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Part I




Chapter 1

“Ishmael!” I call out as I skip down the gangplank of the Pequod, my seabag on my shoulder. “Good sailing to you!”

“And to thee, Jacky,” he says. The boy stands by the rail watching me leave the whaler for good and ever. “Thee are sure thee will not marry me?”

I swear, these Quaker lads are so cute with their thees and thys.

“Go find yourself a nice girl, Ishmael,” I say by way of answer to his proposal. “Not one that stinks of whale oil!”

“I thinks thee smells just fine, Jacky Faber.” I know he is genuinely sad to see me go, just as I am sad to see the last of him. I blow him a kiss and give him a final wave and go down the gangplank and step onto the wharf and hence onto the land that is England.

 

I was brought on board the whaler three months ago after I had run away from the Lawson Peabody School for Young Girls in Boston, which is where my mates on HMS Dolphin had dumped me after finding out that I was a girl, which was against the rules. Their rules, not mine.

Aye, they put me off the Dolphin even though I was a perfectly good sailor and was just made Midshipman, even. Before I was found out, the only person aboard the warship who knew that I was a girl was my own dear Jaimy, to whose home I am now going to travel to find out what’s up with him. I ain’t heard anything from him since he left on the Dolphin, leaving me behind, alone and friendless, and in a strange land.

Things didn’t go at all smooth for me at the Lawson Peabody School, where they tried to make a lady out of me and I gotta say they didn’t have much luck in the attempt. In fact, there wasn’t that much left of the Lawson Peabody, itself, after I got done and lit out, the school being up in flames behind me, with a good bit of Boston burning merrily as well. And it wasn’t all my fault, either, no matter what anyone tells you.

After I got clear out of the city, I had run on down to New Bedford, a port well to the south of Boston, and ’twas there I found a whaling ship, the Pequod, lying alongside a busy wharf. Bold as brass, I walked up to the table on the pier where they was signing up sailors for the voyage and applied for a berth, presenting myself as a seasoned sailor, which I was. This got a good, hearty rouse of laughter from all assembled, but against all odds, I was signed on as companion to the Captain’s wife, who was great with child, and as teacher for her little boy, as well as being cook’s helper. The Captain was taking his family along, which whalers often do, until such time as his wife had her baby, and then wife and children would be debarked in England to stay with relatives for a time. So, not only would I get passage back to London and maybe to Jaimy, but I would also get a quarter of a share of the ship’s profits as pay. And, I would surely pick up more knowledge of seamanship, which I know will come in handy someday. Although I’ve had my ups and downs, I’ve always been pretty lucky, by and large.

After provisioning and signing up the rest of the crew, we finally set sail and left the land behind us. I soon found that bein’ on a whaler wasn’t like bein’ on a Royal Navy Ship, no, not at all. The Captain is still the Lord and Master of everything and everybody, but the day-to-day hard discipline and rigid regulations just ain’t there. Everyone is bent toward the Almighty Profit and anyone who can add to that profit is held in high esteem, and anyone who slacks off ain’t treated all that kindly. So, when they found that I could steer a course, trim a sail, and stand a watch, I was added to the watch list. Daytime watches only, for a while, and then, after they knew they could trust me, nighttimes, too.

The crew was a rough bunch, of course, but I was used to that, and I quickly made friends with them all—especially with Ishmael, and, of course, with Patience, she bein’ the Captain’s wife and a perfect joy. Heavy with child though she was, she was always jolly and brave right up to and through the birth of her fine, fat daughter. In addition to my other duties, it was understood that I was brought on board to help Patience during the birthing, but when her time did come in the middle of the night in the midst of a living gale, I was no help at all. She had to comfort me when it was all going on, which was probably not what the Captain had in mind when he signed me on board. But I did hold her hand, and when the baby finally slid out all slippery and bloody, I picked it up by its feet as I was told and I saw that it was a girl. I slapped her tiny bum and she coughed and started wailing, and I laid her down and cut and tied the cord as I was told, and then I cleaned up mother and child as best I could in the tiny cabin that was pitchin’ up and down and back and forth with the wind howlin’ like a demented banshee outside. I got a clean cloth wrapped around the baby and put her on Patience’s breast and kept sayin’ I’m sorry, I’m sorry over and over, but Patience said I did just fine and she wanted no other midwife in attendance for future babies, none other than Jacky Faber. As for Jacky Faber, her own self, she’s more than a bit glad that her own adventures in birthin’ babies are at least a few years off in the future.

 

So I’m bouncing merrily on down the pier, gratefully suckin’ in the air of my own country once again, and there I see the Captain and Patience, who’s got our lovely little Prudence cradled in her arm and my star pupil, Increase, by her side. I embrace Patience in farewell and we babble our good-byes and I give Increase a kiss, him being the son of the Captain and his missus. Part of my job was teachin’ him his numbers and letters, and though he was a willing and bright student, he really wanted to be out and off in the riggin’ and I could hardly blame him, bein’ of a like mind myself. I give him the farewell kiss and he says, “Yuck,” and rubs the kiss from his cheek, but I don’t hold it against him, and just ruffle his curly head fondly. He is a good boy.

The family is leaving this morning to stay with relatives in Maidstone until this voyage of the Pequod is over, and so my time on the ship is also over—no good reason to have a lone female on board, so off I am booted.

As the Captain handed his family up into the coach, he turned to me and said, “Farewell, Faber, and Godspeed. Know thee that I hate to lose a good sailor,” which for him was a long speech. ’Cept when he was goin’ on about that whale. Then he never seemed to stop. I nodded and thanked him for taking me on board and he turned and left, his peg leg tappin’ on the pier as he went ’round the coach to the other door to mount up. When he is in, the coachman gives a chuck to the horses and they are gone.

On the wharf, too, is the First Mate, Mr. Starbuck. He is overseein’ the off-loadin’ of the barrels of the whale oil, it already being sold and paid for. My own quarter share is snug in my money belt, the gold coins being warmed by my belly, next to the coins I had earned playin’ and dancin’ in the Pig and Whistle in Boston and actin’ in the theater with Mr. Fennel and Mr. Bean.

We had excellent luck in baggin’ the poor whales, which nobody can ever again tell me is just cold fishes—I learned that to be true the first time I jumped onto the back of a whale brought alongside and felt the heat of its dying body comin’ up at me. The men were there with flensing tools, blades with long handles for strippin’ off the blubber that would be passed up on hooks to the deck where the great cauldrons were fired up for boiling down the blubber into oil for the lamps of Britain and America. I had a different job and a disgustin’ job it was: Along with the big barrels of oil there on the deck, there are smaller casks of spermaceti, an oily, waxy goo that’s taken out of a pit in the sperm whale’s head—and that was my job, to shovel out the stuff into a pail while the rest of the crew stripped the remainder of the creature of its parts. It is hard to believe that spermaceti is used for makin’ ladies’ perfume, as it sure didn’t smell very perfumy to me, sittin’ there on the whale’s head, scoopin’ out the stuff.

I don’t think I’ll be signing on a whaler again, as it’s a nasty business.

 

I turn the corner and the Pequod goes out of my life forever. It is September in the year of 1804, and I am fifteen years old. I think.

I go on down the street, lookin’ for a coach to bear me away for London, ’cause right now the Pequod is docked in the port of Gravesend, which is about twenty-five miles east of the big city. I’m hopin’ to get in a coach and get some distance on my way and then stop for the night at a nice clean inn and have a bit of a bath and have my clothes cleaned of the whaler’s smell before I head into London proper.

I know that I’m holdin’ back from just divin’ straight into London, ’cause I don’t know what’s waitin’ for me there, in regards to Jaimy. I didn’t get any letters at all from him when I was in Boston, not even one, the whole time we’ve been apart. I don’t know if any of my letters got to him, either. I don’t know if he thinks of me at all or if he’s gone off with some other—someone prettier or grander, or more of a lady than me, which wouldn’t be hard to find. Lord knows I didn’t do too well at that lady school—I’d have been run off for sure by now if I hadn’t caused the place to be burned to the ground.

I don’t know anything about anything, so I will have to just wait to find out and then get on with things, with Jaimy or without, and . . .

There! A coach is loading and is pointed in the right direction. I go up and find that the coach is going to Greenwich and will only cost me one and four if I ride up top, which is fine with me ’cause that’s where I’d want to be, anyway, out in the air instead of bein’ buffeted back and forth in the stuffy coach with the swells. And, I can get another coach for London early the following day. Perfect!

My seabag is thrown up top and I sling the Lady Lenore in her fiddle case over my shoulder. The Lady is a fine, fine fiddle that I got sort of legal-like, which is a little uncommon for me, I know, and I’ve been practicing on her like crazy the past five months and I’m almost getting good. I settle myself into the seat next to the driver and we are off, rattlin’ through the port town, which quickly thins out into small shops and farmsteads. The driver and me starts sharin’ a few tunes together, it bein’ a beautiful day and him havin’ a fair baritone and me pullin’ out my fiddle and pennywhistle and holdin’ forth in my usual loud and brazen fashion. It ain’t too long ’fore a couple of the swells in the coach below climb out and join us up top and soon we’ve got a real party goin’, laughin’ and singin’ and makin’ the miles fly by.

Finally we pull up to a respectable lookin’ house and I hop down and get my gear and I go up to the landlord and ask for a room for the night. He looks at me all suspicious, like I’m goin’ to be up to no good, and what with one of the swells still singin’ out loud behind me, I can’t say I blame him. But I tell him that I’m strictly an entertainer with a nice clean act, and, “Speakin’ of clean, I’ll be needin’ a bath, too, so if you could arrange for one, Sir, I’d be most pleased. And, speakin’ of acts, maybe we could set up somethin’ for tonight in your main hall, hmmmm?”

We settle on two one-hour sets for half the room rent and whatever tips I can pick up. I haul my stuff off to my room, after telling one of the fancy young men with whom I had shared a song or two on the way here that I would not be sharing my room or my bed with him, thank you, no matter how pretty he is or how sweet his words of love. I get ready for my bath, my wonderful bath, my first bath in three months, which is what I’m wantin’ right now over any young man. Almost any. I’d take Jaimy right now, I would, dirty as I am, as he’s seen me filthier than this, that’s for sure, and yet he still said then that he loved me.

I take a deep breath and think on that. That, and the fact that I might see him tomorrow. That, and I’m afraid of what will happen when I do.

There’s a tap on the door and a young girl’s voice says, “Miss? Your bath is ready.”

 

I am sunk up to my nose in the lovely hot water, with great gobs of suds drifting about me like ships on the ocean sea. My knees stick up out of the water and I name my left one there to be Gibraltar and the right one to be the coast of North Africa and now the mighty ships of suds sail majestically through the Strait. With a puff of my breath, I speed the great galleons of suds through the channel like a fair and following wind. That one shall be the Raleigh on which Davy sails—whoops, a little rough weather there, Davy? Did you run aground on mighty Gibraltar? Tsk! Sorry, Mate. And that one is the Endeavor, which holds Tink, and that one’s the Temeraire with Willy on board, and there, that fine shapely one there, that is the Essex, whereon my true love Jaimy lies—Midshipman James Emerson Fletcher, that is. That one sails all pretty right between my knees and on toward my toes. I slide a little bit up against the high back of the tin tub to let my chest come halfway out of the water. Let’s see if we can get the boys to come sailing back to me. I wriggle my toes to send the ships back upstream.

There’s a rap on the door and once again I sink beneath the waves, but it is only the girl, this time lugging a large steaming pitcher. “More hot water, Miss?” she pipes. She must be all of ten, the daughter of the house, dressed plain but clean.

“Bless you, child, yes,” I sigh, relaxing back into the water. She pours it in over the edge. The new hot water swirls about me, making what I thought was hot before seem now to be merely warm. “And there’ll be an extra penny in it for you if you bring me another in a little while.”

The girl leaves and it’s time for me to stop daydreaming about ships and shores and start getting down to the business of washing the stink of the whaler off me.

 

I’m soaping my armpits and wondering—I had heard that fine French ladies had the hair under their arms shaved and the hair on their legs, too, but I never got a chance to ask Amy whether that was true or not. She, being very proper, wouldn’t have thought it a decent question, is why I never asked. Amy Trevelyne was my best friend back at the school, but she sure ain’t now, that’s for sure—not after I shamed myself at the big party at her house last spring by getting stupid drunk and bringing disgrace to her family. Besides making a complete fool of myself, I got Randall hurt and almost killed and it’s no wonder she betrayed me to the Preacher’s men and I don’t blame her a bit for doing that . . . Stop thinkin’ about that now. What’s done is done and thinkin’ about it ain’t gonna do you any good at all . . .

Looking at my toes sticking up at the other end, I reflect that my toenails could use a bit of a trim so I haul the right foot up and start gnawing ’em off all neat and trim with my teeth. It’s easy to do since they’ve got all soft with the hot water. Thinkin’ back on Amy and hairy armpits puts me back to thinking about Mistress Pimm. She was the headmistress and tried her best to make a lady out of me. Well, some things stuck, Mistress, and some things didn’t. I pull up my other foot and fix up its toenails in the same way. I know I learned enough to act like a lady, if I’m dressed for the part, but I know, too, that I’ll never actually be one. Not down to the bone.

I’ve found that boys seem to like me, though, and that has been a constant surprise to me, since I consider myself quite plain and even a little bit worked over—I’ve got a scar under my left eyebrow, which makes the hair of it come in white, and I’ve got sort of a welt on my neck from when the pirate LeFievre strung me up that time—usually you can’t see it, but if I get excited, it flares up red. There are other scars, too, but mostly in places what can’t be seen. No, I am not beautiful—that Clarissa Worthington Howe back at the school sure showed me what was a beautiful and cultured lady, that being her, and what was not, that being me. So, I don’t know. . . . Maybe Jaimy’s found someone more pretty than me and that’s why. . . . just stop thinking that way. You just go round and round and that’s not going to help . . .

I spit out the last toenail clipping and turn to my hair. I dunk down face-first in the water to get it good and wet, then come up like a dolphin and start in to soaping it up. After it’s good and soaped and rubbed all in with my fingers, it’s back down under to rinse. My hair has gotten really long, in spite of the singeing it took on that last day when the Lawson Peabody burned to the ground along with the church that was next to it and the stables, and maybe other stuff, too. . . . I don’t know. I didn’t stick around long enough to find out. Poor Mistress. I hope they build you another school, this time one of brick that I can’t burn down. You were fierce, but you tried to do your best for me, in your way.

I bring my face back out of the water and let my hair come down in streaming rivulets over my face and shoulders and back. It’s probably not gonna dry in time for tonight’s show, but I’ll just put it up in a braid and it’ll be fine.

That Ishmael was a fine lad, though, think I, musing back on the voyage again. He certainly made the trip a pleasant one, to have one such as him as your mate. I toss a thought out to Jaimy, somewhere out there in the world, but, at least, a lot nearer now. Don’t worry, Jaimy, I was a good girl, mostly . . . I mean, what’s a little kiss here and there. Here. And there. Between friends.

The girl comes back in with another pitcher and pours it in and I groan and writhe in absolute sinful pleasure and think about nothing except how good it feels. Then I start to think on the songs I’ll do in tonight’s show. This being England I’d probably better stay away from the Irish and Scottish stuff and stick to the British. Hmmm. Just coming off a whaler as I am, maybe I’ll start with “The Bonny Ship the Diamond.” It’s got that good, rousing chorus. That’ll get ’em started.

 

“Cheer up me lads,


  Let your hearts never fail,


For the Bonny Ship the Diamond

Goes fishing for the whale!”

 

I sing a bit more of it:

 

“Well, it’ll be light both day and night


  When the whaler lads come home,



  With a ship that’s full of oil, me boys,



  And money to their names.


 

“They’ll make the beds all for to rock,


  And the blankets for to tear,



  And every lass in Peter’s Head


Will sing hush-a-by my dear.”

 

Boys and men, I swear, they always get back to that. Having their pleasures and then going off having adventures and stuff and leaving the girls behind to rock the cradle. Not this girl, though, by God.

 

After I had hauled myself out of the bath and dried and dressed, I went out of the inn and found the town crier, who for a few pence would go about the neighboring streets ringing a bell and crying out, “Hear ye! Hear ye! Hear ye! Tonight for one night only the re-nowned Miss Jacky Faber will be in per-for-mance at the Rose and Crown Pub-lic House! New-ly re-turned from a tri-um-phant tour of the Am-er-i-cas, Miss Faber will en-ter-tain with songs and bal-lads both joy-ful and sad, se-ri-ous and com-ic, and will ac-com-pany herself with the fid-dle, con-cer-tina, and flage-o-lay! All are wel-come and are sure to be pleased! Eight o’clock at the Rose and Crown! Hear ye! Hear ye . . .”

 

I was glad I had hired the crier, for the tavern was full to overflowing come night with a jolly, good-natured crowd. The show went over right well with the cheering audience demanding three encores before they finally let me bow off for good. I left flushed with pleasure, for I so very much love both the joy of the performance that I give, and the applause that I receive in return.

So now, having gotten some more coin for my money belt, I’m lying in bed thinking of tomorrow and what it might bring. Not one letter, Jaimy, not one, except for the one you pressed into my hand on the day you left me in Boston.

I take a deep breath and let it out slowly. Ah, well, tomorrow I will know. Even if he is out at sea, which he very probably is, then I will find out from his family and friends just how he feels about me. I just hope he’s all right. A lot could have happened since. . . . No, don’t think about that.

I turn on my side and pull my knees to my chin.


  Yes, my girl, tomorrow you will know, but right now you will go to sleep.



Chapter 2

I take the coachman’s offered hand and step down from the carriage. Again my new friends and I had sat on top of the coach and laughed and sang our way into London on this glorious, sparkling day. It is late morning as I bid farewell to my companions, pick up my seabag, and enter the coach house. Five minutes later I have hired a one-horse carriage.

On this day, this special day, I have put on my glorious riding habit, the one Amy gave me for Christmas last year, the coat all maroon and the skirt all dark, dark green and the trim all gray and beautiful—with a gathering of white lace at my throat and the stiff lapels turned back just so. I put some powder in my hair and comb it so that it sweeps up under my jaunty Scot’s bonnet. My hat’s got a gold pin on one side and feathers hangin’ down all elegant. Why us young women put white powder in our hair to make it look gray, I don’t know, but it’s the ton, the style, so I do it. And I must admit it looks grand.

I really like the way the jacket clutches my chest and makes me feel all trim and taut. Also, I can tuck my shiv in its usual spot next to my ribs and I can’t do that in a dress. Plus, I think I look smashing in it. I really think I could charm my way into Buckingham Palace in this rig. I know I could. Yes, Little Mary Faber, late of the Rooster Charlie Gang, formerly residing under Blackfriars Bridge, Cheapside, returns to London in fine style.

“Nine Brattle Lane, Driver,” I say grandly, and climb aboard. “If you please.”

 

As we clatter through London, I get more and more nervous about what’s going to happen today. Jaimy and I had exchanged promises to marry, promises that I know were heartfelt and true, and we had even exchanged rings, sort of rings, anyway—they were the rings of the Dread Brotherhood of Ship’s Boys of HMS Dolphin that we had put through our ears and welded shut that wonderful day in Kingston on the island of Jamaica. I have mine on a chain about my neck so that it hangs close to my heart, since Mistress Pimm had it snipped out of my ear the first day I was at her school. Sometimes I put it back in my ear to remind me of the old days, but today I had thought I’d better look as ladylike as possible, so I didn’t. I take a deep breath and try to calm the butterflies kicking up a fuss in my belly.

Not only did I get no letters from Jaimy when I was back in the States, there’s a good chance he didn’t get any of mine, either. I saw our old mate Davy last fall when his ship came into Boston, and he told me Jaimy hadn’t got any letters from me and I had sent a whole bunch of them. I figured out that someone in Jaimy’s household must have been intercepting the letters and I have a good idea who. I hated the idea that Jaimy might think I was faithless because of this, so before Davy left, I dashed off a letter and made Davy swear on his Brotherhood tattoo to put the letter in Jaimy’s hand and his hand only if they should meet. I do hope their paths did cross, I do hope. . . . Ah, we’re here.

 

It is a nice-looking brick house with stone steps and curtained windows and it has two stories with a chimney at each end and appears to have a yard in back. There are some small boys playing with a hoop in the street and it gives me pleasure to think of Jaimy as a boy playing in this same street and in that yard.

I ask the driver to wait a moment, as I do not know what will happen inside. I walk up the stairs, brush my hands over my skirt, adjust my gay bonnet, take a deep breath, and lift the knocker and rap three times. The old Brotherhood secret number.


  You calm down now, you. Jaimy’s probably not even here, he’s surely at sea, he’s . . .


The door opens and a young woman in serving gear peeks out.

“Yes, Miss?” she says. She is ginger haired, round faced, and appears cheerful and good-natured.

“Good day, Miss. My name is Jacky Faber and . . .”

Her smile broadens and she says, “Oh, yes, Miss! Please come in.”

Well, that’s a good sign, I’m thinking, as I step into the foyer and look about.

“I’ll go get me mistress,” says the girl as she spins and leaves the room.

I look about at the pictures on the wall, thinking that Jaimy must have known this room very well. Is that a portrait of him and his brother? I think the one on the left is . . .

I hear a rustle behind me and I spin around to find a woman of medium height with dark hair going gray. She is well dressed in what I know to be the latest fashion and in what appears to be the finest of fabrics. She holds herself rigidly upright, and she is glaring at me most severely.


  Uh, oh . . .


I gulp and drop down in my best curtsy. “Good day, Missus,” I quavers, coming up from the curtsy and meeting her eyes, eyes that look to have very little love for me in them. “If it please you, my name is Jacky Faber and I’m a friend of . . .”

“It does not please me in the slightest. I know who you are and I know what you are,” she says, coldly, indignation plain upon her face. “You will not step any further into this house.”


  What?


“I cannot believe you would be so brazen as to come here,” she continues, biting off every word. “Even one such as you.”

“I . . . I don’t understand, Missus,” says I, stunned. “I was only . . .”

“You have come here only to bring more disgrace upon my family. I know your history, and I must say I find it appalling. And now, with this latest outrage, the whole world knows of your illicit liaison with my son.”

This latest outrage? What is she talking about? What latest outrage? What . . . I ain’t believin’ this, but she ain’t done yet, oh no, she ain’t.

“You are obviously a cunning and opportunistic adventuress. As such, you forced your attentions on a young and impressionable boy under very questionable circumstances, and now you come here to seek to better yourself by marrying into my family.” She takes a deep breath, looking down her long nose at me. “I can assure you that will not happen, not as long as I live. He is not a match for you and you are certainly not a match for him.”

She has worked herself up into a fine lather of hatred for my poor self, me standin’ there shakin’ in front of her, my belly churnin’ in dismay. I am unable to speak.

“I am gratified to inform you that James has, at last, seen the folly of his ways and wishes no more to see you nor to have any sort of communication with you.”


  Oh, Jaimy, please, no, it can’t be, it can’t . . .


“Be gone, girl, and do not come back. You will receive no welcome from anyone in this house, as we do not welcome tramps!”

Tramp? She called me a tramp? That’s enough to shake me out of my confusion, and I throw my chin in the air and put on the Look and rear back and say, “What you say may be true, Mrs. Fletcher, but I’ll believe it when I hear it from Jaimy’s own dear lips! Lips with which, I might add, I am very familiar!”

“His name is James, you dirty thing, you! Pah!” spits Mrs. Fletcher. “Hattie, put her out!”

The girl rushes to the door and opens it.

Shattered, I stumble through the door and it slams behind me. I grab the railing and stand there stunned and disbelieving. My worst fears . . . My chest is heaving and my heart is pounding and I think I’m going to be sick. I think I’m going to throw up. I think . . .

I hear the sound of a window opening behind me, and in a daze I turn to see that it is Hattie, the serving girl, who has opened it. She leans out and whispers loudly to me, “Don’t you believe everything the old dragon says, Miss. Mr. James is home on leave and is out in the country with friends today, but he’ll be at the races at Epsom Downs tomorrow. And, Miss, he always speaks most highly . . . Ow! Oh! Mistress, please!”

The girl disappears back into the house and there are more cries of pain.

I stand there and bite my knuckles, thinking . . . I am sorry, girl, that you got a beating because of me, but I bless you for it, I do, for you have given me back some hope. I will see Jaimy and I will hear it from him.

I climb back into the carriage and take several deep, very deep, breaths to calm myself down. Well, that couldn’t have gone any worse, I reflect, after I’ve collected my mind somewhat, and settle back in the seat.

“Cheapside, Coachman,” I say to the driver. “The Admiral Benbow Inn, near Blackfriars Bridge.”

We rattle off.

 

The coachman gets me to the Benbow, but he doesn’t want to leave me off.

“It’s a dangerous place, Miss, are you sure . . .”

“I am sure, and I thank you for your concern,” I say as I pay him his fare. “Don’t wait for me as I will be taking lodgings here.” He drives off, shaking his head.

I pick up my seabag and look at the Admiral Benbow, sitting there on the corner of Water Street and Union. Was it only a little over two years ago that I stood right here on this spot, a beggar in rags, listening to sailors singing of Bombay Rats and Cathay Cats and Kangaroos? Then, ragged Little Mary Faber couldn’t even go in the back door of this place. Now, with the Look—eyes hooded, head up, lips together, teeth apart—she sails right in through the front door.

“Ah yes, my good woman,” I say to the astounded landlady behind the bar, frosting her with my Look, “I am Lady Faber and I have business hereabouts and I will have a room.” With that, I snap one of my silver coins down on the counter. Then I brush off my fingers as if I am not used to handling money directly, because of my high station, don’cha know?

She eyes the coin greedily, with nary a thought in her mind to deny me entry.

“Yes, Milady,” she says, scooping up the coin. “Jim, take up the Lady’s bag, for Chris’sakes; don’cha know quality when you sees it?” Jim shambles out of the shadows and picks up my seabag. “The good room, Jim. I’m sure it will be to milady’s likin’,” she says, grinning a gap-toothed smile.

“I am sure it will be . . . adequate,” says I, growing not the least bit less haughty. “I will go up and refresh myself and when I come down in an hour, will you see that I have a basket of food prepared—breads, meats, cheeses, puddings? Some cider, perhaps? A large basket, if you would? Thank you so very much.”

I follow this Jim up to my room, give him a penny for his troubles, and, after the door closes behind him, Lady Faber flops back on the bed and reflects that all the world’s a fake.

 

A tousled head pops up from under the pile of rags and straw that is the old Blackfriars Bridge kip. It belongs to a boy of about eight years of age, and it is plain that he is the sentry posted to stay behind and watch and make sure that no one tries to take over the kip while the rest of the gang was out and up to the day’s mischief. His eyes go wide at seeing me ducking my head under the edge of the bridge and entering the hideout. Scurrying outside, he puts two fingers in his mouth and lets out three piercing whistles.

Three blasts—that was our old signal, too—trouble at the kip! Everybody get back! Guess it got handed down from gang to gang. Ah, tradition . . .

It all comes rushing back at me—the memories of this place. . . . The kip itself, the place where we slept all in a pile of urchin, rag, and hay, sits up on a sort of stone ledge. I dust off a spot on it and sit myself down, placing the basket next to me. I don’t remember the kip smelling quite this bad, but back then I was part of the smell and so wouldn’t notice. The rest of it is the same, too—the river slipping by below, the heavy stones looming overhead, interlocking together to form the underside of the bridge, arching away in the distance. Those stones always scared me a bit, thinkin’ that some day or night they would let loose and come down and crush us all like bugs. But they never did, and I guess they never will.

The boy comes back and sits down on the pile of old rags and smelly hay and stares at me, saying nothing. I don’t say anything, either—I’ll wait for the others to get here.

While I wait, I look about and think back to that first terrible night I spent in this place—the gang had picked me up in some dark alley where I had run to in grief and horror after my family had died and I had been put out in the streets in order to conveniently follow them in death—put out and placed in the streets by Muck, the Corpse Seller himself, may he rot in everlasting Hell for his crimes. But I didn’t die, and Charlie and the bunch picked me up and brought me here, and the next day I was set to the begging and, after a while, this dank and forbidding place began to look like home. I shiver a bit, thinking of all that.

Soon there’s the sound of pounding feet outside coming from several directions, and then a boy and a girl, both about twelve, come in. Then from the other side, two girls about nine and then another boy of the same age. The boys are all dressed in ragged shirts and trousers, most barely reaching their knees before turning into tatters, and the girls in formless shifts that come down to midthigh in some, midcalf in others. The shifts, once white, are now gray. One of the younger girls has tied up her hair with a piece of old blue ribbon that she undoubtedly had picked out of the trash. Her face is dirty, her hair is a tangled mess, and the ribbon itself is wrinkled and stained. Still, the sight of it touches me.

The oldest girl looks at me with deep suspicion plain on her face. I do not blame her—what’s somebody like me, dressed as I am, doing in their kip? I look at her with special interest ’cause I know she’s the me of a couple of years ago, and it is she who says, “Ain’t nobody here wants to be ’dopted, Mum, so you best be on your way.”

My, my. It’s a great day for putting Jacky Faber out, I’ll own.

“That’s right, Mum. Now . . . ,” begins the older boy. I notice that all of them are carrying rocks.

“Now, now, mates,” I say, turnin’ back to the old talk to put them at their ease, “I ain’t here to adopt none of yiz. I’m just here to visit me old kip and maybe find out what happened to me old mates what used to live ’ere with me.”

There are snorts of disbelief all around.

“Nay, it’s true, and I’ll prove it to you,” says I, and I point to a place between two of the overhead stones. “There’s a leak there, and there, and there, but the biggest one is right there, which we called Old Guzzler, from the sound it made when it was really rippin’.”

“That’s what we call it, too,” says one of the younger girls, shyly.

“There. You see? I lived here when I was with Rooster Charlie’s gang, two years back. I was called Little Mary then, but you can call me Jacky now.”

“I remembers you,” says the older girl, coming closer to me now and looking in my face. “I was with Toby’s bunch when you came that night to where we was livin’ under the gratin’ on West Street and said we should all come here ’cause Rooster Charlie was killed and we should put the two gangs together.”

“That’s right. And now you shall tell me what happened to my mates,” says I, pulling my shiv out of my sleeve and opening my hamper of food. “But first, let’s eat.”

I open the hamper and their eyes grow wide and they all put down their rocks. First I take out a loaf of bread and slice it in eight pieces and put each portion in front of me and then I do the same with the cheese and the meat. When all is set out, I ask the boy to do the honors, to see if it’s still done in the old way. It is.

He turns away and faces outward. I point at a portion and say, “Now,” and he says, “Jennie,” and one of the girls comes up and takes that portion.

“Again,” I say, pointing at another portion. “Billy,” and Billy comes up and takes his.

“Again.”

“Mary.” Ah. Yet another Mary.

“Again.”

“Me.” That portion is put aside for the head boy.

“Again.”

“Susanna.”

“Again.”

“Joannie.” The older girl, the leader, takes hers.

“Again.”

“Ben.”

And that’s the last of it and all fall to in the eating of it, me included. When we are done, I pass around small cakes and the jug of cider, which we all take slugs out of.

“Well, then,” I say, wiping off my mouth with my handkerchief, which I have stored up my sleeve. Putting them at their ease is one thing, but nothing is gonna make me wipe my greasy mouth on the sleeve of my riding habit. “What can you tell me of my mates? Polly Von? Judy Miller? Hugh the Grand? Nan Baxter?”

Joannie takes a mighty swig of the cider. “A press-gang got our Hughie one day,” she says, chuckling at the memory. “It were a true Battle Royal. You should have seen it, Miss. It took twenty of the bastards to haul him down, with all of us about throwin’ rocks and curses, him bellowin’ and layin’ about with his fists, but it didn’t do no good at the end. They bound him up good and proper and hauled him off, and that’s the last we seen of him.”


  Poor Hughie. I hope you found good quarters, wherever you are.


“And Polly and Toby both disappeared one other day. They went off together and never come back. We think Toby was got by a press-gang, too, them gangs bein’ right numerous and fierce around here. Polly, we don’t know, she bein’ so pretty and all . . .” Joannie lets this trail off.


  Our pretty, pretty Polly, the one that looked like an angel even under all the dirt. I so hope you’re all right. But I do fear the worst.


“Nan went off with a country bloke, what come in for the big fair, who said he was gonna set her up as a barmaid in his tavern out in the country. I guess he did, ’cause she never come back,” Joannie continues. It’s plain she does the talking for this bunch.

“Now Judy, she was taken into service a while back by a man who hired her to take care of his old mum. We had a little party for her when she left. She must be awful busy with the old lady, ’cause she ain’t been back to see us, she hain’t.”

I catch the slight edge of hurt in her voice. You’re supposed to come back and take care of your mates if you had a bit of good fortune. What happened, Judy, that you didn’t?

“Is she near here?” I ask.

“Up on Bride Street, she said it was,” says Joannie. “We don’t go there as that’s the Shanky Boys turf.”

“I see. And what about Muck? Is he still around?”

“Aye, he is, the miserable bugger,” growls Joannie, “but we ain’t seen him in some months now. The constables is after him on charges of grave robbin’ and he’s layin’ low. The word is out that sometimes he don’t wait for people to die natural-like, but speeds things up a bit on his own.” She sighs and goes on. “But he’ll be back, and what’s the difference, anyway—there’s plenty more of his kind about, ready to sell our bodies should we die.”

“Well, you must be careful and I must be off,” I say, getting up. I pull my small purse from my jacket. “So what did you say your name is?” I ask the head boy.

“Zeke,” says he.

“Do you share equal, Zeke?” I ask.

“We do,” says the head boy, and heads nod all around.

“Good. Here’s half a crown.” Eyes widen at the sight of the coin. I put it in the boy’s fist—I want to put it in Joannie’s hand but that would shame him and cause discord in the gang, him being the oldest boy and all.

“Make it last, Zeke. See if you can get them some warm clothes for the winter, and here . . .” I count out seven pennies. “Here’s a penny for each of you to buy a treat tomorrow all for yourself that you don’t have to share.”

I put a penny in each outstretched hand.

“Good-bye, then. I’ll try to get back to visit, but I don’t know what my situation will be.”

“Good-bye, Jacky,” says Joannie. “We’re glad you came,” is all she says in way of thanks ’cause you don’t thank a fellow gang member for sharing what they got.

 

I’m heading up toward Bride Street, thinking about how Judy always said she wanted to go into service for a fine lady, so maybe it worked out for her. We shall see.

As I cross Fleet Street, I see again the printer’s shop where I used to sit on Hugh the Grand’s shoulders and read the broadsides out loud, hopin’ to get a penny or two from the crowd that would gather to listen, me being the only street kid that I knew of who could read, having been taught that by me mum and dad before they died. There’s a crowd here now, too, but they ain’t here to hear some half-naked urchin spout off, no, they’re lined up to buy something, and I’m curious enough to go look to see what it is.

The owner, whom I recall as a decent sort, in that he didn’t shoo away my filthy, ragged young self from in front of his business back then, is outside the shop hawking copies of something. A book, it looks like. I get closer.

“Yes, Ladies and Gentlemen, we have it again!” he crows, holding up and waving a book above the heads of the crowd. “Sold out on its first printing and the sensation of London and all the English-speaking world, it is back in its second printing and available right here. Only one shilling a copy and guaranteed to please—I know you will not be able to put it down! And to think the plucky heroine of this grand story is a local girl, our own Mary Faber, whom . . .”


  What?


“. . . I well remember standing right here where you stand today, the plucky little tyke who read the broadsides to the illiterate masses . . .”


  What?


“. . . and then went off to glorious adventure on the high seas! Hurry, they won’t last!”

In a not-very-ladylike fashion, I elbow my way to the front of the shop, where pinned to the wall is the cover of . . .

 


  
    Bloody Jack,
  



  
    Being an Account of the Curious Adventures
  



  
    of Mary “Jacky” Faber, Ship’s Boy,
  


as told to her dear friend and companion

Miss Amy Wemple Trevelyne

 


  Oh, Lord.


In shock, I get in line to buy one. After all, I do have to know what is being said of me. Hmmm . . . so this is what Mother Fletcher was talking about when she said the “latest outrage.” What she must have thought when she read about this. What did Jaimy think when he read it?


  Oh, Amy. What have you done to me?


On the cover of the book, the printer has added a woodcut of a woman standing on the deck of a ship with crossed belts on her ample chest, firing a pistol out of each hand. The woodcut is crude and doesn’t look at all like me—much too buxom, for one thing, and for another, I never smoked a pipe. Oh, well . . .

As I stand and wait my turn, I put it all together: Amy, who had been scribbling on this thing all winter, asking me questions about my life and all, gets it done after we have our falling-out. She then takes it to a printer in Boston, partly, I guess, because she’s resentful and wants to pay me back and partly because she wanted people to read her words. It is sold in the bookstores and then some passenger bound for England must have seen it, found it interesting, and took a copy back to a friend who’s a printer in London, and here it is.

When I give the man a shilling for the book, he looks concerned and says, “Now, Miss, there’s some rough stuff in this book. Maybe you’d best let your father read it first to see if it’s all right for you, it being plain that you are a person of breeding and all.”

“I thank you, Sir, for your consideration of my tender sensibilities,” I say, trying not to snort out loud. “I will take your advice to heart and I shall give it to my pastor for his review to see if it is appropriate for one such as I.” I lower my eyes demurely and clasp the book to my chest and retreat.

I’ll think about this later, I decide, as I continue on my way up to Bride Street.

 

I ask on Bride Street for a serving girl named Judy Miller, but all I get is Sorry, Miss, and Never ’eard of ’er, till an old woman working at a churn in her doorway gives a loud tsk! and says, “Ye will find the poor soul four houses down thataway.”

 

I look in the doorway and see that it is a wash house, and there, bent over a tub, is Judy Miller, my good and true mate from the Rooster Charlie Gang. Steam fills the place as does wood smoke from the fires to heat the tubs, and there are piles of dirty laundry everywhere. Judy is dressed in a formless gray dress, not much more than a shift, really, and her arms, what I can see of ’em, are red and raw and chafed from the harsh soap. And though I am overjoyed to see her again, this doesn’t look much like being a maid to a fine lady to me.

I step into the laundry and she looks up, and I see that she does not recognize me. She has become a rawboned, large girl, a good foot and more taller than me. In the gang she was not among the most clever, but she was solid and fiercely loyal to the pack. She was generally cheerful and quick to laugh in spite of our troubles. No more, though. Her eyes are listless and dead, and her shoulders slump in fatigue and defeat. Her arms are in the water up to her elbows, and when she brings them out, I can see that they are red and sore and split from the work.

“Yes, Milady” is all she says upon seeing me standing there in my fancy rig. She waits there as if expecting someone to hit her.

“Judy. It’s me. Little Mary from Charlie’s Gang. Remember?”

Her eyes go over me without interest. “Little Mary?” she says in confusion. “But you’re a fine lady, Miss, not the Little Mary that I knew.”

“Nay, I ain’t a fine lady,” I say, and laugh to put her more at ease. “I’m just dressed like one.” Which is the truth, but she doesn’t know that yet. “But I am the girl you knew as Little Mary.”

She doesn’t know what to say, just stands there stunned, but finally she hangs her head and says, hardly above a whisper, “So you done good, Mary, and I done bad.”

“The kids down at the kip told me you had gone into service. Is that right?” I ask, not feeling good about this at all.

She turns back to her tub. “No, it ain’t right, Miss. A man come to see me one time when I was beggin’ up on Ludgate and ’e asks would I like to be maid to ’is mum and ’e seems such a decent sort so I says yes, I would, and so I goes to the gang and tells ’em I’m leavin’. And they give me a little party with cakes and all; and I don’t know where Toby come up with them, but ’e did and we was all right merry. I said I wouldn’t forget ’em as soon as I got set up, and they cheered me off. But it didn’t happen that way at all. Not at all.”

She reaches in the steaming tub and pulls up a shirt and begins scrubbing it against the washboard that she hauls out and leans against her chest.

“What happened, then?” I ask.

She waits for a while, as if it’s hard for her to speak, but then she does. “There weren’t no ‘Mum.’ There was only him, and he used me most cruel, he did. He used me in shameful ways that I ain’t gonna tell you about and I don’t want to even think about ever again, and then when he was tired of using me that way, he put me out here. I couldn’t go back to the gang as I’m grown up now and shamed. It was either here or the whorehouse, so here I am.”

I try to keep my voice level and calm. “Did you sign any paper when you came here? Did you put your X on anything?”

She shakes her head.

“Does he pay you anything? Give you anything?”

Again she shakes her head. “Only thing he ever give me was this dress, which somebody left here and didn’t bother to pick up.” There are tears in her eyes now and she has stopped scrubbing.

“Would you like to be maid to me, Judy?” I say, looking at her all steady, so she’ll know I ain’t foolin’.

She looks at me, her mouth open in amazement.

“Good,” I say. “Let’s go. I don’t have much money, but I have enough to keep us both for a while.”

 

We got out of there quick, though I was ready if the sod should appear. Judy had nothing to take—just a little rag doll that she had got somewhere and which probably gave her a little comfort at night when she slept on a pile of rags in the corner of the wash house.

“Come on,” I say. “We’ve got to get you into some proper clothes. Then we will get something to eat.” I ain’t hungry, but I know she is and has been for a long, long time.

 

We find a dressmaker’s shop and are able to fit Judy off a rack of maid’s clothing all ready made. It’s a blessing that she’s clean, having worked at the laundry, so she ain’t shamed by that, at least.

There’s a different style of maid’s clothing here in England from the ones in the States. Softer and more looselike, so fitting Judy out ain’t a problem. There’s a pink dress with pleats that gather below the chest and then a white collar thing and puffy sleeves, then a white apron. And a cap. Judy is in a daze and can only run her hands down the soft new cloth in wonder. A nightshirt, some new drawers, stockings, and petticoats, and we’re done at the dressmaker’s shop.

To the shoemaker’s for a pair of slippers and then back to my digs at the Admiral Benbow.

I think about taking our dinner in the main room, but I know that will be too much for Judy right yet, so when I sweep back through the Benbow with Judy in tow, I say to the landlady, “We’ll take our dinner in our room. Send it up. Tea, and some wine, too, if you please.”

A table is set up and the food and drink is placed upon it. The food is good and the wine even better. Judy eats carefully, watching me to see what I do with the tools. She still casts her eyes about, as if not believing any of this.

“Well, that was good,” I say, dabbing my lips with the napkin. “What do you think, Judy?”

She bends her face forward and starts crying into her hands. “I’m sorry, Mistress, I’m sorry, I . . .”

I put my hand on her shoulder and draw her to me. “I know, I know, it’s a shock. There, there. I know you’ve had a rough time, but things will be different now, I promise, I do.”

She will not call me Mary or Jacky or anything but Mistress and I let her do it. I certainly understand the comfort of knowing one’s place.

I pat her back and say, “You settle in, now. I’ve got one more thing I’ve got to do this day.”

 

I go back to Bride Street with Judy’s old dress in my hand and my riding crop under my arm. When I get to the house where Judy was so cruelly deceived, I rap on the door.

The door opens and a man stands there, his pants not buttoned, his vest hanging open, his face unshaved, his hair uncombed. A musty smell comes off of him.

“Wot?” he says, his eyes blinking at the light. “Wot the devil do you want?” He is not pleased at the intrusion. He idly scratches his belly and looks out over my head.

I fling the shift in his face and say, “Here. I’ve taken poor Judy Miller off your dirty hands. May you roast in Hell for what you did to her, you piece of filth!”

I’m about to leave it at that and I turn to go, leaving the scum with the rag of a dress wrapped around his face.


  Then I see her.


She is cowering back in the shadows behind him, and she is clad in rags, and she can’t be more than twelve. I see how things are and I lose control of myself and I rear back with my crop and whip him across the face as hard as I can.

“You miserable bastard!” I yell, and I hit him again and he screams and stumbles out into the street. The girl behind him puts her hands to her mouth in terror.

“Get back to your gang, girl! This man means you no good!” I yell to the girl. She jumps out and runs past me and off down the street like a startled rabbit, the soles of her bare feet flashing in the dimming light of the day.

I’m little but I’m strong, and I’m quick and I’m mad, and he’s fat and slow and he stumbles to the ground crying out, Stop, please, for the love of God, stop! But I don’t stop. I bring the crop down and down again and he squeals like the pig he is when he feels it bite into his legs and his fat buttocks, down and down and down again with all the strength and rage I’ve got in me. And while I’m doing that, I’m cursin’ him straight to Hell and back again, and I get him across the shoulders and then twice across the face, back and forth, and he howls and curls up in a ball. Then I stop and stand over him, my chest heaving, and I tell all the people standin’ around watchin’ just what he’s been up to, and then I work up a wad of spit and I spit it on him and then I get out of there before the peelers come.

I slip around the corner of Trumbull Lane, tryin’ to get back to the Benbow without being seen. I don’t know what kind of friends that slime bag has with the local constables, and my experience with constables, both here and in the States, not bein’ all that cordial, I lay low.

I peek around the corner and find myself lookin’ square into the eyes of Joannie, the girl from the Blackfriars Bridge Gang. We both start back.

“Wot? Miss? Jacky? You?” she says. “What’s going on?”

I see that she’s got the younger ones spread out around the square, hands out in begging, with eyes out for any chance for something better. Zeke leans against the Benbow, keepin’ an eye out for any trouble.

Joannie seems to have trouble speaking. She flushes and stammers, “I . . . I’m sorry, Jacky, it ain’t easy for me to talk like this wi’ someone lookin’ like you.”

I see, and I put my hand on her bare arm. “It’s all a game, Joannie,” I says, “and it would be good for you to remember that. Now listen,” and I tell her what happened to Judy and about the girl I saw there and what’s likely to happen to anyone who that man gets behind his door.

She sags against the wall and lets her face become a mask of cold indifference like she’s seen all this before, time and again. Then she says, “We’ll tell all the other gangs. We’ll work up a truce concerning Bride Street. We’ll get there.” Then her face gets hard as stone and she turns to me face on and hisses, “Depend upon it, Jacky. That dirty bugger’ll never pass a peaceful day or night again. We’ll take care of that!”

 

I pop back into our room to Judy’s great relief. “Mistress, I was so worried.”

“Just takin’ care of some business” is all I’ll say. “Now, let’s get ready for bed. I plan a big day for tomorrow.” With that I start undressing and she comes over and helps me get my clothes off and hung up proper.

Later, when we’ve both got our nightdresses on and are under the covers, I say, “Now, Judy, would you like to hear a story?”

“Coo, yes, Mistress, I would.” She is easier with me now, now that I’m not in the lady clothes anymore.

“Very well, get over here next to me and I will read you a story,” and, as I feel her head on my shoulder, I pick up Amy’s book and begin.

“My name is Jacky Faber and in London I was born . . .”

 

When I’m done with the first part, I ask her what she thinks and she says that this Amy’s got it just about right, but didn’t we do as much stealin’ and scammin’ as we done beggin’? And warn’t there a whole lot of drunkards who regretted passin’ out on our turf, with us swarmin’ over ’em as soon as they hit the cobblestones? And I have to say aye, but Miss Amy, bein’ a Puritan, felt she had to clean us up a bit—and I didn’t tell her all of it.

Judy giggles. “Remember the time you stole the famous Darby Ram right from under the noses of his keepers at the Great Fair and brought ’im back to the kip and . . .”

Yes, I say, but that’s another story.

I read on far into the night, till she falls asleep, and then I read on silently till I am done. When I finish, I turn back to the cover and read once again as told to her dear friend and companion Miss Amy Wemple Trevelyne. Hmmm. Strange, that. I thought she hated me, betraying me to the kidnappers and all.

Well, maybe someday we’ll see. I snuff out the candle, draw Judy to me, and I go to sleep.


Chapter 3

“Mistress, I wish you wouldn’t do this,” wails Judy. “I really wish that, I do.”

I’ve stripped off the clothes I had worn down to breakfast—dress, drawers, and stockings—and I rummage in my seabag and pull out my jockey silks, the outfit I had gotten back in the States as a reward for riding the Sheik of Araby to victory in the Great Race.

I stick one foot in the tight white pants, then the other, then pull them up to my waist and do the buttons. Judy, like any dutiful maid, is standing by with the green-and-white striped top over one arm and the white stockings over the other, fretting all the while.

“But, Mistress, you’re gonna have nothin’ on under these flimsy things! You can’t go out like that!”

“Yes, I can,” I say. “I’ve done it before.” I pull the blouse on over my head and Judy does the side tab buttons. White stockings next, and then we do the little cinch-belt things on the pants below the knees. What a strange thing to have someone help you dress. Sinful, I know, but I can’t say I find it unpleasant. I’ve tried to get her to call me Jacky, but she won’t do it. “Mistress Mary” is as close as she’ll get to calling me by my name.

Now the soft leather boots. “Now braid up my hair, Judy, if you would, so’s I can
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