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Prologue

Boston Harbor

Early Summer, 1806

Yes, we sailed into Boston Harbor on that glorious day, all of us up on the deck of the Juno, we, the students of the Lawson Peabody School for Young Girls, having recently delivered ourselves from confinement most cruel on the vile slaver Bloodhound.

And yes, it was an absolutely perfect day—the sun was shining, the breeze was cool and light, and the sky was a brilliant blue. As we stood into the harbor, we were met by a multitude of small boats, all within them hallooing and waving and blowing horns. Fireworks were set off and brightly colored smoke bombs were exploded. We could hear bands playing on every jetty that we passed, the city having already received word of our salvation and imminent arrival. All flags were out and flying.

As we approached Long Wharf, for that was plainly our destination, Dolley, Clarissa, and I stood together, back from the others. We had decided that our last act as Division Officers would be to designate ourselves as the last ones off. It suited Dolley’s sense of rightness, Clarissa’s sense of aristocratic privilege, and my sense of the dramatic.

Dolley, like the others, was in school dress, the clothing in which we all were captured. Clarissa, having no dress, or any other clothing for that matter, it having been left on the deck of the Bloodhound, was dressed in my maroon riding habit. She looked splendid, and how could I deny her? It is her way, I know that now, and I know we could not have gotten through what we did without her. So, let her preen, for she had earned it. I had thought of wearing another of my fine outfits that were stuffed down in my seabag, but, no, best to remain modest for a change. I was wearing my school dress, too, newly cleaned and pressed as best HMS Juno could do it.

Yes, my wound had healed up quite nicely and now hardly bothered me at all, which is remarkable since I’d almost died from it all those weeks ago. And yes, my worries that the officers and men on this British ship would discover my true identity gradually fell away as our journey continued and I was treated with the utmost courtesy.

Yes, all is well, I reflected, as I looked around at the happy scene on the deck of the Juno. I knew Captain Rutherford couldn’t wait to get rid of us. He had bent on all sail to get the last bit of speed he could, to get us up here as fast as the ship would go, both on our voyage from the middle of the Atlantic, where we had been rescued from our tiny lifeboat, to New York, and hence here to Boston. Discipline on his ship, as far as the midshipmen and junior officers were concerned, had gone completely to hell—many of our girls had been flirting outright with the young men, and the young men, astounded at their luck to find thirty or so young women in various states of undress in the middle of the ocean, were certainly easy prey for their charms. I’m 
 sure many pledges of undying love and devotion were exchanged, and, who knows, maybe some of them might turn out to be true. Even little Rebecca’s thirteen-year-old self had found a midshipman her own age, and they had been holding hands and making cow eyes at each other these past precious days.

I looked upon my dear Sisters and reflected that many of the parents of these girls would be surprised in these daughters who have been so miraculously returned to them, as they are not the same girls who gaily left on that fateful day. Yes, they have been through much, but they survived through their own strength of will and, because of that, may very well not be as accepting of the manners and roles that were formerly assigned to them by their families and by society. They might very well be trouble, and yes, you may mark me on that.

The instant the Juno was warped to the pier and the first line thrown over, a flag was hoisted on the masthead of the Customs House and immediately every church bell in the city started to peal out, and they did not stop.

The gangway was lowered without great ceremony, and the girls swarmed off the Juno, having been formed up in their last muster of Sin-Kay’s alphabetical line. They did not mind, for it gave them great joy to see little Rebecca run first down the gangway and into the arms of her family, then Ruth, then Sally, then all the rest.

Now there goes Annie and Helen and Dorothea and . . . There’s Higgins!

Oh, my God, Higgins, and Peg and Mistress beside him . . . and now Connie and Martha go down and . . . There’s Amy and Ezra!

And there . . . No, it can’t be. There, next to Higgins. Oh, Lord, it’s Jaimy . . . Good God, it’s really Jaimy, standing there smiling up at me and reaching up his hand, and the tears pour out of my eyes and down my face and they are tears of absolute joy.

My happiness is complete.

Dimly, I sense Clarissa, who still stands next to me. “So that’s him, eh? Well, he looks presentable . . . Good chest . . . fine leg . . . ,” she says. “Well, even though I owe you one in that regard, I might let you keep him.” And with that, she turns and follows Dolley down the gangway, head up, the Look in place, to the cheers of her Sisters.

It is now my turn to go. I have not been able to take my eyes off Jaimy’s as I float, as if in a dream, to the gangway. I put my foot on it, and then . . .

And then two bayonets cross in front of my chest and I hear the Captain intone, “Miss Faber, by order of His Majesty, King George the Third, you are under arrest on the charge of Piracy!”


 


 


 


 


Part I


Chapter 1

My name is spoken and the damning words are pronounced and I see the bayonets cross my chest, and all the fond hopes that were rising within that chest die. I am found out.

I drop my seabag. Maybe I can make it over the side and into the water, I think desperately and lunge for the side, but then two hard, heavy hands grasp each of my upper arms and I am held fast and then pulled back from the gangway, back from Jaimy and all my friends, and back to what I know will be my doom.

After my years of military service, it is my instinct to obey the authority vested in a British captain and yield myself up, but, No! Not this time, not with Jaimy not fifty feet away. No! No more Good Soldier Jacky, no more Obedient Midshipman Faber! I twist my head to the side, thinking to bite the hand that holds my right arm, and so be able to draw my shiv from its sheath hidden in my left sleeve, but it is all in vain—the marine senses my intention and pulls his hand out of range of my teeth by hauling my arm behind my back. Ow! Damn!

I squeal and squall and struggle and squirm and curse them all to Hell and back, ten times over, and while I try to bring my heel up into the left marine’s crotch, he is too tall for that, and the two just hold me all the tighter. All I can do now is watch as this all plays out around me, and cry out in total frustration and rage. So close. Oh, Jaimy, so close . . .

A stunned silence falls over the formerly festive crowd. What? What is going on? I dimly hear a parent say. Who? What? Piracy? I hear from another dumbfounded onlooker. She’s just a girl! Why are they holding her? How could—?

Clarissa Howe, being the last one down the gangway, is the first to react to my arrest. She turns and charges back up, crying, “Like hell she is! Run, Jacky! Run!” and she launches herself at Captain Rutherford, as it was he who uttered those damning words.

The crowd is now roaring its disapproval, and others come storming up the gangway.

“Get her off me, dammit!” shouts the Captain, flailing his arms against Clarissa’s onslaught of fists, fingernails, and teeth.

“Let her go, you!” snarls Clarissa, baring her teeth for an assault on Captain Rutherford’s defenseless nose. His nose, however, is spared that grisly fate as the arm of a burly Bo’sun’s Mate encircles her about the waist and hauls her to the rail.

“But what do I do with her, Sir?” bleats the obviously overmatched Bo’sun, as he endures a torrent of blows and curses from the struggling form he holds.

“Throw her overboard, that’s what you do!” roars Captain Rutherford, outraged at this unlooked-for chaos on his holy quarterdeck. “And pull up the gangway!”

Clarissa shrieks as she is tossed over the rail, a shriek that is cut short as she hits the water.

If the sound of the splash as Clarissa Worthington Howe enters the chill waters of Boston Harbor gave the Captain any cheer, that cheer would have been quickly dampened by the grim sight of Chrissy, Rose, Hermione, and Minerva, who had wrested themselves from their parents’ joyous embraces to string their bows at Katy Deere’s command of “Dianas! To me!” and now followed her up the not-yet-pulled gangway, arrows nocked and looking for targets.

I can see Katy’s eyes narrow as she sizes up the situation and pulls back and lets fly her arrow, which wings across the quarterdeck and thuds into the chest of the marine at my right hand. I expect him to drop my arm and fall to the deck, but he does not, for Katy’s aim was true, too true—it hit him directly in the middle of his chest where his two white leather belts cross on his breastbone. I doubt the arrow, which had a crude nail as an arrowhead, even pierced his skin. Even so, he stares down at the arrow in horror. I try to jerk free again, but his grip is still strong in spite of his amazement at the thing sticking out of his chest.

Chrissy King pulls and aims and lets fly at Captain Rutherford’s neck, but her father, charging up the gangway, shouting, “Christina! Whatever are you doing?” manages to jostle her enough to spoil her aim, and her arrow buries itself in the mast a scant few inches from the Captain’s outraged face. I know that this is a man who has faced murderous cannon fire, cruel clouds of flying splinters, and the peppering of bullets from enemy sharpshooters, but I know also that he has faced nothing like this.

“Cut the gangway!” he screams, and two men run up 
 with knives and cut the ropes, sacrificing the Juno’s gangway to the riot. The gangway crashes down to the water, spilling the rest of the Dianas into the harbor and preventing any more arrows from being loosed in the direction of the Juno. Chrissy’s father, Mr. King, also joins his daughter and her friends in the muddy water.

Pandemonium rules on the dock. The rest of my Sisters, denied access to the ship, grab fruit and other things from the vendors on the wharf and wing them toward the officers on the deck of the Juno, often with great effect. But not, however, on my two restraining marines, who continue to hold me in an iron grip. I try stomping on their feet, but though they grunt, they do not let go.

“Arrest them!” shouts the Captain, rushing to the rail and shaking his fist at the crowd. “You, there! Constable! Do your duty,” he orders the confused Constable Wiggins, “or, by God, I’ll blockade this godforsaken harbor and starve you all to death!” The Captain then takes a well-thrown fish to his face and staggers back, his great dignity gone, and he is reduced to wiping the fish slime out of his eye and cursing the fact he ever picked up this pack of goddamned Amazons from the middle of the goddamned ocean.

I see Wiggins furrow his brow over his piggy little eyes, and I know he is thinking: The female in question, that Jacky Faber: bad. Authority in the person of the British Captain: good. He nods, then blows his whistle, and he and his henchmen wade into the crowd, swinging their rods.

“Get her below!” yells Captain Rutherford. “Put her in the brig! And keep watch on her. Yeow! Damn!” He ducks as another arrow whizzes by his head. It appears that not all of the Dianas went down with the gangway.

I had seen Jaimy try to struggle up the gangway. Oh, Jaimy! Don’t! It won’t work! Go back! But with the crush of girls and parents, he could not gain the quarterdeck, and now with the gangway fallen, there is no hope of him boarding. Could I not have spoken to him, embraced him, been with him, if even for a moment? Oh, why am I denied even that? I slump down, defeated, in the hands of my captors, who begin to drag me to a hatchway.

As I am pulled back from the rail, I lose sight of the people on the wharf, but I can see fish and vegetables and various animal parts continue to rain down on the formerly spotless deck, and I can hear the howls of rage and the curses that continue unabated from the crowd. A bucket arcs through the air and hits the deck, spilling bloody chicken heads across the booted toes of the still-lined-up officers. And above it all, there’s Wiggins, sounding like an enraged bull as he bellows orders to his men, who attempt to control the mob.

One of the marines kicks open the hatch, and I am shoved toward the hole, but then I hear: “Release her or I’ll kill you where you stand!”

I snap my head around and see that Jaimy has managed to get on deck and is facing Captain Rutherford. He must have crawled up Two Line, just like when he was a ship’s boy, and now he’s red in the face with fury and he is drawing his sword. No, Jaimy, don’t. There’s too many of them!

Captain Rutherford puffs up, his face as angry and red as Jaimy’s, as he pulls his own sword and roars, “A boy dares come aboard my ship, dressed in the uniform of my service, and addresses me thus? I fear it shall be you, Sir, who is killed, not me!” I see him nod at officers who stand behind 
 Jaimy, but Jaimy does not. A large man pins Jaimy’s arms to his sides before he can get his sword even halfway out of its scabbard.

Jaimy sputters in helpless rage, “God damn you to Hell! Get them off me! Stand and fight me like a man!”

Captain Rutherford calmly puts the point of his sword at Jaimy’s throat and demands, “Just who the hell are you and what is your concern in all this?” The sharp point pricks Jaimy’s neck and a bright spot of blood appears and runs several inches down the blade.

Don’t tell them, Jaimy! I silently mouth and shake my head. No, they’ll take you, too!

But to no avail, no, as Jaimy is angry beyond all reason. He puffs up and shouts in the Captain’s face, “I am Lieutenant James Emerson Fletcher of His Majesty’s Royal Navy, I am affianced to this girl, and I demand satisfaction of you!”

“You shall have neither the girl nor the satisfaction that you crave,” replies Captain Rutherford, smiling slyly. He withdraws the point of his sword from Jaimy’s neck and wipes the blood from it on the arm of Jaimy’s coat and then sheathes his sword. “I have need of a junior lieutenant. Mr. Henshaw, see that Mr. Fletcher’s name is entered into the log of the ship’s company.” An officer next to the Captain nods. The Captain goes on. “You are now under my command. I am now your Captain. Reach for your sword again or utter one more threat against me and you are a dead man. Hanged from that yardarm, as per Navy Regulations. Understood?”

Jaimy strains against the arms that hold him, never taking his eyes off those of the Captain. He is beyond coherent speech, but the Captain is not. “You, Sir, have been read into the ship’s company and you will go back to England with 
 us! Your apparent interest and past association with this criminal female will be viewed as quite suspect! I may tell you that, Sir! Quite suspect and with the greatest suspicion!”

Just then I see the head of little Rebecca Adams appearing above the Juno’s rail. Having seen Jaimy climb the rope, she must have figured she could do the same, and she was right. ’Tis plain that she slipped out of her school dress and did the climbing in her undershirt and drawers, our old fighting costume on the Bloodhound. Then Caroline Thwackham’s head appears at the rail, then Beatrice’s, then Annie is over, and then . . .

And then they’re all over the ship and up in its rigging.

“God damn it! God damn it to Hell!” screams Captain Rutherford, upon seeing this. “Get them down! Get them off my ship!”

Rebecca, before she heads up the ratlines, plucks a few belaying pins from their rack along the rail and begins flinging them at those who would pursue her. Yelps are heard from those sailors who get too close to her. Having fended them off, she sticks a few more pins in the waistband of her drawers and climbs aloft.

The attempts of Jaimy and my Sisters to rescue me renew my spirit and I jerk my arms suddenly and, yes! I manage to get away from the marines for just a second and I head for the side. If I can just get over! If I can just . . .

But, no. An arm gets me around the waist just as I am about to launch myself over to freedom, and I am pinioned again. This time I am thrown facedown on the deck, with heavy feet grinding me down. I see belaying pins, hurled from above, hitting the deck and bouncing. Over there a sailor kneels and holds his head. Good shot, Rebecca!

Then I look up to see a now belaying-pin-less Rebecca being grappled by her former midshipman sweetheart. “Please, Becky, dear!” he cries plaintively, but the fiercely struggling form he can barely contain in his arms bears very little resemblance to the dear girl with whom he kept such fond company on the voyage here.

Then I am roughly hoisted up and hauled below and I see no more of this battle. The dark hatchway swallows me up and I am tumbled down stairs, across a deck, and into the brig. While I see no more of the tumult, the noise of it goes on for what seems a very long time. Then, gradually, all grows quiet, and once again, in yet another jail cell, I am left alone with my thoughts.

Home again, girl.

 


In deep despair, I sit on the bench in the brig and reflect on the past few weeks. It is plain to me now that they knew all along about the warrant for the arrest of the female pirate Jacky Faber. The discovery was undoubtedly made by the Juno’s doctor as I lay unconscious from the effects of my wounded leg. He would have spied my tattoo and known instantly that I was the one the Admiralty was looking for. I can well imagine his excitement as he went and got the Captain, then, upon his arrival at my bedside, whipped back the sheet from my oblivious form lying there naked except for the bandage on my thigh. He would have pointed to the damning mark and congratulated the Captain on his great good luck. Throwing the sheet back over my inert self, they would then have gone for a celebratory drink over their discovery.

They kept it a secret during the voyage from the Sargasso Sea to here, I suppose, to keep the other girls calm. Well, 
 they sure had me fooled. What an idiot I was to think that I might one day be happy. I squeeze out a few tears of self-pity and then wipe them off and review my situation. I look about my cell, which I realize will be my home for the next month or so. It is very similar to other cells I have known—bunk, chamber pot, and bars. Maybe if I give my word and promise not to try to escape, they’ll let me out for the voyage. Then I’d get to see Jaimy, at least, for this one last time. Nay, they won’t do it. They’d accept word-of-honor from a fellow officer like Jaimy, but not from me . . . . Being a flighty female, I might do something stupid like jump overboard to cheat the hangman and deny Captain Rutherford his reward.

Funny to think of this now, but I sit here and regret the loss of my maroon riding habit, the one that Amy had given me that Christmas and that Clarissa was wearing when she was thrown overboard. I had to lend her something from my seabag—count on her to take the best. Ah, well, the least of my worries. And besides, where would I wear it now? On the gallows? I’d look elegant, but it’s tradition that the hangman gets to keep the clothes of those he hangs, and I wouldn’t want the blackguard to get that outfit. Nay, I’ll probably just wear my Lawson Peabody black dress. I hear they put a strap around your knees to keep the dress from billowing up when you are dropped. For modesty’s sake . . . Stop that, you. Enough of that.

I look out through the bars. Once again a marine is posted to guard me. He is standing at Attention. I suppose he will be there around the clock. I still have my shiv up my sleeve . . . At least there’s that. They didn’t think to search me for weapons. After all, I am just a girl.

Funny, I think, but when I was being taken, I looked over the rioting crowd for Higgins, as I have come to depend on him for so much, but he was nowhere to be seen. I mean, I surely didn’t expect him to come charging up the side to try to save me like Jaimy did, for that is not his way. But still, strange . . .

Strange, too, to think that Jaimy is right here on this ship. Probably not fifty feet away from me. Ah, well, it might as well be fifty miles, or fifty thousand miles, for all the good it will do us. Oh, Jaimy, we were so close, so close to finally coming together at last!

I squeeze out a few more tears on that.

Oh, well, I’ve got my shiv and I’ve still got my wits and I’m not dead yet, so a couple more tears of self-pity and then let’s get on with it. I take a breath and begin: “And what is your name, Corporal, if I might ask? . . . Michael Kelley, is it? And a fine, proud Irish name it is. I must say you were most gallant in the performance of your duties this day, Corporal Kelley. To have taken an arrow in the chest and still stand your ground. Tsk, such bravery, I can scarce imagine it. I’m sure your sweetheart back home must be very proud of you. What might her name be, could you tell me please, as stories of young love do cheer me in my dark hours, and a dark hour this is for me, indeed . . . Ah, ‘Mau-reen.’ What a lovely name, and she is already wife to you? . . . What a fine thing . . . And do you have wee ones? And what are their names, then . . .”

 


Night comes. I am given some food and water, and then all is silence.


Chapter 2

I did not think that I would sleep, but I did. When I awoke the next morning to the ringing of the ship’s bell, I thought for a moment that I was back on the Bloodhound, and I lifted my head from the hard bench to look about for my Sisters, but no such luck—the events of yesterday came flooding back, and I sat up and buried my face in my hands. It had been a long night and the bench was hard, but harder still is the sure knowledge that all my dreams are now dust.

Nevertheless I arose and did the necessaries and groomed myself as best I could, having neither wash water nor soap. I was given a breakfast of tea and burgoo and I ate it. Then I asked my marine if he would get my comb out of my seabag and he did, and I combed my hair and waited.

Now I have not only myself to worry about, but also Jaimy. What will they do to him because of me and what I have done? I burn with indignation. It’s not fair, for he had nothing to do with any of it. All he had been guilty of was being steadfast and true to my errant self. Oh, I am so very hard on my friends . . .

In the midst of these dark thoughts, I hear a whistle and commands shouted from outside the hull. What is this? They do not sound like naval commands, what with stomping of boots and clatter of arms. My marine looks curiously out of the hatch.

“What is it, Michael?” I ask, standing and grasping the bars and straining to look up what little I can see of the hatch.

“It’s a troop of soldiers, Miss,” he says. “British Regulars, it looks like. Where they come from, I ain’t got the foggiest. Down from Canada, maybe?”

What the hell?

“There’s a full colonel being piped aboard now, and the Captain and himself is takin’ off their hats and bowin’ at each other like a pair o’ bloody peacocks. Damn peculiar it is, Miss. I ain’t seen no Redcoat Regulars since we left England, I haven’t.”

Hmmmm.

My Corporal Kelley continues to listen to the goings-on outside. Then he suddenly lurches back to his station and hits a brace—musket at Parade Rest, chest out, chin in, back straight as a ramrod. The reason for this is quickly apparent.

“Corporal! Bind the prisoner and bring her up!” shouts down someone, who I suspect is the senior marine officer on board.

Corporal Kelley loses not a second.

“Yes, Sir!” he cries and reaches for the cell key, which I had previously noted was hung on a hook next to the hatchway. “Sorry, Miss, we must take you up.”

He crams the key into the lock, turns it, and the door to my cage swings open. I step out. “It is all right, Michael. I place myself in your care. Will you take up my bag, please?” 
 I put my hands before me and they are bound. Gently and lightly bound, to be sure, but bound nonetheless.

I put on the Look, and then we go up the hatchway stairs and emerge into the light.

I blink, and when my eyes adjust to the brightness, I see that Captain Rutherford stands next to an officer, a British colonel in full regimental rig. There are other army officers on the quarterdeck as well, arrayed in all their red-coated splendor behind their leader. The colonel, wearing a conical high hat, scarlet coat with a bit of ribbon in his lapel, white trousers, and shiny black boots, is, I believe, in the uniform of the Royal Dragoons. His hair is powdered, and in his hand is a fancy handkerchief. He affects a look of high hauteur as he says, “You will see the papers are in order, Captain. It is a simple matter of prisoner transferal. His Majesty’s intelligence operatives in New York wish to question her before she’s sent over to face justice.” He glances over at me.

“Ah, so this is the valuable piece of baggage, then?” he asks, contemptuously, looking me up and down with great disdain. “Hardly remarkable looking.”

Captain Rutherford reads the document in his hands, and while he does that, I look about. The Juno’s officers are all on deck, as well, and down on the dock is a small squad of Regulars standing at Attention behind a coach-and-two. I had seen Jaimy as soon as I came out of the hatch, but upon seeing the Colonel and casing out the situation, I determined not to look at him, though I could feel his hot eyes burning into me as I was brought up before the two commanding officers. Jaimy is not bound, but he is between two very large lieutenants. No, I keep the Look on my face and wait to see just how this thing will play out.

“But this is highly irregular, my dear Colonel Swithin . . . ,” says the Captain, continuing to scan the paper, great doubt plain on his face. He shakes his head. “. . . and the matter of the reward . . .”

“Put your mind at rest, my dear Sir,” says Colonel Swithin, a slight smile playing about his rouged lips, “all is in order.” He gestures to one of his junior officers behind him, who steps forward bearing a heavy sack in his hands. Captain Rutherford’s eyes go wide.

“I think you’ll be delighted to learn, Captain,” continues the Colonel, “that the reward had been increased to a full three hundred pounds. I congratulate you on your fine prize.”

I know that swept any remaining doubts from Captain Rutherford’s greedy head. A fine prize, indeed—more than three times his annual salary as Post Captain—enough to buy a small estate, even.

“Very well,” he manages to say, ill concealing his joy, “if you will leave with me a signed transfer document . . .”

“Of course, my dear Captain,” says Colonel Swithin with a slight bow. “But first, a mere formality. Would you bring the female over to me so that I might be sure of her identity?”

“Bring her here,” barks Captain Rutherford, and I am dragged up before Swithin.

He puts his perfumed handkerchief up to cover his nose, as if to prevent any foul smell from entering it that might be coming from me. He reaches out his other hand and puts his palm on my forehead and shoves my head back so as to peer at my damning white eyebrow.

I bristle at this. “I am not used to being handled so by one to whom I have not been properly introduced. You will take your hand from my person,” I hiss from beneath his 
 grasp. I sense a rustle of discontent from the naval officers behind me at this display of maltreatment of one whom they had come to know with some fondness on the voyage here. I cannot see Jaimy, but I imagine he is being restrained.

The Colonel does not answer me but instead runs his thumb over my eyebrow, apparently convinced of its genuineness. He drops his hand and says, “Men of my station are not introduced to harlots. Lift up your dress.”

“What? Am I to be made a spectacle of, then, here before any who care to gaze upon me as I am shamed by you?” I ask, outraged. I shake off his hand.

“Hold her,” orders Colonel Swithin, and poor Corporal Kelley, who I know wants no part of this, has to grasp me tightly by the upper arms and hold me steady. “I must protest this,” I hear one of the officers of HMS Juno say, and there are echoing calls for the stopping of this outrage upon my person, but they are silenced with a hard look from their captain. Shame on you, Captain Rutherford, for allowing this outrage to happen on your ship.

“Talbot. Jameson. Lift up her skirt and hold her.”

The two Redcoat officers advance on me. They lift my skirt and petticoats up to my waist, and they wait, the cloth wadded up in their fists, my lower undergarments exposed to the light of day and the scrutiny of all. I do not squeal or struggle in protest. Instead I fix this despicable colonel with the proudest Look I can manage and remain rigid as they hold me thus.

Colonel Swithin, his kerchief still held to his nose, reaches out one finger and pulls the waistband of my drawers down over my right hipbone. I feel the cool of the air hit my skin and hear a gasp from the crew of the Juno, some 
 of whom are my friends. Is that a hmmmmm of protest starting up? Thanks, mates, but I know you can do nothing . . .

“Ah. Just where it is supposed to be,” says the Colonel, referring to my damning tattoo. He withdraws his finger but not his handkerchief. “All is in order. You may cover her. Mr. Hale, step forward.”

At that, the officers Talbot and Jameson release my skirts, which fall back down to my ankles. The officer holding the bag of reward money steps forward. If Captain Rutherford had been trying to resist licking his lips in anticipation, he failed in the attempt. It is not a pleasant sight to see, and so I look away. Neither do I look at Jaimy, oh, no. Instead I fix my gaze upon the face of the Colonel of Dragoons. His cheek is powdered and rouged, I notice, and a small black beauty mark is affixed on his right cheekbone. A curious fashion, I reflect, what they call macaroni, the high style, and curious indeed to find it here in the States.

“Captain Rutherford, have you a secretary with quill and ink so that we might sign the necessary papers?” he asks, apparently satisfied that I am indeed the Dread Pyrate Jacky Faber, Scourge of the Caribbean and the Normandy Coast, Misappropriator of His Majesty’s Property—to wit, the brigantine bark Emerald—and, as such, properly despised by all good Britons.

“Smithers!” barks the Captain, and the ship’s purser dives below, to reemerge with a small table and pen and ink, which he sets up very quickly in front of Colonel Swithin, who takes the pen from Smithers’s quivering hand, dips it in the inkwell, and scratches his signature on the Letter of Prisoner Transferal, then hands the paper to Captain Rutherford.

“And now if you will just sign this receipt for the reward 
 money, we shall be on our way, a good day’s business having been concluded,” says Swithin.

Captain Rutherford takes the pen, but he does not sign. At a nod from Colonel Swithin, the bag of money is placed in the hands of the purser Smithers, who takes the bag and disappears below. There is a pause as Captain Rutherford continues to examine the receipt form, until Smithers reappears and nods at the Captain. At this, Captain Rutherford beams, dips the pen, and signs the receipt. He hands it to Colonel Swithin, who passes it to his subordinate.

“All is concluded, then. I must take this creature back to New York, where, I assure you, she is most eagerly awaited. Put her in—”

“I assume I am to go with this female, as you put it, to face whatever charges are against my good name,” I hear Jaimy call out.

“What is this?” asks Colonel Swithin. “Is there no discipline on this ship?”

Captain Rutherford reddens and says, “This man, Lieutenant Fletcher, has made it known that he is romantically attached to the Faber girl. I intended to take him with her back to London, to see if he had committed any crimes against the Crown in that regard.”

“Charges against my good name have been lodged by Captain Rutherford because of my connection to this woman. I demand that I be allowed to be taken with her so as to be able to clear those charges against me.” I still do not look in his direction.

“Well, then, perhaps we should take him with us. For interrogation,” says Colonel Swithin, appearing to consider this option.

“Nay,” says Captain Rutherford. “There is no warrant or reward out for him. He shall remain with us. I’ll take him back to London and turn him over to the authorities.” He turns to Jaimy. “No, sir, you shall come with us. You can see your lady love in London when they bring her out to the gallows! Perhaps you will even join her there!” He barks a laugh at his own wit.

At this, my heart dies within me.

“And what do you have to say about this young swain, then, Miss? He seems to hold you in some regard,” sneers Colonel Swithin in my direction.

What can I do? I’m going to have to deny him to save him. With the Look in place, I turn to face Jaimy. “This boy?” I say, my voice dripping with contempt. “Why, he is absolutely nothing to me. It is true we shared a friendship when we were children on the Dolphin, but since then he has turned against me in every instance of our meeting.”

Strong hands now hold Jaimy back. His eyes burn into mine, but I hood my own eyes and go on. “What would I say about such a boy? That he proved untrue with another girl, that he sank my ship, an action which resulted in my capture, that he is member of a service that has vowed to bring me low, as low as you see me here. Nay, he is less than nothing to me. Let us be off. I hope the accommodations and the company in New York are better than what I have found here.”

“Take her. I’ve had enough of her twaddle,” says Captain Rutherford. Lieutenants Talbot and Jameson come up and take me by my arms. I give Michael Kelley’s hand a final squeeze as he releases me. Lieutenant Hale takes up my seabag and I am led off the ship.

“Adieu, my good Captain,” I hear Colonel Swithin say behind me. I assume there is much bowing and many compliments as he leaves. No compliments for me, though, as I am hustled down the gangway, across the wharf, and thrown roughly into the carriage. Lieutenants Talbot and Jameson are on each side of me. I sit there and fume.

In a few moments, the door opens again and Colonel Swithin heaves his bulk into the carriage. “Driver! Go!” he roars out the window, and we clatter off.

We sit there in silence for a moment, and then the Colonel says, “Well played, Miss.”

And I say, “Well played, Higgins, but we must go back and get Jaimy, we must—”

“We must be calm and carefully plan out our next move. Mr. Fletcher is in no danger, believe me.”

I put my face to the window and look up at the rail of the Juno. Is that Jaimy? Oh, Jaimy, I didn’t mean any of what I said, no I didn’t, but . . .

“Miss, you must get back from the window. Here, let me undo your wrists.” My hands were still bound but I didn’t notice, as I am so often bound and confined.

“Oh, yes, very well played by all,” chortles Mr. Bean, formerly Lieutenant Talbot, who sits on my right, “but I must especially compliment you, Mr. Fennel, on your portrayal of Officer Jameson—you were the very picture of a British junior officer—just the right amount of officiousness, bluster, and complete asininity.”

Both Mr. Fennel and Mr. Bean begin hurrying out of their uniforms, showing that particular lack of modesty common to the theatrical world. It is not an easy thing, as the carriage is rocking wildly back and forth. I noticed when 
 I boarded that the driver was Ed Strout, the same member of the acting troupe who worked in the daytime as a hack driver and had been the one to help me haul poor Jim Tanner off for repair after he had been badly beaten by those rotters Beadle and Strunk those long months ago.

The carriage careens around a corner, and our escort squad disappears—I know they will have slipped into the side entrance of the theater to doff their costumes and slip back into anonymity. Thanks, mates.

“Thank you, Mr. Bean, and I must say I found your performance to be equally above reproach.” Mr. Fennel struggles out of his striped regimental trousers and reaches into a bag concealed under the seat and pulls out a pair of workman’s overalls. He tosses a similar pair to Mr. Bean. “But I do think the highest accolades belong to our Mr. Higgins.”

“Oh, without a doubt, Sir!” exults Mr. Bean, as he worms himself into his overalls. “Such carriage, such easy elegance, such a fine turn of leg!”

“Yes, surely you must return someday to our stage!” says Mr. Fennel. “What a Caesar you would make with that fine brow and that noble nose! Or Marc Antony! Can you see it, Mr. Bean?”

“Oh, yes, Mr. Fennel. Hamlet, even.”

Higgins, for his part, merely smiles and doffs his helmet and red coat, then puts on his fawn and white suit coat, pulling his white trousers out of his boot tops so that the cuffs fall about his ankles. Higgins pulls off the beauty mark from his cheek and flings it away and then takes out a handkerchief and wipes the powder from his face. A matching fawn top hat, and he is once again the civilized civilian that he so very much is.

“You flatter me, gentlemen, and I do look forward to returning to your stage. However, we do have our young charge to consider.” Higgins adjusts his cravat. “And was not her performance something for the ages?”

It is all too much for their young charge—coming into port in high triumph at our victory over the Bloodhound, seeing Jaimy, and then being taken and losing Jaimy once more, and then my sudden deliverance from a certain death sentence to where I now sit. The tears spill out of my eyes and over my cheeks.

“Her selfless denial of her young lover to save him from durance vile, the self-sacrifice, oh, the dramatic possibilities. Can you not see it as a play? Why, there would not be a dry eye in the house.”

“I shall get out pen and paper immediately upon our return to the theater. I can see the program notes: The story of a young maiden forced to renounce her own true love for the sake of his own dear safety. We shall call it She Gave All for Love, or, Love’s Favor Lost . . . Why, my dear, what ever is the matter?”

I wrap an arm around each of the actors’ shoulders and plant a wet, tear-mingled kiss on their cheeks. “That you should risk all—your freedom, your reputations, your very lives—to save me in my moment of peril, I cannot tell you—”

“Tut-tut, my dear. Do you think we would leave our own Puck, our own Ophelia, our own Portia, to languish in the cruel clutches of a heartless enemy? Nay, never! Excelsior. What? Into the fray, that’s the ticket!” says Mr. Fennel.

“All that and more, but now we must Exeunt Stage Right, Miss,” says Mr. Bean, his hand on the door latch. “Come 
 back to us soon. You must finally consent to play Cordelia! You must!”

They each don a workman’s cap, stick a foul pipe into their mouths, and, as the carriage pulls to a prearranged stop, they are out the door and onto the street, just two doughty yeomen heading home after a day’s honest labor.

“We will be debarking soon, so you must make yourself ready,” says Higgins. “Your Jim Tanner will be at the bridge to Cambridge with horses to take us into the interior until we can decide what to do.”

“Higgins.” I sniffle. “I thank you from the bottom of my heart for my rescue, but still I worry about Jaimy. What will they do to him?” I wring my hands in despair. Poor Jaimy, to have to stand there and watch the rescue attempt and not say anything. He would have recognized Higgins right off but was condemned to stand there and let everything play out, for fear of messing things up. I am so very hard on my friends.

“I think you can put your mind to rest on that, Miss,” says Higgins. “No harm will come to your Mr. Fletcher, trust me. As you so plainly said for all to hear, he did sink your ship which resulted in your capture, and besides, he has done nothing to aid you in your supposed crimes against the Crown. He did not assist you or hide you or do anything in that regard.”

“I suppose,” I say, chewing worriedly on a knuckle. “Still, I am not at ease.”

“You denied him so utterly, and so convincingly, I might add—a nice touch, that. Very quick thinking, under the circumstances. You do continue to amaze me.”

“It was not an easy role to play, believe me. Poor Jaimy.”

“I fear that for the moment, at least, the pangs of young love must yield to the cold scrutiny of painful reality. It is you they mean to hang, not Mr. Fletcher. Keep that in mind.”

We rattle on some more, and I look out at my beloved Boston, a place I had so looked forward to seeing again, a place I know I must now leave.

“Where did you get the money, Higgins?” I ask. “Three hundred pounds is a lot of money. I know Faber Shipping, Worldwide did not have anywhere near that sum in its coffers.”

“Oh, yes, a lot of money, indeed,” says Higgins, smiling. “I’m sure Captain Rutherford is in the highest of spirits right now. However, I wonder just how high his spirits will be when his superiors find out he let the notorious Jacky Faber slip through his fingers, and confront him with that distressing fact.”

“The money, Higgins?”

“Oh, yes. Well, you’ll be cheered to know it was collected from your sisters of the Lawson Peabody. The coffers of Faber Shipping are indeed light, but what there is, I safely tucked here in my breast pocket.” He peeks out the side curtain. “We are approaching our rendezvous.”

“Those girls? They’re upper-class, they never handle money. How could they come up with that amount?”

“Well, it came mostly from Mademoiselle de Lise and Miss Clarissa Howe. They were the two who had ready money on hand.”

Clarissa Worthington Howe bailing Jacky Faber’s tail out of jail. Now, if that ain’t the world turned upside down, I don’t know what is.

My eyes, which have been none too dry this entire ride, moisten up yet again. I shake my head in wonder at it all. Such good friends to come to me in my hour of need.

“We’ll be there in five minutes, I believe,” says Higgins, with another look out the window, and that brings me out of my reverie. I certainly can’t ride in this school dress.

“Unbutton me, Higgins,” I say, turning so he can get at the row of buttons on the back of my school dress. “I’ve got to get into my serving-girl rig.”

He does it, and as I’m slipping off the dress and the petticoats and the chemise that go with it, Higgins goes into my seabag and comes up with the proper garb. Off with my white stockings and on with the black, then on with the blousy white shirt, the black skirt, and finally the black lace-up vest. I put my riding boots on my feet, my shiv in my vest, and my cloak about my shoulders, with its hood upon my head. I am ready to ride.

Higgins expertly folds my clothes as I take them off, and he neatly tucks them into my seabag.

“Where are we going?” I ask, when I am done messing with my clothes. It is good to get back into this tight-fitting rig.

“Out to the West for a bit till we can figure out our next move. We need some breathing room.”

“Aye on that, Higgins, but could we not merely have gone to Dovecote and hid out there till things calm down?”

“Ahem. I’m afraid not,” says Higgins. “During our time on the Emerald, Miss Amy Trevelyne finished and published her second book concerning your travels and exploits, titled, I believe, The Curse of the Blue Tattoo. It has received wide circulation locally and is about to be published in London. 
 So everyone will know of your connection to the Dovecote estate. It is the first place that pursuers would look.”

Damn! Thanks, Amy, once again.

“Never trust someone with a pen in their hands,” I say ruefully.

“True, but then again, Miss Amy, at the time, figured your adventuring days were over,” says Higgins in a soothing voice, “and besides, all proceeds from the sale of the books go to your Home for Little Wanderers in London.”

Well, there’s that, I suppose. Fair trade. “But won’t they think me safely captured, at least for a little while? Doesn’t that give us some time?”

“Hmmm, I don’t know. Our little ruse might yet be discovered—there are communications twixt Boston and New York. It was really the money that effected your release, not the artfulness of our performance.”

I take in this information and I begin to think. And to plan. We cannot go to New York, or Philadelphia, or to any of the Yankee towns. We cannot take passage from any port, for I may be recognized. I cannot go north to Canada, nor east to England. Very well, west it must be. I think back to what Katy Deere told me of the West when we talked those long hours on the Bloodhound . . . how the rivers out there joined together, how the Allegheny flowed together with the Monongahela to form the Ohio, and how the Ohio flowed on to the—

“We are here, Miss. Let us debark.”

The carriage rattles to a stop and I jump out of the coach. There at the foot of the bridge over to Cambridge stands my good coxswain Jim, holding three horses by their reins.

“Jim Tanner! Oh, well met, Jim!” And I rush over and wrap my arms around the boy. He returns my embrace ardently. Hmmm. Very ardently. It seems the boy has grown some since last we parted.

“It is good to see you, too, Missy. We feared you lost for so long a time.” I swear I see a mist in his eye, too.

“Well,” I say, wiping a tear from my own eye, “you can see that I have a way of popping back up, against all odds.”

“Yes, Miss, and for that I am very glad. Up with you, now. Mr. Higgins, the toll has been paid and we are free to cross.”

He holds the stirrup steady, and I put my foot in it and swing myself up. Oh . . . oh, it is so good to feel a stout horse between my legs again. He passes me the reins and throws my seabag up behind me and straps it down.

“Three horses, young Jim?” I ask, as Higgins mounts his own, much larger horse. I know he suppresses a groan, for I also know that my stalwart Higgins is not overly fond of riding.

“Yes, Missy, I am going with you.”

“But what of the Star? Our traps? Faber Shipping, Worldwide?”

“The Star has been hauled out at Dovecote for safekeeping. Faber Shipping shall have to watch out for its own self for a while as Constable Wiggins has a warrant out for me, since I winged a rock at his fat head during the fight on Long Wharf when you were taken. So I must hide out, too.”

“Hmmm. Very well, Jim. Your company will be welcome. Are we ready? Then, let us go.” I dig my heels into my mount’s flanks and he leaps forward across the bridge.

And with a whoop, I call out, “Steer westward, on a course of 290 degrees, march!”

 


And westward we do thunder. We ride down Cambridge Street, past the college where only a few months ago my fellow students and I serenaded the Harvard boys, and onto the Boston Post Road, heading west, ever west, away from the dangers of the coast. It is not like me to shy away from the sea, but there is water where I am headed, and I am told there is lots of it, so it will be all right.

We make a good twenty miles on what is left of this day and pull up for the night at Howe’s Tavern in Sudbury for the night. How many Howes are there in this world, I ask myself, thinking of Clarissa Worthington Howe, my sometime enemy, my sometime Sister-in-arms.

Tomorrow we push on to Worcester, the route that Ezra Pickering planned out for the conspirators to escape west. But that is the extent of Ezra’s knowledge of the frontier, and we will be on our own after that. Just head west is my thought—I’ve got my compass—and ask directions as we go. Shouldn’t be that hard to find the Allegheny River, should it?

Howe’s Tavern—a house of entertainment, it calls itself—turns out to be quite a lively place. I wish I could take out my sweet Lady Gay, my fine fiddle—Thanks, Higgins, for remembering to bring her along—and add to the merriment in the room, but alas, I cannot, for safety’s sake. Maybe when we get farther inland I can start doing some sets again. After all, we are going to need money.

We take a room, Higgins and I, me being presented as his 
 daughter, and Jim will sleep in the barn, to watch over the horses. We must conserve our coin, and even in the span of this day’s ride, the countryside has grown decidedly wilder. At least to this city girl’s eyes.

We take our dinner together in the Great Room of the tavern, and I find the dinner tastes wondrous good to me after all that awful burgoo on the Bloodhound, the standard ship’s rations on the Juno, and then back to burgoo when I was confined. I’m afraid I disappointed Higgins with the licking of my chops as well as my greasy fingers. Don’t care. It’s been a long time. I’ll be a lady tomorrow.

We go to our room, and a bath is ordered up and a tub is brought to our room and filled with steaming hot water. I disrobe and crawl in and give a great sigh of pure sinful delight as I sink up to my neck in the suds.

“Oh, Higgins, you cannot know, it has been so long since I have had a true bath, ohhhhhh . . .” I sigh and close my eyes as I lean my shoulders against the high back of the tub. Higgins takes up a small pail and dips it twixt my knees to fill it with water, and that water he pours over my head, and it courses down over my face. I feel a bar of soap put into my hand and I take it and wash my face and neck and shoulders and armpits and then lean back down, to feel Higgins’s expert fingers begin to work the soap into my hair.

“I suspect that it feels quite good, Miss, considering what you have recently been through. Although Sylvie was quite expressive in her description of the horrid conditions on the Bloodhound, still, I cannot imagine it. And what are you smiling at, if I may ask?”

I smile to think on Sylvia Rossio, my good and dear but generally quite shy and quiet friend and fellow captive, as 
 well as fellow serving girl at one time, joyously meeting up with her own true love Henry Hoffman there in New York Harbor and then riding with him up to Boston to bring the glad tidings of the deliverance from slavery of the girls of the Lawson Peabody to the once bereft and grief-stricken parents and friends. Just how was your journey from New York to Boston, Sylvie, hmmm? I think, wickedly.

“Oh, nothing,” I say. “Just my sinful pleasure at this bath, and in your own sweet company. I’m sure Annie and Betsey would say I’d just bought myself a lot more time in purgatory because of it, but I don’t care. I shall offer up some sacrifice on my part in the future to make up for it.”

“You have a curious theology, Miss. Here, please lean forward so that I might rinse.”

When I lean back again, my hair lank about my face, I ask, “How much money do we have, Higgins?”

“Not a large amount, I’m afraid. Most of the money available from your friends in Boston went to fund your reward. Faber Shipping had twenty-four dollars in its coffers due to Jim Tanner’s exertions with the Morning Star’s traps. I have one hundred and fifty-five dollars left from the money I got from the sale of the jewel you slipped into my hand when you were confined on board the Wolverine. You will recall that I tendered the bulk of the sale of that jewel to your London Home for Little Wanderers for their continued maintenance, retaining only enough to maintain myself until such time as you were back on your moneymaking feet again, as it were. And Ezra Pickering pressed another hundred dollars on me, begging me to tell you that Miss Amy Trevelyne considered it a small advance on her second book, the one detailing your early adventures in the New World.”

This gets another sigh from me, this one not of pure pleasure. “Am I not famous enough, Higgins?”

“Ahem. I believe she has even started on the third.”

Oh, Lord! Is there not a single part of me that will remain unexamined? Will none of my depredations against good manners and good order and propriety in all their unseemly tawdriness be kept from the world’s curious eye?

I sink under the water in despair.

“A false suicide attempt will avail you nothing,” I hear Higgins say. He reaches down and pulls my head from the water, and piles my hair on top of that same head. “Besides, you and your Home need the money, and Miss Amy is most discreet in her revelations, as far as I can discern.”

“She wasn’t all that discreet in the first one, as I recall. Can you imagine being mercilessly teased by your fellow midshipmen over something written about you and a boy being snugged up for weeks in a hammock on a British warship, a penny-dreadful book that—”

There is a knock on the door and Higgins says, “Who?” and Jim Tanner from outside the door says, “The pallet you ordered, Mr. Higgins.”

“Come in, Jim,” says Higgins, casting me a glance. Although my back is to the door, I cross my arms before my chest and sink further down into the now soap-clouded water.

Jim comes in, bearing the narrow straw-filled mattress. I had told Higgins that he should sleep with me in the big bed, that I wanted him to sleep with me, as it would give me comfort, but he would have none of it—he felt it wasn’t proper, considering.

Considering what? I’m thinking, but I let it go. I turn my head to look at Jim, and he stands there looking over at me, astounded. I imagine the warmth and steam of the room has something to do with that look—the smell of the soaps, the smell of the shampoo, and, possibly, the smell of well-toasted female.

“Here, Jim, let me help you with that,” says Higgins, leaving the side of my tub.

While the two of them are setting up the pallet, I splash about a bit and then call over to Jim, “I have just heard that your efforts with the Star in my absence have put a fine twenty-four dollars into our coffers. I am most proud and gratified that my early trust in you has proved most true.”

With a very deft move, Jim dodges Higgins’s restraining hand and appears at my side. He looks down and stammers, “I-I wish it could have been more. I wish we could’ve gone fishin’ together like we used to do, Missy. I wish—”

Whatever Jim Tanner wishes is cut short as Higgins collars him and tosses him out the door. My trusty wedges are set, and that door will not open again till morning.

I rise and towel off and Higgins gets me my nightdress and cap and I sinfully revel in his attention and then crawl into the bed and sink into the feather mattress with a heartfelt groan of more pure pleasure. I close my eyes and offer up yet another heartfelt prayer for Jaimy Fletcher’s safety, and I do it quickly, for I know sleep is coming on fast. Tomorrow I shall think and plot and plan, but for now . . .

Ah, sweet sleep . . .


Chapter 3

The next morning, we’re up with the dawn. We will have breakfast, then the horses will be saddled and we will be off again.

At breakfast Higgins and I have some time to talk.

“So the plan is to go to this Allegheny River, which you have on good information flows into the Ohio and hence into the Mississippi, and we pay for passage downriver to New Orleans, and then book passage on a ship bound for God-knows-where?” asks Higgins, with not a little doubt in his voice.

“Aye. We’ll decide in New Orleans what our next move will be. At least we’ll be safe there, as it is a French port. Or a Spanish port. I forget which.”

“Ah, Miss. I’m afraid you’re mistaken. It is now an American port. Their President Jefferson has recently bought it from our old friend Monsieur Napoléon.”

“Indeed? When did that happen?”

“About three years ago. It was called the Louisiana Purchase.”

“How much did he pay for it?”

“About three cents an acre, I hear.”

 
“Ah, these sharp Yankee traders,” I say, patting my lips with my napkin, a lady again. “Still, they bear no special love for the British, so I should be safe there.”

I recalled Amy Trevelyne saying something about all that when we were up on the widow’s walk at the school, enjoying the spring air before the disastrous outing that resulted in all us girls (except Amy) getting nabbed by that slaver. At the time, when she said it was an enormous amount of land and a grand and great thing, I came back at her to ask, “Ain’t you Yankees got enough land, for God’s sake?” and she said that it’s more about national borders and protection from foreign invasion than being just about land. She said the President had sent out an expedition to chart the new lands and it was due back this summer. I said, “Oh, Amy, wouldn’t you just love to have gone along on that expedition?” and she looked at me as if I had lost my senses and said, “Certainly not, how could you ever think that?” “All those new places and wonders to see,” I said back at her, and she said, “All those bugs and red savages and wild animals, you mean. How could you want that, Sister? I swear, had I not seen you déshabillé on many—in fact, too many—occasions, I would suspect that you were not even of the gentle sex.” Though she and I are the very best of friends, we are cut from different cloth, I guess.

“And what, Miss, of the Brothers Lafitte, when we get to New Orleans?” asks Higgins.

“I thought of that, Higgins, and I think it would be well that we enter that city in disguise.”

“In very deep disguise, I should think, Miss,” retorts Higgins. “I well remember Jean Lafitte shaking his fist at us standing at the rail of the Emerald as we parted from him, 
 and vowing eternal revenge on you for the theft of, what, four hundred and fifty slaves?”

“Hmmm. I think that was the number. I recall that his threats were rather colorful. Especially when he described what he planned to do to me and various of my parts.”

“Yes, Miss. But perhaps you should not have laughed at him and taunted him so.”

“Aye, but I do hate a slaver,” says I, patting lips with napkin and rising. “Let us be off.”

Higgins, the imperturbable Higgins, gives a small groan as we rise from the table to begin the day’s ride. When we get to the barn, I note that young Jim doesn’t look too steady on his pins, either, and I know the cause: Although your feet sit in stirrups when riding a horse, you actually stay on the beast’s back by squeezing your legs together, which puts great strain on the inner thigh muscles, and if those muscles are not used to the strain, they’ll cramp and they will hurt, especially the next day. I well remember the morning after the first riding session I had at the Lawson Peabody, when I rose from bed and fell to my knees with the pain. But I got over it and so will my fellow fugitives.

We saddle up and head out.

It is a glorious morning, and I, for one, exult in being
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