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Prologue

She is beautiful.

She is trim in the waist and young—only sixteen years old—and frisky as a new filly.

I have been all over her, trying to find her wanting in some respect, but found nothing to diminish her in my eyes or in my heart.

I have swum with her in the harbor and felt her bottom and it was smooth and sound. I have thrust my knife into her knees and into all her cracks and crevices and found nothing but good, solid bone.

I have been with her at sea and found her there to be the most amiable of consorts. She was as spirited and wild as any mermaid as we splashed headlong through the waves, a bone in her teeth, and her tail to the wind.

She belongs to me and I love her and her name is Lorelei Lee.


 


 


 


 


Part I




Chapter 1

April 1807

Boston, Massachusetts

USA

“Must you have your grubby hands on her chest, Davy? Must you? I swear you are just the dirtiest little monkey!” Davy Jones is leaning over the bow and has a grimy paw on each of the girl’s breasts.

The rogue grins hugely, but does not change his grip. “Gotta hold on to somethin’, Jacky. We wouldn’t want to drop her in the drink now, would we?”

“You drop her in, Mate, and you’re goin’ in after her. Tink, take a strain. John Thomas, swing her in and hold her. There. Good.”

“She’s in place, Skipper.”

“All right, pound ’er in.”

Jim Tanner swings the heavy mallet and drives in the thick pegs that will hold the girl in place on the bow, under the bowsprit. Then we all step back to admire the figurehead.

My, my . . . Look at that, now . . . She is absolutely beautiful.

I had hired a master woodcarver to carve her because my ship lacked such a figurehead, and I felt we needed one to guide us on our watery way; and a real master he turned out to be. She is carved of good solid oak and positively glows in her new paint—luminous pink skin with long amber tresses that wrap around her slim body. Her back is arched to match the curve of the ship’s stem; her breasts thrust proudly forward, peeking out through the thick strands of her hair. She smiles—her red lips slightly parted, as if her voice were lifted in song—and her hands hold a small golden harp, a lyre, actually, which conveniently, and modestly, covers her lower female part. When we’d discussed the sculpture, the carver, Mr. Simms, thought it would be just the thing if the piece looked like me, and I agreed. The Lorelei Lee is my ship, after all, and so I posed for him—in my natural state, as it were. All who know me know that I am not exactly shy in that regard. Plus Master Carver Simms is an old man, so what’s the harm? I must say Mr. Simms succeeded most admirably in capturing my particular features, and I am most pleased with the result.

And, oh, I am so very pleased with all the other parts of my beautiful ship, as well.

She is called a brigantine, having two sturdy masts, square-rigged on the foremast, with three fore-and-aft sails off the front and the mainmast rigged with a fore-and-aft spanker as mainsail. She is, in dimensions and sail rig, much like my first real command, HMS Wolverine, which was a brig; but in elegance and spirit, she is much more like my beautiful Emerald, who now sleeps beneath the sea. I like saying brigantine better than brig, as it sounds more elegant. And, oh, she is elegant. I fell in love with her at first sight, lying all sleek next to Ruffles Wharf, looking as if she wanted to shake off the lines that bound her to the land and go tearing off to sea. It was from there that we did take her directly for her sea trials, and she performed most admirably, running before the wind like a greyhound, dancing over the waves and pointing up into the weather like she wanted to charge directly into the teeth of the gale itself. Glory!

I had purchased the Lorelei Lee from a Captain Ichabod Lee, who had named her after his daughter. I decided to keep the name, the mythic Lorelei being something like a mermaid who sat on a rock on the Rhine River in Germany and lured poor sailors to their doom with her singing. So it seems appropriate, somehow, my having been something of a mermaid myself in the near past, as well as my being a singer of songs, though I wish no doom on any poor sailor.

How could I afford such a splendid craft, you ask? Hmmm? Well, that’s where the mermaid bit comes in. Earlier this year I had been sent by British Naval Intelligence on a treasure hunting expedition, diving on a Spanish wreck off Key West in Florida. It was entirely against my will, but my will or wishes don’t seem to matter much in this world. The wreck was the Santa Magdalena, and she had yielded up much, much gold and silver, so much so that it didn’t seem quite fair that King Georgie should get all that loot and that I should get none. No, it did not. I, who was the one who risked life and limb and peace of mind by diving down into those horrid depths to bring up all that gold from the Santa Magdalena. No, I did not find it fair at all, not by half, so I squirreled away a few of the gold ingots—well . . . actually about fifty of them—in the hold of my bonny little schooner, replacing part of her ballast, and after the diving was done, hauled it all up to Boston.

And speaking of ballast, I have in my hold right now the selfsame diving bell we had used to get me down two hundred and fifty feet into the Caribbean Sea. I had the thing on my little schooner the Nancy B. Alsop when we were detached to return to Boston, and since no one was here to claim it, I stashed it, under cover of night, of course, deep in the hold of the Lorelei Lee. It’s as good a ballast as any dumb lead bars, and who knows, it might prove useful someday.

So anyway, we got back to Boston, revealed the golden stash to the astounded Mr. Ezra Pickering, my very good friend and lawyer, and he set about converting the gold into cash, lines of credit, and whatnot, hiding it all very cunningly in various dummy corporations and holding companies, so that King Georgie wouldn’t find out and perhaps be a bit miffed. Clever man, that Ezra.

 


Hammers have been pounding since the day of the Lorelei’s purchase. We have constructed four relatively spacious cabins, two on either side, aft, on the mess deck, just under my cabin. Forward of them we have twelve regular-sized cabins (big enough for a bed, dresser, and dry sink), again on each side, making a total of twenty-four. Then we have three levels of open hammock spaces, two hundred hooks in each. The upper level, being a bit airier than the lower, will be more expensive, of course. It’s all in what one can afford. Hey, I have swung my hammock in many a dank hold, and what was good enough for me will be good enough for them. I intend to give everyone, regardless of berth, plenty of fresh air and as good food as I can manage. We can carry three hundred passengers, as well as thirty crew.

And, yes, of course, the fitting out of my beautiful cabin continues, the design of which is being directed by my very good John Higgins, second in command of Faber Shipping Worldwide. Never let it be said that Jacky Faber goes any way but first class when she can afford it, and Higgins does not spare the expense.

There will be separate facilities for families with young children and a separate dormitory for young females traveling alone. After they are established in the New World, men will be sending back for their wives and sweethearts, you may be certain of that.

 


“One thing is for sure, Sister,” I had said to my friend Amy Trevelyne when she had come onboard several days ago to view our progress in outfitting the Lorelei. “My ship shall never become a floating brothel.”

“Are you not the one, dear Sister, who once admonished me to never say never, as it has a way of coming back on you?”

“Well, it won’t happen this time, Amy,” I’d answered with the sure and smug certainty of the truly stupid. “And furthermore—Hello, what’s this?” A cheer had gone up from the dock.

We looked over the rail and found that the new figurehead of the Lorelei Lee had chosen just that moment to be delivered.

“Isn’t she fine?” I exulted, drawing in a deep, satisfied breath and regarding the richly painted figure glowing in the sun and smiling up at us with what, to Amy, would be a very familiar wolfish grin.

Amy’s mouth fell open upon seeing the sculpture, unable to speak. I gave out an evil chuckle and put the backs of my fingers under her fallen chin and gently lifted it back to its proper place.

She regained the power of speech and cried despairingly, “Oh, Jacky, no!” as she had said so many times before.

So anyway, here I am with this fine ship all outfitted and ready to go, awaiting word from my darling Jaimy, back in London, that my name has been cleared of all charges against it and that I am back in the good graces of the King, upon which word I shall immediately set sail for Merrie Olde England and—finally!—marriage to Lieutenant James Emerson Fletcher. Hooray!


Chapter 2

The final carpentry changes to the Lorelei Lee being completed, Amy and I are off in the Morning Star for a weekend at Dovecote, her family’s seashore estate in Quincy and one of my favorite spots on God’s green earth. Because there are no classes on Saturday and Sunday, we have Joannie Nichols with us, as well. She has been granted this treat in return for her not complaining too bitterly about being left behind on our first crossing of the Big Salt. “Now, Joannie, you know that school is still in session and that you must attend. I hear from Mistress Pimm that you are doing quite well and that cheers me greatly.” “Yes, but—” “But nothing, Joannie. When our Lorelei returns, school will be out for the summer and we’ll all ride back across together. Agreed? Good.” Her temper is somewhat soothed by this delightful little outing on this perfect spring day. Her very good friend Daniel Prescott, now thirteen, is proudly at the tiller, and she revels in showing off to him her new ladylike ways, as he delights in demonstrating to her his skill as a true nautical coxswain. All is well.

 


After a lovely sail across Massachusetts Bay on this beautiful, soaring day, we bring the Star up to Dovecote’s dock and tie her securely to it. Then we are off—Joannie and Daniel to explore the farm with all its charms, and Amy and I to get settled in her room. I know full well that the kids are planning to spend the night together in my little cuddy cabin on the Star, and I trust they will be good, because by now Joan Nichols has been apprised of Mistress Pimm’s requirement that her girls maintain their “innocence,” else they will be asked to leave the school, and Joannie is, by and large, a sensible girl.

After we have stowed our gear, Amy and I agree that a brisk morning ride on this glorious April day—Ah, spring, how I love thee!—would be just the thing to start what will probably be our last weekend together here at Dovecote for quite a while. We don our riding gear while two fine horses are saddled, then we are off.

We gallop down the main road to the columns at the entrance to the estate, and then back by the sea, and then to a place we call Daisy Hill, where we walk the horses to let them catch their breath. I rejoice to see Millie, the black-and-white collie who is, without doubt, The World’s Best Dog, scampering about, merrily chasing the first butterflies of the season—she who was my boon companion on the road to New York, which fair city I never actually reached, and who later saved my very life.

“Is it not just the most wonderful day, Sister?”

“It is indeed,” says Amy. “And it is so good to have you back, even if it is only for a short while.” She gazes about at the soaring clouds and lifts her face to the fresh breeze from the sea. Yes, spring is always most welcome in frosty New England. Amy sits her horse sidesaddle, while I, of course, sit athwart on a regular saddle. She is demurely dressed in a dark brown riding habit, while I have on my scarlet jacket, white trousers beneath, and Scots bonnet on top. Amy’s parents are away, so I don’t have to be especially proper, which is good, ’cause it ain’t really in my nature to be especially proper.

Millie again has a flock of sheep to herd, which pleases her greatly, but right now the sheep are in the fold for shearing, so she contents herself with herding whatever poor beasts she can find to do her bidding. She cocks her head, smiles her doggie smile, then, barking, she disappears over the hill.

We sit for a while on the top of Daisy Hill, looking out over the deep and, for now, quite calm blue sea . . .

. . . and then I give a shudder.

“Are you cold, Sister?” asks Amy. “We can go back.”

“It is a mite nippy, but, no, a goose must have just walked over my grave,” I say, laughing over the old saying that people use when they shudder involuntarily for no apparent reason.

Then, what should appear over the crest of the hill but a flock of agitated geese, honking and squawking and crossing right in front of me, followed closely by herd dog Millie.

Amy gives a bit of a gasp and I let out a nervous laugh.

“Well, at least I know where my grave will be. Funny, I always figured I’d be buried at sea.”

“Don’t joke about things like that, Jacky.”

I look at the ground beneath my mare’s feet and think on this as the geese disperse and head back down to the barn.

“I’m not joking,” I reply. “But I thought you were a Person of Sweet Reason and not in any way given to superstition, Amy dear.”

“I am not, but still, no sense tempting Fate.”

“It is not the worst place in the world to end up,” I reply, looking out over the broad ocean. “Such a beautiful view it would be.”

Then I hear the sudden pounding of hooves, of a horse being ridden hard and very nearby.

What?

I twist around in my saddle and see a man dressed in a scarlet jacket and white britches explode from a copse of trees and bear straight for us. I reach for my shiv that I keep up my sleeve, but he is on me too fast and I cannot get it out.

Scarlet? British? Still after me? No, it cannot be . . .

The man wears not a hat, but a kerchief tied across his face. A highwayman, a robber, here on Dovecote? No, it is not possible . . .

I hear Amy shout in alarm and then he is on me. He bumps my poor little mare and reaches around my waist and hauls me off her and over in front of him. I squeal and pummel him with my balled-up fists, but to no avail. He pins my arms to my sides and holds me tight.

What? Am I to be kidnapped after all that has happened?

I twist and struggle but cannot—damn!—free my arms. But I find I can lift my left hand, and with it, I reach up and pull down my assailant’s kerchief. My mouth drops open in delighted astonishment.

“Randall!” I gasp. “How—”

But I don’t get to say more because the rogue’s mouth comes down upon mine, stifling my cries of delight. I give up the fight and put my arms around him and hug him tight.

“Well met, Lieutenant Bouvier,” says the grinning rascal when our lips part.

“Oh, very well met, Lieutenant Trevelyne! So very well met! When . . . ? How . . . ?”

“Later, Jacky my love. Right now I’m hungry for a bite to eat, a bottle of good wine, and another of your sweet kisses.”

As he plants another one on me, Amy picks up the reins of my former mount and prepares to lead her off down the hill.

“Good to see you, Brother,” she says simply. “Jacky, I assume you’ll be riding back to the house on your present perch. Ah, I thought so.”

Well, I can’t say nay to that, no I can’t. Nor do I want to.

 


Lunch had been prepared and laid out on the large table in the grand dining room. If it had been just Amy and I, we would have taken our dinner in the kitchen, but that would not do for the young lord of the manor, oh, no. He must have the finest upon his return to the ancestral manse. Bottles of the best wine are cracked, several geese pay the price of being geese, and there is jubilation all around the household—the young master is back!

“So, Randall,” I say, seating myself next to him in a chair he has pulled out for me. “It appears you have joined the English army. I can scarce believe it.” His jacket is of the deepest scarlet with white turnouts and cuffs and a high—red leather?—collar. He does look awfully good in it.

He tilts back his head and laughs. “No, my love. Although I have enraged Father many times in the past, for that he would surely put a bullet between my eyes.” He beckons for Blount, the butler, who usually acts as Randall’s valet when he is home, to refill his glass. I take a small sip from mine. It is always best that I keep a clear head when I am around this rascal, else I should end up on my back, with a heavy bit of explaining to do later. Well I remember that time under the rosebushes.

“No, once again, I am following your lead, Jacky,” he says, leaning back in his chair and tapping his empty wineglass with his knife. “I am going to sea.” The attentive Blount once again fills his goblet.

I give a small gasp of surprise. “To sea? Randall, you don’t know the first thing about seamanship. What captain would take you on as an officer?”

“Not a sea captain, maybe, but perhaps a seaborne colonel,” he says smugly. “You are gazing, in what I plainly see is open and frank admiration, at Second Lieutenant Randall Tristan Trevelyne, United States Marine Corps.”

What?

“I would have thought we were done with uniforms, Randall, after all that we had witnessed at Jena.” I see now that there are gold fouled-anchor pins on his collar, with the initials USA embossed upon them.

He loses his smile at that and merely nods. I know he is thinking of that awful day in Germany. I’m sure he had made many friends in Napoleon’s army, and I’m equally sure he saw some of them die, as did I. Randall had always wanted to see what war was like, and he found out then, for sure—thirty thousand young men lying dead on the plains of Jena and Auerstadt. He gives his head a shake, and the smile—though a bit forced, I think—is back.

“Thank you again for saving my life, Randall,” I murmur, lifting my glass to him and recalling that time when I lay helpless upon my back about to be gutted by a Prussian bayonet.

“Think nothing of it, my dear,” he says, leering at me over the rim of his wineglass. “But you must know that I shall expect repayment in full—if not in kind, then in deed.” He takes another pull at his wine and continues. “I am assigned to the frigate Constitution, which lies at Long Wharf in Boston Harbor, and we leave next week for some exercise or other. Therefore, that means I do not have much time to complete the seduction of Miss Jacky Faber, so we must get down to it with all possible speed, such that the, um, deed can be done with all possible dispatch. As you naval types would put it, ‘Not a moment to lose!’”

“You might have even less time than that, Randall,” I counter, grinning my foxy grin at the rascal. “I intend to ship out for London the moment I receive a letter from Lieutenant James Fletcher, my intended husband, informing me that the coast is clear for my return and our eventual marriage.”

“Umm. Him again,” says Randall, dismissing Jaimy with a shake of his head. “Well, we shall see about that.”

“How did you get your commission, Brother?” asks Amy, to change the subject. Discussion of my eventual seduction and ravishment not being a comfortable topic for her.

“The Commander-in-Chief of the newly formed Marine Corps, Colonel Burrows, was in Boston when I debarked, so I secured an interview. I showed up, resplendent in my French Cavalry officer’s uniform, told him of my experiences in the Grand Army of the Republic, and within an hour I was being fitted for this uniform, commission as Officer and Gentleman in hand.”

“Why are you here, Brother”—Amy had given a ladylike snort at the word gentleman—“and not resident at some house of ill repute in Boston?” she asks. “I believe Miss Bodeen’s is still in operation and should suit your needs quite well.”

“Surely not to see you, dear sister of mine,” retorts Randall, not in the least abashed. “Actually, after being fitted, I sought out Ezra Pickering, to determine if he knew anything as to the whereabouts of our gadabout young warrior goddess. He informed me she was here, and off I galloped. I do have to accomplish this seduction, you know. I feel it is my duty as a rakehell, a cad, and a scoundrel.”

“How is Mr. Pickering?” asks Amy, again trying to steer the conversation in a more seemly direction.

“He is well,” answers Randall. “And actually, he is quite an amusing fellow—for a lawyer—and excellent company. We had a fine lunch together at the Pig and Whistle. I hereby give you my permission to marry him.”

Amy chokes at that. When she composes herself, she hisses, “Aside from the fact that I am not yet ready for that sort of thing, Randall, what makes you think that I would ask your permission?” Amy’s back is ramrod straight.

“Because, ma chère soeur, when Father is not here, I am in charge of you and what you will or will not do. Surely you know that?”

Amy says nothing, but only sits and fumes. What he has said, of course, is, unfortunately, the absolute truth.

He continues. “Pickering seems quite taken with you, as a matter of fact. Poor man, I cannot imagine why,” says Randall. He tosses his napkin onto his plate, places a cheroot between his teeth, and leans back as Blount offers a burning match to light it. Puffing mightily and sending out a cloud of vile smoke, Randall looks about him, then says, “But maybe this is what he is taken with.” He gestures all about him at the fine dining room, the ballroom beyond the French doors, taking in with that gesture all the rich grandeur that is Dovecote.

Oh, Lord, that cuts it.

Amy leaps to her feet. “That is despicable! How could you possibly impugn the name of a fine gentleman like Ezra Pickering with a slanderous statement like that! You—you . . .”

I spare Amy her sputtering search for the proper epithet by jumping to my own feet and putting my arms around her outraged self and exclaiming, “Please, Sister, it is only Randall being Randall. Let us rejoice in his safe return and not take all he says to heart. Please, Amy, sit back down. He did not mean that. Please. Randall, be good.”

She reluctantly sits, and so do I. Randall eyes me through the smoke of his cigar.

“So,” he says, “Jacky Faber, the young snippet I first met as a simple chambermaid now owns two ships and a shipping company. How did you manage that?”

“Hard work and sound investments,” I primly reply, wanting to quickly get off this particular subject. Since the purchase of the Lorelei Lee, Amy, too, has wondered at Faber Shipping’s sudden rise in fortune. But I have put her off with the same sort of weak explanations, as we can’t have her putting my gold-hoarding scam into print for all of England to read, now, can we? I can see it now: The Rapture of the Deep, Being an Account of the Further Adventures of Jacky Mary Faber—Urchin, Orphan, Thief, Sometime-Sailor, Sometime-Soldier, Sometime-Spy—She Who Stole Even More of the King’s Treasure and Deserves to Hang for It.

No, we cannot have that.

“And a good bit of simple larceny, too, I’ll wager.” Randall laughs, and I notice that Amy does not contradict that, but only slides her eyes over to look at me.

“Ahem. Well, enough of that,” I say, pushing on. “Again, Randall, I must ask you, after what we have seen of the horror and carnage of war, why would you once again put a uniform on your back and go to live the ofttimes rough and sometimes murderous military life?”

He considers this, putting the heel of his left boot on the table. Eventually, he says, “What else am I going to do? I am not a scholar wishing only to sit in a garret to pore over the dusty pages of academe, the words of long-dead men. My time at Harvard has proven that. No. Nor do I wish to study the Law—Good God, I leave that to Ezra and his ilk. Take on the vestments of Divinity? Could you imagine the Very Reverend Randall Trevelyne? The heavens would open up, and destruction would reign upon the entire world at that outrage.”

I myself have to laugh outright at that image. “Yes, floods and plagues and clouds of locusts would surely follow your ordination.”

“Ummm . . . right. So, being too big to be a jockey, too small for a prizefighter, and detesting farming, it is the life of a soldier for me.”

“What of politics? Have you not considered that? Would it not suit your rascally nature, Randall?” I tease.

“Hmmm . . .” He muses on this possibility. “After I distinguish myself in the Marine Corps, it is not impossible that I could become Governor of this state. Or even President. I would not mind having a horde of sycophants licking my boots. Actually, that is quite an attractive notion. Thank you, Jacky, I had not thought of that.”

Amy gags at the notion of his being the governor of anything, and I laugh and rise. “Come, Randall,” I say. “Let us see how politic you can be. I want you to stand and embrace Amy and say, ‘How good it is to see you, Sister.’ And Amy, I want you to hug him to you and say, ‘Welcome back, Brother. I am so glad you have come back to us safely.’ If either of you refuse, then I shall speak to neither of you and will immediately head back to Boston and you will be denied my company, for whatever that is worth.” And that is just how politic I can be.

They do it, and I think that despite all of their posturing, they are sincere in their expressions of affection, each for the other.


Chapter 3

“Come on, Amy! Let us go! The horses are saddled and ready!”

Amy Trevelyne sighs, then puts up her pen. She has been taking down yet another of my rambling accounts. This time I’m telling her about the rather riotous trip I took last summer on the Allegheny, the Ohio, and the Mississippi—rivers that course through the great American frontier wilderness—and I have become restless in the telling of it. It is too nice a day to be indoors, even if it is in Amy’s pretty little room. Her scribblings are sure to end up in yet another lurid book recounting my misadventures as I stumble through this life, sometimes properly clothed and well-mannered, though mostly not. But it is all to the good, I figure, as it makes her happy. And thanks to Amy’s generosity, the proceeds from sales go to help support my London Home for Little Wanderers.

It is Saturday, the second day of our stay at Dovecote, and, since we must return to Boston tomorrow to get Joannie back to the Lawson Peabody in time for Monday’s classes, I intend to make the most of this fine day. I have been informed by Amy that a spot on the fallow fields of the south forty acres has been leased to a religious revival, and I insist that we go see it.

“But, why, Sister?” she asks. “That sort of thing always seems so . . . primitive.”

“Aw, Amy, it’s just a show like any other, and maybe it’ll be fun. They are sure to have some rousing hymns. And it will be good for my Immortal Soul, which certainly could use a bit of a wash.”

She sighs, then says, “I am sure you are right in thinking that. Very well.” Amy does a lot of that—sighing, I mean—especially when I’m around.

We do not take Joannie with us on this outing, as she has not yet had many equestrian classes and could not keep up with us. Besides, she seems quite content to gambol about the place with Daniel. Narrowing my eyes, I warn the both of them to be good, but I suspect the hayloft will get a long visit this afternoon. This being April, I am sure the river is still too cold to swim in, but I suspect the two scamps have brought their Caribbean swimming suits with them and would like nothing better than to take a dip for fun and to scandalize the other kids on the farm. So maybe they’ll brave it, because it is so nice and sunny and warm.

So with good mounts under us and our riding jackets on our backs, Amy and I pound away in search of Redemption.

Randall has begged off, too, saying he’ll be damned if he’ll waste one moment of his remaining time ashore listening to religious claptrap. He rides with us to the gates of the farm, where he splits off, heading for a nearby tavern in hopes of finding some sport. As that inn has a bit of a notorious reputation, the rogue will probably find it.

“I will be back for dinner, ladies,” he says as he prepares to ride away. “Make sure a place is laid for me. Tallyho and all that.”

Before he goes, he leans over and gives my right thigh, just above the knee, a bit of a squeeze and says, “Till later, my sweet little Tartar, and we will take up where we left off.”

“It is probably too much to expect to see him come back sober,” growls Amy as we watch the dust settle behind him. “But let us now go see this . . . er, show.”

We give heels to horse, and with a whoop! from me, we are off.

 


Coming up over a knoll, we see the revival spread out below us. There are hundreds of people seated on makeshift benches and hundreds more standing around behind them. All are swaying to the cadence of the hymn that is being sung by all.

 


Bright morning stars are rising,

Bright morning stars are rising,

Bright morning stars are rising,

And day is breaking in my soul.

 


“Coo!” I exclaim, after I have sung along with the very familiar verse, as we on the Belle of the Golden West used to include this song as part of our Sanctified Act. “I did not think so many people lived around here.”

“They do not,” said Amy, by way of explanation. “You can see by the small family tents and covered wagons spread all about that they have come from all around. Their fields have been plowed, but it is still too early to plant, as there might yet be a frost and all the seed would be lost. So it is a time for socializing, and this is one of the ways they do it.”

All the young folks, the boys and girls, down there sparkin’, glancin’ about at each other, maybe bein’ so bold as to hold hands and to meet behind the tent, finally daring a kiss or two. Ah, yes, I know this scene quite well—as ancient as the world and as new as tomorrow.

 


Where are our dear brothers?

Oh, where are our dear sisters?

They’re down here in the valley prayin’,

And day is breakin in my soul.

 


“And then in the fall, after the harvest, we will have the big County Fair, and the same sort of thing will go on.”

“Well, Amy. You’ve got to get the boys and girls together. Otherwise, everything grinds to a halt. Is it not so?”

“I suppose. The world must go on, in its sometimes tedious way.”

“It is not all that bad, Sister Melancholy, as the world does have its charms,” I say. “Come, Sister, let us get closer.”

 


Oh, where are our dear fathers?

And where are our dear mothers?

They’ve gone to heaven shouting,

And day is breaking in my soul.

 


We ride down amidst the outlying wagons and buggies as that great old chestnut of a hymn winds down, and pull up at the fringe of the crowd. I take my long glass from my saddlebag and train it on the stage. It is about four feet high, twenty feet wide, ten deep, and has a backdrop of red curtains, which are closed. There is a short stairway up the center. Hmmm . . . This is quite a production for this sort of thing, I’m thinking. These revivals can be, and usually are, as simple as a preacher standing up in the back of a buckboard, with the crowd standing about him.

The stage holds a high lectern and two preachers, each in long frock coats and high white collars, who take turns standing at the podium to thump the Bible and harangue the congregation, which seems to thrive upon the verbal abuse being thrown at it. Arms wave in the air and shouts of Hallelujah! and Praise God! are heard, and some people have fainted. We are close enough now to hear snatches of what is being bellowed out by the larger of the two men of God.

“ . . and cast out Satan, yes, cast him out, oh my brethren! Listen not to his forked tongue, nor to his honeyed words, words that may sound sweet but are covered with flies and maggots, words that will condemn you to eternal damnation should you heed them!”

“He’s pretty good,” I observe. “Giving ’em their money’s worth, that’s for sure.”

“Humph,” says Amy.

“And speaking of money, that part should be coming soon.”

Yep.

The preacher holds out both of his arms and closes his eyes, seemingly deep in silent prayer. The crowd goes quiet. Then he makes the pitch.

“My friends, our time here together is drawing to a close. It is my fondest hope that you have been spiritually nourished by this gathering of kindred spirits. As you go forth to continue to live your good, Christian lives, I will ask you to file up the center aisle and testify to your reborn faith. And if you can, offer some token of your favor, your wish that Brother Lempel and myself might continue our ministry. Any amount is welcome, and you will be blessed, oh so blessed for it!”

I notice now that a waist-high board fence cunningly encircles the main congregation, forcing all to go by the collection plate on their way out, or be seen putting a leg over the fence in order to avoid the tithing. Pretty crafty, I think as I chuckle to myself, but it turns out that there are even craftier things to follow.

“. . . and to receive your most welcome offerings, I give you . . .”

At this, the curtains open.

“. . . the Angel Evangeline, the very embodiment and soul of purity and of grace.”

The congregation gasps and so do I. A girl, an impossibly beautiful girl, floats forward from between the red curtains. She is dressed in a long flowing white dress and has two gossamer wings attached to her back that flutter in the slight breeze. Her golden tresses pour out from under a golden starry crown to which is attached a halo that rides a few inches above her sainted head.

“Hey, what’s going on here? That’s from my old act with Reverend Clawson back on the Big River,” I say, cutting my eyes to Amy’s. Amy raises her eyebrows and nods. I had only recently told her of that part of our river journey. “But that ain’t Reverend Clawson up there, and for sure that ain’t me in the angel rig.”

Stunned, I swing the glass around to look more closely at the two preachers. Ha! Of course, they ain’t preachers at all. At least not the ordained kind. I see with a great deal of glee—Oh, Glory—that beneath some wigs and fake facial hair it is none other than my old associates of the stage, Mr. Fennel and Mr. Bean, master thespians, entrepreneurs, scam artists, and impossible ham actors. Upon my return from the Mississippi, I had renewed my acquaintance with the two, performed in several small parts in some of their Boston theatricals, and had related to them my experiences on the river over many tankards of ale at the Pig. ’Tis plain they took my account of our Sacred Hour of Prayer act very much to heart, because here it is again, with them in starring roles, but with one very big difference . . .

I twist the barrel of the long glass to focus it on the girl’s undeniably beautiful face, beatific and radiant. Long golden curls, huge blue eyes—Oh, my God, it cannot be! I look again . . . But it is . . .

He is calling the congregation down now.

“Come down, Christian Soldiers, and testify! You must affirm your faith in the Blood of the Lamb, and renew it every blessed day. Cast out sin, oh my brothers and sisters, come on up. Come up and testify, yes, testify before the Lord God to your rock-solid faith! Come up, come up! Can you shout ‘Hallelujah’?”

“Hallelujah!”

“Again, Brothers and Sisters! Let the host of heaven hear you!”

“HALLELUJAH!”

The very valley rocks with the sound.

“RIDE ON, KING JESUS!”

“HALLELUJAH!”

And come up they do—up the center aisle—testifying, waving their arms, and speaking in tongues. They approach the glowing angelic presence to place their offering into the basket she holds out before them. Fathers lift up small children so that they may drop their pennies into the basket. Mothers, tears streaming down their faces, put in their butter-and-egg money. The Angel Evangeline beams her beatific blessing down upon all. The smaller one of the two preachers concludes the service. The larger one, seemingly too overcome with emotion to continue, sits in a chair to one side of the stage, his face buried in his hands.

“Let us leave this now holy place with the words of that great old hymn ’Down in the Valley to Pray’ on our lips,” says the smaller of the two preachers, whose voice lacks the power and timbre of the bigger man’s basso profundo, but still rings with religious fervor and conviction. “Go with God, and praise be to His name.”

 


As I went down in the valley to pray,

Studyin about that good old way,

And who should wear the starry crown,

Good Lord, show me the way.

 


The crowd’s common voice is raised in the song and I join in, too, for I do know who wears that particular starry crown. Plus, I like the tune. And yes I, too, am a sinner.

 


Come on sinners and let’s go down,

Let’s go down, oh, come on down,

Come on sinners and let’s go down,

Down in the valley to pray.

 


“Can we go now, Sister?”

“Go, yes, but not back to Dovecote just yet. Follow me, Amy, and you’ll get an interesting surprise. You might even write about it someday.” Wondering, she spurs after me, and I head down toward the stage as the crowd disburses all around us, they all going in the other direction, while I head through the throng, around to the back, where sits the tent, which has, as I suspected, a back flap, now shut.

I leap off my horse and tie the reins to a wagon wheel.

“What are we doing?” asks Amy, remaining in her saddle.

“You’ll see.”

At that moment, both Mr. Fennel and Mr. Bean come around the corner, giving instructions to a stagehand for taking down the stage and breaking down the benches and stowing all in the waiting wagons. Upon seeing us, Mr. Bean says, “I’m sorry, ladies, but the service is over . . .” and then, “Uh, oh,” as he recognizes me.

“Why, it’s our own dear Puck!” cries Mr. Fennel, full of false bluster. “How good to see you again, Jacky.”

“Mutual, Reverends,” I say, enjoying their discomfiture. “May I present Miss Amy Trevelyne, owner of this property upon which you have been . . . performing.” I give them a big smile.

They look at each other, fearing trouble.

“Yes, well . . .”

“Do not worry, she will not peach on you, will you, Amy? Good.” Amy slowly shakes her head but gives a profound sniff. Her moral sense is plainly offended by the discovery of this little scam. She, of course, has now recognized the pair, having been with me to watch them on the stage many times. She still has not seen fit to dismount, preferring to look down upon them with some disdain. Amy may be a poet, a freethinker, an Abolitionist, and a republican, but she is still an aristocrat.

“As a matter of fact, you are invited down to the big house for dinner, libations, and conversation,” I say, overreaching myself, thinking that I’ll apologize to Amy later for this breach of manners. “We must catch up on things, mustn’t we? Oh, yes, and please bring the Archangel Evangeline with you. I will go invite her now.”

With that, I turn and dive through the tent flap.

The girl has shed the angel costume and stands there in her simple shift. Even without the stage prop she is an absolute vision of loveliness—golden curls, ample chest, nipped-in waist, and slim but well-turned bottom. Startled, her amazingly blue eyes open wide, and her full, red lips form a perfect little O of surprise.

“Don’t be alarmed,” I say, extending my hand. “You see, I know you, Polly Von.”


Chapter 4

Polly Von had wandered into our kip one day, about eight years ago, thumb firmly stuck in her mouth, and we took her in. Where she came from, we did not know, but she turned out to be a real asset to our gang as she became our very best beggar, looking like the dirty but perfect little angel that she was. I figure now she was actually quite close to me in age, but I had grown up fast in those days—in my mind, at least—while she remained charmingly childlike. She had fashioned a doll from some scraps of rags and would sit cooing to it in the evening, when all were back in the kip under Blackfriars Bridge and snugged up in the straw. Right now, she stands before me dressed only in her linen, regarding me with hooded eyes. I hear Amy enter the tent behind me, and Polly’s eyes narrow with even more suspicion.

“It’s me, Polly. Mary Faber, your old mate from the Rooster Charlie Gang. Do you remember?”

“Mary? Little Mary?” she asks, incredulous and confused, looking me up and down. I know it will take some time for this to sink in, since when last she saw me, I was barely dressed in a torn shift, and now I stand before her in my fine riding habit, looking every inch the nob.

The suspicion falls from her face and she laughs, then says, “I kin no believe it!” and she holds out her arms. We embrace and then put each other at arm’s length again to look each other over.

“Coo. Look at ye now, Mary, a proper toff!”

“Ow, not s’bad yourself, dearie,” I says, myself slippin’ easy back inta the old way o’ talkin’. “A rum bint, f’sure, and lookin’ t’ be workin’ a jolly scam.”

“’Ere, sit yerself down and we’ll ’ave a bit o’ a gam. D’ ye ken wot become o’ our other kipmates? I dinna know.”

“Ahem,” says Amy, from beside me, the Lawson Peabody Look full upon her face. “If you two were to speak English, I might feel more welcome here in your company.”

Abashed for my rudeness, I say, “I am sorry, Sister. May I now present Miss Polly Von, my very dear mate from my Cheapside days. Polly, Miss Amy Trevelyne. She is our hostess here on her family’s farm.”

Polly jerks a bit at that information, but guarded nods are exchanged and we sit in the several chairs that are there. Polly places herself at a crude dressing table, which has a mirror mounted on it, and begins wiping the stage makeup from her face.

“So, Mary, tell me, about . . . them, and how you come to be here,” she says, facing the mirror. I know that this will not be easy for either of us.

“Well, you know that on the night that Charlie was killed I went to see Toby Oyster and his gang who lived under the grating on West Street and convinced him to join his crew with what was left of ours.”

She nods.

“And then . . . then I took off, dressed as a boy, joined the navy, and had a great deal of luck,” I say, feeling the pang of guilt I always feel in recalling that.

“I remember your leaving,” she says, looking over at me. “You must know that was a hard night for us, Mary . . . to lose the both of you.”

I look down, unable to hold her gaze. “Right. I know. I am sorry. I have tried to make it up . . . to atone for that. But you . . . you must call me Jacky now, as I am no longer Mary.”

“All right . . . Jacky. So tell it.”

She nods gravely when I tell her what had become of Judy Miller and expresses surprise to find that she will be dining with Joannie Nichols this evening. Joannie was part of Toby’s crew and so would have known Polly quite well.

When I tell of Muck’s demise on the deck of the Wolverine, she smiles, showing rows of perfect, white teeth—serves the bastard right—but when I tell of Hughie’s death upon the Bloodhound, a tear courses down her cheek. I do not know if it is a stage tear or a real one, but it is a tear all the same.

“Poor Hughie,” she whispers. “He was always a good boy, and he always looked after me.”

“Yes, he was just the best boy,” I say. “But now tell us about you.”

She collects her thoughts and begins. I’ve noticed that Polly, as a young woman, has developed a very breathy way of speaking. I suspect that men like to hear her talk.

“The gang was run in the same way as before, with Toby in charge and Hughie as the muscle. At least it was till a press gang took him. Coo, Mary, you should have seen it. It was a true battle royal it was—Hughie roarin’ and swingin’ his fists, and all of us throwin’ rocks and the press gang goin’ down, one after the other. But a few of the bleedin’ coves finally got up behind him with their clubs and brought him down.”

She takes a breath, then goes on.

“After that, we had to be really careful in dealin’ with the other gangs, not having Hughie to back us up, but we got along, and . . . after we grew up a bit . . . Toby and me came . . . together, like. He took me as his miss.” She cuts her eyes to us at this, as if daring us to make comment. When we don’t, she continues.

“And we were like that till one day we were out in the town, arm in arm, and far, too far, from the kip, and yet another press gang come down upon us and took Toby away, and I ain’t seen him since.” She sighs. “But I was done with that, anyway. On my way back to the kip, I walked by a brothel and stood outside it for a while. From inside there was the sound of laughing and singing and the smell of good food. I stood there a while, considering. Then I went on down the street and I come upon a theater, where Mr. Fennel and Mr. Bean was putting on a theatrical, and I went in and asked them for a job and they took me on. They was good to me and didn’t . . . bother me . . . in that way, and here I am.” She stands and bows to an invisible audience. “An actress,” she says with a certain amount of pride.

I clap my hands and say, “Bravo, Polly, I am so glad!”

And I am glad, considering how she could have ended up . . .

 


“She is indeed very beautiful, Jacky, but she seems to have all the morals of an alley cat.”

“Meeeoooow, Sister,” I purr back at her, holding up my curled hands as if there were claws at the ends of my fingers. “I am shocked at what you say, Amy. Christian charity and forgiveness and all.”

“I am not being catty.” She sniffs. “I am merely stating my impressions.”

We are back in Amy’s room, combing up and dressing for dinner.

“And what do you imagine would have become of me, my dear Sister who says she loves me no matter what, had I not been very, very lucky? Hand me the powder puff, please. Thank you. Remember, both Polly and I, and Joannie, too, came out of that very same stew, there under Blackfriars Bridge. And believe me, Sister Amy, had it come right down to it, I would not have chosen death over dishonor.”

“I don’t want to imagine that happening to you, Jacky. I don’t.” She looks down at her hands, clasped in her lap, and is silent for a bit. Finally she says, “Oh, I know so very little of the world, Jacky. You must forgive me.”

“Aw, g’wan wit’ ye, Amy,” I tease, knowing how irritated she gets when I slip into the Cockney way of talking. But this time it gets a slight smile out of her. “Now ’tis time for us to go down and receive our guests, poltroons and rascals though they may be.

 


Around the perimeter of Dovecote’s great banquet hall lie easy chairs and couches covered in soft leather and fine cloth. Between them are delicate end tables, placed there for the holding of teacups and wineglasses. Above all hang large paintings in fancy carved gilt frames, depicting fox hunts and bucolic landscapes and champion horses. On a previous visit to this room, I recognized the Sheik of Araby pictured there, with a tiny jockey in green and white silks on his back, winning the Great Invitational Race at Dovecote Downs, an event famous in legend and song. Ahem . . . Oh, well. Nothing is more fleeting than fame, and I should remember that.

When Amy and I come in, we find Joannie and Daniel already seated side by side on one of the couches, being, as far as I can see, good and well behaved. I also see that the long dining table has been set for eight, and the great chandelier has been lit.

Amy and I take chairs near the kids, and the butler, Blount, comes in carrying a tray that bears glasses of sarsaparilla, the root beer made from the sassafras plant that grows abundantly wild around this region, and which I dearly love. He gives each of us a glass, and we murmur our thanks.

Each of us, ’cept for Amy, says, “Ummmmm” as we taste the brown, gently fizzing brew. Putting down my glass, I look upon the youngsters.

Joannie, a student at the Lawson Peabody School for Young Girls, my own dear Alma Mater, is decked out in the school’s uniform—black dress, black stockings, and white shoulder shawl—and looking quite presentable. Hands in lap, ankles crossed. I approve.

Daniel fidgets a bit, but he is being as good as he can manage. I know he wishes nothing more than to be back on the Nancy B. and up in her rigging, with Joannie by his side, and well I know the feeling. Instead, he is being sent, entirely against his will, to the public grammar school on School Street. He doesn’t want to do it, but if he is to keep up with somebody like Joannie, he’s just got to. “Right, Daniel Prescott,” I had said, sticking my finger in his face. “You stay here as a deck hand while she goes off to that fancy school? All right. Then one fine day, she will go off with her hand on the arm of some nob and where will you be? On your knees, scrubbing some deck and feelin real resentful, is where. Feelin’ real sorry for yourself, is what.” He takes my advice to heart. Since he has been good in school, mostly—keeping up on his assigned studies and only one or two fights in the schoolyard—we have bought him a respectable suit of clothes in which he is a bit uncomfortable, with its high, tight collar and all, but he’ll get used to it. And I think he looks right good in his rig.

After having given us our glasses of root beer, Blount retreats to stand by the sideboy to wait for his next call to duty . . . which comes very quickly.

The young master of the house, Randall Trevelyne, looking splendid in his uniform, enters the room and throws himself down in the armchair next to me, then puts his booted feet up on a hassock. He seems to be in a surly mood. Without a word of greeting to any of us, he holds up a cheroot for Blount to light. That accomplished, he accepts a glass of wine from the butler and then deigns to survey the scene.

“Who are the brats?” he asks, sounding bored and not really very interested in the answer.

“Good day to you, too, Mr. Trevelyne,” I toss back at him, miffed at his rudeness. I then introduce the young ones. They rise, and Joannie does a very presentable curtsy and Daniel manages an acceptable bow. Randall nods curtly in return but does not get up.

I tell Randall of Joannie’s and my common origins and recount the bravery shown by both Joannie and Daniel in various encounters with pirates, nefarious British officers, and large reptiles on the Nancy B. Daniel blushes modestly at the retelling and Joannie takes his hand.

“All very charming, I’m sure,” says Randall. “And so where did you come from, boy? Another of the Holy London Orphans? I hear we are to meet yet another of that benighted crew this evening. Could it be that the Sanctified Kip Under the Blackfriars Bridge might actually have been a fancy finishing school, rather than the foul pit described by some? Hmmm? Maybe someone should design The Old School Tie? I suggest green and black diagonal stripes—green for the moldy garbage in the streets of your youth and black for the mud and stench. You could all get together annually and have festive reunions—picnics on the banks of the Charles, and such.”

You watch it, Randall, you arrogant . . .

“Beggin’ your pardon, Sir, but no,” says Daniel, to his credit. I reflect that the boy is coming along just fine. “I was a captive of river pirates at Cave-in-Rock when Missy and her crew on the Belle of the Golden West stormed the place, killed the outlaws, set me free, brought me back to health, and gave me a berth. So here I am.”

“Of course, the Goddess of War happens upon the scene, and all is made right,” says Randall, glowering through lowered brows at me.

I look away. “Things happen, Randall.”

“Right. And is that what I think it is?” he asks, his gaze now on my chest.

“If you think it is the Legion of Honor medal, then you are correct.” Figuring it was a good day for grand uniforms, I had decided to counter Randall’s scarlet Marine rig with my own blue naval lieutenant’s jacket, with gold braid entwined. If we had been in the same service, I would outrank him, which fact I will delight in so informing him later. And, yes, I did pin the medal to my own chest. Sin of Pride, I know, but it is such fun to needle him.

“And just where did you steal that?”

I puff up in mock outrage. “Actually, Sir, Napoleon gave it to me.”

“Napoleon, as in Bonaparte?”

“Yes. It was right after I left you there on the plains of Jena. In his carriage. I rode with him for a while. Then he sent me on to Paris with a letter to his empress, Josephine.”

Amy looks over at me, mouth agape in a very unladylike way. I hadn’t yet related that particular story to her. I have been a spy, after all, and certain things have to be kept under wraps, at least for a while.

Smiling slightly, Randall shakes his head and sinks back into his chair, seemingly abashed. “Then I am in rare company, indeed,” he says. “A young woman who sits in the lap of an emperor, and a boy and a girl who stand up to pirates and alligators. How can I possibly measure up?”

“There are some medals on your own chest, Randall,” I say, to soothe his male pride a bit.

He looks down at them. “Well, Murat thought I was valuable to him.”

“You should be proud, then. Marshal Murat is a great general and a fine man.” Both Randall and I had participated in Murat’s now famous cavalry charge against the Prussian ranks at Jena, me most unwillingly.

We hear the distant ringing of a bell, and Blount leaves the room.

“I do believe your somewhat questionable friends have arrived,” says Randall, as I rise to greet the newcomers.

“Randall, you will be civil,” I hiss at him, eyes narrowed. “You, too, Amy. Now get up, both of you.”

The two young aristocrats heave well-bred sighs and get to their feet to greet our dinner companions—my two fellow actors and one fellow orphan.

Mr. Fennel and Mr. Bean come into the dining room and there are bows and curtsies and hearty greetings all around—our Puck, our Titania . . . and you, Miss Amy, the very image of noble Portia . . . And is this gentleman not the personification of the fiery Hotspur, Mr. Bean? Oh, yes, he is, Mr. Fennel, if we could only beg him to take a turn upon the boards! The two rogues certainly know how to work a room, that’s for sure; and Randall and Amy, in spite of themselves, are soon smiling and laughing.

Then, another enters the room, having taken some time in having her cloak hung in the anteroom so that she could enter the hall alone. She, too, knows how to make an entrance. And a radiant entrance it is. Smart . . . and, I perceive, a very cunning girl.

“Randall,” I say, taking his hand and leading him to her. “May I present Miss Polly Von, a dear friend of my youth. Polly, Lieutenant Randall Trevelyne.”

Eyes hooded, Polly drops down in a deep, deep—and, I must say, very well executed—curtsy, and when she rises, a stunned Randall Trevelyne drops my hand and reaches out his own for hers . . . and I have a feeling that it will be henceforth reaching for hers, not mine.

As she comes up, she lifts those baby-blue eyes to his and murmurs in her breathy voice, “So pleased, Mr. Trevelyne, so very pleased to meet you.”

It is said that boys fall in love with their eyes, because they can be initially struck to their very core by a girl’s mere physical beauty, while girls tend to fall in love with their ears. The outward handsomeness of the lad notwithstanding, a girl most of all likes to hear the words of love everlasting, of how he will be kind and gentle with her and protect her from harm and want and always hold her in the highest respect and esteem.

Me, I fall in love both ways. While my eyes do like to look upon a handsome, smiling, well-turned-out young man in tight britches, my ears also like the words of everlasting love poured into them, as well. Yes, a soft, kind word whispered in her shell-like ear can cause the sometimes outwardly formidable Lieutenant Jacky Faber to fall, and fall hard.

And I know, looking at those two standing there, their eyes only for each other, that Randall Tristan Trevelyne, Second Lieutenant, United States Marine Corps, has fallen, and fallen hard, on this particular field of battle.


Chapter 5

We have returned to Boston. Joannie has been stuffed back into the Lawson Peabody—“Promise me I’ll go on the next cruise, Jacky!” “Yes, dear, I swear by my tattoo. Now, you be good and study hard”—and Amy Trevelyne spent last night with me in my beautiful cabin onboard the Lorelei Lee. We know I will be gone soon, as all the refitting and preparations for departure are done, and we want to spend my time remaining in port in each other’s company. Plus, she wishes to take more notes on my travels. We have risen, washed and dressed, and eaten breakfast.

As we sit sipping our tea, I look about my new cabin. It is huge compared to my tiny but cozy cabin on my little schooner Nancy B. Alsop. We sit in the warm glow of polished wood as sunlight pours through the semi-circle of windows set into the curve of the stern of the ship. Mementos and trophies from my previous voyages surround us—my Jolly Roger, with its grinning skull and crossed bones, is draped in one corner, and my guitar leans against the opposite bulkhead. The Lady Gay, my very fine fiddle, lies in her case on a shelf made just for her. In a special rack rests my sword and harness—Bardot’s sword, given to me as he lay upon his deathbed following that terrible battle. I’ve had the blade shortened to fit my size and strength, and made some alterations to the grip, as well, and named the sword Esprit. Every time I put it on, or even just glance at it, I think of my bonny light horseman, who in battle was slain, and heave a great sigh for the loss of such a good friend.

We sit at the table that runs fore-and-aft down the middle of the cabin. It is a long table that will seat eight and was designed and built by Ephraim Fyffe, newly married to my dear friend Betsey. Like all my tables, both here and on the Nancy B., there have been depressions routed out to hold my fine Delft china plates and crystal glasses in place in the event of a heavy blow. Down below, the other tables are similarly routed out, to hold securely the more common pewter plates and cups, which I think all using them will appreciate. Tucked under this fine polished table lurks a black-painted nine-pound Long Tom pointed aft and ready in a moment to be run out through its gun port to trouble any pirate or other brigand who would seek to chase us. A similar gun rests up forward, its muzzle just below the tail of the figurehead. This gun in here has been named (by Davy, of course) Kiss My Royal Ass and the one up forward has the name Stinger painted in red on its butt. I have seen a good bit of the oceangoing life and I believe in being
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