fear took shape. Unwanted details added to its chilling
power over her. She didn’t know how; she didn’t know when; but
somehow she knew, she just knew that this was the last time her
family would all sit at the same table together. The avalanche
would claim a life. Maybe more than one.

Anne sniffed angrily. She told herself it was just a
feeling. It had no substance. But she didn’t believe herself.


Chapter 2

In some ways, Jared Morgan’s study was no different
from other merchants’ studies in Boston. Books lined the walls,
encased in elegantly carved cabinet shelves with glass-paneled
doors; a small desk with a variety of papers protruding from rows
of cubbyholes was pushed against one wall near a window; a sofa and
several covered chairs were gathered into an informal group
slightly off center in the middle of the room; and a chandelier
with eight candles served as the main source of light after dark.
Personal treasures included the family Bible, displayed in open
fashion on a small mahogany table, and a chessboard and pieces set
in the ready on an end table. The game once belonged to Jared’s
first sea captain, a man by the name of Devereaux, commander of the
pirate ship Dove. He thought he’d lost it forever when the
Dove sank, only to receive it years later as a present from
his fellow tar James Magee, who had managed to salvage it. It was
difficult even now—over four decades later—for Jared to hold the
watermarked pieces of the game without getting nostalgic, or
emotional, or both.

What made Jared’s study unique was that it had a
distinctly Chinese flavor. The wallpaper had a green tint to it,
featuring tree branches, bamboo shoots, and leaves. There were
porcelain figurines scattered about—a dragon roared atop one end
table while a pair of Chinese warriors graced the fireplace mantel.
In addition to the figurines, a variety of porcelain bowls and
vases was lying about, also from China.

As the English colonials debated their relationship
with the mother country, Chinese emperor Ch’ienlung seemed to
preside over the clash from on high. Leaning against the fireplace
mantel, Jared glanced up at the portrait. It was a gift from a
fellow merchant—Jared’s counterpart in China. The man in the
picture was seated. He wore a long red robe with enormous sleeves
that completely hid his arms and hands, which were resting
comfortably on his rather substantial midsection. The emperor
sported a black mustache that cascaded past his lips and fell well
beyond his chin. Another dangling growth of hair protruded from his
chin like a stalactite. The emperor’s eyes hid behind narrow slits
that, along with thin black eyebrows, plunged at a steep angle
toward the bridge of his nose. His expression was solemn, befitting
his royalty. The fourth emperor of the Ching dynasty, he was the
present ruler of China.

Jared wondered what the Chinese emperor would do to
men in his kingdom if they were discovered plotting against
him.

“I strongly disagree!” Adams shouted. “Parliament
has made its intentions clear. They want nothing less than to
enslave us!” He stood opposite Esau with one hand on his hip and
the other making his point. The extended finger shook from
palsy.

The sides of the debate were uneven. Esau alone
argued the loyalist position against four revolutionaries. For the
time being, Jared remained neutral, a position that was becoming
increasingly difficult to maintain.

The scene before him was more of a political mugging
than a debate. Hancock, Cooper, and Jacob had already taken their
turns attacking Esau. Now it was Adams’ turn. Jared couldn’t help
but be proud of his Oxford educated son, even though he didn’t
share all of Esau’s opinions. Though the boy was holding his own
against superior odds, at the moment he was facing his toughest
opponent. Sam Adams was an experienced debater and one of the
city’s toughest politicians. When it came to promoting the Whig
agenda for independence, Adams was Boston’s champion. Dispensing
with reason, he was a master at enflaming the emotions of the
populace. More succinctly, he was a political arsonist. His tools
were biting wit and caustic commentary.

Looking at Adams, you wouldn’t have guessed he was a
powerful political force. He was a plain man of middling stature
with a strong Roman nose, who looked like he could use a new set of
clothing. Others in Boston and England were less kind in their
assessment of him. One American painter who knew Adams well was
said to have remarked that if he wished to draw a picture of the
Devil himself he would get Sam Adams to sit for him. Of course,
Adams’ enemies circulated this anecdote freely.

The remaining revolutionaries in the room arrayed
themselves behind their champion. Hancock slouched in a chair, his
fingers forming a steeple, the tip of which tapped his lips. Dr.
Cooper sat stiffly at one end of the fruitwood sofa, the other end
previously occupied by the standing Adams. Jacob leaned forward on
the edge of his chair, ready to spring to Adams’ defense should he
require it. Jared doubted the veteran politician would need Jacob’s
help.

“For eleven years Parliament has treated us
shamefully!” Adams shouted. “I believe the most rancorous envy and
venom swells in the veins of those tyrants of London. It’s a
well-known fact that extreme corruption is prevalent among all
orders of men in that old rotten state! And that corruption stands
in contrast to the glorious public virtue that has been proudly
demonstrated in every colony of our rising country. Parliament has
made it clear that they regard the American colonies as nothing
more than a ready source of revenue. That makes us slaves, working
this great land for their profit! Well I, for one, will tolerate it
no longer! We are freemen! And I will do all that is within my
power to keep that corrupt nation from dragging us to ruin with
them!”

Dr. Cooper pounded the sofa’s arm in agreement.
“Here! Here!” he cried. Hancock nodded solemnly. Jacob smiled
triumphantly.

Despite being outnumbered, Esau showed no sign of
surrendering ground to the more experienced debater. Even as a boy
Esau had always thought for himself. He examined both sides of an
issue, drew his own conclusions, then acted upon them regardless of
what anyone else was doing or what they thought or said of him. It
was a trait that served him well in his youth, keeping him from the
more foolish predicaments in which his friends and brother often
found themselves. But Jared feared that the same self-determination
that had served Esau so well in his youth might be his downfall as
a British loyalist. Passion ruled the streets. Individualism was
not in fashion. And heaven help any man or woman who did not
readily join the prevailing opinion.

Esau squared his shoulders in response to Adams. He
was more plump than his twin brother, spending a majority of his
time hunched over ledgers while Jacob worked all day on the wharf.
Both boys had thick brown hair, bushy eyebrows, broad noses, and
clefts in their chins. Neither wore facial hair. And while Esau
wore silk suits and powdered wigs, Jacob was more comfortable in
leather breeches with his natural hair tied back. Generally, Esau’s
eyes were softer and more pensive; Jacob had the flashing eyes of a
zealot. Tonight, however, it was Esau’s eyes that were flashing as
he responded to Adams’ interpretation of Parliament’s
intentions.

“Do you think, sir, that Great Britain is an old,
wrinkled, withered, worn-out hag, that every scoundrel that walks
the street may insult with impunity? You will find her a vigorous
maiden and with spirit and strength sufficient to chastise her
undutiful and rebellious children. I have recently returned from
England, sir, and can truthfully say that your measures have yet to
produce your desired results—Great Britain is not intimidated. She
has already a considerable fleet and army in America; more ships
and troops are expected soon; every appearance indicates a design
in her to support her claim to maintain control of the colonies
with vigor.”

Placing one foot in front of the other, Esau moved
into an attacking posture. “Consider, sir,” he said, “is it right
to risk the valuable blessings of property, liberty, and life to
the single chance of war? Of the worst kind of war—a civil war? A
civil war founded on rebellion? Without ever attempting the
peaceable mode of accommodation? Without ever asking a redress of
our complaints from the only power on earth who can redress them?
When disputes happen between nations independent of each other,
they first attempt to settle them with ambassadors; they seldom run
hastily to war till they have tried what can be done by treaty and
mediation. I would make many more concessions to a parent that were
justly due him, rather than engage with him in a duel! But we are
rushing into a war with our parent state without offering the least
concession, without even deigning to propose an accommodation. You,
sir, have employed your pen and exercised your abilities in
recommending measures which you know must, if persisted in, have a
direct tendency to produce and accelerate this dreadful event. May
God forgive you. And may He give you repentance and a better
mind!”

Instantly Jacob was on his feet, demanding that Esau
apologize to Adams. It took Adams and both his friends to keep
Jacob from doing violence to his brother. After several tense
moments Jacob was persuaded to return to his seat.

Jared shook his head and sighed softly. He found it
ironic that his sons would have such passionate opinions on the
current state of affairs while he remained so undecided. He’d spent
many waking hours and several sleepless nights trying to figure out
which side was right. On the one hand, he despised the capricious
acts of Parliament that seemed intent on ruining the colonies. More
than most men, he had every right to be angry. As a shipping
merchant, his family had been hit doubly hard—taxed as consumers
and restricted as suppliers. Yet on the other hand, armed revolt
against his own country was unthinkable. He was an Englishman and
proud of it. His many travels to other countries— the Caribbean,
Africa, India, and China—merely confirmed his pride. In Jared’s
mind the British system, with all its flaws, was the best system of
government in the world, and the thought of being a subversive, of
plotting to overthrow his own government didn’t sit well with him.
Not at all.

Even so, how long could he defend his country’s
leaders when they enacted legislation that threatened the very
existence of the colonies? If there was one point in which all
Boston merchants were in agreement, it was this—something had to be
done! But what? Should they follow Adams and take up arms? Jared
was angry enough to fight, but reason argued against it. How could
they win? Britain had the finest fighting force in the world; the
colonies’ army consisted of ragged, unkempt volunteers in loosely
formed militias. Could they defeat the redcoats? It would take a
miracle. And if they fought the redcoats and lost, what then? What
measures would Parliament enact against the defeated colonies?
Jared didn’t like to think about it.

The very idea of armed resistance seemed so
farfetched, it bordered on the ridiculous. The colonies were
notorious for their inability to get along with each other. If
England’s stabilizing force were removed, there would be anarchy!
Every colony would form its own government, and soon America would
be like Europe, a continent of countries continuously warring and
feuding with one another.

And who would lead Boston? Sam Adams? Not likely. He
and his kind were best at inciting unrest and revolution. With his
rhetoric, Adams had stockpiled explosives throughout the colonies,
and now he was lighting the match. But how does one stop a series
of explosions once they’re ignited? When the time came, could Adams
and his friends stop the revolution they started? And then could
they build a lasting peace and a stable government? Jared shook his
head. When he thought of Sam Adams, peace and stability did not
come readily to mind.

For Jared, armed resistance was shortsighted. It was
easier to destroy a house than it was to build one. It was this
fear of anarchy that kept him from embracing the colonial call to
arms.

Jared’s attention was pulled back to the debate as
Esau leveled a steady finger at his brother while addressing Adams.
“See what you’re promoting? Violence! Well, let me tell you, Mr.
Adams, your vitriolic generalizations regarding Parliament may work
with the unlearned dockhands, but not with thinking men!”

The truth of Esau’s statement hit a nerve, and the
only thing that kept Jacob from charging out of his chair again was
Adams, who, with outstretched hand, motioned for him to remain
seated. It was common knowledge that Adams was most effective with
laborers of limited education, men like Jacob and his
coworkers.

While Esau had inherited his grandfather’s love of
learning and had an extensive education at Harvard and later at
Oxford, Jacob disdained academics, preferring taverns and the
company of dockworkers to campuses and academicians. In one respect
this particular difference between the twins made life simpler for
Jared. He was able to employ both his sons in his merchant business
yet keep them far apart from each other. Jacob worked on the docks.
Esau assisted his Aunt Priscilla with the financial ledgers and
company records.

“The simple facts are these, Mr. Adams,” Esau
continued. “Less than twenty years ago when the French and the
Indians were threatening our colonies, we were quick to remind
Parliament that we were Englishmen. They sent us supplies,
munitions, and troops, without which we never could have survived
the onslaught. If it were not for our fellow Englishmen across the
sea, we would be speaking French today! That is, if we were still
alive. And who paid the expense for these troops? Parliament! And
who profited from the increased shipping traffic? Colonial
merchants like Mr. Hancock and my family! And now that the war is
over and England is on the brink of financial ruin, we turn our
backs on them like ungrateful children. When they request we repay
a portion of the war debt, what do we do? We take up arms against
them! I ask you, Mr. Adams, does goodwill travel only one direction
across the Atlantic? How can we as Englishmen in all good
conscience hold out an open hand when we’re in need, yet reply with
a closed fist when we’re asked to do our part for our country?”

Adams bristled at Esau’s suggestion that England,
not the colonies, was the wounded party in this dilemma. “Young
man,” he said, “this is not a matter of ingratitude. You use terms
to describe Parliament that have little resemblance to the truth of
the matter. Had Parliament treated us as Englishmen, we would have
readily done our part and more! No, this is not a question of
loyalty, it is a question of equal representation. Parliament did
not request our aid, they demanded it. Without involving us in
their discussions, they levied us with taxes. Like a cutpurse they
reached into our pockets and took our money without so much as
asking us for it! I ask you, sir, have we forfeited our right as
Englishmen to representation simply because we live in New England?
I say no! Do we currently enjoy the same rights that are enjoyed by
other Englishmen? Again, no! The result? The representatives in
Parliament have conspired to enact a series of laws exclusively
applicable to us and not to them.”

Adams’ palsied fingers emerged one by one as he
counted off colonial grievances:

“First, there was the Currency Act. With one stroke
of the legislative pen Parliament ruled that our paper money was no
longer legal tender. How are we to pay our debts if our money is no
good? Then, knowing we have precious little gold or silver of our
own, Parliament made it illegal to export bullion from England to
America. The result? We are expected to assume a large portion of
the war debt with a decreasing supply of money.

“Next, they passed the Sugar Act to raise more
revenue. Raising revenue, of course, is well within their right.
But did they also have to abrogate our rights as Englishmen to
enforce the action by substituting crown appointed judges for
juries, and declaring suspected violators guilty until proven
innocent? You see, young man, it’s not a matter of money, it’s a
matter of citizenship. We’re losing our rights as English
citizens.”

Esau began to say something, but Adams held up his
hand and stopped him.

“I’m not finished,” he said. “Then there was the
Stamp Act, the heaviest blow of all. It required that every legal
document must bear a registered seal. Of course, we were expected
to pay a fee to have this official seal affixed to our
documents—another tax! This tax applied to newspapers, pamphlets,
almanacs, playing cards, and dice. Did we have any voice in the law
that levied this tax? No! It was something Parliament did to us.
And if we object to this law? The act stipulated that we would be
tried—not by a jury of our peers—but by a government appointed
judge! And so we were stripped of another right of
citizenship.”

Adams held up a fourth finger. “Next came the
Quartering Act declaring that our public inns, alehouses, unused
buildings, and barns could be used by troops without our consent.
Immediately following the bill’s passage, Parliament pulled all
English troops from the western regions and filled our cities with
them. Our cities are bulging with the increased military presence,
and once more, we had no voice in this decision.”

Adams’ thumb was used for the fifth point. “Then new
taxes were levied on glass, lead, paints, paper, and tea. We were
informed these products could be imported only from England and
duties had to be paid in silver or gold.”

Another hand and another finger (this one was raised
with a smile). “Of course, then there was the Tea Act in which
Parliament passed legislation to save the struggling East India Tea
Company at our expense. In effect, Parliament attempted to
establish a monopoly by favoring those merchants who could pass
their loyalty test. Of course, we didn’t let them and that tea is
now at the bottom of the harbor.”

“A shameful affair!” Esau burst in. “Didn’t you
realize that by your thinly disguised Indian raid you would force
the king’s hand when you dumped the tea into the harbor? When we
resort to anarchy, turmoil, and bloodshed, we’re admitting to the
civilized world that we’re unable to manage our own affairs! I was
in England when the king responded to your unconscionable tea
party. Have you heard his response? To quote him: ‘We must master
them or totally leave them to themselves and treat them as
aliens.’”

“I prefer he do the latter,” Adams said with a
smirk.

“Can’t you see what your ill-considered acts of
anarchy have done?” It was Esau’s turn to raise fingers. “One, as
punishment, Boston’s port has been closed to all shipping until the
East India Company has been compensated for its tea and the
required duty on it has been paid. Two, the governor’s powers have
been increased so that at his discretion he can ban public
meetings. Three, officials charged with crimes of violence will be
shipped to England for trial. Fourth, now troops not only have the
right to occupy taverns and empty buildings, but private homes as
well! Mr. Adams, your acts of violence have backfired! You have not
made things better for us, you’ve made them worse! We haven’t
regained our rights, we’ve lost more!”

A wide smile crossed Sam Adams’ lips. It was
genuinely warm with no trace of rancor or ill will. “It is evident
you will not be one of my converts tonight, Mr. Morgan,” he said.
“All I can say in my defense is that I pray daily that heaven will
guide our course through these troubled waters.”

An unsmiling Esau replied: “To quote Mr. Locke—whom
you revolutionaries seem to revere so highly—‘He that appeals to
heaven must be sure that he has right on his side.’”

Cooper rose, stood close to Jared, and said in a low
tone, “There’s still the matter of business to discuss and”—nodding
slightly toward Esau—“I’m afraid it’s rather confidential.”

“Esau, Jacob,” Jared said, “if you’ll excuse
us.”

“Jacob can stay, if he wishes,” Cooper
whispered.

Jared shook his head. “It’s better this way.” He
held the study door open for his sons. Esau bowed politely to each
of the guests. When he reached the doorway, his father stopped him.
“Will you be returning to Cambridge tonight?” he asked.

Esau nodded. “A new student is moving into the
house, a truly gifted lad. I promised to be there when he
arrived.”

One of the first victories Jared, Philip, and
Priscilla had over their nemesis Daniel Cole was to repurchase
their family home in Cambridge along the Charles River. Even though
Philip chose to live among the Narragansetts and Priscilla and
Jared had houses in Boston, they decided to keep the house on the
Charles in the family. It was Philip’s suggestion to use it as
lodging for select students from Harvard. It seemed a fitting
tribute to their father, Benjamin Morgan, who had been a tutor at
the college for many years. The house was well equipped with a
library, and each student had a separate room complete with desk
for study. The Morgans hired a staff consisting of a cook, a maid,
a groundskeeper, and a tutor whose duties included supervising the
boys in residence. Esau managed the estate for the family. He kept
a room there as well as one in Boston. When his time allowed it, he
loved nothing more than to involve himself in the students’ late
night discussions as they prepared for exams.

“We’re scheduled to meet with Priscilla tomorrow
afternoon to go over the books. Will you be back in time?”

“My business in Cambridge will be brief.” Esau said
goodnight to his father and left.

Jacob’s departure was delayed by Sam Adams. Jared
stood in the doorway and waited for him. Adams held Jacob’s arm
just above the elbow and was whispering in his ear. Jacob was
nodding in understanding.

Just then a flurry of movement at the end of the
hallway caught Jared’s eye. Esau had reached the entryway. There
was a rustle of skirts as a feminine arm reached out from the
drawing room and pulled him in. He emerged a few moments later with
a slight smile on his lips. The smile vanished as he glanced down
the hallway toward the study. Esau said goodnight again to his
father and hurried out the front door. Mercy emerged from the
drawing room. She nodded at Esau, said goodnight, and hurried
upstairs. Jared turned back into the study to find Jacob standing
in front of him.

“Goodnight, Father,” Jacob said. His face had the
look of urgent business on it. He rushed past his father, down the
hall, and out the door.

“I sent Jacob to the Green Dragon Inn,” Adams said
in way of explanation, though Jared didn’t feel any was needed.
“Some gentlemen are waiting for me there. Jacob was good enough to
offer my apologies and explain the reasons for my delay.”

Jared smiled inwardly at Adams’ use of the word
“gentlemen.” The Green Dragon Inn was a popular meeting place for
the Committee of Safety, an organization with an infamous
reputation for very ungentlemanly conduct. Most members were common
laborers, dockworkers, sailors, and the like. They were fond of
revolution rhetoric, which Adams gave them in large doses, and
fonder still of late night activities such as hanging public
figures in effigy, rousing public figures from their beds to harass
them, and taking part in an occasional tar and feathering.

“Jared,” Dr. Cooper placed his hand warmly on
Jared’s shoulder and spoke in fatherly tones, “quite simply we need
your help.”

“I’m listening,” Jared said.

Dr. Cooper deferred to Adams for the actual request.
The Boston politician cleared his throat, looked up at Jared, and
said, “We need you to go to London and keep an eye on Franklin for
us.”

“Benjamin Franklin?”

Simultaneously, Jared’s three dinner guests
nodded.


Chapter 3

The four men returned to the informal grouping of
chairs. Adams and Hancock shared the sofa; Dr. Cooper and Jared
occupied the two chairs facing the sofa. “You want me to spy on
Benjamin Franklin?”

“We don’t want you to spy on anyone!” Dr. Cooper
responded, his hands and arms swinging wide in a gesture of
openness. “We need an objective observer in London. Someone who can
keep us informed regarding the actions and mood of Parliament. And
we believe you’re the man for the job. It’s as simple as that.”

Objective observer. Jared mulled over the words.
What they were asking him to do still sounded like spying to him.
He shook his head, declining their request.

“Do you remember the scandal of a few years ago,”
Cooper asked, “the one when Governor Hutchinson’s private letters
became public?”

Jared nodded. “Stating his belief that wellborn
gentlemen should rule over the lower classes?”

“Precisely,” Cooper affirmed. “If you’ll also
recall, the governor’s comments prompted public demonstrations and
unrest.”

“And rightly so,” Adams added emphatically, leaning
forward, “because the comments threatened our rights to a
representative government!”

“Hear! Hear!” Hancock added.

Cooper gave the zealots a stern look before
continuing. “Although the revelation of the letters helped us
publicly,” he said, “they hurt us internally.”

“How so?” Jared asked.

Dr. Cooper looked at Adams and Hancock on the sofa
before responding. Jared got the impression that Cooper was about
to reveal a piece of information that the three of them had not
agreed to reveal before now. Adams nodded a single nod and Hancock
fidgeted to get on with it, so Dr. Cooper pressed forward.

“The letters were obtained clandestinely by Franklin
in England,” he said.

Jared nodded. “That much I already know. It cost him
much of his popularity in England and the office of postmaster
general for the colonies.”

“What you don’t know—” Hancock burst in
impatiently.

Cooper’s upraised hand cut him off. “What you don’t
know,” he said, “is that Franklin stipulated specific conditions
regarding the use of the letters. No copies were to be made, they
were to be shown only to a few influential colonial friends, and
the letters were to be returned to England.”

“The contents of those letters had to be made
public!” Adams thundered.

Jared was beginning to understand. It was Adams who
read the incriminating letters to the Massachusetts House of
Representatives. And it was Hancock who first claimed to have
obtained a printed copy of the letters, which, for the sake of
fairness and accuracy, were then compared with the originals.

Dr. Cooper continued with a soft, even tone.
“Consequently, a rift has developed between us,” nodding
specifically at Adams with his head, “and Franklin. And we feel he
is no longer a credible source of information for us. And more than
ever, we need an accurate source of information in England. That’s
why we’ve come to you. You are a respected merchant both here and
in England. All we want you to do is to go to England, offer your
assistance to Dr. Franklin regarding colonial merchant interests,
and report back to us the things you see and hear.”

Having pleaded his case, Cooper sat back and awaited
a response.

Jared Morgan rose from his chair and wandered over
to a small round mahogany table that stood a few inches higher than
his knees. The tips of his fingers played lightly on the table’s
edge as he gazed vacantly across the room, deep in thought. The
three dinner guests followed his movement with their eyes, allowing
him this moment of silence, quietly aware that there was no ready
response to what they were asking him to do.

Jared’s hand absentmindedly moved to the Bible lying
open atop the mahogany stand. It was the Morgan family Bible,
brought over from England by his ancestor Drew Morgan in 1630. A
coveted heirloom, it was the symbol of the Morgan family’s faith.
It seemed fitting that this Bible—which had seen so much history—
was in the room at this moment. For Jared’s answer to these men
would determine the future history of the Morgans for generations
to come.

The time for him to make a decision had come. He
could avoid it no longer. Would the Morgans remain British, or
would they side with the rebellion and commit themselves to an
uncertain destiny?

Jared’s fingers brushed across the Bible’s pages,
momentarily distracting him. This Bible had once been the property
of the infamous Bishop Laud of London. He had presented it to Drew
Morgan so they could send coded messages to one another while
working to expose and destroy nonconforming Puritans. Then
something happened that changed everything. God got hold of Drew
Morgan. His eyes were opened. For the first time he saw clearly
Laud’s evil intentions compared to the sincere faith of the
villagers he was persecuting. In that moment, the Puritans gained a
convert and Bishop Laud lost an operative. And his Bible, the very
one lying open on this table, the one that had once been used as a
tool for espionage, became Drew’s guidebook for living and the
foundation of everything for which the Morgans stood.

When Drew fled to America, he brought the Bible with
him. Then, mysteriously, the Bible disappeared, along with Drew’s
son, Christopher, who was a missionary to the Indians. The Bible
was forgotten. An entire generation of Morgans never even knew it
existed. Then by accident, Jared’s father happened upon Drew
Morgan’s diary, discovered in someone else’s attic. The diary told
of the Bible’s existence and its importance to the family. It
became Benjamin Morgan’s personal quest to find the missing Bible
and return it to family hands. After much research, he believed he
knew the location of the missing keepsake. Unfortunately, before he
had a chance to test his theory, he was murdered. Philip, Jared’s
older brother, took up his father’s quest and found not only the
Bible, but also an aged Christopher Morgan—Drew and Nell Morgan’s
firstborn son—still living among the Indians. Philip fulfilled his
father’s dream of restoring the Bible to the family. In a ceremony
similar to the one in which Drew gave the Bible to his son, Philip
presented the Bible to Jared, charging him with the responsibility
of the Morgan’s spiritual heritage. It was a responsibility that
humbled Jared at the time of the ceremony and still humbled him
more than thirty years later.

A white bone lace cross rested snugly among the
Bible’s pages. It was the handwork of Drew’s beloved wife, Nell.
Born and raised in the little village of Edenford, it was there she
and Drew met and fell in love.

A sudden realization brought Jared back to the
present. This current crisis wasn’t the first time the Morgans were
at odds with British authorities. What would Drew Morgan think of
all this talk of revolution? Jared wondered. Would he do what
Cooper and Adams and Hancock were asking him to do?

“I’m not a politician, nor am I a lawyer,” Jared
said. “And I know nothing of the procedures of Parliament. I’d be
lost.”

“Not necessary,” Adams replied. “All you have to do
is listen, observe, and report back. We’ll know what is important
and what is not.”

“It won’t work. Franklin won’t confide in a man he’s
never met.”

As an intimate friend of Franklin’s for years, Dr.
Cooper offered to write a letter of introduction. The letter would
state the reasons for Jared’s presence in London; namely, to
represent the merchant’s point of view and to assist Franklin in
his duties out of consideration for his age and failing health.

Again Jared objected. “I’m only three years younger
than Franklin.”

“Age itself is not the issue,” Hancock replied.
“You’re in much better health than Franklin. Besides, your age
might prove beneficial, Franklin might more readily confide in
someone closer to his own age.”

The room fell silent. Jared’s gaze fell once again
upon the Bible on the mahogany table. He could feel the eyes of
Cooper, Adams, and Hancock on his back.

“I’m your friend and your minister,” Dr. Cooper said
softly. “We wouldn’t be asking you to do this if it weren’t vitally
important to the survival of our country.”

A pause emphasized his last two words. Our country.
Not England. The three men in Jared’s study no longer considered
themselves Englishmen.

“Jared, it’s time you decided which side of this
conflict you’re on.”

Again there was silence.

Which would he be—an English patriot or an American
patriot? Jared’s fingers flipped the pages of the Bible. Book names
flashed before him—Exodus, Numbers, Joshua, 1 Chronicles, Psalms.
And Jared knew what he had to do.

The family Bible had given him the answer that to
this point had been so elusive. Jared didn’t find his answer in any
particular text, but in the panorama of history represented in the
accumulated books of the Old Testament. The books that flashed
before him were united in a single theme: freedom. It was for
freedom that God led the Israelites out of Egyptian bondage. And
this theme was not restricted to the Old Testament. Didn’t Jesus
preach in a synagogue, announcing that He came to set the prisoners
free? And what of Paul’s impassioned epistle to the Galatians?
Didn’t he teach that it is for freedom that Christ had set
believers free? And, if Jared remembered correctly, the apostle
also included a warning to believers not to allow themselves to
become enslaved again. Freedom! It was God’s will that His people
live in a land of freedom.

All the elements on the mahogany table seemed to
confirm Jared’s answer with a resounding Amen. It was for freedom
of religion that Drew Morgan fled to America carrying this very
Bible. It was for freedom from bondage to sin and death that Jesus
died on the cross—so elegantly symbolized by Nell’s cross of lace.
The Bible on the table spoke to Jared Morgan in a clear voice. Its
singular message was freedom. The cry of God’s people from the
straw pits of Egypt. Freedom. God’s plan for His people from the
beginning of time. Freedom. The foundation of the Morgan family’s
spiritual heritage. Freedom. In a soft, almost inaudible voice,
Jared said, “All right. I’ll go to England.”

When Jared told Anne he was sailing immediately for
London, she didn’t say a word. That’s how he knew she was
angry.

After seeing his guests to the front door, Jared
climbed the stairs to the second floor bedroom. The covers on the
four-poster Chippendale bed were turned down. It was unoccupied.
Anne, dressed for bed, sat at a small desk in the corner of the
room.

The unadorned, natural beauty of his wife never
failed to stir him. The vision of her loveliness had been his sole
comfort for countless nights at sea. Anne’s soft red hair fell
loosely over her shoulders; the fair complexion of her cheeks and
hands reflected the flicker of the candle that provided
illumination for her writing. Even as a mature woman, Anne’s face
had maintained the innocence of youth. However, as Jared discovered
more than once over the years, it was a mistake to equate her look
of innocence with a lack of determination or will. She was a thin
woman of medium height and a wonderful mind. The best times of
Jared’s life were spent with her. That’s why it was so difficult
for him to tell her he was leaving.

Several loose sheets of paper lay scattered randomly
under the sheet upon which Anne was writing. Candles at the desk’s
corners cast crisscrossing shadows across the pages. The scratching
of quill against paper was the only sound in the room. This was
Anne’s favorite time of day—between dinner and bedtime. It was this
time she set aside for her poetry.

It hadn’t always been this way. Her writing at night
was a practice born of fear. Over the many years Jared was away at
sea, even before they were married when Anne lived with Jared’s
sister, Priscilla, night was a fearful time for Anne. It was at
night—after the last of the goodnights was said and before sleep
overcame her—that Anne felt most vulnerable, most alone, most
afraid. For a while she tried delaying the nightly fear by
prolonging her conversations with Priscilla. This proved to be an
inadequate solution to her problem. How many nights a week can one
talk to the point of exhaustion? So Anne tried another tack. She
tried hastening sleep by jumping into bed, slamming her eyes shut,
and forcing herself to escape from the world of fear and darkness
into the world of dreams, only to find that the border between
waking and sleeping was impervious to direct assault.

That’s when she had a revelation. She realized that
those who sought sleep rarely found it, yet those who tried to
escape sleep’s grasp were inevitably overcome by it. Like a warrior
who just discovered his enemy’s secret hideout, Anne devised a plan
to use sleep’s own fickle nature to trap it.

Each night she would prop herself up in bed with a
tall stack of books on the nightstand, determined to stay awake and
read through the night. With vigor she would launch into the pages.
It wasn’t long before she would feel the tug of drowsiness on her
arms pulling the book down. Her plan was working. Like a sparrow
perched on the bedpost, sleep was near. Her next step required
caution and patience, lest she frighten it away.

Propping her book against bent legs, she ignored
sleep. She continued reading. She read until she could no longer
remember anything in the previous paragraph and the words on the
page were no more than meaningless smudges of ink. From the bedpost
to the covers, sleep was inching toward her. But Anne knew better
than to make any rash movements now. Many people, fooled at this
point, think that sleep is about to overtake them. So they set
aside their book and put out the candle, only to find themselves
moments later fully awake in the darkness with sleep having flown
off into some corner, perched high and out of reach, mocking
them.

Anne wasn’t going to let sleep play this game with
her. It was her plan to make sleep want her so badly, it would have
to swoop down and forcibly carry her away. She continued
reading.

She read aloud, speaking the words until her lips
mumbled incoherently. She waved sleep away, struggled in its
clutches, fought if off, until finally, it overcame her. This was
how Anne Morgan tricked sleep into overpowering her on the long,
lonely nights when Jared was at sea.

After a while, Anne discovered she could achieve the
same goal by writing instead of reading. One night while reading
the Bible, specifically the Psalms, an idea for a poem came to her.
Wanting to capture the idea before it got away, she rose and
scribbled her thoughts on a piece of paper. Satisfied she’d
recorded enough of the thought for her to remember it the next day,
she returned to bed only to realize that although she was finished
with the idea for the night, the idea was not finished with her. As
she lay in bed, several new insights occurred to her, but before
she got up to write them down, sleep waylaid her. For several long
moments, she fought it off. But, true to its nature, the more she
fought sleep, the greater was its power until finally she
succumbed. The next day when she attempted to recollect her
unrecorded thoughts, she discovered that they were gone
forever.

A poem was lost, but from the experience a nightly
habit was formed. Anne learned that by working on her poetry before
bedtime, her work drew her spirit closer to God and closer to her
absent husband. Writing poetry quieted her spirit to such an
extent, she no longer needed to resort to trickery to get to sleep.
Warmed by her thoughts of God and her love, she found she could
slip across sleep’s borders with little effort. This hour of
writing before retiring became her most productive time. So she
continued the practice even when Jared was home.

It was this special time that Jared interrupted with
his disquieting news that he was sailing for England. Anne lay down
her pen. Her face was expressionless as she weighed with
apprehension the prospect of another long stretch of nights alone.
She rose and walked to the window beside the bed overlooking the
garden, her back to Jared.

“Anne, can’t we at least discuss this?”

With a thud, Jared’s sea chest pounded the floor
behind him, delivered to the room by a house servant. Sensing the
mood in the room, the young black slave made a hasty departure.

Anne turned and stared at the sea chest. “What’s
there to discuss? You’ve already made your decision. Have a
pleasant journey, Captain.” She turned back to the window.

“It’s not like that at all, Anne,” Jared said. He
paused, hoping she would ask him to elaborate. She didn’t. So he
elaborated anyway. “I know I promised to stay home after my last
trip. And I meant it. But I didn’t anticipate this development.
This is different!”

He paused again. Still, she didn’t bite.

“It’s different,” he explained, “because I’m not
going as a captain, I’ll be a passenger. It’s not a company trip,
it’s a diplomatic trip.”

Anne’s curiosity was aroused. She turned to face
him. She had assumed that Dr. Cooper, Adams, and Hancock came to
ask Jared to ship munitions and powder from the Caribbean to the
colonies for the anticipated rebellion. It was no secret that
militias throughout the colonies were stockpiling weapons and
supplies in little towns like Medford and Concord. Last September
General Gage’s troops had marched to Medford and seized the
munitions stored there. Word around the docks was that the
Committee of Safety was looking to increase the number of munitions
shipments to replace what was lost.

When Jared first spoke of England, Anne knew her
assumption about munitions shipments had been incorrect, but she
was so angry about his leaving again, the destination really didn’t
matter. But Jared’s role in the trip intrigued her.

“A diplomat?” she said.

Jared suppressed a smile. He had her attention, that
was all. Now he had to convince her that the trip was
unavoidable.

“More specifically, an aide to Dr. Franklin.”

“That doesn’t make sense. Why you?” she asked.
“You’re a ship’s captain, not a diplomat.”

Her comment bruised Jared’s professional ego. He
considered pointing out that being a ship’s captain required a
great deal of diplomatic skill—initiating and maintaining good
relationships with suppliers, negotiating
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