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  LOUISIANA LADY


  It was a time of infinite possibilities, and a time without hope, a time when the star of the Old South was at its zenith, and was yet already doomed, yes, doomed, for stars are brilliant and inflexible, and it was above all an age of dramatic change, of science, of new knowledge, of profound doubts. It was an age when America, in her first maturity, felt the ambiguous promise and portent of the future and recklessly plunged ahead.


  PROLOGUE


  Sunday, October 16, 1859


  In the dark of a starless night nineteen brave and desperate men, three blacks and sixteen whites, advanced down a country road to Harpers Ferry. The Old Man was their leader. He drove the wagon. In the wagon were some twenty pikes, a crowbar, a sledgehammer and some pine fagots. The men walking beside the wagon carried Sharps rifles. Some of them were no more than boys—two of them were twenty and still beardless—and two of them were the Old Man’s own sons.


  The men and the wagon moved slowly toward a long, covered railroad bridge across the Potomac River. On the other side of the bridge stood a Federal arsenal said to contain forty or fifty thousand rifles and a number of factories for manufacturing rifles. Before the men entered the long dark cavern of the bridge, the Old Man ordered them to cock their carbines.


  In the bridge, the hoofbeats of the horse drawing the wagon echoed like the drumbeats of marching soldiers. The nineteen men were not soldiers, but they were bent on armed insurrection, bent on staging a coup to seize power from the system. All the men understood this. They were not all intellectuals, but they were thoughtful men. They were not bloodthirsty men, but they were Abolitionists who thought the slaves should gain their freedom in any way they could.


  When the first of them came out of the bridge, the watchman laughed at their motley appearance, but he was the last to laugh. By daybreak, the Old Man and his followers had seized the important buildings and some forty hostages, including all the town’s notables. They had stopped a train, and the word went out by telegraph that they were two hundred fifty strong and aided by an army of Negroes.


  Do not kill if you can possibly avoid it, the Old Man had instructed his men before they set out, but twenty-four hours later the dead and dying from both sides covered the yard outside the arsenal. Federal troops led by Colonel Robert E. Lee had faced and cornered the insurrectionists. Lee sent Jeb Stuart in to the Old Man with a flag of truce, but he could accept it only if he and his men were allowed to escape. All the men knew that if they surrendered they would hang.


  When the Old Man refused the truce, Stuart waved his feathered hat and the Final attack began. The Old Man was cool and firm and advised his men to “Stand by one another and your friends while a drop of blood remains. We must sell our lives as dearly as we can.” A lieutenant tried to bury his sword in the Old Man. When it was partly deflected and bent out of shape, he seized it in the middle and beat the Old Man over the head. One of the Old Man’s sons was dead arid the other was dying. A U.S. Marine jabbed his bayonet into the Old Man’s side twice, as he lay unconscious over the body of his son. Another Marine pinned a young insurrectionist to a wall with his bayonet, impaling him like a laboratory frog. The man swung around in his death throes so that his feet ended up over his head.


  A crowd of more than a thousand had gathered outside the arsenal, wild with hatred, shrieking “Kill them, lynch them!” The Old Man was carried out, his white hair matted with blood, his face twisted with pain. He was still alive. His First words were, “Where is my son? Is he still alive?” Reporters rushed forward to him with open notebooks. “Are you Captain John Brown of Kansas?” they asked. “I am sometimes called so,” he answered. “What was your present object?” they asked.


  “To free the slaves from bondage.”


  CHAPTER I


  Tuesday, October 18, 1859


  St. Louis, that lusty river city on the edge of the frontier, that melting pot which considered herself Southern although two- thirds of her citizens were foreign-born, was the most American of cities in the year 1859.


  Similarly, Berkeley Duvall, a businessman and family man. a born Creole with family ties in both St. Louis and New Orleans, a man both impulsive and introspective but with a profound respect for money and its unlimited acquisition, was a most American type of man. Duvall was too well endowed, too intelligent, and too sophisticated to be typical, but he was conventional, Victorian, and Southern enough not to outshine his fellows deliberately, and this, too, was a very American way of being.


  It was a warm night. Duvall left his club, the St. Louis River Club, at two a.m., full of drink but not drunk, exhausted but excited. The night air was moist and, as usual, smoke from the mills and riverfront gathered in a dense, billowy black canopy over the town and hid the sky from view.


  Duvall tossed a fat, half-smoked Havana cigar into the street before he stepped into his waiting carriage, carrying the muck of the city’s unpaved streets on his boots.


  “Home, and go by way of the levee,” he told his Negro driver. He settled back wearily. It had been a most incredible evening.


  He had dined on roast fowl with a banker at one of the downtown restaurants before escorting his daughter and his widowed sister to a soiree. At midnight, he had gone to his club to keep a business appointment.


  Duvall’s business was shipping. At forty-two, he was the president and sole owner of the St. Louis and New Orleans Packet Company, a company known up and down the Mississippi for the speed and safety of its steamboats. Duvall had no fewer than ten packets on the river, at present, and planned to take his newest, largest, and finest, the Louisiana Lady, downriver on her maiden voyage in two days’ time.


  Duvall had felt weary when he arrived at the River Club. He was a handsome, healthy man—tall and broad-shouldered in his black velvet frock coat and white tucked shirt starched as stiff as a plank—but he worked long hours, and lately, for reasons which had nothing to do with his business, he had slept poorly. He had paused in the club’s vestibule to remove his stovepipe hat and saw himself reflected in a gilt-framed mirror, saw his dark, deep-set eyes narrow, saw the scowl that had settled across his tanned face above his black curly beard.


  He made an effort to smile as he entered the clubroom, a vast dark hall set with massive leather chairs and horsehair sofas, lined with near-empty bookcases and hung with antique swords, feathered Indian lances, and paintings of the river.


  Several men he knew greeted him at once. “Ah, Captain Duvall! Have you heard?”


  “Duvall! I suppose you’ve heard the news?”


  “Good evening, gentlemen. No, I don’t believe I have. What news?” The news had been brought to the River Club by one of its members,


  Henry Peterton, who was the editor of the Daily Missouri Democrat. The news had reached St. Louis early that evening by the magnetic telegraph, that marvelous invention that linked all the most remote parts of the Union.


  “There’s been an insurrection in Virginia!” Peterton announced, and then everyone spoke at once, “A general stampede of slaves! A riot! That’s all we know so far! A slave riot! No doubt inspired by Abolitionists! Damnyankees…”


  Duvall was startled and a bit confused. Shaking his head, he reached for the piece of paper Peterton held and read, written in the telegraph operator’s agitated scrawl, “Servile insurrection … Fearful and exciting intelligence from the east … A general stampede of Negroes in Virginia … Slaves riot at Harpers Ferry …”


  Duvall was a slave owner—he had inherited from his wife’s family a substantial cotton plantation near Natchez, and with it the responsibility for some two hundred Africans. Most of his fellow club members did not own slaves; they were St. Louis’s prominent businessmen, bankers, attorneys-at-law, but they were, to a man, passionately devoted to maintaining the South’s prestige, the rights of the Southern states, and the system that had made America the best country in the world.


  “I am…astonished,” Duvall admitted. His expression did not change as he read the telegraphed intelligence, but he was as stunned as if he had taken a blow to the head. It was unexpected, and yet it was exactly the sort of news that many Southerners had expected and dreaded for years.


  Like Duvall, every white Southerner lived with the knowledge and fear of insurrections. They knew the history of slave rebellions in America and in the West Indies, and the violent and fanatical nature of the Abolitionists. The war over slavery in Kansas, “Bloody Kansas,” was living history to them, and they -had all heard and read of the extensive conspiracies of Yankees and Abolitionists to foment rebellion and overthrow the Southern way of life. For years they had talked of these things, heard rumors, feared, but this was no rumor. This was a fact. It had come over the telegraph.


  “There’s war spirit all over this country, mark my words,” Henry Peterton said ominously. “People are restless and ready to fight.”


  “I heard there’s been a nasty display of restlessness in this town tonight,” Duvall said. In fact, at the party he’d heard that the entire city police force had been called out to put down Fighting and rioting in the eastern part of town, where in the worst neighborhood, a quarrel had started in some wretched saloon and had spread. St. Louis was suffering urban ills as well as sectional ones. There was no end to the trouble and turbulence among the city’s ignorant, immoral immigrant workers. He supposed that it was inevitable. They came and came, most of them without a word of English or at best an English so garbled and heavily accented that the city’s establishment hardly credited them with knowing their own names.


  “Restlessness? Three men were killed and they set an orphanage afire,” Peterton said. “Savages. Of course there is no connection with the news from Virginia.”


  Duvall agreed with him. Regrettable as it was, there had been trouble of this sort before among the immigrants—mostly German and Irish—and between the immigrants and the city’s “native Americans.” Five years earlier there had been pitched battles in the city’s streets that had killed thirty men. In many ways, St. Louis had grown too fast. In the past twenty years, her population had increased tenfold. Now she was a city of a hundred and sixty thousand, yet still a frontier town, and many of her citizens drank far too much and habitually settled quarrels with knives. In general, the slaves living in the city were more civilized and far better behaved than the “foreigners.”


  There were about thirty men present in the River Club that night, and all of them talked at once. Eagerly, ever louder, they repeated the news, and asked each other the same questions: “Who do you suppose was behind it? What really happened? Will it prove to be a widespread insurrection?”


  They were hungry for more news, and when it arrived, carried by the man Duvall had come to the club to meet, they pounced on it like predators on meat.


  “Good evening, gentlemen. Ah, Duvall! Greetings, sir, I see you’ve heard!” James Baylor said when he entered the clubroom. Baylor was a handsome, bearded, prematurely balding entrepreneur of obscure origins but widespread connections. Currently, he was acting as agent for a number of wealthy and concerned Missouri slaveholders who had hired him to ship a certain large number of crates of military hardware south from St. Louis to a secret repository near Natchez. Baylor had done this sort of job before and he would do it again, part of a process of hoarding supplies in anticipation of the time when the slave states would no longer pay economic tribute to their Northern exploiters. During the next winter the process would be at its most extensive and profitable.


  Not all the River Club members felt comfortable with Baylor, but tonight he was the center of attention, for he had seen a more recent telegraphed report. Baylor had news.


  “Gentlemen, the news is most amazing and disturbing. The insurrectionists have seized a United States arsenal! They have armed themselves, and there appears to be a widespread Negro insurrection throughout the southeastern states!”


  “Is it true?”


  “See, I told you!”


  “I can’t believe it!”


  “It appears to be true, gentlemen. I’ve just come from the telegraph office. They have attacked the Federal arsenal, so it’s a treasonous crime!”


  “The President will have sent troops in,” Duvall said.


  “Of course,” Baylor agreed. “It appears to be an extensive conspiracy.”


  Duvall did not reveal it, but he felt a sudden subconscious terror—for himself, for his own, his family, his property. Attacking a Federal arsenal was a serious crime. It implied that the insurrectionists had been well organized, motivated, passionate. What if there were a similar revolt here in St. Louis? He determined to drive along the riverfront and look over his own packets before going home to bed.


  And as for Baylor—Duvall had hesitated, for a number of reasons, to take the shipment of guns onto the Louisiana Lady, but in the light of this development… He sought out Baylor amid the crowd of outraged, excited clubmen. They stood together near a window hung with green velvet drapes. Duvall lit a cigar. Baylor refused one.


  “We must arrange for the shipment,” Duvall said.


  “I was hoping it could be loaded tonight,” Baylor said. “Ah. Tonight?”


  “Tomorrow night is also possible. After dark. I want it loaded without being observed.”


  “Absolutely, I quite agree.”


  “Without arousing any commotion or attracting attention.”


  “The Lady attracts a good deal of attention at all hours. Mr. Baylor, are you aware of the … disturbances in the city tonight?”


  “Quite aware. The street riots will divert the police and give us cover.” He is quite extraordinarily cool, Duvall thought. Or else desperate. “You may be right,” he said evenly. “On the other hand, it is already very late. I see no obstacle to loading tomorrow night.” I shall have to slip away from Kate’s party, Duvall thought. Tomorrow night he would be the host at his daughter’s debut.


  “Very well, tomorrow, then. You’ll be there yourself? I would prefer it.”


  “I’ll be there. At first dark, then?”


  “At dark.”


  A portly man in a bottle-green velvet frock coat approached Baylor and Duvall. He was Elwood Holl, a leather boot and shoe manufacturer, a man timid and fussy by nature who would never have been at the River Club so late except that his wife was ill at home.


  “What do you make of it, gentlemen?” Holl demanded.


  “I see it as the beginning of the end,” Baylor said calmly.


  “What do you mean?” Holl asked.


  “Whatever it means, we will know better tomorrow,” Duvall said.


  “So you deny. Captain, that there is cause for alarm?” Holl asked hopefully.


  Duvall frowned. He had known Holl for years, and the round, white-haired man always irritated him. “There is every cause for alarm,” he said, “but I doubt our capacity—my own and that of my Southern countrymen—to take alarm. I have often wondered what it would take to rouse us. Frankly, I don’t think it can be done. In the end, that’s why I doubt that this information from Virginia will make any difference at all.”


  Duvall’s tone was dry and Holl sensed his irony and barely controlled antagonism.


  “You think we lack honor?” Holl asked. His voice had risen.


  “Not at all. I think we have honor in abundance. Would that we had as many steel mills as we have steely principles.” Duvall smiled.


  “This is no moment for wit,” Holl said. “I wonder how well you know us. After all…”


  How quickly they move to ostracize me, Duvall thought. He assumes I am not one of his own, although I was born in Louisiana and know all the river states far better than he. And yet, he is right. I can not feel with him. His instincts are correct. I can’t deny that.


  “I see you are quite aroused yourself,” he said to Holl.


  “Roused? Of course I am! Suppose there is wide-scale revolt among our slaves? Suppose the Abolitionists put guns in their hands? We’ll all be killed. Suppose this leads to war?”


  “If there is ever a war, God forbid, soldiers will need boots, and you will grow rich,” Baylor said.


  “Sir, I am appalled at your attitude,” Holl said. “I have nothing more to say to either of you.” A man of Holl’s proportions could not look stately, but he did look outraged as he turned away.


  Baylor and Duvall remained standing together for a moment. The clubroom was still ringing with discussion.


  “You’ll excuse me. Mr. Baylor.” Duvall said. Finally, without referring to Holl’s interruption. “I’ll say good night.”


  The men shook hands and Duvall left first. As he directed his driver to take the route along the levee, he saw Baylor come out of the River Club and disappear toward the west.


  Duvall’s own carriage turned eastward. Between fashionable Lucas Place where the River Club stood, and the levee itself, the land sloped downward, ridge by ridge. In the central part of the city, near the river, were the business offices, the best shops and hotels, the fashionable restaurants and oyster saloons.


  Around the business district was a belt of factories and slums. The streets here were dark and narrow, the doorways low and mean. Every day the newspapers listed crimes committed here: robberies and beatings, murders and abductions. It was in this neighborhood that the trouble had started tonight—the brawl that had turned into a riot.


  Duvall touched the pistol he carried in the pocket of his frock coat. He’d never used it, never even pulled it out in self-defense as a threat, but if he needed to, he hoped he would.


  CHAPTER II


  Earlier that evening…


  Phoebe was sitting up by candlelight, rocking in Kate’s cherry rocker and reading a book Kate’s favorite teacher, Miss Lucy King, had given her for a graduation present, when Kate got home from the party. Phoebe heard the carriage turn into the driveway and pause under the archway at the side entrance as Kate called out good night to the driver and her Aunt Delphine. She closed the book—it was an illustrated account of a young Englishwoman traveling in the wilds of northern Italy—and rubbed her eyes. It’s late, Phoebe thought, must have been a good party.


  But Kate did not look amused or exhilarated when she entered her sitting room. “Hello, Birdie.” She sighed, pulling off her lavender lace shawl and dropping it over a silk-cushioned settee.


  “Hello, Kitty. What’s wrong, honey? Too much dancin’? You look worn out.”


  “I am. These parties are gettin’ to be awful tirin’ and not much fun.” Kate peeled off her pink silk dress, puffed of sleeve and voluminous of skirt, and stood waiting for Phoebe to help her out of the cage of tapes and hoops that held it all together. “Ohhhhh…” She sighed again. “What bliss! Unlace me quick, there’s a dear Birdie!”


  “Your skin is all marked from these laces,” Phoebe observed.


  “They’re torture. You know I can’t eat or breathe. But they do make me look grown up! They’re a penance, I figure, my wages against sin.”


  “What kind of a sinner d’you think you are, Kitty? Not much of one. The Lord will know on Judgment Day that it wasn’t you who stole the chocolate coconut cakes from the dining-room sideboard.”


  “Oh, did you? Dear, clever, sweet Birdie! You never fail me! Where are they?”


  “Right here, miss. And milk.”


  “Oh, good! I’m famished. Phoebe!” Kate grabbed one cake in each hand and ate both of them while Phoebe was hanging up her dress.


  “Delicious, really delicious! Have you had some, Birdie?”


  “Yes. I have. Plenty. Go on, eat all you want and then I’ll rub your back. You look like you’ve had twenty lashes.”


  Kate’s eyes met Phoebe’s, searched them, and then both girls smiled. The understanding between them, between mistress and slave, between life-long companions and confidantes, was easy, if limited. Kate ate two more chocolate cakes, then licked her fingers, pulled off her stockings and bloomers and camisole and chemise, and sprawled full length on her stomach across her big bed.


  Phoebe loosened her soft white silk wrapper and climbed up to sit over and across Kate’s naked body. At once, she began to rub Kate’s back and knead the muscles beneath the skin in a skillful massage. Her hands were small and deft and strong. Kate cried out at first, for the pale, tender skin was sore and numbed from hours of being bound, then she gave into the pleasure of it.


  “Birdie, I do love you. You are so sweet to me…” she murmured. Phoebe’s dark hands kept up their work, scratching to bring the blood back, stroking and rubbing every part of Kate’s back, then her shoulders and arms, then her buttocks and legs. Kate sighed and moaned, then closed her eyes as she told Phoebe, in detail, exactly who had been at the party and what everyone had worn.


  Kate Duvall, christened Katherine Elise-Marie, and the black girl Phoebe, also known as Duvall, had been constant companions for all of their eighteen years. Phoebe had been given to Kate when she was born—Phoebe was two weeks older—or rather, Kate had been given to Phoebe’s natural mother, a Creole mulatto woman named Claire, to be suckled and cared for.


  Kate’s own mother, the celebrated beauty Iria Elena Delsano was tired of babies by the time Kate arrived. Kate’s twin brothers were already three years old. Iria Elena was the only child of a wealthy family originally from Savannah and had been a belle. She had been raised on a cotton plantation near Natchez and was visiting family friends in New Orleans when she met Berkeley Duvall. He was unlike any of the men she had known in Natchez. It seemed to her that if she could make Berkeley Duvall, a man so intellectually severe, so rich and powerful, so dramatically handsome and well connected, fall in love with her, she would have proved to herself and everyone else that she surely was the prettiest girl in Adams County.


  Berkeley Duvall was at the time just twenty years old, but he was far more experienced with women than the men Iria had met at Natchez parties. He was looking for a wife, a woman to bear his children, and he recognized the frail goodness behind Iria’s beauty. She was beautiful—as fresh and dewy as a tropical moonflower, as shimmering and airy as a dream—but she was not cut out for motherhood.


  When Kate was a month old, Iria Delsano Duvall left her children and ran away with a traveling portrait painter, a tall, dark, sad-eyed man with a droopy mustache. She tried to explain how she felt in a letter she mailed to her husband in care of his New Orleans office, but by the time it arrived, the steamboat carrying the runaways had met with an accident. The White Rose ran aground, snagged on a submerged wreck. Her engines caught fire, her boilers exploded, and both the portrait painter and his last subject were among the fifty-two passengers lost and presumed drowned.


  Duvall received the letter from his wife and showed it to no one. He mourned Iria as if she had been alone on the White Rose, and he had never married again.


  To Kate and Phoebe, growing up together in the rambling, half-empty house on the Delsano plantation, the legend of Kate’s departed mother was a misty romance, illustrated by a large oil painting. For the portrait painter had left it behind and Duvall, with self-deprecating irony, had it framed in gold and hung in the front hall of her family home. It seemed to the two little girls that the woman in the picture, an angel of a blond woman with a ruffled yellow dress and a mysterious smile, was the loveliest woman in the world, and surely the best.


  The two girls, raised without the close supervision of a white women—for Kate’s great aunt, Tante Emilie, was old and frail and interested mostly in her own bad conscience and real and imagined maladies—grew up wild, almost as free as boys. Together, they learned to read and ride and shoot and swim. Phoebe’s task, her life’s work, in fact, was to stay by Miss Kate’s side and look after her. It wasn’t a bad task, and certainly wasn’t a lonely one.


  Everything Kate did, Phoebe did, too. There was no question of that, nor were there secrets between them, except Phoebe’s great secret, for born as she was into slavery Phoebe developed early an understanding of her status in life and the delicate balance of economics and good will upon which the continuation of her pleasant and interesting existence depended. What Phoebe knew—that she was black, that her life was not her own, that others like her suffered pain and worse— settled into her mind at a tender age, and showed itself in those dark eyes as a sort of secret sadness.


  But if Kate saw the sadness and understood, she did not choose to discuss it. As babies, they were devoted and tender companions, as girls they grew closer and mutually dependent. They were more than intimate friends, closer than twin sisters, as close as lovers.


  “But Phoebe-bird, I just can’t imagine havin’ to marry one of those young men and be stuck with him forever. None of ’em is romantic, if you know what I mean.”


  “Who says you have to marry one of them?” Phoebe dabbed cologne on Kate’s back, soothing her into sleepiness.


  “Well, isn’t that what it’s all about? These parties and my own party and all?”


  “Sure it is, but you needn’t be in any hurry, Kitty. Sometimes things arrive when you’re lookin’ the other way. Lookin’ for a husband has got to be done a special way.”


  “What way?”


  “A way of not lookin’. Tryin’ too hard is like the mosquito tryin’ to sting the ’gator.”


  Kate laughed. “Like Mammy Claire told us? Maragouin perdi so’ temps quand li pique caiman?”


  “So you were listening.”


  “‘Course I was… Oh, I’m so sleepy! But Phoebe, what if I don’t know love when it comes? What ’bout that?”


  “You’ll know, honey, and it’ll come right soon enough, I promise. Lord, I’m sleepy, too.”


  “Lie down next to me for a minute, Birdie. I want to ask you a riddle I heard tonight.”


  “Yes?” Phoebe whispered.


  “Why is a kiss like a rumor?” Kate asked, pulling up the coverlet. “A kiss… I don’t know,” Phoebe answered.


  “Because it goes from mouth to mouth,” Kate said, and giggled. Phoebe joined her as she stretched out and in a minute both girls fell asleep. When Phoebe woke at first light she rose, undressed, and removed herself to her own bed in the little room next door to sleep until she was called to breakfast.


  CHAPTER III


  Wednesday, October 19, 1859


  The Planters’ House was the largest, most elegant, and most famous hotel in the city of St. Louis. It represented wealth, fashion, adventure, ease, romance—all the dreams of the new life of the Great West. It was the one fixed point where people met to gossip, discuss politics, and talk business. It was the universal rendezvous for the Mississippi Valley.


  In accordance with the latest fashion. Captain Duvall had hired the hotel staff and its terraced garden to hold a private party—a party for the purpose of introducing his only daughter to St. Louis society.


  Side by side, the Captain and his daughter stood under a bower woven of giant ferns arranged with white roses to receive their guests. Kate was radiant. She had revived her appetite for parties with a long day of visiting with her relatives and enduring instructions on etiquette from her Aunt Delphine. There was a strong family resemblance between the two Duvalls: both were tall and strikingly handsome. Kate was a lissome, long- stemmed lily of a girl with starry green eyes and a graceful figure. Her dark brown hair curled chaotically, as did her father’s. They both had clear, expressive faces, but his expression was quite different from her eager, optimistic one.


  Captain Duvall was somber of expression, even on this occasion. He was dark-eyed like a true Creole, passionate, arrogant, charming, and cynical, as Creoles were known to be, and, in his own right known for his sharp wit, black moods, his skill with horses, and his luck with women.


  The debut of a daughter, held to mark her passage into eligible womanhood, was for many fathers a reminder of their own aging, but Duvall did not feel old. Of course, he was not. He was only forty-two. He felt himself to be at the prime of his life, but even that feeling was not optimistic. For what lies beyond prime but decline, decay, and death? Duvall had found that the contemplation of these questions, and all the others they suggest, bored him as much as daily life itself. None of his guests would have guessed that he ever thought of such things.


  Most of the guests had come at the appointed hour of six o’clock in the evening. Parties in St. Louis began early and ended late, at least among the fashionable Creole set, who did not hold that dancing was in itself sinful and led inevitably to depravity. Duvall’s guests had arrived in coaches and carriages at the hotel’s front door and had promenaded through the lobby, across the handsome Persian carpet into the big, high- ceilinged front parlor. An assortment of the curious had turned out to see them, lining the street in front of the Planters’ House.


  For the better part of an hour already. Kate and her father had greeted their guests: the Charlevilles, Mme. Papin, the deMonets, the Garcins, the Sarrades, the Ridgeways, Henry Ames, the Palmers, and Archbishop Kenrick. They were among nearly a hundred of St. Louis’s elite, mostly from the old French families and the Kentucky and Virginia families who had married into them, plus a few representatives of the new Westerners, whom Captain Duvall knew through his business.


  The terraced gardens at the rear of the Planters’ House were built on an esplanade with a wide view of the city and the riverfront. It was a warm evening, and a moist, spicy wind blew across the terrace, rustling Kate’s white organdy gown. It was a wonderfully attractive gown, a confection of ruffles and tucks and flounces artfully suspended over a concealed steel structure of hoops and tapes.


  Kate’s gown had come by steamer from Paris, where it had been designed and sewn in the shop of Mme. Cecile Arbuthnot on the rue Rivoli. It was heavily embroidered and had cost more than three hundred dollars, but there was not another like it in the world. Smiling, unaware of the extravagance, Kate smoothed down her billowing white skirt. Duvall had brought the dress when he arrived in St. Louis for the party. Although a shrewd businessman, it was not in his nature to be stingy, especially where his daughter was concerned.


  “So. Are you happy tonight, cherie,” he asked her. Looking down at her radiant face, he was surprised by the intensity of her light green eyes.


  Kate nodded, but the question made her faintly uncomfortable. It was not one that her father had ever asked her before. The question raised the possibility of her not being so, the option of accepting her life with less than a ladylike graciousness and Christian gratitude, but also suggested responsibility. She would think on it later. As for now, of course she was happy, wearing her new dress, surrounded by her family, with music in the air and the prospect of dancing.


  At one end of the terrace, fifteen black musicians played a muted medley of romantic airs, but there could be no dancing until the debutante was led onto the floor by her father for the first dance. After that, she would dance every dance with as many of the young men present as time allowed but with none of them twice. Under ordinary circumstances, all her partners would have been selected by her mother, but instead Kate’s Aunt Delphine, the Captain’s widowed sister, had made these arrangements, as she had made so many others.


  “It’s nearly time, Papa, isn’t it?” Kate asked her father. The stream of arriving guests had slowed to a trickle; Kate would return to the bower between dances to greet the late arrivals. When he nodded, Kate turned to catch Aunt Delphine’s eye, and the orchestra began to play the “Missouri Waltz” as father and daughter stepped onto the dance floor.


  All eyes were on them, and they danced easily and gracefully, as if they had danced together often. In fact, Duvall had seen little of his daughter in the past five years, during which she had lived with her aunt and studied at the Sacred Heart Academy and he had devoted himself to expanding his shipping empire. The crowd hushed as they watched the Captain and his daughter, and hotel employees released a flock of ten dozen baby doves from a cote near the back of the terrace. The softly cooing birds flapped into the air, as white and shining as magnolias against the darkening pink-streaked sky.


  It was a pretty spectacle and was met with admiring gasps.


  Delphine Belcourt, Kate’s aunt, burst into tears at the sight. “Isn’t it just too lovely?” she asked Isabelle Carr, an old friend of the Duvall family among those who had come from Natchez to attend Kate’s debut. Isabelle was watching Berkeley Duvall with rapt attention, scarcely pretending to do otherwise. She stood between her husband Nelson Carr and daughter Bettina who was about Kate’s age.


  Isabelle Carr was a thirty-eight-year-old, deceptively fragile-looking woman with an impulsive, sensuous nature. This evening she wore a bottle-blue silk dress chosen to match her eyes and had her thick silver- blond hair coiled low behind her ears like the coronet of a Swedish saint, but she was no saint. For more than fifteen years she had been in love with Berkeley Duvall and involved with him in a secret love affair which had been the backbone and salvation of her own life.


  Isabelle’s heart thumped as she watched Duvall dancing with his daughter. How fine he looks, she thought, how handsome and youthful. She imagined the firmness and bulk of his body beneath his customary white tucked shirt and loose-fitting black frock coat. Watching him, she wanted him, passionately, painfully.


  “Nelson, dear,” she said to her husband, lowering her eyes to conceal their expression. “I believe I feel a bit…dizzy. Could you…? Perhaps? Oh…”


  Nelson Carr, a big broad-shouldered, dark-haired black Irishman of a cotton planter, led his petite wife to a settee surrounded by pale hydrangeas. Isabelle was dizzy with desire.


  She sighed. Her eyes were closed as her husband started to fan her, and his thoughts were elsewhere.


  So were the thoughts of Berkeley Duvall. When the waltz ended, he relinquished Kate to a young man with curly blond hair and innocent blue eyes, and heard the orchestra strike up a polka. At once the dance floor was crowded. Duvall turned his back and ducked under a chain of colored-glass lanterns as he strode to the edge of the terrace.


  There he lit a cigar and looked out over the city spread out below. To the west, the neighborhoods destroyed the night before by the rioting immigrant workers cut a black swath down to the river. He could see charred house frames, smoking chimneys, rubble. Today’s papers had listed more than fifty men who had been taken to jail for taking part in the fighting and for attacking the policemen who had eventually succeeded in putting it down.


  Duvall smoked, thinking of the violent nature of those men, of the desperate passions which must lie just below the surfaces of their lives to be so quickly set off. In a way, he envied them. Their lives, like their reactions, were simple, direct, and spontaneous. The wretchedly poor did not brood or agonize over decisions. Nor did they harbor guilts, any more than Negroes did.


  And what of those madmen who had banded together to attack Harpers Ferry? There had been talk of little else in the city today. Today’s papers carried the same news he had heard last night, but the telegraphed afternoon reports were that the first intelligence had been greatly exaggerated. More news could be expected soon, but in the meantime, everyone must attempt to keep a cool head. Neither the Harpers Ferry raid nor the accompanying slave insurrection would be talked about at the party. Among the men there was an unspoken agreement about that; and, of course, most of the ladies present were completely unaware of it. It would never do to trouble the ladies unnecessarily.


  Upon reflection, Duvall felt the news from Harpers Ferry was too outrageous to be true. Still, he could not completely shake the troubling feelings of apprehension and despair that had been stirred by the news the night before. He had grown increasingly bored and despondent during the past year, and could not attribute it to any one thing. All was well…except that nothing was. He felt his life was as good as over; all the mystery had gone out of it. There are no mysteries, he had often thought lately. There is no more to life than what I see, and I have seen it all.


  Duvall puffed on his Havana. His fists were clenched. Although capable of mocking himself, he felt his ennui deeply and it had begun to mark him physically. He was young, he was fit, and yet he felt the tension of restlessness and frustration in his body, as if his unspent energies caused his heart and lungs and belly to eat away at themselves. Occasionally, he felt pains in his heart and more often excruciating headaches, but he had never connected his physical symptoms to his mental unrest.


  Damn it! Damn…everything! he cursed, finding anger the easiest emotion to release. How poor and dull life has become. When I was young, he thought, America was young and full of promise and possibilities. Now she is fat and lazy and content. I miss the dangers of those days, the challenge of starting out in a risky business when each day was different from the one before…


  “Admiring the Lady, Berk?”


  The question was voiced by Isabelle Carr, who now stood at Duvall’s elbow. She coughed, despite herself, at the cloud of cigar smoke that hung around him like a toxic fog.


  Duvall bowed. “Hello, Mrs. Carr.” he said. The sight of her aroused and bored him in equal measure. They had known each other too long and too well to have uncomplicated reactions to each other.


  Isabelle sensed his mood but refused to acknowledge it. She was pleasantly excited by his nearness, and anyway, a lady could count on a gentleman to have some manners. “Isn’t it a lovely party, Berk? Doesn’t Kate look precious? Just precious. How are you, Berk? I hope I’ll have the pleasure of dancing with you, darling.”


  “I regret, Mrs. Carr, that I must disappoint you, but… Perhaps your husband …”


  “You are not a cruel man. Berk, don’t try to be.”


  He sighed. It was true; he was not. “You look beautiful tonight, Isabelle,” he admitted.


  “Not at all. I am thin. I am dying for love of you. My passion has strengthened with our separation. I feel I am burning alive. Berkeley, darling! We must tell Nelson and have an end to deceit!”


  Duvall felt a flash of anger. Confrontation and commitment were his last desires. He was as tired of Isabelle as he was of everything else. He had not seen her in six months and he had hoped that she had found other diversions. As she had not, he would be forced to speak frankly to her, but not tonight.


  “Let’s join the party, Mrs. Carr,” he suggested, offering her his arm. Isabelle knew she was being put off, but she was physically unable to resist touching him. “This is not the time or place to discuss deceit, Isabelle,” he said. “We’ll have time for everything on the trip south. Are you looking forward to it?”


  “With all my heart.”


  CHAPTER IV


  Immediately thereafter…


  Returning to the party, Duvall was startled by the noise, the laughter, the gay music, and the mood of excitement. His own mood had taken him so far away and he had been so self- absorbed that he had almost forgotten his guests. But here they were: more than a hundred of them—talking, laughing, dancing, drinking the potent Planters’ Punch which had been invented by the hotel’s bartender.


  Liveried black waiters circulated among the guests carrying silver trays ranged with cups of the famed rum concoction. Isabelle Carr reached for one gratefully. “This punch is delicious, Captain!” she said. “Won’t you have some?”


  “No, thank you, my dear Mrs. Carr.” Duvall was not ignorant of the soothing powers of alcohol, but habitually he drank only at night, beginning late and continuing until drink brought him sleep.


  “I would love to know the recipe for this punch!” Isabelle exclaimed.


  “For that, you need only query the bartender on the Lady.” Duvall told her. “I have stolen him from the Planters’ House, and he brings the famous recipe with him.”


  “How like you, Berk,” Nelson Carr said, joining them. “I see you are feeling less dizzy, my dear. I ordered you some ice water, but I daresay it’s not nearly as invigoratin’ as the rum punch.”


  “You are quite right, Nelson. Thank you for your concern, dear husband, but I sought a breath of air, and found Captain Duvall countin’ over all his ships in the basin. I think he’d forgotten us.”


  “How could I?” Duvall asked.


  The Carrs were among his oldest friends. Their plantation adjoined his in the rich cotton country along the river near Natchez. Nelson Carr had been distantly related to Duvall’s wife and Duvall always made a stop at the Carrs’ plantation when he took one of his packets past their landing. Reconciling his old, if far from profound, friendship with Nelson Carr and his complicated involvement with Isabelle was not easy, but Duvall managed, and the first step was in denying the latter in the presence of the former.


  Together, the Carrs and Duvall strolled along the edge of the dance floor toward the lavish buffet set out on a wooden dais. At present, the buffet table was spread with cold dishes: tiny heart-shaped sweetmeat sandwiches, platters of cold roast ham and turkey and jellied pheasant, oysters both raw and masked with mayonnaise, fruits cut into varied and marvelous shapes, and cups of fresh-fruit-flavored ices and sherbets half-buried in deep bowls of ice. Later in the evening, a hot supper would be served.


  Delphine Belcourt intercepted them at the buffet, and gave Nelson Carr the opportunity he sought. “If you ladies will excuse us,” he began, using a phrase the women had heard a thousand tiresome times, “I am anxious to have a word with the Captain about a matter that would be of no interest to you.”


  “Of course,” Delphine and Isabelle Carr murmured politely. As they had no choice, they sat together on a narrow settee, balancing their hoopskirts as modestly as possible.


  As soon as he had turned his back on the women. Carr exploded. “Damn! It’s outrageous, Duvall!”


  “What have you heard?”


  “It strikes terror to my heart!” Carr’s voice dropped dramatically and he leaned over to speak directly into Duvall’s ear. “The man at the head of the Virginia raid was none other than John Brown!”


  “Are you sure?”


  “I am. And not surprised… the whole affair rings of madness! They say that he is dying, regrettably; I’d like to see him live to be hanged.”


  “What else did you hear?”


  “Apparently the party who got into the arsenal was small and included two of Brown’s sons, but I hear some three hundred white men and six hundred Negroes are still rampagin’ outside Harpers Ferry. Damnation, Duvall! It makes my blood boil!”


  In contrast to Carr’s, Duvall’s reaction was cold. John Brown had made himself notorious at the head of the Free State forces in Kansas. He had murdered, marauded, committed arson, and disrupted the peace there. He was hated all over the South; he was known to be a lunatic, a fanatic, a lawbreaker. And yet… Duvall felt oddly depressed that Brown had been involved with the trouble in Harpers Ferry. Brown’s involvement gave the affair a new dimension—whatever it had been, it was not a spontaneous uprising of a few Virginians or a stampede of misinformed, misguided Negroes. Privately, Duvall had already reflected on the character of John Brown, wondered at him, questioned what sort of nature would combine lawbreaking and violence with avowed Christian idealism. He had met a man on a passage upriver only a year ago, who had known John Brown, and the man had described Brown as “a devilish desperado who thinks God speaks with his mouth.”


  “I’m afraid for what this tells us about the Yankees,” Carr said. “John Brown is a madman, a savage, and yet they applaud him!”


  “He is mad,” Duvall agreed, “and yet perhaps he is not stupid. Nothing charms the American people so much as personal bravery.”


  “Bravery? Who calls it bravery? I call it treason!”


  As Carr spoke, Duvall was aware that his daughter was coming toward them, in arm with a young woman he did not recognize. Duvall realized that he had turned his back on the party for an unconscionably long time.


  “You must excuse me,” he said to Carr. “Forget politics, forget John Brown, enjoy yourself!”


  “Dear Papa! I have been looking all over for you!” Kate Duvall exclaimed in an excited voice. Her face was flushed and she smiled with sweet sincerity, slipping her arm around her father so that he and she and the young woman, a slim, dignified, dark-haired woman, were joined in a triad. “Papa, I am pleased to present my favorite teacher. Miss King. You have often heard me praise her art classes. I have enjoyed them so!”


  “Welcome, Miss King,” Duvall said, bowing over her hand. “So you are the artist my daughter admires!”


  Lucy blushed and shook her head. “No, Captain. I have only a limited talent—I could not call myself an artist; I am, sir, an amateur.”


  “She has studied in Boston!” Kate said.


  Duvall controlled his amusement, as Lucy King battled embarrassment and curiosity. How striking he is, she thought. I would like to sketch that face… if I ever could, it is so changeable.


  Kate interrupted her thoughts. “Miss King, this is Mr. Carr, our good friend.”


  “How do you do,” Lucy said, turning to Nelson Carr.


  Carr bowed, then excused himself. Duvall questioned her with his usual easy grace as he studied her. He was a good judge of character. Kate’s teacher was a Yankee, he knew, and yet she did not look to be as straight-laced as most Yankee ladies. Her eyes sparkled—was it with madness or spirit? He could not tell. Unquestionably, she was not a Southern woman, although she was dressed no differently from several other women at the party—in a dark silk bombazine with a modest neckline over medium hoops. Perhaps it was her education that set her apart, giving her a certain style—a few details of carriage and accessory more than anything else.


  “So you have studied in Boston?” he asked.


  “Only briefly, alas. Ah, I did enjoy it!” Deliberately, with all the artifice of which she was capable, Lucy King smiled. She had never felt less like smiling, and she had bolstered herself for this party with two glasses of strong rum punch. Her very existence was in peril. After five years of teaching in St. Louis, five years of enduring a city which had disappointed her in every respect, being neither cheerful, cosmopolitan, nor charming, she had—she had at last been set free, but now free, what would she do next?


  “Do you enjoy traveling, Miss King?” Duvall asked, still watching Lucy. She was tense, he realized, but in an appealing way, as strained and taut as a bowstring. She fairly vibrated with excitement, energy, and control. It intrigued him and attracted him. He wondered what had upset her. Perhaps she was always this way.


  “Traveling? Ah, yes, I enjoy traveling, but my profession has allowed me little opportunity, Captain Duvall. At least, thus far.”


  It is her coiffure that makes her look a bit continental, Duvall decided. Miss King’s dark, shiny hair was arranged in a very old-fashioned style which suited her perfectly. It was parted in the center and looped back to a small, loose knot low on her neck, an arrangement which flattered her clear, faintly olive skin and her large, dark, glowing eyes.


  “Miss King,” Duvall said, “I owe you thanks. My daughter is quite devoted to you, she has praised you to me over all her other teachers. I have great respect for your profession, ma’am…”


  Lucy King blinked, and tried to listen. She was not herself. She had never felt less at ease. Oh, this party was interminable. Captain Duvall was a surprise. He was so young and handsome. He was attractive, undeniably, and she knew he was rich— everyone at the Academy knew it and had treated Kate with the special consideration reserved for daughters of wealthy families who might be persuaded to contribute to the maintenance of the school. She despised the attitude. Her own affection for Kate was genuine. Kate Duvall was like a flower, she had often thought, a beautiful flower turning its face up to the sun. Students like Kate were the best part of teaching.


  “You are kind. Captain Duvall.” she said, when a pause in his monologue seemed to require an answer. Really, how could she attend to what he was saying? Her head was spinning… it was only through an effort of will that she could be here at all, only because she had determined to accept the Duvalls’ invitation and let nothing stop her. It was, after all, the last invitation of this sort she would ever receive in St. Louis, the last party she would endure in this dreadful town.


  That thought, in an odd way gratifying, made her smile, for Duvall was right. Miss Lucy King was not humorless. She had an acute and persistent inclination to laugh—at herself— as well as the rest of her fellow beings. It was this inclination that caused her to smile and prompted Duvall to ask her to dance.


  Lucy accepted at once. “I love dancing,” she said, and she meant it. She slipped her arm over Duvall’s and allowed him to lead her out onto the floor, where it immediately became apparent that she was a very graceful dancer, and where Duvall became aware of her body—young and firm and voluptuous in its plain wrapping—and felt a lustful impulse which surprised him with its strength.


  Duvall and Lucy King remained on the floor for two more dances. This fact did not go unnoticed by Isabelle Carr, wounded and outraged, who naturally blamed Miss King. Kate did not miss it either.


  “Just look at that!” Kate marveled, turning to Phoebe, who stood silently nearby, as good as invisible and yet ready to assist her mistress with any detail of her dress or toilette. “Don’t you think they’d make a fine couple, Phoebe?”


  “Maybe,” Phoebe answered in a low voice. Aunt Delphine had told her to keep an eye on Kate but not to talk to anyone. “Is that what you thinkin’ ’bout tonight, Kitty? You’re gettin’ more grown up than I thought.”


  “I am grown up,” Kate insisted, “that’s why I find all these young men very provincial and…unsophisticated. I certainly hope it’ll be better in New Orleans!”


  Phoebe giggled infectiously. “You! Sophisticated! Lord, Lord, you’re as innocent as a spring lamb!”


  Kate put her mouth close to Phoebe’s ear and baa-baaed. Phoebe laughed uncontrollably. “Oh-oh, here comes one of the wolves a’ready,” she said.


  “Miss Duvall, I believe I have engaged you for this dance,” said Carter Arvin, a serious young man, heir to a flour mill, who had the uneasy feeling he was being laughed at.


  “Yes, of course, Mr. Arvin,” Kate said, soothing him with her prettiest smile.


  “I am so sorry to hear that you’ll be Ieavin’ St. Louis,” Carter Arvin said.


  “Oh, I ’spect I’ll be back quite often. Most of my father’s family still lives up here.”


  “St. Louis is a coming city,” Carter informed her. “Why, more flour is milled here than anywhere else in the world.”


  “Really?” Kate murmured. Out of the comer of her eye she saw her father bow to Miss King and walk toward the hotel lobby. Could he be leaving the party, she wondered.


  Whatever for?


  Duvall had explained his departure to no one, but when Kate questioned her Aunt Delphine, Duvall’s sister told her not to worry or call attention to his absence. “Just enjoy yourself, petite,” she advised, “Mind your own affairs.”


  And by then, Duvall was on his way to the riverfront, where he met James Baylor as arranged, and supervised the storage of sixty-five wooden crates labeled “ale” and “marble” in a concealed compartment on the main deck of the Louisiana Lady. By the time he returned to the party, the tables had been arranged for the hot supper, more than a few of the guests were completely drunk, and the harvest moon hung directly overhead, bleaching out the light of the stars and casting a glow on the dancers.


  “It looks like a huge golden coin,” said Carter Arvin, who had fallen in love with Kate during the course of the evening, and had bribed a certain William Goodrich to feign illness so that he could claim her for a second dance.


  “It looks like a magic, mystic mirror,” Kate said.


  “It looks like an apricot ice,” Phoebe said, and hers was the last word.


  CHAPTER V


  Thursday, October 20, 1859


  It was just after dawn when Duvall rose and prepared to meet his business agent at Dwight Durkee’s Banking House. He dressed in his usual long-tailed black frock coat and tucked white linen shirt, laid out for him, as usual, the night before by his black valet, Valentine. Valentine had been with Duvall since they were both boys, traveled with him everywhere he went, and stayed with him in his houses in both St. Louis and New Orleans.


  Duvall ate breakfast in his own sitting room: hard-crusted French rolls which Valentine had bought at a bakery on Market Street and cafe au lait brewed with chicory, just as he liked it. With his breakfast he read the Daily Missouri Democrat and the Missouri Republican. Both papers carried stories of the John Brown raid, as he now thought of it, with a bit of additional information.


  “The affair at Harpers Ferry is more serious than the people here are willing to believe,” reported the Daily Democrat, in a bulletin from Baltimore, “The telegraph wires have been cut from Harpers Ferry, but reports have reached us of a stampede of negroes from Maryland. Many wild rumors are afloat, but no intelligence of an authentic nature has yet been received…”


  Duvall scowled as he put the papers aside and left the house for the bank. The Louisiana Lady was due to depart at five in the afternoon, the traditional hour for sailing, and he had important business to transact before that hour. The big house on Eighth Street was waking as he left it; the house belonged to him, but his sister Delphine had lived in it since the death of her husband ten years earlier.


  It was only seven when Duvall’s carriage left the quiet residential street—just beyond Eighth Street stretched pastures and hayfields—but the city had begun to stir. Housewives and servants walked to the busy markets with baskets on their arms. The first street cars, introduced earlier that year, moved precariously north and south along Fifth Street and west along Olive Street, creaking on iron wheels and drawn by small mules. There were always new faces in town, sometimes as many as a thousand a week, mostly transients, in addition to the frontiersmen who came into town to sell furs and see the sights, but always, always, the swelling tide of men alone and men with their families moving west to homestead the plains or find fortunes in California gold fields.


  Duvall glanced calmly from his carriage at the streets teeming with men and horses, seeing without noticing the huge Indian mound, one of several which had given St. Louis her nickname, the Mound City. The biggest mound was a massive, earth-covered pyramid one thousand by four hundred feet in size, built more than six hundred years earlier when another race of men had built a metropolis and trading center on the banks of the Mississippi.


  Mound Street led down to the stone-paved levee, and Duvall’s carriage rattled along it. He sat up straighter and looked out at a panorama that never failed to excite him.


  The riverfront was teeming with activity and loud with the shouts of roustabouts and runners, agents for the packet companies soliciting passengers. Boats of all kinds crowded together at the docks: rafts and scows and shanty boats—some of them floating casinos and bordellos—as well as the river aristocrats, the splendid white packets. Duvall felt proud at the sight of his own. Three of his packets were in St. Louis, in addition to the Lady, three handsome paddle-wheelers. Each of them was bigger than the last: the Belle Victoire was six years old, and the Baton Rouge and Evening Sun two and four years younger. Duvall had been lucky; the mortality rate for steamboats was high—the risks of steamboating on the Mississippi were so great that the average life of a vessel was only five years.


  The boats were tied up three rows deep, and stretched so far along the riverfront that a man could walk twenty blocks, from Belcher’s Sugar Refinery to the old Almond Street landing, without once setting foot on shore.


  “Stop! Hey, pull over!” Duvall called out to his driver, struck by the sight of a new boat entering the river port. When the carriage halted, he climbed out to stare. It was a boat unlike any he had ever seen before, obviously a new and experimental design. It was not white and gilt like the prettiest of the packets, but a drab dark-gray in color. It had been cut down to the boiler deck, plus a half-size cabin deck, and its sides sloped at an odd angle to the waterline.


  “My soul! What’s that?” Duvall’s driver asked, leaning down from his seat.


  “It’s the ugliest thing I’ve ever seen,” Duvall answered.


  “I b’lieve it’s a mechanical turtle!” said the driver. “Must have come up out of some Yankee place, Ah’m sure of that!”


  Still staring, Duvall remembered that he had heard talk of a new sort of riverboat, a boat designed not for transporting passengers, but mainly for carrying freight. He had heard some very interesting reports about its new engine, too, an engine designed in Germany, and supposed to be very powerful.


  “Ugly as a mud fence stuck with tadpoles,” the driver said. “Won’t no-body want to ride in that monster,” he predicted.


  “Railway cars are ugly, too,” Duvall said. The name ATLAS was painted in black on one of the boat’s flat sides, and four tall smokestacks poked straight out of the boiler deck, belching dense clouds of black smoke into the blue morning sky. Everything about the boat’s contours suggested efficiency. It was sleek, streamlined; it was a stem-wheeler and looked to be flat-bottomed, and he had the immediate chilling conviction that it could be easily converted to a gunboat.


  The boat’s whistle blew, a


  

  

  

  

  
OEBPS/Images/CoverDesign.jpg
OUDIAN
LADY

FROM THE AUTHOR OF

- -
gt

CYNTHIA
VAR HAZINGA





OEBPS/Images/image0.jpg
kssm,/
=
SReSZ

SR





OEBPS/Images/image1.jpg





