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      “In Harm’s Way: Authentic. Captivating. Historically accurate. Inspirational. The British demonstrate their contempt for the pre-Revolutionary War colonists, both on land and at sea. Rejecting the King’s rule, the colonists assert their disdain for British soldiers and seamen. Captain Jonas Hawke, commissioned as a privateer by the Founding Fathers of the fledgling United States of America, pledges to fight as long and as hard as is necessary to shed the loathsome governance of the English king and his self-serving minions. Naval history comes alive, courtesy of the author, retired US Navy Commander Thomas Wing, Naval Academy and Naval War College graduate. A 5-star read!”

      —Laura Taylor, six-time Romantic Times award-winner

      

      “Tom Wing’s newest thriller, In Harm’s Way, is every bit as great a read as his breakout first novel, Against All Enemies. Set in the American Revolution, it follows the exploits of a sea captain turned privateer during this perilous period of our nation’s history. This story grabbed me and did not let me go, and I’m confident this work of historical fiction will have the same impact on all readers.”

      —George Galdorisi, CAPT, USN (Ret.), award-winning author and retired naval aviator

      

      “Tom Wing has done it again! This fast-paced naval adventure is a highly entertaining education in naval history from the perspective of a captain and crew as they navigate many complexities and dangers associated with taking the fight to Britain on the high seas as American privateers during the Revolutionary War.”

      —Isaac G. Lee, LtCol, USMC (Ret.), award-winning author of Hangar 4

      

      “With In Harm’s Way, author Thomas Wing’s beautiful prose captures the rhythm of the sea itself. Hypnotic, lyrical passages describing the dance between ocean, wind, and ship are punctuated by nerve-shattering naval pursuits and battles, bringing to vivid life the Revolutionary War battlefield of the Atlantic Ocean. Wing grounds his protagonist, the colonial privateer Captain Jonas Hawke, by giving him a family to defend and care for, and Hawke’s relationship with his young son is especially well-drawn. Fans of naval adventures by Patrick O’Brien and Sean Thomas Russell will be thrilled to discover an exciting new voice in the genre.”

      —Laura Rader, author of Hatfield 1677

      

      “It has been said many times throughout the annals of maritime history that sailors belong in ships and ships belong at sea. Tom Wing has taken us from the steel decks of a modern destroyer at war with the gallant crew of USS Nicholas in Against All Enemies to the wooden decks of the Virginia privateer Resolute taking the first steps towards building the maritime power of the United States. Again, Tom relates a gripping saga with a knowledge gained only by having experienced the deep emptiness of leaving families behind, the inner courage of facing the dangers and majesty of the sea, and the thrill of seeing the first lights of home again. I hope this is only the first of many adventures for Captain Hawke.”

      —Don Ditko, CAPT, USN (Ret.)

      

      “Captivating. Powerful. Well-written. Thomas Wing masterfully places you onboard an American square-rigged ship in an ocean ruled by the British Royal Navy. You can almost hear the creak of the blocks and smell the gun smoke. It is a gripping story capturing the fierce spirit of American sailors during the Revolutionary War and immersing you in the raw, high-stakes drama of privateering. But beyond the battles and strategy, it’s the emotional depth of the sailors’ experiences—their moments of doubt, defiance, and brotherhood—that truly resonate.”

      —David Wallace, LCDR, USN (Ret.)

      

      “Gripping, compelling, and impeccably well-researched, In Harm’s Way is a vibrant work of historical fiction and a must-read follow up to Wing’s debut novel, Against all Enemies. Drawing on his decades of experience sailing the high seas, Thomas Wing takes his readers on a dramatic voyage that explores the political divisions of colonial America, paints the Revolutionary War in a new and fascinating light, and leaves members of his fanbase asking the same tantalizing question—where will Captain Wing whisk us away to next?”

      —Patrick Holcomb, LtCol, USMC (Ret.), award-winning author of Where the Seams Meet
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            Preface

          

        

      

    

    
      The major events in and around Norfolk and Newport are true. I have inserted my fictional characters to show the impact these incidents and battles had on ordinary people. Additionally, the relocation of the Continental Congress to Baltimore from Philadelphia is historically accurate, as are depictions of the buildings. This includes the cannonball embedded in the wall of St. Paul’s Church in Norfolk. It is still there.

      The quiet support provided by the Spanish and Dutch in the Caribbean is also factual, though the specifics utilized in this novel are fictional. While it’s well-known that the French initially supported American independence under the table, then openly for years, less has been written about the support of the Dutch and Spanish in the Caribbean, other than by Barbara W. Tuchman, in her 1988 book The First Salute: A View of the American Revolution.

      My intent is to present authentic history, put into context by my characters. The only fictional (for the story) major events are Resolute’s battles with other ships, and those ships. The exception is the real Royal Navy sloop Otter, and her actual commander.

      Personalities and conversations with historical figures are obviously made up from whole cloth. However, contemporary writings or descriptions of those persons, for example, Esek Hopkins and the other members of the Marine Committee of Congress, were used to portray those persons as well as what they might have said as accurately as possible.

      With respect to locales, I have also used the old names and spellings. For example, Cape Henlopen was Cape Hinlopen in the 1770s. Likewise, Falmouth, Massachusetts is now known as Portland, Maine.

      The quote near the end of Chapter Four is from The Way of Duty, by Joy Day Buel and Richard Buel, Jr., W. W. Norton and Company, 1984; page 32. The original is from a letter by Reverend Joseph Fish to his daughter, Mary Noyes, upon the death of her firstborn son. (Used with permission.)

      The cover is adapted from an 1863 painting by William Bradford (1823-1892) titled Brigantine on a Lee Shore.

    

  


  
    
      “I wish to have no connection with any ship that does not sail fast; for I intend to go in harm’s way.”

      — John Paul Jones
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          Chapter One

        

      

    

    
      
        
        30 September 1775

        Norfolk, Colony of Virginia

      

      

      “Get the printing press, typesets, ink, and paper. Leave nothing.”

      The Royal Marines spread throughout the poorly lighted shop to begin the tasks ordered by the Royal Navy lieutenant in command. Their bright red jackets faded to the color of blood in the shop’s dim interior.

      Four of them disassembled the large printing press that stood in the center of the room. The odor of dried ink permeated the warm fetid air as more marines searched large cupboards at the base of the back wall, seeking quarter casks of ink. Two more seized wooden-framed trays of typeset from shelves next to the press. Others dragged burlap-covered bundles of blank newsprint toward the door. They collided with those carrying trays of type. Finally, two men overturned boxes, pulled out drawers and spilled them, and generally disarranged the contents of tables, desks, cupboards, and cabinets, ostensibly looking for printed papers.

      The Marine sergeant moved to untangle the groups near the door, then stepped back to the center of the room to oversee the action. The lieutenant came and stood next to him.

      Seeing the men at the back shake their heads after they’d opened the last of the cabinets, the sergeant said, “Beg pardon, sir, we canna find any ink.”

      “Hmph. There must be some here. Keep looking. Have the men search the rest of the house. Did you find that bastard Holt yet?”

      “No, sir. Corporal Coates says he heard a door in the back slam after we started lookin’ around. He and Williams went back there, quick like, but they couldna see anyone. House’s deserted, sir.”

      The lieutenant fumed. He was supposed to obtain a fully operable printing press, and that required ink. He was also supposed to deliver a fully cowed and silenced newspaper’s owner. That didn’t appear likely, either.

      “Keep at it.”

      “Yes, sir.”

      The sergeant came to attention, then moved off to further motivate his men.

      The Virginia Gazette & Norfolk Intelligencer was to be put permanently out of business. The lieutenant was also to escort Mr. Holt aboard ship to meet with Lord Dunmore’s secretary. They would discuss Holt’s unreasoned and senseless attacks against both the Royal Governor and the Royal Navy; in particular, on Captain Squire, Otter’s commanding officer.

      Lord Dunmore’s orders on those points had been very direct and strongly worded. He desired John Holt himself so he might ensure more favorable coverage of Lord Dunmore’s activities in the region. The fact that the newspaper had been printing mostly truthful articles — only slightly exaggerated — didn’t concern the lieutenant. Nor did he care that the Royal Navy had ravaged the countryside and the coastline, seizing fishing boats and small trading schooners without even the pretense of legitimacy.

      In tit-for-tat retaliation, the colonists had seized a tender from Otter, removing all its fittings and furnishings. The Navy had gotten the empty hull back eventually. This, however, had angered the lieutenant.

      Loath to disappoint Captain Squire, the latter being somewhat difficult when his orders weren’t carried out to the fullest, no matter the reason, the lieutenant turned and walked out to the street. His neck cloth cloyed at his throat as beads of sweat ran down his body beneath his jacket.

      Situated in a semi-circle centered on the door, another eight marines held loaded muskets across their chests, fingers rigid beside triggers. Beyond them stood a silent crowd, almost exclusively men. The few women stood at the back. Most of both wore scowls, but no one spoke.

      The lieutenant hoped someone would provoke his men, goad them into conflict. The young officer was looking for a fight. He’d grown tired of hiding aboard ship, foraging for scraps during short raids ashore. He was particularly tired of the people who’d caused him such discomfort. Life in these colonies was irritating enough without having to deal with the colonials. They were mean-spirited, vengeful, and had long memories. They still smoldered over events of more than a decade ago, when the lieutenant had been but a schoolboy. How they retained such anger, he couldn’t understand, least of all when it was directed at him, his governor, or especially his king. He’d be grateful to be shut of them when Otter returned to England in thirteen months. In the meantime, he wished for one, just one, to open his mouth.

      He sneered in the direction of the crowd. None did, though murmurs broke out then died quickly. Cowards. He turned away and went back inside.
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        * * *

      

      Three hours later, the lieutenant stood in the cabin aboard His Majesty’s Ship Otter.

      “Well, what have ye to say?” asked Captain Matthew Squire. Seated behind a table, Squire gazed coldly up at him, the corners of his mouth downturned.

      “Sir, as ordered, we marched to the office of the Virginia Gazette and Norfolk Intelligencer. I stationed my men⁠—”

      “Damn your eyes, Lieutenant, I want to know whether you carried out my orders, not a blow by blow description of marching.” Squire’s gravelly voice cut sharply into the lieutenant’s narrative.

      Resisting the desire to grind his teeth, the lieutenant changed tacks. “Yes, sir. We entered the office and seized the printing press and what supplies we could find. A crowd of perhaps fifty or sixty of the damn—” He paused, swallowing hard. “Beg pardon, sir. I meant fifty or sixty colonials. They stood quiet-like, sir, and watched. I had my men keep a close eye on them, but there was no trouble.”

      “So, Lord Dunmore can print and publish papers from his flagship, then?”

      The lieutenant licked his lips. “Ah, no, sir, not quite.” Seeing Squire’s mouth open, he quickly interjected, “There wasn’t any ink, sir. We took everything in the place apart, sir, and there weren’t no ink in the whole place. The printer hisself was not to be found, sir.”

      The officer’s carefully cultivated speech collapsed under his sudden burst of fear. He pushed on. “Sir, my men searched the houses around, but he wasn’t there. He must have been warned, sir.”

      He stopped, waiting for the explosion. When it didn’t come, he added, “But we did capture the bookbinder and a journeyman printer, sir. A Mr. Joseph Conant and a Mr. Alexander Cameron.”

      The sun slanting through the stern windows reflected off a wave top, directly into the lieutenant’s eyes. He blinked.

      Squire smiled coldly. “Well, no matter. We’ve got the press and we can find ink tomorrow or the next day. Lord Dunmore will have his newsprint, and we’ll finally have the truth out. And one of the first things to print is his order closing the ports of Norfolk, Portsmouth, and Suffolk. Not a single ship will be allowed in or out without a permit signed by Lord Dunmore. And I will recommend he not grant any. These damned colonials are going to pay for the damage they’ve done to the Navy, for what they’ve stolen from us. In money, in property, and in lives.”

      Squire stood in dismissal. He turned to look out the stern windows. Gray smoke rose from the distant town of squat houses and shops, blending with the low clouds overhead.

      As the lieutenant stepped out, he heard Squire say, “Yes, indeed, they will pay.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          Chapter Two

        

      

    

    
      
        
        26 October 1775

        At Sea off the coast of Virginia

      

      

      Coming up on deck in the predawn darkness, Captain Jonas Hawke turned and looked west. The bright gibbous moon lay only half an hour below the western horizon. Where it had sunk into the sea there remained a silvery sort of twilight. Somewhere in that direction was Cape Henry and home. Above, the stars shone starkly in the crisp air, hard points of light in the ink-black expanse.

      In a few hours, by his reckoning, they would pass abeam the cape, then on to Hampton Roads where the James and Elizabeth Rivers merged into the Chesapeake Bay. By nightfall, he would be home with Mary and the children. They’d gather in front of the hearth and he’d show them the trinkets he’d brought. He’d meet his new twins. Later, he and Mary would sit alone in front of the fire….

      He shook such thoughts from his mind. He was close, yet there was a full day’s activity ahead. Jonas didn’t think himself superstitious, yet he was a sailor to the core. He didn’t want to imagine about the homecoming lest he jeopardize its realization.

      A tall, solid man, heavy but not fat, Jonas nevertheless moved easily with the ship’s motion. Legs long accustomed to the motion of a ship in a seaway effortlessly, unconsciously, shifted his weight back and forth, forward and aft. His dark brown hair was tied in a queue at the base of his neck, but as usual a few wayward strands fluttered round his face in the gentle wind. Unlike many sailors, he didn’t braid it or coat it with tar. Instead, he bound it with tarred marlin, more in the style of a genteel landsman, the tarred marlin a nod to his seafaring nature. Wearing the long white canvas pantaloons he favored aboard ship, and a loose flowing blue cotton shirt, today he also wore a light tarpaulin jacket. His deeply tanned face marked a man who’d been many years at sea.

      Elizabeth herself mimicked Jonas, rolling gently in the long swells, sails slatting as her masts swung to and fro. A light breeze off the land kept her hove to under fore and main topsails. She was, to the uninitiated, wide and ungainly, what sailors called beamy. A full-rigged ship, with three masts and square sails on all, she looked to be from an earlier era with her exaggerated poop deck sloping upward to a high stern. She was younger than she looked, being only twenty years old. She remained well found. Rising tall out of the water with great freeboard between waterline and deck, her tumblehome rolled a man inboard gently as he ascended her sides. Jonas was fond of her. Not fast, she was steady, a good sea boat, sailors said.

      He strode the hard wooden deck slowly, forward then aft, unconsciously avoiding ringbolts and other fittings strewn in his path.

      On deck earlier than was his wont, he paced rather than toss and turn in his cot. Up and to starboard, Polaris lay framed between the graceful curve of the foot of the main topsail and the hard line of the main yard. The star slowly migrated left, then right as the ship’s head swung back and forth. Pacing didn’t satisfy, however, so he moved to the rail on the windward side and leaned over to watch the barely visible wake. Elizabeth first surged slowly ahead, turning into the wind. Then, as the fore topsail was taken aback, she lost headway and gathered sternway, the bow falling off the wind. Thus with the wind generally on her larboard side, she moved gently to starboard, away from the longed-for shore.

      Jonas stood mesmerized by the smooth stretch of inky water left on the surface by the sideways drift. The pattern repeated endlessly and would continue until he gave the order to alter course homeward. That order would come soon. Once the sun rose and began to warm the land, the winds would shift toward the shore and grow in strength.

      “Good morning, sir, I’m about to strike three bells. Mr. Masefield left orders to call all hands at five bells.”

      Ship’s bells rang each half hour during a watch. Three bells in the morning watch was five-thirty in the morning. All hands would be called an hour later, at six-thirty.

      A voice issued from the darkness at Jonas’s elbow.

      “Very well, Mr. Pierce,” Jonas replied.

      Pierce turned and ordered the seaman to strike three bells, then returned his attention to Jonas.

      “If I may, I took a sight on the pole star just after I came on deck. Latitude thirty-six degrees, fifty-three minutes north.” Originally from Charleston, a slight drawl softened his speech.

      “Very good. We’ll have a fair run into the Bay,” Jonas responded.

      Forward, one and a half double strokes of the bell indicated it was now five-thirty. His sailor’s subconscious reminded him the sunrise would come in just about fifty minutes. He contemplated the navigation situation.

      They’d been continuously at sea for seven weeks, with no landfall in the last five. That had been the island of St. Peter and St. Paul’s Rocks in the mid-Atlantic. Despite being certain of his latitude, he’d ordered the bottom sampled last evening with the sounding lead. They’d pulled up mud and broken shells at fourteen fathoms. Based on depth and bottom composition alone, he estimated Cape Henry lay no closer than ten nautical miles nor more than fifteen, though the continental shelf had a very shallow slope at this point. He’d hove to just slightly south of the right latitude for the entrance to let the Gulf Stream push them slowly north through the night.

      To starboard the horizon grew perceptibly lighter. He fancied he even felt warmth. Approaching footsteps drew his face from the rail. “Good morning, John,” he said.

      Jonas’s first mate moved toward him. Masefield had had the watch from midnight until four, so Jonas was surprised to see him on deck again after only two hours below.

      “Good morning, sir.”

      A short and balding man, Masefield was also lean and hard. His face was the color and texture of old leather, accented with piercing blue eyes that peered out from eyelids perpetually half closed against decades of bright sun. An excellent seaman, he’d been a sailor longer than Jonas had been alive.

      “Cape Henry in the offing, sir?” asked Masefield.

      “I am hopeful we will find it visible once the sun is up. Mr. Pierce confirms the latitude.”

      The water slapping the sides of the ship produced a calm, normal, peaceful sound. The two stood peaceably and silent, waiting, watching.

      “Land ho! Land broad on the larboard beam.”

      The cry galvanized all hands and brought up most of those below deck. Every man hoped to catch a glimpse of shore, of home. Those already aloft crowded the larboard yards while others lined the rail. Though he strove to remain businesslike, even Jonas’s heart lifted and his pulse quickened. Feigning nonchalance, he pretended to study the set of the sails.

      When he could wait no longer, he hefted his body into the rigging and climbed the main shrouds hand over hand. Hanging back downward as he climbed over the edge of the top, he continued up to the topgallant mast crosstrees and seated himself. Wrapping an arm around the mast, he settled his telescope and looked for the land.

      “There, sir, just a hair’s breadth aft o’ the larboard beam,” said the lookout. He’d climbed farther up the topgallant mast shrouds to make room for Jonas.

      It was Cape Henry, all right, closer than expected, in fact only six or seven miles off, emerging from the darkness and haze of humidity that cloaked it. It always cheered him to have his navigation confirmed.

      Jonas remained aloft, enjoying the sunrise at his back and home to his front. Finally, he twisted around and watched as the sun ponderously heaved itself into the firmament. For the first time in well over a year, surrounded as he was by the familiar smells of tar and hemp, the motion of the mast, and with home under what would soon be his lee, he felt truly happy.

      As all good things must, his time aloft needed to end. Reluctantly, he closed his telescope and grasped the shroud for the return trip. Reaching the deck, he moved aft.

      To Pierce, he said, “Cape Henry, it is. Call me when the wind shifts and we’ll stand in. I’m going below for some breakfast.” To Masefield, he added, “Please join me when you can.”
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        * * *

      

      As the morning aged, the wind veered first north and then northeast. Soon Elizabeth bowled along under topsails, courses, and fore topgallant, wind firmly on her starboard quarter. Three headsails and the spanker completed her homecoming ensemble. The creamy froth at her cutwater leapt out to either side as if dancing in joy itself, then streamed along her waterline to disappear swirling astern. Heeling gently to leeward, she seemed to strain to get home herself as if she too wanted to rest her weary bones. The rigging creaked and sang. The breeze freshened, the growing chop giving rise to whitecaps. Above, the sky was so blue it hurt, with only an occasional fluff of cotton to mar its cold perfection. It was ideal for coming home.

      Jonas and Masefield stood to windward on the poop deck. Cape Henry lay far astern now, and the great expanse of the Chesapeake Bay stretched out to starboard as Elizabeth approached Sewell’s Point. Halfway home. Ahead lay the long bend south to run up the Elizabeth River to Norfolk. The tide would turn to a flood about then, helping them along. For the moment, the last of the ebb increased the steepness of the chop with the wind blowing against the outflow of tide. As Elizabeth put her shoulder into the backside of a wave, a rainbow of spray flew to leeward.

      “Looks like a warship coming down the bay, sir,” said Masefield. The lookout had reported an unknown sail before, but Jonas hadn’t bothered to more than glance at it.

      Now he swung his telescope around. The narrow entry and row of gunports along the main deck confirmed its status. “He’s got something in mind of importance. He carries more sail than prudent in this breeze,” Jonas said.

      The two men watched as the ship skirted the channel edge near Horseshoe and Thimble shoals, then approached Point Comfort, obviously making for the river entrance. Jonas allowed it’d probably enter before they did, though not by much. No great matter, he thought, the channel is wide enough for both. He turned his mind to tallying the myriad of things to be done in preparation to either anchor or warp alongside the quay.

      “Is that a signal?” Masefield asked.

      Jonas raised his telescope again. Perhaps three or four flags flew from the stranger’s mizzen halyards, but they blew right at Elizabeth.

      “Perhaps to a friend farther up the bay. He must know we can’t read it.”

      Both men started at the sound of a gun. They barely had time to see the powder smoke before the wind whipped it away.

      Jonas shook his head. “See what you can make of that signal.”

      While Masefield climbed a few feet up the mizzen shrouds, Jonas ran forward and climbed halfway up the foremast shrouds to scan the water ahead.

      “Lookout, there. Harper, d’ya see anything ahead? Sandbars, a wreck maybe?” he called aloft.

      After a long moment and another gun from the sloop, Harper called back, “No, sir, nothin’. Nor no ripples like might be somethin’ on th’ bottom.”

      They were approaching the spit to the south but were easily in the middle of the channel. A relatively recent addition to the topography of the southern bay, the spit had been raised during a hurricane a bit more than ten years before. But there was no sign of any new changes that posed a danger. The buoys looked to be in the right places.

      Still, they’d been gone more than a year. Jonas ordered sail shortened while Masefield stationed a man in the forward chains to heave the lead. The crew grumbled as they took in and furled topgallant sails and fore course. They wanted nothing to slow their return. Elizabeth’s speed rapidly diminished, now under topsails and headsails alone.

      “If I may, sir, I think they mean us to heave to. I canna say for certain.”

      All doubt was removed, however, for when the sloop fired once more, a splash erupted ahead of Elizabeth. Shortly thereafter, the warship’s remaining ports opened and a row of guns appeared.

      “Clew up main and mizzen tops’ls. Put your helm down and bring her head into the wind. Cast loose the heads’l sheets. Set and back the spanker.” Jonas flung angry orders at his now bewildered crew. This time they hurled themselves to it. The sooner they obeyed and settled whatever business the Royal Navy had with them, the sooner they would be once more homeward bound.

      Jonas shared their puzzlement. The sounds of flapping canvas and squealing blocks enveloped the ship.

      As Elizabeth rounded up and hove to, the sloop did likewise. As it drifted slowly down on them, Jonas hailed her with his speaking trumpet.

      “The warship ’hoy. What is the meaning of this, sir? Forcing me to heave to here hazards my ship.”

      “This is His Majesty’s sloop Otter. Anchor your vessel and stand by to be boarded. All your crew to be on deck for my officer,” came the response. Most unusual, they’d not asked Elizabeth’s identity.

      Jonas had never been stopped like this before, nor had he heard of this happening except under a blockade or to press men. It was unlikely Otter was looking to press sailors this close to port. There hadn’t been a press in Norfolk for more than eight years, not after the riots the last time.

      Jonas waited, face set in a scowl.
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        * * *

      

      As soon as Elizabeth’s anchor was set, Otter followed suit, placing herself so as to keep her guns trained on Elizabeth.

      Otter’s longboat came alongside and hooked on to the main chains. A very young, gangly lieutenant bounded up the ladder to Elizabeth’s deck. Twelve armed sailors quickly followed. All drew their pistols or cutlasses as they gained the deck. Ten of them covered Jonas’s crew, gathered in the waist. The remaining two stood behind their lieutenant. The officer scowled broadly, silently pointed at Jonas, then at a spot immediately in front of himself.

      Jonas did not move. Silence reigned, broken only by the flap of sails and the creak of the ship’s hull. Tension flooded the deck like ice water.

      “You did not greet me with proper honors, Mister. You owe respect to the Navy and by God, you will show it. Now, get over here and speak to me,” he bellowed.

      Ignoring the outburst, Jonas remained where he was and asked, “What is the meaning of this, sir? I protest the stopping of my ship.” He tried to keep the anger out of his voice. He’d learned long ago that a cautious yet firm hand in dealing with naval officers was prudent. He paused, then moved slowly nearer the officer, carefully avoiding the spot indicated.

      “You are in no position to protest anything, and you’ll keep a civil tongue in your head. Else I will have you bound and gagged.” The lieutenant leered. He made no effort to hide his anticipation of doing just that, if only Jonas would do something, anything, to precipitate it. He quite obviously enjoyed his perceived position of power.

      “You rebels must learn manners, Jonathan. Let me see your permits.” At Jonas’s blank stare, he added, “You do have your permits, don’t you? The ones that authorize you to trade into Norfolk? From Lord Dunmore?”

      “Of course not. What permits? Norfolk is a free port. And who is ‘Jonathan’? My name is Captain Jonas Hawke.”

      The officer snorted, smiling smugly. “I don’t care what your name is. You are a lowborn rebel colonist, a Jonathan.” He raised his voice. “This vessel is now prize to Captain Squire of His Majesty’s sloop Otter. You are to consider yourselves under arrest for violation of Lord Dunmore’s orders in council. I am Lieutenant Alder, and I am now in command.”

      Jonas stared, unable to speak. Forward, a seaman moved to secure a halyard. In the haste to heave to, it hadn’t been made up properly and had worked itself nearly off the belaying pin. One of the British sailors promptly clubbed him with the butt of a pistol. Hinckley fell unconscious to the deck. Blood pooled under his head. Two more of Jonas’s crew moved to help him, but the British sailors growled and readied to strike. Jonas’s men snarled and bent forward, ready to leap.

      Jonas found his voice. “Hold! Stay where you are.”

      Turning, Jonas moved toward the lieutenant, who backed away, scrabbling for his sword. The sailor behind him raised his pistol.

      Jonas stopped. “What in God’s name are you doing? By what right do you assault my crew and seize my ship? We are loyal subjects of his majesty the King.”

      “Subjects? Ha. No, you are colonists, with only the rights his majesty sees fit to grant. Under the laws of war, this ship is now a prize and you are my prisoners. Do you state your intention to resist?” Alder asked, voice slightly wobbly. He let go the pommel of his sword and moved his hand to the butt of his own pistol. He licked his lips.

      Jonas harrumphed. The boy had found his courage, facing an unarmed man.

      With no choice but to acquiesce, Jonas withheld an answer. His body, tensed and ready to lash out, uncoiled, and he stood straight. Pausing to steady his voice, he said, “At least let my men tend to Hinckley. Or do you think an unconscious man a threat?”

      Lieutenant Alder seemed to consider refusing. But then he nodded.

      Chapman and Scott moved to tend to Hinckley.

      Jonas continued, “You are in the wrong. I shall protest when we return to port. What is this about us being ‘rebels’? We are from Norfolk, not Boston.”

      “I have seized your ship for commerce with the enemy. No trade is permitted into Norfolk.”

      “What the devil are you talking about? There’s no war here. I’ve spoken both French and Spanish ships, as well as English. They’ve nought said anything of war. Virginians are loyal.”

      Alder snorted. “No war? Perhaps you’re right. There’s no war, least not with the Frogs or Spaniards. And if they know what is good for them, they’ll not interfere. Not a real war, just a rabble in arms.” He glared. “Loyal subjects do not attack royal soldiers or threaten the royal governor. And they most certainly do not attack His Majesty’s Navy.”

      Alder puffed out his chest and rose to his full height. “This rebellion will be put down most harshly. You bastards will pay in blood for the killing you’ve done.” Alder spun on his heel and went forward to organize his prize crew. He ordered his men to gag any man who spoke.

      Jonas chose not to follow.

      The British gathered the rest of the crew then came for Jonas and the mates. Jonas ordered them not to resist. This will be righted when we gain the shore.

      None were allowed to gather personal possessions but instead were put into the longboat. Two of Jonas’s men picked up Hinckley and carried him.

      The trip to Otter was quiet and wet. The wind remained a fresh breeze and the swells continued to build, with whitecaps now prevalent. At nearly every stroke a wave slammed against the windward bow and soaked the occupants. Jonas’s men were unprepared to ride in an open boat loaded to the gunwales. By the time they arrived, all were soaked through and some shivered.

      Aboard Otter they were hustled below into the hold. Hinckley wasn’t with them. Jonas hoped he’d been taken to the sickbay. Once in the hold, the hatch was slammed down and battened, and they were alone in the dark.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          Chapter Three

        

      

    

    
      It took time for their eyes to adapt to the darkness. It took even longer to adjust to their imprisonment.

      The space had been prepared for prisoners. Small, down low and all the way forward in the bow, the triangular space spanned about eighteen feet on the long sides and twelve along the short one. Completely cleared of ship’s equipment save for two large coils of cable, it still did not easily accommodate twenty-two men. The stench of unseen waste and unwashed bodies permeated the space. Mixed with the more normal ship smells of decaying wood and hemp rope and not-quite-dried sea bottom one expected, it became noxious. Jonas nearly gagged.

      “Sir, there’s a bucket here needs emptying,” said Masefield.

      Jonas shouted up to the midshipman, who now stared through the grate. “Have one of your men take care of the bucket we’re going to hand up.”

      The midshipman looked to be about twelve. His eyes went wide and his mouth opened and closed, but no sound issued. One of the British sailors pulled the youngster away and called down, “None o’ that, you. You don’t give no orders here.” They were left alone.

      The smell of their own wet clothing added to the fetid air, which quickly warmed with the crowding. The stench was not improved by the added heat.

      Jonas stayed bent at the waist until his eyes adjusted, then sat on one of the coils. There he could at least sit straight, head between the deck beams above. As was usual in the hold of anything smaller than the largest man o’war, no one could stand. Men claimed space where they could, leaving the presumably more comfortable rope to the officers.

      Pierce took charge and organized the men into watches. It gave them routine and discipline they were used to. It also promised they’d not be caught unaware if something advantageous happened.

      The rest of the morning dragged by. Most slept while others groused about the possible ancestry of the British sailors, especially as to how closely their mothers might have consorted with dogs. Masefield and Pierce remained silent, lost in their own thoughts.

      Jonas sank into a foul anger.

      At eight bells, a face appeared above. Jonas demanded to see the captain but received only a laugh and curse in response. The hatch opened and a pot of thin oatmeal dropped unceremoniously amongst them, spilling some of its contents. Fortunately, the nearly overflowing waste bucket was taken away.

      Masefield organized the sharing of the meager ration. Later, the guard collected the pot and returned the empty waste pail.

      After the pot had been collected, Masefield approached Jonas. “Well, sir, what do ye think? This war talk, I mean.”

      “I don’t know. I wouldn’t have imagined fighting in Virginia. Not even the radicals in the House of Burgesses would be so foolish as to take up arms. Certainly not against the Royal Navy. Too many of us make our living from the sea. We need the protection the Navy provides.”

      “Aye, but here we are. Some might not have the limits you and I do.” Masefield stared into the blackness. “And if the British were to push hard enou’, there might be others who’d join ’em.”

      “But they couldn’t stand against the British Army and Royal Navy.”

      Masefield lowered his voice. “Aye, mebee. But my wife’s family’s been vocal about their feelin’s. They’ve got friends who think we shouldn’t just manage our own affairs under the king, but be free of the king. My family, now, that’s a different story. My parents came to make a better life than they could’a made in Wales.” He shook his head. “But when men get big ideas, they can’t always see what’s starin’ ’em in the face.”
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        * * *

      

      As the day wore on, they made out the bells from on deck. The incremental and interminable drag of the afternoon watch ended in eight bells struck again. Throughout, the ship heeled first to starboard, then port, and then starboard again, half an hour on each tack, as Otter maneuvered back and forth. The burble of water alongside was punctuated with an occasional thud as she nosed into a swell.

      Finally, as the afternoon watch came to a close, the familiar sound of heavy rope running out the hawse told them Otter had dropped anchor.

      She drifted for moments, then jolted as the anchor pulled her up short, starting a repetitive motion that dulled their senses. At eight bells they were presented the worst excuse for boiled salt meat any of them had ever seen. Hungry as they were, most refused to eat.

      Jonas’s opportunity finally came while the food was handed down.

      The same midshipman’s pimply face appeared. His voice broke as he tried to sound authoritative. “Captain says th’ commander of th’ prize lay aft and report at once to ’im in ’is cabin.” The face hung there for a moment blinking, then vanished. The hatch gaped.

      As Jonas’s eyes came level with the deck, he squinted. Even the dim light of the berth deck was brighter than the hold. Two guards stood near, pistols aimed at the ready. A mounted swivel gun between them was set to fire into the hatch. From a bucket rose the telltale smoke of slow match for the gun.

      Severe precautions for the small, simple crew of a merchant.

      He faced the midshipman, who promptly turned and marched aft with an air of self-importance. In different circumstances, Jonas might have laughed.

      At the cabin door the midshipman knocked, entered, then loudly announced, “The rebel captain.” Stepping aside, he said to Jonas, “Captain Squire, His Majesty’s Sloop Otter.”

      Squire sat behind a table that faced the door, back to the stern windows and head down over papers. After a time, he looked up and dismissed the midshipman.

      Without preamble, he said, “Well, what have ye to say?”

      A spare man, Squire was older than Jonas had expected. A study in contrasts, his entirely white hair hung to his shoulders, yet lay thin at the top. His darkly tanned narrow face clashed with the color of his hair. The old face sat above a new uniform coat, gold epaulets resplendent.

      The cabin reflected similar ostentatious splendor. A mirror hung on the bulkhead above a polished dark wood chest of drawers. In the corner a small set of shelves held beautifully bound volumes, none of which looked as if they had been opened. A narrow bench ran the width of the cabin beneath the stern windows. On it lay rich cushions of some shiny scarlet fabric, silk perhaps. A small portrait of a young woman decorated the port bulkhead.

      Jonas stepped into the cabin and began. “Sir, I protest the seizure of my ship.”

      Squire stared for a moment, then spoke softly. “I do not for a moment care about any protest. I enforce the orders of the royal governor. I will carry out my duty. That duty at the moment extends to seizing all vessels trading in and out of Norfolk, Portsmouth, Suffolk, and Gosport, unless they carry express permission from Lord Dunmore. You, sir, do not have that permission.” He clasped his hands on the table.

      “I know nothing of orders closing Norfolk to trade,” Jonas said.

      “Then you are ill-informed or lying. Either is of no consequence. Both allow me to make your ship a prize.” Squire leaned back in his chair. “Now, answer my question. Who are you?”

      Jonas was about to retort angrily when the door opened. A sailor — the captain’s clerk, he suspected — slipped quietly in. The man’s identity was confirmed when he took paper, pen, and ink from a drawer, and sat to write. The interruption gave Jonas time to take a deep breath and calm himself.

      “Captain Jonas Hawke of Norfolk. I am returning from Batavia where I dealt in a cargo of tobacco and other goods. Elizabeth carries a cargo of spices, silks, and other items from the Orient. We left Norfolk 24th August last year. She is owned by George Scoggins of Norfolk. And what of my injured man?” As Jonas spoke, the clerk made notes.

      Squire peered at him. “That’s a long time for a trip to the Indies. Perhaps you made an undeclared stop along the way? Do you carry contraband, smuggling tea, perhaps? Arms for your rebel friends?”

      “Sir, your men have had ample opportunity to verify my cargo. My logs are in your hands. I believe they sit at your elbow. No, I am not smuggling. I had troubles expected of a trip of that length.”

      “Very well. My crew will verify the cargo,” responded Squire. He’d shifted uncomfortably when Jonas had pointed to the log books. As an afterthought, he added coolly, “Your man is in my sickbay. He’s quite well, or will be. He’s lucky to be alive after attacking my men. I’d have ordered him shot.”

      “He did not—” Swallowing the anger that threatened to burst from his chest, Jonas continued, “I have committed no crime, sir. These permits were not required when I left. I have been inspected and paid required duties in Cape Town.” He took a breath again. “Furthermore, I protest the treatment of my crew. We were crammed below deck like slaves. Were we far at sea, I might understand. Therefore, I request we be put ashore in Norfolk. And under the Articles of War, seizure of personal possessions is not permitted.”

      Squire snorted. “I’m sure Lieutenant Alder made adequate provision for the safekeeping of personal property.” Sneering, he added, “Seeing as how personal property means so little to your rebel friends by the way they steal and destroy, I’m surprised to hear of your concern. I suppose it means you care only for your own property. That of loyal subjects is unimportant.”

      Jonas ignored the last comment. “This day, sir, we’ve also had nothing more than a half ration of oatmeal and the worst ration of meat, surely the bottom of a spoilt cask. This is beneath the Royal Navy, sir.”

      Squire smirked. “Well, you and your crew received the finest in shipboard food, and you should be damned glad to have it. You are in no position to demand anything. It is you who have no rights here. How dare you question my authority?”

      “Sir, I insist you release us to our own ship immediately and allow us to return home. There is no legal right of seizure here.”

      “You insist? Ye insist? Ye shall insist nothing. How dare ye, ye rebel whoreson,” shouted Squire, rising to his feet. A short man, nevertheless he automatically moved slightly left to allow himself to stand straight. He pounded his fist on the table. He paused to breathe, then sat and picked up his pen. “As to the law, do not presume to lecture me. Your opinion means nothing. The prize board will determine the law. And I believe you will find that I am being truthful when I say they will condemn your ship as a lawful prize of war. This rebellion must and will be put down. We will take what measures we deem necessary to do so.”

      Jonas spluttered. “We are not⁠—”

      Squire angrily cut him off. “Don’t bother. I’ve heard it all, and I do not believe it. Ye may not have been carrying contraband. It doesn’t matter. Ye may or may not have known of the permit requirement. It doesn’t matter. Ye did not have the permits, and that matters. Yer vessel is seized, and ye are a prisoner. Yer vessel will be sold. The prize court will decide what is to be done with ye. I personally hope they hang ye.” Squire paused expectantly.

      Jonas stood silently for a moment, breathing hard. The angry beast inside threatened to overwhelm him. He decided to pursue a different tack. “Sir, the injury done to a member of my crew was needless. He was beaten when he moved to make fast a line. No man on my ship would attack anyone without my express order.”

      “Bah. Mr. Alder reported the circumstances of his injury. He grabbed a belaying pin and swung at one of my sailors.”

      Surprised Alder had lied so blatantly, nevertheless such an accusation would bear no fruit. Instead, Jonas said, “You can be sure I will file charges, sir. There will be an accounting. When I left, Virginians were loyal to His Majesty. But with the heavy hand I’ve seen today, I don’t wonder that some would choose to protest in a more violent way. I and my crew are loyal to our King. But that does not imply that I will quietly abide the abuses heaped upon me and my men by petty tyrants.”

      “Ye and yer rebels will dangle at the end of a rope. Get out. Sentry. Take the prisoner back for’ard.”

      The sentry nearly fell into the cabin as Jonas threw open the door and pushed his way out.

      Jonas fumed as he strode forward. He would see this corrected and Captain Squire ruined if it was the last thing he did on this earth.

      The sentry followed him forward. The guards opened the hatch and thrust him coldly below, nearly slamming the grate on his head.

      “Well, sir?” Masefield and the crew gathered ’round him.

      “They thought us to be smugglers. They know now we’re not, but it doesn’t matter. We are to be treated as prisoners of war, and the ship as their prize.”

      “War, sir?” asked one of the able seamen.

      “There’s been some changes since we left. Lord Dunmore ordered the ports of Norfolk, Portsmouth, Suffolk, and Gosport closed. To land cargo, or even to enter the port, you’ve got to have permits from him,” Jonas said.

      “And I’m sure you’ve got to ‘render honors’ to the fine gentleman to get them permits,” Masefield added bitterly. Many a ship’s profit margin had been severely cut, even disappeared as a result of bribes paid to customs officials and others.

      Jonas added, “He claims the lieutenant will guard our belongings and the court will return them to us. But our ship and cargo are gone.”

      Low whistles, growls, and groans greeted Jonas’s last remark. They’d put fifteen months of their lives into bringing this cargo home. With the cargo gone, how would they be paid? He really couldn’t commit his owner to anything, but he needed to say something.

      “Don’t worry, men. Mr. Scoggins will make good on your pay somehow. He’s a fair man.”
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        * * *

      

      The sound of battens being removed roused them early next morning. The hatch lifted and a seaman called down, “Up and out, the rebel captain. Yer goin’ aboard the flagship.”

      As Jonas climbed, sounds of commotion filtered down.

      Not quite sunrise yet, something brighter than twilight bathed the main deck. Patches of mist rolled by as he was led across the waist to the entry port. An older midshipman ordered him down into a longboat, clearly not from Otter.

      Jonas couldn’t see through the fog well enough to be certain, but it appeared they lay anchored near Craney Island, only a few miles upriver from where his ship had been taken.

      Once Jonas and the midshipman were seated in the sternsheets, the boat shoved off and rowed around Otter’s stern. As they did, another larger ship emerged from the fog, anchored a hundred yards or so away. The trip was cold and wet, though not as rough as the day before. Once aboard, a lieutenant pointed at Jonas, said, “You, come with me,” then turned and walked aft.
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        * * *

      

      In the stern cabin, a naval officer and another man sat. The officer wore the uniform of a post captain. He was older, certainly in his second half century, though the fringe of unusually short hair that remained was still mostly dark mottled with gray.

      The other man was well dressed but did not wear a wig. Younger than Jonas, his brown hair was tied neatly in a queue, framing a callow, pockmarked face. His silk cravat and vest marked him an official of some kind. The two sat behind the table, a pile of paperwork in front of them. Jonas recognized his own handwriting on some. His bill of lading at least had made it to these men. There was no third chair. Jonas was expected to remain standing.

      “Is your crew list accurate, Mr. Hawke?” asked the younger man, getting right to business. He kept his eyes on the paper in front of him.

      Jonas bristled at the man’s rudeness but held his tongue. He refused to give him the satisfaction. “Yes, it is. May I ask who you are? And have our families been informed that we are returned?”

      The man did not answer, lifting instead a disgusted expression to Jonas.

      Sitting back, the captain took charge. “Thank you, Captain Hawke.”

      With a sideways glance at the civilian official, he continued, “I’m Captain Davenport, naval aide to Lord Dunmore. This is Mr. Williams. We serve as the governor’s prize court. We are here to gather information for the purpose of determining the appropriate disposition of your ship and yourselves. Being unsure of your muster, we have not told your families your whereabouts.” He paused, then continued. “Now, Captain Hawke, about your ship.”

      The interrogation lasted nearly an hour, hitting upon every detail of the voyage just completed. Jonas quickly realized they must have perused his log, as their questions implied foreknowledge of Elizabeth’s travels. Davenport did most of the talking, with Williams only asking for an occasional clarification of some point. Of the two, Davenport remained cool and professional. Williams, on the
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