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   Hunted    

                                                                  Chapter 1 
                                                                          London 1715 
        As the rain has one character and the wind another, it is the fog that shrouds them both in mystery. 

Peter Gray was my name. Of late I am known as Henry Crum.  

  The quality of my life has become a distant glimmer of former aspirations, causing my true 

name and identity to become so distant that, upon reflection, I sometimes imagine them as another 

person. To lose one's self—especially for those with ambition—is a punishment more confining than 

prison, for prison—and my escape from it—has brought me to these straits. 

  Writing in my journal was my only companion, and it troubles me greatly to put pen to my 

thoughts, but it was the only way to release my angst, as I have no one to talk to.  

  By the grace of God, I had made my twenty-third birthday. It was Monday, a day I now hate, 

and I am sure the other days of the week do also. For many, it was the drudgery of the beginning of 

another week in their horrible lives. For me, it had always been a new start, another chance. Now I felt 

trapped and unable to take advantage of that promise. But unlike a rat caught in a trap, I was able to 

open my door and leave my lair. So with a quip of courage, I laid down my quill and prepared to face 

the world. I had to remind myself that other people existed besides my good self, so cautiously, I 

periodically pushed myself to go out and prove it. 

  I strapped on my rapier, covering it when I put on my long-coat. I rolled up my writing kit and 

placed it deep in my coat pocket. My time-piece broken, I prematurely opened the door, but the 

brightness of the world caused me to retreat. Closing my eyes, I sat on my lone chair and waited for the 

sun to drop and night to swallow the city and hopefully its recognition of me.  

  For my birthday, I coerced myself to leave the dungeon of a room and go out to eat a roasted 

chicken, whole if affordable. My long wool coat, scarf, and hat may seem suspicious to those who take 
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notice, but suspicion is better than recognition. It was late July and along with my heavy attire, the 

summer heat helped veil me in some mysterious manner. The people who passed by were too concerned 

with their own discomfort to recognize and expose me to those who hunted me. The tax daily life 

weighed upon the mind and body was enough, without being cooked by the sun, making most people 

less cognizant of the world about them. This gave me a slight edge for the tasks at hand. 

 Finally, the sun gave up . I walked down the back stairs to an alley still comfortably wearing its 

shadows. A few steps and I entered Tooley Street, an unnecessarily wide avenue, which was not yet 

bustling, as it was suppertime for most. I did not recognize any of the faces that passed me, and the few 

who granted me a curious if not suspicious glance were as new to me as this part of London.  

 A particular alley next to Pinkerwirth's Bookstore, beckoned me. It was a shortcut and afforded 

me a private walk. As I rounded the corner, a smell approached me–a distinct, sour goat milk and fish 

mixture. 

 “Luvley evening, sir?” The factory of the smell said. He was a brick of a man, leaning casually 

against a downspout, the bottom of his right foot propped upon the wall. 

 I stopped and put my hand to the pommel of my rapier. “A bit hot,” I offered. 

 He stood away from the wall, blocking my way. A strong man, as much as I could tell in the 

murky light. 

 A voice behind me, not preceded by footsteps, caught me by surprise. “I suggest you reach for 

your purse, not your blade.” 

 I turned my head to see another man. My heart beating too fast, I took a deep breath. If I turned 

to face one or the other I was doomed, so I did what one does when cornered in an alley—I turned with 

my back against the wall, so I could easily see them both. They took steady steps towards me, the 

muted glint of blades announcing their intentions. 

 I still had time to bargain. “I would ask you sheath your weapons and halt your steps.” 
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 They both paused. The man to my right answered, “And do tell, why should we do either?” 

 “I do not wish to kill you.” I added a smile. 

 “Kill me? I don't think that is likely. You may kill my dumb brother there, but not goin' ta 

happen to me.” 

 Words were apparently finished, as the dumb brother to my left lunged towards me. I drew my 

rapier and cut the air. But he took no heed of my warning and continued, his knife held high. I went low 

with my weapon and heard the rip of his coat. He stopped, but still waved his knife. I aimed and cut 

again, this time I heard the sound of my blade cutting flesh, like shaving the scales from a fresh fish. 

He sighed, then lowered his knife.  

 I threw a quick glance to my right and saw the other brother almost upon me. The alley was 

about as wide as two lengths of my blade, and when I swung to cut him, it sparked against the opposite 

wall, slowing it enough so that he was upon me before I could strike again. He pinned me to the wall. I 

grabbed his knife hand, but felt in an instant that he could out wrestle me. His other hand went to my 

throat and squeezed, so overpowering I knew I had but seconds. Seconds flew as my mind screamed 

for an answer.  

 Taking great risk, I dropped to my knees and tried to pull him with me, knowing his reaction 

would be to remain standing. As he was stronger, he managed that. I swung my rapier and sliced his 

left knee. He yelled as he fell, holding it to stop the spurting of blood. But I saw in his eyes, that given 

a chance, he would stab me with the knife still in his hand. I sliced his wrist. Blood and the knife fell to 

the ground. I knew I should kill him, lest I be looking over my shoulder for the next year or two, but 

the man was made useless as a fighter. 

 I stood and faced him, then held the tip of my weapon to his throat. “Pick up your brother and 

leave.” I watched as the brothers helped each other down the alley, their faces etched in my memory. 

 A bit shaken, I breathed deeply to reestablish my calm. Then I continued, sticking to the alleys, 
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and came to my destination. I looked around, and deemed it safe to enter the Brandywine Tavern, a 

soot-covered two-story house that was more inviting inside than out. The smell that hit me, 

overpowered the stench of outside. Yesterday's entree and last week's ale were remembered with less 

than appetizing memberences. Piss and puke intermixed with heavily-scented cheap candles. Neither 

together nor by themselves adding anything to my appetite. 

 Choosing a table in the back, I sat and observed. A familiar barmaid, Delilah she called her self, 

approached me, her left nipple peeking above her bodice. I am sure that exposure created good tips for 

her. 

 “New here, er ya?” She smiled, her missing teeth not as attractive as her other wares. She put 

her hands to the table and afforded me a better view of her breasts, reminding me that food and fare 

was not all that was on the menu. Creaking above confirmed that foray. 

 “You look like a man that has more than one craving.” 

 I also remembered she had the memory of a hat, having played this scene out a number of 

times, always with the same result; her rushing away, then taking too long delivering my wine.  

 “I would like red wine and a whole chicken if available.” 

 “Fortify, I see.” 

 “Pardon?” I asked. 

 “It's me new word for the day. For-ti-fy. Eat, drink, so you have the strength to treat me good.” 

 “Not today. Just the wine and poultry.” 

 She stood before me, her rotten teeth and crooked nose too painful to look at, so I kept my eyes 

low. She, suspecting I wanted to see something under her skirt, raised it to reveal the hairiest beast I 

had ever seen. I swear, several flies escaped. I quickly raised my eyes to hers, my appetite waning. 

 “What's wrong, you don't like my poltry as you call it?” 

 “I mean chicken.” 
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 “Call it what you may. It's all for sale.” She winked at me and left, hopefully to retrieve my two 

consumable orders. It was no wonder why I remained faithful to my wife when such nasty visages were 

exposed, or should I say, were exposed to me. 

 Delilah returned shortly, her smile gone, with a cup of wine. She placed it on the table, then 

went to light the lamp. I put my hand on hers, stopping her.  

 Taking my hint, she withdrew her hand. “Chicken be ready shortly.” She replied curtly. 

 Funny thing about women. When they see you as a prize, for love, money, or sex, their charm is 

obvious, but once rejected, they can be sullen and revengeful as a donkey. 

 I nodded, then retrieved my rolled up writing kit and busied myself sharpening my quill; always 

good to have a weapon ready. The barmaid returned and put the chicken, slightly burnt, on the table. 

She looked at my quill and journal before her gaze shifted to the lamp. I slowly shook my head. Did 

she have no memory at all? My great Aunt Silvia, at ninety-two had more memory than this tart.  

 Without a hint of fanfare, I allowed myself a self-celebratory toast to my birthday. I now hated 

days I felt obligated to enjoy, but tradition and self-worth ushered me to continue some rituals.  I 

avoided all social contact and, when I must, vapid and shallow communication was careful in its 

dosages. I know my problems are nothing compared to some, but they are much to me. I cannot explain 

my insecurities in few words. I needed more space to worry.   

 I dipped my quill in ink, between sips of tolerable wine. I must pen these words that tell my 

story, so in the event of my demise, there may be a soul who will live on to right the wrongs that have 

befallen my family. At least the injustices will be recorded.  

 My greatest fear was that this journal will be on my person when my end is forced. I hope I will 

have time and sanity of mind to make it safe, to place it where my tormentors cannot find it. That some 

compassioned person will, upon reading it, hopefully realize that it must be placed in the hands of some 

authority. Prayfully, a more honest class than those I am forced to mingle with. 
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  My life of late, like my journal, was filled with uncomfortable passages. Not a minute snuck by 

that I was not keen to the textures in my world. It is an unwelcome talent I have developed that the 

sounds, smells and vibrations reached a fevered pitch in my brain. I have the instincts of an animal 

hunted. Every movement, every sound could hasten my demise.  

 The barmaid, still curious about my want of darkness, the two sailors ignoring me, the lone 

gentleman in the corner, reading the daily, the drunken sailors playing cards; any one of them could be 

on my trail or hired to watch me.  

 My dim reflection in the glass of the lamp startled me. I was but a former recollection of 

myself. And for now, that was good, but not so encouraging to my esteem. My beard and hair are dark 

and full, while I, on the other hand, have grown pale and thin; my eyes sunken and sad. Those who 

hunt me see through my changes. Perhaps it was my character and not appearance that clued them to 

me?  

 More than once they have caught me. But I escaped with my life, a new scar, broken rib, and 

worst of all; my head not as round as I prefer. My will to live was apparently stronger than their desire 

to kill me. 

 A year and a month I have lived this way. No, not lived, survived; for to live would be a luxury 

not on London’s menu. The stress taxed me to my limits. I slept fitfully, having little appetite. Joy for 

life was but a foggy memory.  On occasion, I was tempted to leave London—where no one hunted me. 

But I have purpose here greater than my own life.        

 What holds me to London was my heart. What was left of it was held captive here. My very 

soul and reason for existence; my mother Arlene, father Albert, sister Katherine and Josie my wife, are 

the reasons for my vigilance. They are in debtors' prison in Southwark.  If not for swift action and 

much mayhem, I would be there too—or dead. 
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                                                                           Chapter 2      
My History 

                                 Life is frequently not what it seems but often seems what it is. 
 
 
  I was born in Lancaster in the year 1692 to the Duke and Duchess Gray, on our estate in 

London, where I was raised and educated.  My father was an active magistrate, representing the 

counties of Essex and Buckinghamshire. He finding this position of higher calling more to his nature, 

than the attainment of more wealth.   

  Josie and I, young at heart, had promised ourselves to each other on my sixteenth birthday. On 

her eighteenth birthday, we held a mock wedding. No church or adult witnesses were present, and we 

did not introduce ourselves as husband and wife, but in our hearts, we were wed. We were going to wait 

for my course to set before we went through with a formal church-sanctioned wedding. We made this 

union thinking it existed only between our hearts. But in our joy, we were careless in our introductions 

to people out of our circles. More than once I introduced her as my wife. Now I berate myself every day 

for these mistakes. The reasons have become obvious.    

  The court brought the case of our union before witnesses. Some I had seen and some, I swear I 

had never laid eyes upon, but the court had enough to define her as my wife. They sentenced her as part 

of my family. We were found guilty of owing a great debt and were commanded to pay it off or be 

incarcerated in a debtors prison. My father's enemies took glee in this verdict, as that was apparently 

their goal. The discomfort wrought upon my family was tragedy like we had never known. 

        The prisons of London were a mockery of justice, having evolved to their current state of 

business by the honing of greed. No one, save those who sought a better society, saw anything ill with 

the current system. To most, it seemed fair and just. It is the way it always was and will always be. The 
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wardens usually paid for their positions, all legal as it is, for a princely sum of five thousand pounds. 

More than most men would ever make in a lifetime. They profited from their positions by thievery.  

   A wealthy person convicted of a non-hanging offense had options in the eyes of the law. There 

were no choices if you were poor—shipped off to Australia to slavery and disease was nothing short of 

going to hell, if not a certain death. 

  A prisoner with money, whether legally obtained or not, usually took the other option. Paying 

rent in a debtors prison.  When a new prisoner was brought in, they were charged a fee for the prison 

having to keep them. If the fee was not immediately paid, the prisoner was stripped bare. If no coin fell 

from his person, he was thrown naked into the cesspit, where often, promises of money coming from 

relatives were procured. If the prisoner had enough, they could pay for their intended length of 

incarceration. If they came up short, they were headed for the next ship to Australia.   

 Prisoners with limited funds shared quarters, with many to a room. Only when their monies were 

exhausted were they sent to Australia—no sense in shipping them away before wringing the last penny 

from them. 

 A prisoner with healthier finances could rent a private room for himself. Furniture and other 

luxuries were available. Food of questionable quality was sold by the warden at criminal prices. Some 

could even afford to have their meals brought in from the outside. Everything from ale to whores could 

be bought. Most wardens got along famously with their guests—as long as they paid their rent.  

  Being that most accused and sentenced were in London's prisons for debt, only a select few 

could afford these improvements whilst serving their time. It seemed confusing—if not an illogical 

situation—that someone in debt could afford these comforts, but I am pleased to count my family as 

one of those. I had seen how the poor, giving their last farthings, slept on straw-covered floors and ate 

uncooked food that sickened and often killed them. All because of a pittance owed perhaps to the 

butcher. Being in debt was a deadly risk that none took lightly. It was a more tolerable offense to bang 
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someone over the head and steal their money than to owe them. For the due of a loaf of bread could 

cost your freedom. 

  Often, as the whims of the great city of London blew to and fro, a pile of these wretched 

prisoners would be put up for public execution; more as a merriment for the varied tastes of this city 

than for civic duty. It was these poor wretches who had not enough money for another month's rent and 

were caught while awaiting the arrival of a boat to transport them to Australia, who got the worst of a 

shake—the dangerous end of a hangman’s noose.  

  Immediately after our sentencing, they sent us to the closest debtors prison. Nothing more than 

an unrentable tenant house called Southwark Prison. The wooded walls gaped, where rot and insects 

had chewed great holes; the wood black from age and soot. Four wobbly stories high it sat. Some 

windows were barred, some were not, and few had a full complement of glass.  There, I was separated 

from my father, mother, and Josie. I feared greatly for them.  

 I was roughly led to a room on the first floor. I could hear Josie, my wife, yelling to me as she 

and my parents were taken away. “I love you! Keep strength!” 

 I returned her words. It took all my discipline to not push the guard down and run to her. 

 The bald guard, sensing I might bolt, easily encompassed my forearm with his huge hand and 

dragged me down a hallway. He pushed open a knob-less door where I tripped over a raised plank, 

warped if not by age then by wetness, for the walls were either soggy and mildewy from the last rain or 

the culmination of decades. The room was dark, but I could hear a crowd of rats disturbed by my 

presence. The guard went to the window and pushed aside a board that doubled as a curtain. The light 

reluctantly entered the room and put clarity on things best left unseen. The rats had left little pellets for 

memories.  

 The quietness of my appraisal was broken by the guard, “How much money you have on ya?” 

 I dared not answer.  



10 

 He looked me up and down as if inspecting a cow and said, “A fancy gent. I suppose you can 

afford our rent.”  

 I looked at my clothes, the same suit I had worn for a week, and wondered what he based his 

assessment on. 

 Mannerly I spoke, “Kind sir, if you please, who is the warden here?”      

 Taken aback by my civility, he rubbed his chin, which was covered in hair in stark contrast to 

his head, which was devoid of a single strand. “I'm Mr. Pucker. You can address yerself to me.” 

 “Are you the warden?” I was very suspicious. He was not. 

 “No. That'd be Mr. Friendsworth,” he replied with all the begrudging tone he could muster. 

 “Jasper Friendsworth?”  I asked.  

 He said, “Aye, but we don’t get too chummy ere with his first name.”  

 My insides soared with the first good news to befall me in weeks.  

 My history with Jasper Friendsworth began when I was around sixteen. Back then, he was the 

driver for Lord Banks, who dined with us almost every Friday evening. I would sneak off and watch 

Jasper groom the horses, delighting in his rough talk and shameful stories. He was a character born of 

low aspirations and tempted by those higher. None too little of that, I bet, inspired from being in close 

quarters with Lord Banks, who was a most greedy man, if there ever was. He would be the downfall of 

my family. Jasper was kind enough to me, in exact opposite to Lord Banks. 

 Through deeds and transactions unknown to me, Jasper had raised most of the capital from my 

father to buy his position as warden and keeper of Southwark Prison. An irony that further incensed 

me. In discreet discussions between Jasper and I, he swore he would keep us all out of harm's way, if I 

and my family would never reveal the fact that he partially owed his position to my father. For my 

family and I, he was a needed ally. Our family had been stripped of all funds, even robbing us of 

monies from the estate sale. 
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 “He will ask you the same as I. Can you pay the rent here?” Mr. Pucker asked. 

 “I will disclose that only with Mr. Friendsworth.” 

 Mr. Pucker laughed. “I'm the king here. Give up yer money or the stink of a hundred years of 

shit will be yer new coat. Then we'll tie you neat, throw you on a cart and haul you to a barnacled- 

bilge-watered coffin of a ship and send you to a slow death in  Australia.”  

  I knew he meant to throw me to the cesspit, where all the refuse, human and otherwise, was 

kept awaiting to shock the new fish such as I. I'm sure he exaggerated the ships discomforts, but not the 

gloomy outcome of its destiny. 

` I stood and straightened my dusty woolen jacket. “Please inform Jasper Friendsworth that Peter 

Gray is here and the monies will be discussed with only he.”  Mr. Pucker stood facing me. I could smell  

week old fish and gin on his breath and knew he wanted to beat me for my insolence. But luckily he 

was not a totally ignorant man, knowing his job, he turned and left. 

 In too long a time, Jasper made his appearance. We appraised each other across the small room, 

devoid of furnishings, save for questionable smells and two chairs that had never been bathed in paint.  

 Jasper had to be in his forties. He had taken to wearing the new style wigs that blossomed 

thickly atop his head and frilly to his shoulders, his true thinning hair receding up his forehead. But the 

hair growing out his ears was healthy.  Jasper carried a large belly for such a small frame and seemed to 

delight in its girth, as he held both hands proudly to his stomach. 

 Jasper directed with his hand for me to take a seat. Before he sat, he looked at Mr. Pucker.  

  

 “Harry. Do be a good fellow and get us some gin. And then see to...something.” with a 

dismissive wave that I saw incensed Harry. “I will have private words with Mr. Gray.” 

 The look on Harry's face told it all. He did not like being cut out of whatever bargaining was to 

take place in his absence. When Harry begrudgingly left, Jasper scooted his chair forward. As we were 
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now both seated, a handshake in this position was ill mannered, so he patted my knee.  

 This did not calm me down at all, but I kept up appearance, and drew a deep breath. “Good to 

see you, Mr. Friendsworth.” 

 “Now, now, call me Jasper like you did when you were a young lad.”  

 An awkward pause followed. He cleared his throat seeing I would not speak. “It is an 

uncomfortable situation we have here. As you know, I owe this position to your father, so I am in his 

debt.”  

 Jasper eyed me closely to gauge my reaction, but I was learning to rein in my expressions. “I 

want you to know, lad, I will do everything in my power to make this easy on you and your family.”  

 I nodded. His jowls quivered several beats after each word so that it was hard to remove one's 

eyes from them as he spoke. He would then clear his throat to bring your eyes back to his. He was not 

an intelligent man, but a cunning one. I surmised that in his youth he had been either a bully or mama's 

boy. He must have had some weight to come this far.  

 “You are aware, I am sure, of the arrangements here and the cost of such?” 

 I nodded. 

 He cleared his throat again, then spit loudly into a dirty handkerchief. “The best way to handle 

this, is for you to convince your father, Albert Gray, to put, shall we say, your fortune, diminished 

though it might be, in my bank. I can promise you safety, comfort and food, almost as if you never left 

your estate.” 

  I almost exploded but settled for gritting my teeth, of which he noticed, leaning back in his chair 

making some distance between us.  

  I forced my mouth apart and through strained words, “Jasper Friendsworth...” 

 At that moment, the door opened and Harry entered, carrying a bottle of gin and three glasses. 

He looked suspiciously at us before scooting a small oyster crate closer to where we sat, setting three 
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glasses down, and filling them. The one intended for me was noticeably shallow. 

 “Thank you, Harry.” Jasper said dismissively. 

 Harry ignored him, picked up the fullest glass of gin, and sipped it like it was fine wine. His 

eyes never leaving me, as if weighing how much I was worth. That’s when a perceptive thought struck. 

Harry had more power around here than seemed due. I sensed Lord Banks hand. That deduction was 

waylaid when Jasper spoke to him, “Harry. I am having words with Mr. Gray. Finish your drink and 

excuse yourself.” 

 Harry shot him a fighting look. He clutched the glass so hard I winced, waiting for shards to fly. 

He shot down the rest of his gin walked out, and slammed the door. 

 “You were about to say?” Jasper inquired. 

 I took a sip and let the burn lay on my tongue. I chose my words carefully and was now glad of 

Harry's interruption, for I had almost talked in temper. “Jasper. I am swearing that my father tells the 

truth about our family’s finances. They have taken all but the clothes on our backs. You must know 

that.” 

 Jasper stood, walked to a barred window, and looked out at the solemn cloudy day. “I was afraid 

of that. I made special arrangements to have your family brought here, in kind for what your father did 

for me. But now...you both tell me you are penniless, which I must believe. I have no choice but to let 

them ship you to Australia.” 

 I flew off my chair. “You dare!” Jasper turned with fright. Upon seeing I barred his escape, he 

stood with his hands to his hips, as if this show of authority would stop me. I wanted to strangle him. 

 “Like father like son, I see,” he inferred. 

 “I am nothing like my father. He is the kindest man you or I have ever met. I, on the other hand, 

have a temper and am filled with thoughts of revenge and little inclination to rein it in.  

 “But...I...” 
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 “Quiet and hear me out. I know that you never paid my father back a single shilling for your 

purchase of this business. How can you say you will cast us to the seas and the death colony of 

Australia?” 

 Now, he was the reluctant one. When he took a step to one side, so did I. He had no choice—

either yell for help, or talk to me. Thankfully, he chose the latter. 

 “Peter, I am not the sole owner. Certain others forced me to sell them a share. And I use the 

word 'sell' in the most loose of terms. I can forgive a small portion from my monthly pay, but trust me, I 

am as near to the poor house as you.” 

 “Trust? Poor house? Have you no cognizance of the situation?” 

 “Yes. But you do not understand the powers above me.” 

 I knew it. Others owned this prison and in no way would they let me and my family stay  

without paying rent. I knew it was the most important moment in life. My mind searched for a solution. 

 Then it came to me. “Jasper, please, can we sit and talk? I have an idea.” 

 He sat nervously, eyeing the door. Perhaps thinking of escape? I needed him to hear me out 

before Hairy reappeared, or he ran for the door. 

 “Jasper, I think...no, I am certain, I can pay my family's rent, but you have to let me go to do 

so.” 

 He relaxed and turned all his attention to me. “While this is not unheard of in a family situation, 

what collateral do you have?” 

 I stood with my fists clenched and my temper flamed. “Collateral! You have my wife, my 

father, and my mother. What more in this world could you need to be assured?” 

 He forced a slight grin, “Good point.” He thoughtfully sipped his gin. “Who will pay in the 

meantime? Until you get the money.” 

 This was not the question I wanted to hear. I had nothing to give him but my word and hoping 
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that Jasper had a bit of heart within him. “You. Let me go and I will get money and repay you.” 

 His shoulders slumped, and then a curious expression grew upon his face. He threw back the 

rest of his gin and stood. I was not going to block his way. I had nothing else to offer. 

 He walked to the door, his steps getting longer as he got closer to it. He opened it and stood in 

the doorway and paused. My heart was breaking for the future of my family.  

 He turned, “I will leave the door open. Be quick—I cannot be responsible for freeing you. Oh, 

and do be gentle.” 

 “Gentle?” I asked. 

 “Yes. When you knock me down.” The smile he wore, was best described as reluctant. 

 

 

Chapter 3 

Money and justice seldom mix. 

 

 

  In London, the law was controlled by not only the king, but by the powerful, the moneyed. For 

it was power that wielded the law. A man with a heavy bank had naught to fear other than another man 

with more bank. It was the lot of those powerful people that connived to dethrone one another of their 

wealth. In this little window of London’s history, the powers that be have decided not to create new 

wealth, finding it easier to manipulate the laws to gain profit from their peers. Why build a factory and 

hack out a living, when you could maneuver to take money already made? It takes but a bit of cunning 

and not much work at all. Such are the mindsets of those who rule London.  

  No government job was voted or appointed. It was bought. Nothing illegal. It was just the way 

it was done. Such was the lot to whom my poor father fell victim. Albert Gray's position as a magistrate 
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had made him wealthy, thus powerful, but also had made him a target. His generosity and good soul 

was not made for these times. If a man wished an appointment and seemed of good character, he would 

make it happen without any payment up front and trust the man to repay from his gains in his new 

position. Whilst this may have been the downfall of our family’s fortune and future, his generosity was 

in slight, being paid back now in the person of one Jasper Friendsworth.  

 Jasper had bought his position and had never repaid a shilling. Thus, he was in greater debt to us 

than we were to him for the rent he would soon charge us. Perhaps skirting this issue for now was 

warranted, as ruffling his feathers and calling in his debt would further jeopardize my family’s position. 

 Part of the club that sought my father's wealth was known to be heavily involved in percentile 

thievery. Privateers were still raking in vast amounts of gold and silver for England. Spanish ships were 

ripe for the picking across the Atlantic in the Spanish Main, filling the British treasury with a vast 

fortune that did little to ease the civil strife plaguing London.  

 The club chartered privateers, securing papers that allowed them to steal in the name of 

England. The Spanish were their prime targets and the Spanish War was their window of opportunity. It 

left the Spanish Main ripe for the taking by privateers. The financiers of these vessels were a shrewd 

and cunning lot. The club hired a captain, who was responsible for its crew and the provisioning of the 

ship. Then they set out to rob the enemy to put strains on their economy. When it returned to port, more 

often than not, its booty was staggering. Immediately, the ship was commandeered by the club. The 

crew—who expected a share of the prizes—were often paid a piddling and then, by armed guard, 

escorted to a tavern. If a sailor became disruptive at his cheated portion, he was often escorted to jail on 

some trumped up charge, for which the fine was usually exactly their portion of the prize.  

 The booty, often large quantities of gold, silver, and emeralds, was assayed by a club-appointed 

official, who miscalculated to the extreme, the value of the cargo. If the captain at any time protested 
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his reduced share, he was unceremoniously fired. If further protests were evident, charges ranging from 

misappropriation of supplies, to dereliction of duty, to accusation of theft, were applied. But oft as 

naught, the fine print of his privateering contract was offered to evidence that he had not performed the 

duties required to share the prize. He often left with no monies at all. It was a rotten business,. As it had 

continued for years, the word had spread, and now privateers were not returning. They could make 

good booty and never return to England, continue their plunders in the Spanish Main, becoming real 

pirates.  

 This was how greed spoiled the city. Not only was it not enough for them to take the main share 

of the booty, others toiled and risked their life, for they wanted it all. As they are capable of it, and none 

to stop them, they continued this practice right under the king's nose. No one seemed to care or were 

capable of doing anything about it. All this resulted in my extreme situation and imprisonment of my 

loved ones—the three people who meant the world to me.  

 Lord Anthony Banks was the leader of the club. A more distasteful man I had never met. He had 

come to our very house on many occasions. My father often gave celebratory dinners to men who had 

made political or business accomplishments. Lord Banks had just been commissioned by the king to 

refit and build a number of new ships for the navy. It was a big contract and would surely make him 

and those around him the more wealthy, or so he told my father. 

 I had been delegated to see to the guest’s coats and wraps, as I was sixteen by that time. My 

father thought the servant's job would expose me to the manners of the well-heeled. Most guests either 

ignored me or made some small talk about how I was like my father. A compliment or two, and 

sometimes a shilling, was given me. 

 I had met Lord Banks on several of these occasions. He was tall and stout, without the 

prodigious belly of those with similar success. His white, perfectly-powdered wig framed a handsome 

but stern middle-aged face. I never recalled a smile or word of kindness from him.  
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 On this particular interaction with him, he left me with no good impressions. The dinner party 

was over, the guests were leaving, and the second part of my job was to return the overcoats, hats, and 

gloves to those departing. As I handed Lord Banks his coat, several shillings fell from a pocket. He 

appeared not to notice, and I not hesitating, retrieved them and said, “Sir, this money has fallen from 

your pocket.” 

 His response put me on guard. “Lad, you should not be going through your guest's pockets.” He 

said it in a tone inviting confrontation.  

 I said, “Sorry, sir. Whilst I handed it to you, they fell from your pocket, and as you are standing 

right here, you must have noticed.” 

 With that, he said to his companion, a fine looking lady in a dress as white as the color itself.  

“Trust not your valuables, the lad has quick hands.” 

 The lady reached to her jeweled necklace and seeing I had not stolen it, frowned at me. 

 I took immediate offense to this and said, “Your lady’s valuables are quite safe. It is you who 

have questionable motives.”  

 This led to me being severely reprimanded by my father. 

 Looking back, I wondered if he had done it all on purpose to instigate a scene, as years more of 

exposure and gossip of him have indicated that false accusations were his game. 

 My father was an open and generous man. As a lad growing up, he seldom doled punishment to 

me heavier than to increase my studies. He was strict, fair, and all who came to know him respected his 

honesty.  

 Somehow, Lord Banks had convinced my father to cover an investment in outfitting three ships 

for commerce. He was not told they were for privateers. When the business went sour, Lord Banks lost 

nothing but all my fathers money. 
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Chapter 4 
Best Plans 

 

 I had two goals in my life, and neither would be easy to accomplish. Earning money while in 

hiding was a most challenging task, but I so far, had done fairly well. To discover Lord Banks 

manipulation of my father's wealth and placing him in prison, was an undertaking of almost impossible 

efforts. Being anonymous made it hard to make inquires without the suspicion of those I talked to. My 

only hope was to discover who else Lord Banks had wronged and to form an alliance with them.  

 My weekly forays into the gentleman's clubs were a supposed means to both ends. Where 

gambling and boisterous talk, fueled by wine and brandy, loosened tongues, and made gamblers fools.  

Here was where I soberly heard snips of gossip about Lord Banks and gambled with those of less 

cognizant ability. 

 I had not left my room for six days since my birthday, and I was like a caged lion. There were 

several coffee houses I was comfortable visiting in the evenings. The purposely dim light of the lamps 

make it easier for me to conceal myself. I waited until darkness enveloped the streets, then would leave 

my humble lair.  

 My quarters were above a tailors shop in Southwark on Duke Street, which lay on the south side 

of London, a short walk to London Bridge. From my room on some days, I could see the River 

Thames. Other days, only the smell reminded me of its presence. The river, through no fault of its own, 

was a polluted entity. Man is much aligned for the cause of it, but history whines that it was always a 

river of muck. 

    The tailor, one Jeffery Cummings, was an elder gentleman whose wife had recently fallen to 

consumption. He asked little of me save the first month's rent and quiet during the day when his 

customers were being fitted. My floor—his ceiling—was thin, and the creaks and groans were quite 

disconcerting. I tarried little in one spot, especially at night as I walked about.  On windy nights, the 
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shift in structure was quite concernable. I often lay in bed convincing myself I would not be surprised, 

when during a storm, the roof would be torn away. But thus far it had been safe place, and the back 

entrance was agreeable with my nocturnal existence. My days were a management of boredom. Books 

were my only salvation, but even that could get tiresome. Sitting around doing nothing felt ridiculous 

and unnecessary, but I was chained by my situation.  

 Several blocks away sat a coffee house I was tempted to visit, but had shied away from, because 

the proprietor was too fond of bright lamps, roaring hearths, and archangels. Trying not to dwell on 

missing my dear wife Josie, I pondered on where to go, not only for distraction, but to fatten my bank 

to keep my loved ones safe.  

 As the sun fell, my courage rose. I had fallen into a lull of comfort, feeling that perhaps I was 

not as hunted as I feared, that not every eye cast my way was bent on finding me out and turning me in. 

Maybe if anyone recognized me, they cared little, if at all. I had started many an evening with this cozy 

confidence, then too soon, brought crashing down when I ignored the slightest suspicion.  

 The heat was unusually hot for July. Even when the sun waned, the heat rose from the streets, 

magnifying the smell of a city bursting at the seams. The heat brought many out at night to take in the 

night air and its perceived coolness.  

 Not all the night-walkers were out for relief from the heat. This close to the docks, many a 

wanted man prowled at night. Murders, rapists, and swindlers mixed with the new money brought in by 

the long-at-sea sailors with fat pockets, lascivious inclinations, and lost memories of what real life was 

like. 

 Not any worse were the fallen ladies by the score, the pick-pocketing orphans, the gangs who 

watched for weakness, and the thieves who would pick you clean of what the others did not.  And so it 

was, the sailors mixed with the derelicts. After a few tankards, there was little difference. In my mind, I 

was the only one of noble cause. If anyone of them lifted a hand to harm me or expose me, my rapier 
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would quiet them. 

 Through this soup of the hopeless, I carefully made my way down streets as narrow as a mule 

cart, and through alleys as wide as my shoulders, stepping over and around the fallen, the drunken, the 

copulating, and the dead. 

 My goal was all but aimless. I needed money and needed it fast, as my bank was down to the 

last shilling. Not only was I close to eviction, but far worse, my family.  

 I was within a block of a gambling den, when I saw a group of five gentleman talking. Then I 

heard the sound of coins. They were passing money to and fro, and by the sound of it, a handsome 

amount. I had never robbed anyone in my life, let alone five gentleman at once. But desperate times 

had forced me to this point. They were obviously secure in their comfort, for who would approach and 

rob a party of five? 

 None appeared armed, so I took a deep breath and walked foreword to commit the biggest sin of 

my life. My confidence in my fighting ability was contained within the rapier I had become an expert 

with. Fencing since I was a lad of nine, I had as yet, one on one, met my match, but five was a heavy 

number. 

 As I approached, I pulled my scarf up to my face. As nonthreatening as I tried to be, one of the 

gentleman saw me approach and turned, his mouth wide with expectation, I knew the man! He was 

vicker of our church and once a friend of my father's. I hurried past, my courage drowned by 

familiarity. 

 Perhaps I should have gone on with it. Besides what was a churchly man doing outside a 

gambling house exchanging purses of money? The church's money? Perhaps he deserved to be robbed.  

 

 

 Chapter 5 
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 One thing I had come to terms with; stealing. I shed a feather of guilt by believing I would pay 

back whoever I stole from, keeping track in my diary.  

 I had never felt the pull of church religion, even though it had been stuffed down my throat as a 

youngster. I had even been an alter boy. My father said it would teach me to be humble, and as a boy, 

becoming more and more adept with a rapier, that was not easy. I remember sneaking a peak into the 

preacher's office after service and seeing him sitting at his desk, counting coins, lacing them into a 

canvas bag, then hiding them behind three lose bricks in the wall. As if anyone would rob a church. 

 Surprising myself, here stood I, with that intent in mind. It was a dreary Sunday night waiting 

for that very same preacher to leave the church.  

 It was foggy and made my venture easier. I passed the time by journeying through  memories. I 

thought of Josie. How I missed her caress, the way she ran her fingers across my face, then brushed my 

lips, her prelude to a kiss. The sound of her voice, like a content dove. Sometimes I did not 

acknowledge her words, for the rhythm and sound of her voice was enticing. Her mischievous smile 

melted all my restraints. 

 I wondered what she was doing at that very moment, perhaps sleeping. I imagined, from my 

short stay at Southwark Prison, that sleep was the easiest way to pass the time. Perhaps she was 

knitting. She never liked to be idle. She could never sit still, and her loss of freedom was very hard on 

her. At least by knitting, she was passing time. 

 I had found a buyer for Josie's and Mother's busy hands. Mother's talent was at knitting hats and 

gloves. Her choice of color and yarn made garments that begged to be worn. Josie on the other hand, 

was wonderful with stockings, of which I was wearing and kept me warm on the coldest of nights. 

Only a week ago, I bargained an order for five dozen socks and as many gloves from a dry good store 

owned by an old family friend. He suddenly declined the consignment, having found out they were 
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made by prisoners. Mattered not that they were old friends and customers. Mother took it on the chin 

and turned the gloves into a blanket, a wonderful pattern of colors, which I sold for more than if sold 

separately. 

 My scarf, that kept my face and neck warm and dry, had become comfortably well-worn, 

though Josie insisted she knit me a new one. I used it to quell the swaying of my rapier under my long-

coat. 

 A door squeaked open across the street and I saw the priest, now gray and bending, leaving the 

church from the side door. I waited a good five minutes before I approached. It had a keyhole lock I 

was familiar with, having spent some time with a cousin who was an apprentice for a lock and key 

maker. My knife and a piece of baling wire would do the trick. I joggled both and it opened. 

 Churches were rather haunting at night, and I felt as if many eyes were upon me, not sure if they 

were living or not. I entered his office, the same as I remembered all those years ago. The bricks in the 

corner were now well worn from  years of replacing. I easily pulled them out and withdrew the bag of 

coins. It was as heavy as I hoped. I left like the thief in the night I had become. 

 

Chapter 6 
 
 

 The church had not turned out as profitable as I had hoped. A heavy bag of nothing but 

farthings, a denomination so low, I surmised they were minted just so parishioners could contribute the 

least amount to their church. 

 I needed more. A lot more. If I did not have four pounds by the coming Friday, I feared my wife 

and parents would board the next ship and I would never see them again. 

 A consideration was going to Liverpool and getting a job on the docks, but at a shilling a day, I 

would be hard-pressed to pay their rent, let alone mine. 
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 With only a few coins left and hunger gnawing at me, I ventured out to purchase some beans 

and cheese, a food I found I could live on well enough for its cost. An old man name Pennyworth was 

the only vendor who worked past dark at The Fish Mongers Market. He never sold fish, just cheese and 

beans, my bread and butter. His cart was just inside the gate to the market.  

 When I breached the entrance, I met a familiar, but no less heart-wrenching sight. Groups of 

beggars, families and orphans were going through the piles of garbage swept into the corners of the 

market. Rotten fish and refuse too old to be sold, was what they sought. I turned away from the sight as 

there goes me, but for the few coins in my pocket. 

 There was a line of four customers in front of Mr Pennyworth's cart, so I took the time to peruse 

the posting board. At the top were advertisements for plays, poetry readings, and operas, things I had 

once enjoyed. I wondered if this was as close as I would ever get to such entertainment again. In the 

middle were notices for craftsmen and day workers. Everything from chimney sweeps, to woodsman, 

to cooking maids. On the bottom row, such was the station of their life, sat the wanted. Rough sketches 

of men and one woman wanted for crimes against the crown. Though I was never on there, I looked all 

the same. I was not a high priority of the crown, but Lord Banks had his reaches. My crime, in 

comparison to these men, was minor, but I suspected I was being hunted the more. 

 One roughly sketched notice stopped me. It was a man I had seen only the day before in the 

tavern. He, Kevin Norwich, was wanted for the murder of a young Tommy Kipling, just over on Tooley 

Street. It was a fair likeness. I hoped the artist never drew my appearance for Lord Banks to spread 

about, for incongruity was one of the few defenses I had against him. 

 The reward was fifty pounds. A year's rent for my family. If I found and turned the man in, I 

would do my family proud. The irony was not lost on me. I, being hunted, would be hunting another 

man. 

 He had murdered a boy, and I saw no bothering of my consciousness for turning him in. 
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 The line to the cart was now down to one, so I stood in line. 

 “Have any of that smelly cheese. You know that French stuff?” the man in front of me asked 

Mr. Pennyworth. 

 “Never had any of the French stuff, but I have smelly cheese by the pound.” 

 “I'll take a quarter and give me some of that pork jerk, easy on the bones and grizzle. Last time I 

got home, my wife lost a tooth pulling on that stuff.” 

 “Want me to chew it for you first?” 

 The customer laughed, but I saw no humor in Mr. Pennyworth's face. 

 The man left.  

 I stood alone with Mr. Pennyworth. “How are you today, sir?” I offered. 

 “Same as the last time you asked,” he answered gruffly. 

 I was prompted to respond just as rudely, but my father's words haunted me. Never treat a 

person poorly who handles your food. Revenge is easy for them. 

 “Well, that is good, then.” 

 “No, not really. Lost the rest of my bottom teeth two days ago. Then, my gout broke open and 

scared my wife to death.” 

 “Sorry to hear that. Are you well, now?” 

 “I'll live, but I buried her last Friday.” 

  Not sure if he was jesting, I did not know whether to smile or be mournful. 

 “I will have a couple of pounds of beans and a half pound of cheese.” 

 “That's two shillings.” 

 

Chapter 7 
Close 
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 I found a lead. An article in the London Gazette wrote about how a consortium of businessmen 

planned to meet for a dinner to discuss the purchase of older ships from the Queen's Navy. It stunk of 

Lord Banks. Now I had a lead as to where he would be and had to risk an encounter with him no matter 

the outcome. 

 They were meeting at a club where my family had often dined. I was sociable with the cook, a 

Johnathan Cumberly. It was risky, but I had a plan. 

 It was the 5'11” Club, rumored to be named for the height of the exceptionally tall daughter 

Evelyn. I would have changed the name to Shy of Six. It was a fancy place over a street from the 

government district. I would wait until closing and try to see if Cumberly was still employed there. He 

was a few years older than I. My father often hired him to cook for occasions at our house. I wouldn't 

say we were friends, but we had always gotten along well.  

 I waited and watched as the employees left one at a time. Just when I assumed the last had left, 

and alas there was no Cumberly, he appeared and walked up Fish Market Street. I followed. 

 As I walked up behind him I addressed him, “Johnathan Cumberly.” 

 He stopped and turned to me. “Peter?” 

 “Yes. Peter Gray. Pleased you remember me. I wish a word with you.” 

 He smiled then turned grim. “You're a wanted man.” 

 “Yes. Hopefully not by you.” 

 “No.” He smiled. “There's a new tavern around the corner. I am dying to hear your story.” 

 After we were served our ale, I began telling the story of what Lord Banks had done to me and 

my family.  

 “So sorry, Peter. Your father has always done well by me, and I suspected his financial downfall 

was through little fault of his.” He ordered another round. “Now for the hard question. What do you 
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have in need of me?” 

 

 Two days later, I showed up at the 5'11” Club, met with Crumby and donned the proper attire. A 

white billowy blouse, white socks and brown pantaloons. I felt silly.  

 Cumberly gave me a few pointers about serving. “Never look them in the eyes. Smile. And keep 

your fingers out of their food. You will be serving Lord Banks and his partners in a private room 

upstairs. 

 I was as nervous as a mouse at a cat circus. When I entered the room, I recognized him and 

feared he might me, but it  was many years since he had seen my face. He had aged most unpleasantly. 

Where once he was a tall and strong man, capable of backing up with force and the harsh words he 

used, now he looked like he was more suited to soaking his feet in a tub and drinking brandy at the end 

of his day. His belly had grown and in concession, his hair had retreated. A few whiffs of white hair fell 

to his ears. 

 “You are taking too much interest in our conversation.” Lord Banks spoke. Shaking me from 

my observations. 

 “Beg your pardon, sir. But when around such distinguished gentleman, I wish to learn.” 

 “Distinguished?” They all laughed. “Listen well lad. The only advice I have is, if you want to 

get ahead in life, you have to stop serving people.” He laughed again. 

 Throughout their eating and drinking, I caught no conversation that could be of use to me. The 

business of ship purchasing from the Royal Navy seemed all above board, but that did not fool me into 

thinking that things were rotten below. 

 After they left, I donned my clothes, bundled up to the point of anonymity and caught up with 

Banks and his companions on Kings Street. They had stopped to talk in a huddle. I, suspecting the real 

purpose of their meeting being divulged in a more private place. There was no way to get close enough 
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to eavesdrop, so I took a bold course. I bravely approached, then more bravely, let my scarf down to 

reveal my face. 

 This was the only window of opportunity open to me. “Mr. Banks, may I a word with you?” 

 He recognized me, as was my intention. “You're the lad from 5'11'.” 

 “Yes, sir.” 

 He frowned with impatience. “Very well, but make it quick.” He looked over at his partners, 

who were blind in their conversations. 

 I led him to the mouth of an alley, but he stopped, I hoping he would enter so I could do 

whatever I had not yet planned to do. 

 “Hurry lad, what is it you want?” 

 I searched for words to say to him, and I saw in his eyes, suspicion growing. He turned to leave. 

I grabbed his coat and pulled him into the alley. My dagger drawn, I held it to his throat. “One word of 

help to your partners and I will cut the blood to your head.” 

 For the first time that I had ever seen him, he looked afraid. Gone was the boisterous and 

confident demeanor I had always known. 

 “What is it you want? Take my purse. And....my watch it's worth more than the coins.” 

 “I don't want your money. I want freedom for my family.”  

 His eyes searched mine, then he looked at my face. “Who are you?” 

 “Peter Gray. You have imprisoned my family.” I took pleasure in him knowing. 

 For some unexplained reason the fear left his face. “Long time no see, young Peter.” He studied 

my face and attire. “Seems you've become a bit ragged. The hardships of being an escaped debtor, no 

doubt.” 

 “All by your fault.” 

 “My fault? Peter you have a naive and protected view of this world. Seems like your father 
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would have raised a harder nut.” 

 “He did and that is why I am here. To right the wrong and protect my family.” 

 “Protect. With your blade to my throat, you think this will end well. That it will bode well for 

you and your family?” 

 “You swindled my father of his money.” 

 “Swindled? He gave his money by his own volition and lost it to the financial gods of luck.” 

 “How much money did you make by my father's downfall?”` 

 I saw a nervous twitch in his eyes. Whatever he said next would be a lie. 

 “But, I lost money too.” 

 My father told me that men under pressure often prefaced excuses with but and be assured that 

everything after that word was untrue. 

 “I rather doubt that. But...” I exaggerated the word. “You worked your power to imprison us 

because we know what you did.” 

 “And, poor Peter, what did I do?” 

 “You talked my father into extending all his credit to you to finance ships you said were 

consigned by the crown. But actually they were for outfitting ships that would try to attain marquees to 

raid Spanish ships. All a lie. A swindle. An injustice that is illegal.” 

 “Prove it.” He forced a smile. 

 “I will, and mark my words, I will find others who have fallen because of your schemes. And 

together we will bring you down.” 

 “Other have tried and died.” 

 “If you do not pay my father's debt, I will kill you and all those close to you.” 

 No one was more surprised than me when he laughed. I pushed the tip of my dagger until a spot 

of blood trickled down his throat. 
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 “I have no one close to me save my dog.” 

 “Then I will kill him first.” 

 “Peter. I've been looking for you. Appears your threats against me...merit a bit of substance as I 

surmised. I should have found you sooner. That will be easier now that I know what you look like.” 

 “What I have grown to is because of you. I will do anything to save my family.” 

 “You kill me and your family will rot.” 

 “It appears whether you live or not that may happen, anyway.” 

 He looked scared again. Then his wicked brain must have come up with something, for his evil 

grin reappeared and confidence shone.  

 “True...but my friend will see to their demise in the event of anything happening to me.” 

 “Jasper? You trust the likes of him?” 

 He shrugged. “It's what I have to work with. I will take that chance. Will you?” 

 I shoved him against the wall and let go. He was right, I could not take a chance with my 

family's safety.   

 “Give me of which you offered before.” 

 “My purse? So you are nothing but a thief.” 

 “I am fare more than that. You sir, are the thief. I am just taking back a portion of what is rightly 

owed.” 

 Banks held his purse in front of him and dropped it to the ground then smiled. 

 “Pick it up and include your watch. Another testing move and I will gut you like the greedy pig 

you are.” 

 Banks tried to look around the corner, where his partners talked and laughed, not realizing the 

danger lurking so close. 

 “Go ahead. Call to them. I will gut you and your friends. For though you may consider yourself 
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fair at thieving, I am an excellent duelist.” With one flick from my rapier, I cut the length of his sleeve 

as cleanly as if a seamstress had cut it. 

 Banks looked down at his coat, then at Peter's sword in one hand and the dagger in the other and 

nodded. “Very well.” He handed his valuables to me. 

 “If you make a sound before I am away, I will come back and stick everyone of you like rotten 

apples.” I cut the air in front of his face to punctuate my threat. 

 As I walked out of the alley, I barely received a glance from Banks cohorts.  

 

Chapter 8 
Impressed 

 
 
 I had taken to a night of wandering, needing to clear my head, something hard to do smothered 

between the walls of my small room that pressed on me and my loneliness. The stale air and quietness 

were not comfortable to a man all alone. I needed to exercise my freedom, so I wrapped tight, strapped 

on my new rapier, hid my dagger in my coat pocket, and ventured into the night. 

 I made my way quietly as I could down the rickety stairs that let to the alley next to Tooley 

Street, and walked over to Kings Street, then took a deep breath. The Fish Market across the bridge was 

closed, but its memory was strong. I went down to Cottons Wharf to be level with the Thames and 

found a pier to sit upon. Something about being near water soothed my soul and stayed my fearful 

thoughts.  

 The moon was tunneling through the clouds, adding a tranquil/harmonious mood to all I could 

see. The ships rocked gently in their dockings and creaks and bumps were melodiously muted in the 

damp air. Their masts swayed under the weight of rolled and furled sails, draping down like old men in 

robes.  

 One of the ships was lit as if for a party. That was confirmed when a galley door opened and the 
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tune from a hurdy-grudy escaped. A man and a woman appeared. They began to dance, a jig of some 

sort. They faced each other and held their hands together and then up high, then spun around in a circle. 

When the song ended, they looked at each other, then closed for a long kiss. I could feel their 

tenderness from where I sat. I would give anything to be holding and kissing Josie right now. 

 There was a tavern behind me. The door opened, light and laughter spilling out. Everyone was 

alive save me. I dared to go have a drink to smooth my loneliness. As I approached the door, it opened. 

A young man unstable on his legs brushed past me. He had not gone a pace when four men appeared 

from the shadows. I thought to yell to warn him, but they were quick on him like fish to bait. They took 

him arm and arm and threw him against the side of the tavern.  

 A short distance away, I found a dark corner where a thick buttress was wedged against a 

leaning warehouse, the bricks crumbling under the weight of holding up the two-story building. I 

decided not to test its sturdiness and stood in its shadows and listened. 

 “Go easy lad. You a seamen?” one asked. 

 “No,” the poor fellow replied. 

 “Good. For you are now.”   

 The man was being impressed. I was vulnerable being close to the waterfront and should have 

realized sooner. As I left my hiding place, two men approached me. They grabbed my arms, disarmed 

me, then held me as a third appeared and raised a wooden club, ready to hit me if I did not comply.  

 Nice hog sticker you got here.” The man in front, appraised my sword.” 

 I knew enough that if I did not escape their grips, I would be forced to do service upon whatever 

ship they placed me. I could be gone for years, all nice and legal by the sways of justice of the day. 

Sailors were in short supply, as Britain, after all, was king of the oceans, and it took many seamen to 

keep that throne. 

 Going for it, I stomping down hard on the foot of the attacker to my right. As he backed away 
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howling and reaching for his foot, I tried to do the same to the man to my left. But he had seen my plan. 

His foot escaped my downward kick. The man behind me decided to calm me down with the end of his 

club. Stars swirled, then darkness ended my escape. 

 I awoke as they drug me up the gangplank to a merchant ship. They jostled me down a set of 

steps, then well enough appointed room, where a large man in uniform sat with a quill in hand.  

 He looked up and smiled. “I am Captain Pickelcastle. Who are you?” His quill ready to scribe. 

 I decided to be honest. “I am the son of  Albert Gray. My name is Peter Gray.” 

 “I'm not impressed,”  he said sternly. Then he looked to the man standing to his right, and a 

smile grew on both. “You are!” Then they laughed at what was surely an old joke. 

 I knew once I was locked in the ship's hold and off to sea, there was nothing I could do. 

 He regained his composure. “Am I to be impressed by your name?” 

 I had little to lose. “Perhaps you know the Magistrate Albert Gray? My father.” 

 The captain nodded at me. “Good.  Long as you are not the magistrate.” They both smiled. “I'm 

sure your father will be proud of your enlistment in his Majesties Navy.” 

 On one point, it was good he didn't know of my father or that he was in debtor's prison, on the 

other, I had no bargaining power. 

 “I did not volunteer and these lumps upon my head  attest to that. I must send word to him.” 

 “Sure, lad. First port is in the Azores, you may send a letter to him from there.” 

 “I must insist that I contact him, now. Let me go to him. I promise to return. I'm sure he will add 

a reward for your courtesy.” 

 The man next to the captain bowed down and whispered in his ear. 

 “Heard it a dozen times before. Will never see you again,” the captain said. 

 “I insist.” As if I had any foundation of power. 

 “I insist you follow Jack, your first mate, to the hold of your new home.” 
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 I panicked. “One hundred pounds!” I blurted out. 

 The captain looked up at me and I could see the greed in his eyes. “We might give this a try.” 

 “I appreciate it, sir...Captain Pickelcastle. If you just give me till morning. I will return...” 

 “Hold on. This isn't the first time I've done this dance. You write a note to your father and Jack  

will deliver it. If he pays, then you get your release.” 

 He had me. I knew of no one sympathetic to my cause that would consider a hundred pounds. 

My Aunt and Uncle lived close to the cheek. Jasper would surely expose my lie. The only thing I could 

do was buy some time. 

 “Very well, give me quill and parchment.” 

 I took the quill, dipped it in the bottle, my mind racing to think, not necessarily what to say, but 

to who. I had no choice. 

 Dear Jasper, 
 I have found myself being impressed. I need you to give these gentleman one hundred pounds 
from my father's account to pay them for my freedom.  
 Thanks for godspeed, 
 Peter Gray. 
 

  There was nothing more to say. I knew he either wouldn't or couldn't pay that sum, but it 

bought me time to find another way out. 

 I folded the parchment and handed it to the Captain. “I will be comfortable on deck until your 

money arrives.” I took a shot. 

 He laughed as Jack and the man behind me grabbed my arms, but this time more gently, let me 

out of the room. When we approached the stairs, I prayed for the ones that led to the deck, but we took 

the ones that led down, to a place I feared very hard to escape from. 

 They unlocked a door of cross-iron and pushed me through, then hit me in the back of the head 

with a club. I went down again. 
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 I awoke to the smell of cramped quarters. A combination of piss, stale food, dead rats, and live 

men. I reached up and felt two finely defined knots upon my head, neither of which hurt less than the 

other.   

 A lone lamp shedding light through the floor boards above, provided feeble light. Taking stock 

of my surroundings, I saw a few bodies covered in blankets lay about. Hoped they were alive. I sat 

against the  wall and tried to settle my mind. It was one in a hundred chance that Jasper could entertain 

my request. I could not blame him. But the ruse had failed anyway, as the time I had bought was in the 

keep of the ship. The lock on the door was an Ironside, a lock I had some familiarity with, so therein 

lay my hope. I just needed two tools. A few sharp nails, or a couple of tongs from a belt. My belt, had 

one tong which would work.  

 The boards that formed the hull were thick with pitch and if there were nails in there, it would 

take a messy amount of work to find one. My best bet was the belt of one of the bodies lying around. A 

dozen or more unmoving blankets covered shapes sprawled on the floor. One lay right next to me, I 

reached out and shook its shoulder. It stirred, then sat up. 

 “Who are you?” He asked. 

 “I'm...Sam...And you?” 

 “Pertergrass. Robert Petergrass.” He rubbed his head, obviously under the influence of the same 

persuasion as me. 

 I rubbed my head in sympathy with his. 

 “Seems we have been cajoled into impressment.” 

 “I am well aware of that.” 

 I sat by Robert and took my belt off, he eyed me warily. 

 “Planning on hanging yourself?” 

 “No, escaping.” 
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 “With your belt?” 

 “Part of it and perhaps part of yours. Can I have it?” 

 “Why, so my britches fall and you take a go at me?” 

 “Sorry, Robert, not interested. I need the metal tong of your belt.” I glanced at the door. 

 I saw him look to the locked door. “Oh.” 

 “I need it back cause my britches will fall to the floor.” He took off his belt and handed it to me. 

“You a picker?” 

 “Use to work for a locksmith.” 

 “You take me with you?” 

 “Sure if you can run without your pants falling to your ankles.” 

 He laughed. “I'll try.” 

 I heard floor boards squeak behind me and looked up to see a man with his hands to his hips, 

bits of straw clung to him. “You getting us out of here?” 

 I had not planned on a mass escape, but it seemed to me the more not the merrier in this case. 

Also the more the noisier, but then a vision flashed in my mind. All of us, perhaps a dozen, running up 

the stairs onto the deck and jumping to shore would create much confusion, and surely they could not 

catch all of us. 

 “Sir, I will do my best.” 

 At that point, I discovered the tong of Roberts belt was made of hardened leather and it would 

not do its job. 

 “Sir, may I have your belt?” I asked the man covered in straw, by which bonding agent I did not 

want to know. 

 He took a step back. “Hell no, cause I know what comes next.” 

 I started to wonder if this was a sailor thing. Asking for someone's belt was kin to asking them 
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to lean over a barrel rump high. 

 “No I need a sharper piece of metal.” 

 “Why didn't you say so.” Another man appeared out of the darkness and held a knife toward me. 

“Don't matter, I tried to pick that lock the minute they left me here. It's an Ironside, made in Liverpool 

and you'd need a deck cannon to open it.” 

 “You know your locks, but I used to work for a locksmith. So with the right tools, a bit of 

finesse, and a huge amount of luck, I think it might work.” I responded. 

 I looked at his blade. “No, it needs to be thinner like a knitting needle.” 

 Another man laughed from the darkness, the faint light from above not placing into view all in 

the hold. “How bout a hat pin?” 

 “Perfect,” I exclaimed. 

 Approaching me, was a dark man with glowing white teeth made the whiter by the mass of 

black tangled hair fighting for room upon his head and face. A bunch of wilder hair I had never seen, 

where there weren't knots, there were braids, and then atop those were small metal and wooden 

ornaments tied about. A few trinkets of gold and silver flashed from small chains in his long beard and 

hair. He reached up and pulled a good two-finger-long hat pin from his kingdom of hair. With that act, 

his hair fell, over his face covering his eyes and mouth. “This good?” 

 “Perfect,” I repeated. 

 “One condition.” He withdrew the pin back to his chest.  

 I nodded. 

 “I go first. Door opens, I fly out of here like a cat on fire.” 

 I thought bait, and was happy for his bravery. “You may.” Then my curiosity caught the best of 

me. “Gypsy?” 

 He laughed. “When you ever hear of a gypsy on a boat let alone near any water bigger than a 
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wash pan? I'm Black Irish and proud to be.” 

 I still thought gypsy, though I had heard of, but never seen, a Black Irish. 

 I had little light to work with and even less by the crowd of prisoners around me. The lock was 

an easy open and I suspected there would be a dash out the door, but I being their savior, did not figure 

on being pushed to the floor and trampled on like a baby goat in a pig pen. I was the last to leave the 

hold. Catching up to the men jostling and scrambling up the stairs, I thought that would be to my 

advantage, for it would take at least two sailors to grab and hold one of us, and they may run out of 

arms before I arrived. 

 The deck was brighter than expected, a score of lanterns doing their job. I saw several fist-of-

cuffs and could not tell the good from the bad from the worse. I saw two ways of escape. Either the 

gangplank, or if need be, the slim wedge of water between the hull and the dock. I saw two burly 

sailors with clubs blocking the gangplank and swinging hard at anyone who dared to get off the ship. 

 I went to a less turbulent portion of the ship by the bow and looked down into the water. I was 

never more scared with a decision in my life. Someone grabbed my arm and as I went to punch them, I 

saw it was Robert. 

 “We're trapped,” he said. 

 “Can you swim?” I asked. 

 “Hell, no. Can you?” 

 “No.” 

 “Then why you ask?” 

 “Thought you could keep me from drowning. There's lots of rope and a few barrels. If we jump 

and catch one, we can climb over to the dock.” 

 “And if we can't?” 

 “Then we will learn very quickly to swim.” 
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 We both looked over the gunwale. Robert turned and walked away. “I'd rather serve a few years 

and make a few coin than drown.” 

 I didn't blame him. If I had only myself to worry about, I would be right next to him. 

surrendering and letting fate take me. But I had a wife and family to think of. I jumped overboard. 

 One thing I had never imagined, how hard it was to grab a rope when falling. Seems like and 

easy premise, but in reality, it was like trying to grab a hold of fire. I hit hard, water going up my nose. 

I coughed and sputtered, my arms and legs flailing, trying to gather the concept of swimming, but 

failing. My hand purchased something solid and I grabbed it like I was Noah's last passenger. 

 I landed on a short ledge that held a few barrels. I struggled and managed to climb atop to the 

dock and hid behind a pier. The fighting on the deck had settled and most had been recaptured. I took a 

deep breath and made ready to run for tomorrow. As I took my first step, there before me, were two 

sailors, clubs high. I surrendered quickly, as an impressed sailor with two knots on his head who would 

do anything to avoid a third.  

 

 

Chapter 9 

 

 As if my willing surrender was not enough, as they threw me back in the hold, they added that 

long avoided third knot to my head. I was growing immune to the usual affects of the blows, for as I 

saw a few stars, I shook my head to scatter them. A bit dizzy but I had not gone to sleep. As I looked 

about me I saw several men who did. 

 I slumped in my previous spot, then counted the forms under the blankets. Eleven. One was 

missing or had escaped. 

 I looked to the lock door and wondered what was hanging there. I went to it and was surprised 
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to see the familiar Ironside padlock, but now a good ten feet of chain intertwined through the bars 

holding it fast. Those wonderful idiots. What could have been going through their minds when the 

came up with this. Had the person been knocked a few too many times in the head himself? 

 I felt in my pocket, torn from the failed escape, as it was and dug in the corner and found the 

two pieces of metal. This time around I would not invite company. But the big question was, when? 

Now seemed a good time, with everyone one on my side of the door asleep or forcefully so. But on the 

other side, I imagined the crew still alert after the previous altercations. It was still night. I would wait 

until the magic hour/till close to dawn. 

 The padlock was even easier to pick the second time, though the chains took some finagling and 

were noisy as I unwrapped them from around the doors bars. Snoring mixed with the creaking of the 

ship hopefully hid my noise. The door finally opened with all the squeaking of  pig pen and I waited in 

the threshold expecting trouble from in front and behind. Nothing, I made my way to the stairs and 

soon reached the deck where the low glow of a lantern was giving up its light. I scanned the deck. Only 

one sailor sleeping on watch, I assumed everyone was tired because of the earlier confrontation, and 

content with the thick chain, which now lay on the holds floor. 

 The sailor lay on a pile of rope next to the gangway. I managed not a creak until my first footfall 

upon the gangplank, He awoke, I picked up the club lying by his side and gave it to him, right atop the 

head. 

 I walked fast not looking back. Never would I consider the sound of water to be soothing. 

 Luck was not on my side, for three men approached me, the look on their faces telling me they 

knew who I was. I suspected one of them was from the ship. Two spread out to each side of the street 

and the third came straight toward me down the middle. I wished I had kept the club but it was too 

unwieldy, I turned to run back to the wharves and two men and the rising sun caught my eyes. I was 

surrounded. I saw a door to a menders shop. It looking weak, for few valuables were probably worth 
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stealing. I ran at the door, but found the merchant was more proud of his wounded relics, than I was of 

my shoulder. It was as if running into a brick wall. 

 The impressment gang were soon upon me. I swung and kicked, but they were used to this and 

quickly muffled the fight in me. 

 “Two times in one night.” One of them said. 

 “Might be a ships record.” Said another. “No man has ever escaped us for long.” 

 “Thought you were missing a Gypsy.” 

 They didn't answer, and tied my hands with rope and pulled me down the street back to the ship. 

Chapter 10 
Away at sea. 

 

 It was not that I was petrified at the thought of going on a boat into an endless ocean, where 

storms and sometimes monsters ate boats and crews whole; although, I expected that to be a frightful 

experience.  

 It was not that once at sea, there was no going back, trapped with a bunch of rough strangers 

where the smells and forced familiarity would be a nightmare.  

 It was not that I was particularly picky about my fare. Presumably pickled everything was the 

menu.  

 It was not that I was unused to discipline, for I had demanded it of myself since becoming a 

fugitive. But I did not think I would enjoy it, when applied upon me by others 

 It was that I could not swim. Like a bird with no wings expected to fly, I had no fins or gills.   

 Regardless of my fears, I had no choice, I made temporary peace with my capture and kept the 

doom away with hard work, of  which there was plenty to spare. 

 

 The Azores were fifteen hundred miles from London, a way station for most English ships on 
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the way west. From there it was another 2,600 miles to the colonies. It was a long trip and by then, I 

hoped I would have accepted my fate. Escape was impossible, surrounded by ocean as far as you can 

see. Swimming or even floating not in my repertoire of talents. I had accepted, as my fellow mates had, 

the sadness that comes from being an impressed sailor. It would take a while, if ever, to wear off. 

 Ponta Delgata was an island in the Azores with a lazy port, where ships re-provisioned for the 

rest of their journey.  

 When we docked, we were not relieved of our duties, so I continued scrubbing the deck and 

gunwales. They were my main duties, though I had asked to learn more, having resigned myself to 

make the best of this forced employment.  

 On our second day, I was scrubbing the deck when I saw a few of the impressed sailors talking 

to the first mate, Jack. He looked about the deck and saw curious eyes upon him. 

 “All you of interest of what I say, gather around.” 

 I quickly joined the group. 

 “Let me say this, and only once I will. If I give you leave to go ashore, you have until sundown 

to return. For every hour you are late, you'll be docked a months wages. And if we have to go looking 

for you, mind you this is a piss-small island, where the natives are not particular to runaways but are 

very particular to the reward we give them for turning you in, you will owes me a years wages. We will 

find you and every hour we spend searching, we fine you another month.” Jack smiled. “Had a boy 

escape here just last year. Added a pretty penny to my purse. So have at it, my purse has become rather 

thin of late. Matters not to me if you want to spend a portion of your life working for free.”     

 All thoughts of escape were squashed. It let the wind out of my sails, for though escape looked 

easy, the payment of it could cost me years of added service upon this ship. I would find a tavern and 

drown my hopelessness.  

 Instead, I walked along the shoreline. I looked out at the ocean and it seemed different than 
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when looking at it from the imprisonment of the rolling deck of a ship. It seemed more peaceful and 

grounded. I took off my shoes and tied them over my shoulder, letting the sand tickle my toes. 

 I saw a girl fishing up ahead. She had a rod as long as she was tall. I watched her pull in a fish, 

then place it in a wicker basket on the beach. 

 “Having good luck?” Felt stupid as it sounded. I had just watched her catch one. 

 She just nodded to the basket. Perhaps she did not speak English, or was not interested in 

talking. 

 “Have a good day.” I left her alone to her work. 

 “You may take one back to your ship.” She called after me. 

 When I turned back to her, for an instant, the way the sun back-lit her face and windswept hair, 

brought a pang to my heart. She looked much like Josie. 

 As I approached, she casually pointed to her basket. “Take your pick. The cod on top is good 

eating. And you know it's fresh.” She smiled. 

 “I don't think I have ever handled a fish. Do I just pick it up?” 

 “Unless you want to throw it back in the ocean, swim back to your ship, and somehow get it to 

follow you.” 

 I laughed. ”That would be a trick.” As I bent over the basket and tried to grab one. It was slick 

as puppy snot and slipped out of my hands every time. 

 She looked back and grinned. “Never fished before?” 

 “No.” 

 “I'll tie a string through its mouth and a gill. You can carry it like a milk pail.” She studied me a 

moment. “You ever milk a cow?” 

 “No.” 

 She laughed again. A soft, endearing, chuckle. “You must be an officer on the ship. But not by 
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the look of your clothes.” 

 “Just an impressed, unwilling, seamen. Never farmed, or fished.” 

 “What it is it you do or did?” 

 “It's a long story. My name is Peter by the way.” 

 “You may call me Marie.” She recast her baited hook. “I have time, Peter. I don't often talk to 

people not of the island, and it would be wonderful to hear about the outside word.” She shook her 

head. “I've a feeling you're going to make me feel this is where I belong, as the outside world is 

horrible.” 

 “You are right. The world is not as pretty nor peaceful as here.” 

 “Just the same. You can make me appreciate my place here the more by telling me the evils of 

the outside world.” 

 “Very well.”   

 Marie pulled in her fishing line. “Mother. A fish stole my bait.”  

 Her white blouse, wet from the waves, needed no imagination to see her breasts. I tried not to 

stare as she led me to a large piece of driftwood further up on the beach. “Sit and tell me how lucky I 

am.” 

 I told her the long version of my story. She hung on every word like all that had happened to me 

and my family was a good if not exciting thing. 

 “So Peter, you're married. And your wife is as pretty as me?” 

 “I told you all the evil in my life and that's the only question you have?” 

 “I suppose. But, I don't know whether to laugh or cry.” 

 “Please laugh, as you have a most pleasant one. What is your story?” I asked. 

 She waved her hand towards the ocean. “I love it here. Born and raised. My farther has a netting 

business up the shore in our cottage. My mother passed when I was young, so it has always been just 
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the two of us. He is my best friend, partner, and confidant.” 

 “Never married?” 

 “Close a few times.” She smiled like they weren't bad memories, then turned to me with a 

serious look. “You want to get back to your family?” 

 “More than anything in the world. I am the only one who can make sure they are safe and their 

rent is paid, so they are not sent to Australia.” 

 “I will help you.” 

 “How?” 

 “I can talk to my father, he knows every ship and captain who sail these waters. Come back in 

the morning and I will see what I can make happen.” She went silent and looked into my eyes like she 

was looking for somethings, then her face came close to mine and I suspected she was open for a kiss, 

so I stood to make distance from her pouty lips.  

 “It is getting near dark and I must get back to my ship or they will dock me a month's pay for 

every hour I am late.” 

 “I will walk with you. I know a shortcut.” 

 My mind raced with questions. Would she be putting herself in harms way by helping me? I had 

to know it was safe for this girl. 

 “I need to ask you something, Marie.” 

 “The answer is yes.” She giggled. 

 I feared she had answered a question that was only in her head, and I could not guess as to what. 

“Yes?” 

 She took my hand and pulled me to her, then took my head in her hands and kissed me long and 

deep, her tongue explored my mouth in not an unpleasant way. I should have pushed her away, but the 

heat in my stomach that spread to my loins was too enticing. She reached down and felt my hardness, 
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then lowered her blouse and placed my hand on her breast. I needed no further invitation, so I reached 

under her skirt and felt her wetness. It had been too long a time and my yearning was uncontrollable. 

She bent down to lower my britches, but when she looked up at me, Josie's face was there. I weakly 

pushed her away. 

 “What is it?” Marie asked. 

 “I'm sorry. I can't.” 

 She stood and slowly covered her breasts, then removed her hand, smiling the whole time, as if 

giving me another chance. “I still will say yes,” she whispered. 

 “What are you saying yes to?” I assumed it was for sex. 

 “Yes! Yes, Peter Gray. I will marry you.” 

 “But...” 

 “Hush. There's your ship. Come to me in the morning.” She turned and left, me with my lower 

jaw reaching to the sand. 

*** 

 I finished my chores by ten bells. How many scrubbings could a deck take before a man fell 

through. Or how many until it would only be good for parchment?  

 I saw some of the other impressed sailors leaving to go ashore, I followed suit. I had no baggage 

to miss, nothing but the clothes on my back and my thin purse. I left light of foot. 

 I took the shortcut Marie had showed me and in less than an hour I approached the small 

cottage. Marie was not fishing, so I headed straight to the door. Before I could knock, she opened it and 

pushed me toward the dunes. 

 “Follow me. My father must not see you.” 

 “I don't want to get you in trouble.”  

 “Oh, quiet. My father doesn't want to see you so he can lie honestly if asked about you.” 
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 “What about you?” 

 “Oh, I have no problem lying. I don't really want to marry you. I was just seeing if you liked 

me. And, it's kind of a game I like to play with lonely sailors.” 

 “Kind of a dangerous game. I was almost ready to take you.” 

 “I was counting on it. And who was going to be taking who? With risks come rewards, I've 

heard said.” She licked her top lip and smiled. “So do you like me?” 

 “Like you? Of course...” 

 “Quiet.” She looked around. My father is suspicious, but trusts me. Go to a ship at the Letching 

Dock and find the Polliwog. She'll be easy to see, she's named for her looks, a fat little galley merchant 

ship, that looks like it might make it one more trip to Portugal.” 

 “Might?” 

 “Don't worry, its been sailing for two decades.” 

 “That's no relief.” I thinking a ship was only good for ten years. 

 “The captain will expect some pay, though hopefully not full fare, for I told him you were a 

cousin going to Lisbon.” 

 “Lisbon...but?” 

 “Yes, you're on your own after that. Should have married me,” She winked. 

 The Polliwog was a fat sloop, with sails yellowed past intention. The captain was a friend of  

Emily's, I suspected, in a frisky way. I didn't have enough money, but he took my promissory note.  

 Lisbon was 850 miles away. I would have to find my own way back to London from there. 

 

 

Chapter 11 
Long Journey 
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 I had only been in two ports in my life, London and Ponta Delgata. Lisbon made them both look 

like royal baths in comparison. The ink barely dry on the promissory note I gave the captain, I stepped 

off the boat, and  was met by the foulest smell. It was as if a tannery and a cesspool had mated and their 

offspring lived in the air. To my disgust, it was not only the air that was bad. Soon as I stepped off the 

dock, I sank to my shins in a thick soup of crap. The smell even burned my eyes. London was a 

perfume factory compared to this.  

 As I struggled, step by step, I passed two dead ducks lying belly up. I wondered what killed 

them first, the air or the water. 

 I came upon a drainage ditch filled with what once had been the memory of water and watched 

with disgusted amusement as a family of rats upon a plank floated by. They were huddled in the center 

of it, as if afraid of touching the water. If the rats were afraid of this, what chance had I? I finally saw a 

small bridge and made my way over. 

 A few gypsy beggars bothered me. “I have nothing!” They left to attack a line of seamen  

disembarking from a ship. 

 I approached a line of warehouses, hoping to get my bearings as to where I could find further 

transportation. There were a few signboards about, but I had no idea what they touted. 

 As I passed the side of a building that had few carriages parked, two boys took too much notice 

of me. They stood and eyed me. As prey, I interpreted. I reached for my only weapon, a club of 

hardwood I had whittled down to a knife on my voyage to Lisbon. Though not sharp, it would go deep 

if needed. 

 A skinny youth, who thought he was bigger by the large knife he held toward me, let lose a 

slurry of words I knew not the meaning of, but his intent was plain. His partner, fat and red-faced, made 

his way behind me. They were not new to this. 

 “Boys, I have no money so if you want a full life, be on your way.” 
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 “Hombre, denero.” The skinny boy said. 

 “No denero. Morte. Death. Die.” I swiped my wooden knife across my throat. “You die.” 

 It wasn't a threat or a warning, and they didn't take it. The skinny boy came at me, slashing 

widely with his blade. I stepped back, tripping on a mucked length of board. I picked it up, it being 

much longer than my knife. I swung at the boy in front and connected. He went face down in the muck, 

but before I could turn to defend my back, I felt the hot sting of his knife going in my right shoulder. I 

switched the board to my left hand and hit him square in the side of his face. He was a big boy and 

barely flinched, but he stood looking at me as if I had done something wrong and then his lips quivered 

and tears fell down his cheeks.  

 I raised my plank to hit him again and he took a few steps back. He reached out his hand. “Give 

back.”  

 It took a second to wonder what he was motioning about, when I realized his knife was still in 

my back. Enraged, I ran at him and swung, but he stayed out of reach, then turned and ran. The other 

boy was still face down and though I was mad as hell and had a knife sticking out of me, I went and 

turned him over so he would not drown in the cesspool. He still breathed.  

 I  went to the the warehouse, which was also a transport company and found a kind man who 

also spoke no English, but cleaned and tied a few stitches in my shoulder. 

 When he held out his hand for payment, I gave him the knife. He frowned. Then I gave him my 

carved knife and he smiled. 

 Next door, I found a freight company that took me on as a worker passenger. We left that 

afternoon. I was relieved when I could no longer smell the Port of Lisbon. 

*** 

  

 Two weeks later, we entered the outskirts of Paris. If Lisbon had been a cesspool, Paris was a 
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flower garden, It was spring and I saw miles of flowers stretched out right up to the city of Paris. 

Not a cow or goat in sight. I wondered if the Parisians ate the flowers. 

 Unfortunately, I did not get to spend even a night in the city as I was introduced to a wine 

merchant just leaving for the coast and then to London. My shoulder was healing fine, but I avoided 

heavy lifting, sword fights, and pig wrestling. It took two days travel to reach Callas, I driving a wagon 

load of wine barrels. 

 Though I never enjoyed the time I spent at sea, after traveling by road through part of Europe, I 

would use a ship again. 

 

 

 

Chapter 12 
Gypsy 

 
  

 My trip across the channel was brief and enjoyable. The captain, sharing a bottle of wine with 

me, only fueled the anticipation of what waited for me. How hunted was I now? How was my family 

faring? 

 As soon as we docked, I headed to my room, if I still had one. From my last payment of rent, I 

figured being good for three months. Having not seen or had much need for a calendar of late, I 

estimated I was tolerably close to that. 

 The streets slowly filled with people on the way to their work. 

 I heard a clicking behind me and turned. Before me stood the man from the night I got 

impressed who claimed he wasn't a Gypsy. “Good to reacquaints,” he said. 

 “Good to see you,” I replied. “Is it not dangerous for you to be so close to the docks?” 

 “Ands you?” 
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 “Yes, lets make some distance.” 

 “Mys plan too.” 

  “You were the only one who escaped,” I said as we walked north. 

 “Of courses. Nevers any doubt.” 

 As we passed two men, they looked down at the sound coming from the Gypsy's boots. 

 He smiled at the attention, then lifted a boot. “Likes my new boots? Gots metal heels.” 

 “I heard you coming.” 

 He scratched his bearded chin. “Mights not bes a good thing in mys line of work.” 

 “That being?” 

 He smiled. “Tells you later.” 

 “So, you are a Gypsy.”   

 “Of courses. Whens did you have any doubts?” 

 “On the ship, you swore on your mother's and father's grave you were not.” 

 “Oh. That's what we Gypsy's do. I says the boat and water things to keep the lie alives. Look at 

me.” He swung his head back and forth and the tinkling of the metal chains, talisman, and oddities  

jangled. “Let me let you buys me a drink.” 

 “It is barely dawn. Who would want and where would one get....?” 

 “Follows me.” He marched off, his boot heels clicking. When I looked down at them, I half 

expected to see sparks coming off the cobblestones. As I walked behind him, I pondered the wisdom of 

following this questionable character. I had no friends and it would be good to sit and have a drink with 

someone. Something I had not done in a long time. 

 He led me up Fish Street, then turned down an alley. I instinctively reached for my rapier, but 

we had parted ways back on the ship. A few men leaned up against the walls, sleeping or dead. A lady 

lay face down, her skirt pulled up over her naked rump. I stopped and looked down at her. When I 
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prodded her with my foot, she thankfully moved. 

 “Are you alright, miss?” 

 “Yes, if you get your foot out me arse.” 

 She rolled over and covered herself. “Where am I?” she drunkenly asked. 

 I looked around, seeing the Gypsy waiting for me by a door. “I don't know, honestly.” 

 “Then lie.” She looked me up and down. “You want to have a go?” 

 “Have a good day, miss.” I hurriedly caught up to the Gypsy. 

 “If yur going to try to saves every poors soul, you might lose yours.”  He pointed a finger at me 

accusingly, as if I were a child. 

 The door before us was a heavy piece of timber I doubt a drunk could budge. It had a pair of  

breasts for knockers and what looked like a woman's privates carved around the keyhole. He opened 

the door where some peeling paint proclaimed the name of the tavern, Goose Tickler, and bade me 

enter. “Opens all hours and a pennys a pail of the cheaps stuff,” he informed me. 

 It was a filthy looking and smelly place, but, I assumed, being open this early, it did not cater to 

patrons particular to ambiance. As we entered, I saw a man and women dancing, but upon a further 

glance, they were rutting/intercourseing standing up. We found a bare table, then discovered why. A 

fresh layer of puke covered it. We found another farther in back. After looking for any excrement, we 

sat. 

 “I am...Henery.” I introduced myself. 

 “I'ms....Witsom.” We both well aware from the pause, that those might not be our real names. 

“Of the Witsoms of Dublin Gypsys clan. Some calls me Witter, cause of mys quick wit. A few calls me 

Mr. Witsom because they are not mys friends. And even fewer calls me just Wit, because thase are. Oh 

and a few have called mes Darling Husband. I leaves the choice up to yous.” 

 He held out his hand to shake, which I now noticed was completely tattooed with snakes and 
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atop that, covered with many thin, silver and gold bracelets. “You likes my baubles?” 

 “Yes, interesting.” 

 “Theys my battle scars, or counters as mes mum used to say.” 

 “Counters?” 

 `”Yes, one new bracelet fors every new lovers and for everys...task finished.” 

 I looked at his wrists. “You have either done a lot of fucking or you have a lot of work.” 

 “Boths,”  he said proudly. 

 “And what is your job?” 

 “What ken I get ya?” a barmaid interrupted, who I hoped was not the one doing the humping 

waltz earlier, or if she was, had at least washed her hands. “The gin is fresh. Took a bath in it this 

mornin'.” She lifted her skirt and her lack of under-drawers was clear, and seeing more hair than on 

Wit's face, I sat back, but was relieved, somewhat, as she wiped the table...clean with it?  

 I thinking, not only was it still morning, but would I drink something this woman had bathed in? 

 “Sures, gives us a doubles Dutch Gin with lime and a quarters of goat cheese and bread,” he 

replied without my advice. 

 She put her hands to her hips. “What the hell is Dutch Gin?” 

 “I thoughts you'd never asks. It's whens you bring us a bottle of gin, and thens get the Dutch out 

of here.” 

 “Have it, or me anyway you want it, but that'll be twelve pence up front. Give me that and I'll 

get the French out of here.” 

 Wit laughed. “I likes you.” 

 “Oh. And no goat today. Got some pig cheese.” She left, with much of her skirt tucked in the 

crack of her bum 

 What was she talking about? Pigs can't make cheese. Pig milk? And not mention Double Dutch 
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gin? I would have asked, but Wit tapped me on the wrist. 

 “So you were askins bout my job.” 

 “Yes.” 

 “I get things done. You wants someone roughed up? I'ms your man. Somebody maimed? 

Killed? It's on the menu. My mums calls me a liquidator. A reverent to the vengeful./An executioner for 

God. Though I don'ts knows what that means.” 

 “Your mom know what you do?”'  

 “Sure, that's hows I started. She gaves me pig pudding fors a week if I 'd get rids of her 

husband. My father...I believes. I becames an assassin of sorts.” 

 “Of sorts?” 

 He grinned. “So wheres you been the last fews months? Hows you escape impressment?” He 

changed the subject. 

 “Long story.” 

 He tapped the bottle with his long fingernail. “Befores us sits a tall bottle mades for that.” 

 “Firstly, tell me of your escape that night.” I asked. 

 “Easy. Whiles you wharf rats scuttled to the land side of the boat, I wents to the other. No one 

theres to stop me jumping in.” 

 “The water?” 

 “Betters than landings on the docks.” 

 “You can swim?” 

 “Shh. Another Gypsy hears about that ands they'd disowns me. I wouldn't says I can swim, but 

I'm a fairs floater. Floated downs the Thames to the Newby Shipyards. And let my feets do the rest. Got 

a few quick jobs and now I'm neighbors withs the Queen.” 

 I dared not ask. 
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 “Hows about you? Yous just get back after only two months ats sea?” 

 “I jumped ship in the Azores first week out. Caught a ship to Portugal. Got a job on a merchant 

caravan to Paris. Then walked to Calais and sailed here. Just got back three hours ago. 

 “Ah ha.” 

 “Ah what?” 

 “A woman's involved.” 

 “How you know?” 

 “Always is when someone shortens up a story. A Frenches girl?” 

 “No.” 

 “Spanish?” 

 “No.” 

 “Portuguese?” 

 “No.” 

 “Well, it sure as hells couldn't be an Azores wench.” 

 “Yes.” 

 “Blymys. An Azores whore.” 

 “No, an Azores woman with a fully respectful business.” 

 “Sure.” 

 “Trulys.” I was beginning to mimic his speech. 

 “You're a luckys man. Few mens escapes impressment.” 

 “Well, here's to two of them.” We raised our cups. 

 I drank in peace while Wit flirted with the barmaid. I was flirting with the idea of hiring him for 

a job I was unable to do. The end of Lord Banks. If I hired this man to end Bank's life, would it hurt my 

family's position in any way? It would probably be for the better, for I would be able to work freely and 
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even visit my family, with him gone. It would relieve the pressure on me being hunted like a dog. It 

wouldn't change my family's plight. Only the law could do that with repayment of money owed. Then 

there was revenge. Lord Banks would have to pay for what he had done to me and my family. I took a 

long pull from my cup. 

 “How much?” I decided. 

 “For which of mys services?” 

 “The permanent sleep thing.” 

 “Oh...the bigs nasty. For yous...ten pounds.” 

 So cheap I thought. For the price of a few pigs I could have a man killed. 

 “Can I haves an advance?” 

 I gave him a shilling. 

 “Matilda,” He yelled for our barmaid. 

 She soon appeared. “What you need?” 

 He laughed. “It's not whats I need but whats I want.” 

 She smiled. He held up a shilling. “Change.” 

 She swiped at it but he was Gypsy fast. 

 “I'll be back.” She left in a swish of dirty skirts. 

 I fell back into another cup of gin and with thoughts of if I could really pay to make the death of 

Lord Banks happen?  I was interrupted from my musings.  

 “I knew she'd be good at this.” He pointed to the top of the mound of hair bobbing up and down 

in his lap. “So whens you wants it, and hows you wants it done?” 

 Matilda raised her head. “I thought I was doing it here and now,” she said. 

 He pushed her head back down. “Not yous. The mens are havings conversations up here. So go 

abouts your doings and don't interrupts me again.” 
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 “You know my father always told me, don't insult those who handle your food or your cock. 

You sir are flirting with both.” I offered my advice. 

 “Whats she gonna do? Bites it off. Owe.” He flicked her exposed ear. “That wasn't funny.” You 

could hear her muffled laugh. 

 “I've a favor to ask of you. And I can pay you.” 

 “Friend, it's not a favors if you have to pays someone to do it.” 

 “My family is locked up in Southwark Debtors Prison. I'm dying to know of their well-being. 

Can you go and visit them and tell them I am well and make sure they are?” My father would think 

badly of me for the sorts of people I was consorting with. My mother questioning. My wife surprised. 

But I had no choice. 

 “Of courses.” He winked. “As longs as our other arrangement is still goings on.”  

 

 

*** 

 A week later, I feared my ten pounds was wasted, though in some ways I was glad. It had eaten 

at my conscience every night at the thought of paying someone to take someones life. It seemed wrong 

in every way. Though in my head, if I did kill Banks myself, it was right as rain. 

 Another week had passed when I was traveling across London Bridge to Southwark to see if I 

could pay someone to visit my family. I saw a small crowd looking up on traitors gate where traitors 

and other prejudices against the crown had their heads removed and placed on stakes for all to see. 

 At first glance I suspected who it was. Not many men had a head of hair such as Wit. And the 

sun took full advantage to shimmer off the baubles attached to his hair. A crow was having a tough time 

working out an eyeball, so I knew it was a recent post. It became obvious why there was a throng of 

people bellow, when one of his hair trinkets fell, the result of several birds pecking at his head, that sent 
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a mad scramble by the crowd for it.  

 He had failed in his mission. I felt a tinge of guilt that it was my fault, sending a lone Gypsy 

against the resources of Lord Banks.  

 Lords Banks power was evident. Only the crown could place a mans head upon the gate. 

Somehow through money or influence, Lord Banks had bought that privilege. 

 I just hoped his tongue didn't wag before they cut it out. Did not torture him to find out who had 

paid him. 

 

Chapter  16 
Duel 

 
 

  I headed to another visit to my bean and cheese monger at Fish Mongers Market and stopped to 

peruse the posting board, as was my habit. A fancy scrolled broadsheet caught my eye. Manger Tavern, 

Dueling contest. 25 pound first prize.  September 4th at 9 on the clock. Refreshments 

mandatory...civility not so much. 

 I had been in several dueling contests that were no more than back alley affairs where I could 

pick up a pound or two, and the crowds were small. But this event surely would have many eyes upon 

it. I could not expose myself even for that much money. Then I noticed a wrestling match was 

advertised at Mayfair Garden Colosseum. A poor sketch of the contenders showed one wore a mask, 

either to hide his identity, or create fear in his opponent. Perhaps that would suit me. 

 

 On the morning of the fourth, I prepared myself. I had found a mask, nothing more than a width 

of black leather with holes cut out for my eyes, held to my head by a leather string. It would do. I took 

out my rapier and stretched and parried with invisible foes until I sweated up a storm, my room small 

and stale. I rested a bit, ate the rest of my cheese, then towel-bathed. It would be dark when the match 
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would start, so my journey would not require me to wear my mask, that would have presented me as 

nothing short of a robber to any who encountered me on my way. 

 Mangers Tavern was north on Fish Market Street, past the government buildings. The late hour 

did not attract well-to-doers to the taverns and inns, packed with the lower class, as the alleys were 

thick with whores and pickpockets who preyed on drunks.  

 As I approached the door to Mangers, I tied on my mask. The gentleman at the front door had 

arms as large as a ham hock and smelled of one too. 

 “Can't bring your blade in here unless you're fighting,” he said. 

 “I am here to compete.” 

 “Fine. Go to the back of the room and go in the red door. Ask for a Mr. Tittelcock.” 

 “Thank you.” 

 The room was fairly large for a tavern in this part of town, I'd say fifty paces square. A ten-pace    

section was chalked off, with rope nailed in a circle on the floor. 

 I skirted the ring of rope and made my way to the back of the room, where I found several doors 

and one painted whorish red. It was not open, so I knocked. I was greeted by a short barrel of a man 

with a red towel draped over his shoulder. Upon closer inspection I saw it was red from blood. A young 

man sat in the corner holding another towel around his forearm, which was quickly turning red. 

 “Start without me?” I joked. “Mr. Tittlecock?” 

 “That'd be me.” He nodded to the young bleeder. “Self-inflicted. Kinda cramped room for 

swinging a blade.”  He withdrew a square of parchment from his pocket “Name?” 

 “Henery.” I replied. 

 “Name of a relative?” 

 “Don't have any. Why you need that?” 

 “In case. We don't pay burying expenses.” 
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 Then I became aware how serious this was. I made up a name. “Margret Thornwood.” 

 “Address?” 

 “One-forty Horesley Lane.” 

 “Very well.” He picked up a hat off a table and held it out to me. “Take a number.” 

 I pulled out a square of parchment and unfolded it. “Eight.” I announced. 

 “Make yourself comfortable. Your last name.” Then he leaned close to me and in a 

conspiratorial whisper. “I assume that isn't your real name. The mask and all. Do you still want me to 

announce you as just Henery?” 

 “Yes, that will be fine.” 

 The room was about ten paces wide by deep, and barely held the eight men with rapiers 

mucking about, stretching and swirling their rapiers. I realized that the swords varied in length. The 

Queens rules called for 42 inchers such as mine. Anything longer was considered an advantage. 

Luckily, I did not. I considered them slower and cumbersome. It was to my advantage to duel with 

someone of longer sword. I wondered what other rules would be ignored.  

 I noticed a man who looked familiar, thrusting at the wall with at least a four-foot rapier. Most 

unsporting in any duel among gentleman. I noticed he did mostly cutting moves, as was the tendency 

with a sharp two-edged rapier. I was more of a thruster, keen in my objective and quick to finish.   

 He noticed my look and smiled. “Nice mask. Who you hiding from?” 

 “Everyone,” I replied. 

 A few laughs eased the tension. He said, “Good luck.” Then he saluted me. I caught a whiff of 

brandy on his breath. A military man he appeared to be. Most likely Calvary as they used broadswords 

that were better for slicing. On foot, he was a fish out of water. 

 “You in the mask. I know you.” 

 I turned suddenly and faced a man I had never seen. “From?” I inquired. 
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 “You were at the duel in Hempstead. You got cut up pretty bad. Surprised to see you here.” 

 My first thought was to ask how he could possibly recognize me. I had never even been to 

Hemstead. But, then, he had announced to the room that I was a loser, and this would be another 

advantage. 

 Mr. Tittlecock called his name. “Geoffrey.” he stood. “And Michaels.” A man dressed all in 

white, as if daring anyone to mar his attire with blood. You're up first.” They both left for the first bout. 

 As I sat and waited my turn, I wondered if going last was good or bad. The door flew open and 

two men carried the man, who had worn the once white shirt and britches, and laid him on the table.  

There was hardly a palm width of white left on his clothes.  

 One of the carriers said. “He'll live. Mostly slashed up a bit. More blood than damage. That 

Russian fellow made quick sport of him.”  

 He looked at me like the same would happen to me. “Next man up, Furmen.” 

 Surprisingly, they left the poor man with his blood flowing, more than dripping, to the floor.. 

 I wondered if I could win a duel by just slashing. I doubted it, as it was not my style. In fencing 

contests, we won points by stabs, but that was with a blunt tip. I had to be careful with my thrusts, lest I 

kill an innocent man who shared the same passion as I. 

 The wounded man moaned, but I kept my attention away from him. A kinder-hearted, younger 

me would have been tending to his wounds. I kept my distance.  

 Looking down, I watched a rivulet of blood coursing its way down the crack in the floorboards 

toward my boots. I looked at him, his head lay back over the table, with his mouth open and his face as 

white as cotton. I stood and approached him, placing a finger to his neck. I wondered if he would do it 

again for twenty-five pounds, if he knew the price he would pay. 

 I tried to relax, awaiting my turn. The yelling and silences of the men outside was hard to read. 

The losers never came back. It appeared I was last. Greatly to my advantage, but then again, the 
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Russian had not lost a fight. 

 Mr. Tittlecock opened the door. “Henery.” He beckoned me and until then, I was not scared.  

 I now realized I would be fighting for my life for twenty-five pounds. Was I prepared to take 

another life for money? I quickly rationalized that I could do it and not kill anyone. 

 Walking out the door with my heart in my throat, my temples were beating so hard I could not 

hear the yelling, only the soundless sight of men with mouths open, thirsty for blood and the chance for 

turning more money. 

 I grasped my pommel too tight. I, who had fought in countless contests, was as scared as a little 

boy. I knew my life was on the line. But somewhere in the back of my brain I knew I was the best here. 

That's all that prevented me from walking straight out the front door. After all, there would be no 

shame, I wore a mask. My mask bore the burden of that. 

 As I regained my senses, I was surprised at how bright it was. When I had entered the tavern, it 

was dark as such was the character of these places. It was lit up like Shakespears stage, every table, 

beam and post held a bright lamp. 

 I waited just outside the ring as two boys took a quick wash with mops to the floor. They did 

nothing but spread the blood around, making for a slippery footing. 

 My opponent stood opposite me, standing in the resting pose, rapier point on the floor, hand on 

pommel, one foot adrift to portray nonchalance, and one hand on his hip to further accentuate. He 

proudly wore the blood of his previous opponents, who I assumed, when they lost, left the premises, for 

the back room only held a dead man. I wondered if he would care that his sport had ended a mans life.  

  His sleeves were bloodied, but it was from his opponents. Then I noticed a few cuts around his 

knees, but he seemed unaffected. This may be his weakness. He more concerned with protecting his top 

half, nd was less concerned with the defense of his legs. I had seen it before and capitalized on it. 

 I didn't give him the satisfaction of letting him see me appraising him, I had already done that in 



63 

the spit-second glance I threw his way. I stood on the x painted on the floor and at first was tempted to 

mimic his pose, but this was serious. I raised my rapier and pressed it to my face, blade pointed high, 

indicating I was ready. He did the same. 

 “Gentleman,” the tavern keep announced. “To my left is the winner of the last seven contests. 

The Barber of Wessely, the son of Sir Manford of Berkshire, and as he says, the best swordsman in 

Britain, Russia, and Hell, Geoffrey Monchev.” 

 He took four bows in all points of the compass. Another ex-military man I surmised. 

 “To my right, the challenger and last of the flock, Henery...The Faceless.” More laughs filled 

the rooms and a few quips I could not quite hear clearly. 

 But I did hear my opponent, who said, “Looks like another bleeder.” 

 “The man in white?” I queried. 

 “Oh, I almost forgot, that he started that way.” He laughed. 

 “His pain is done.” 

 “What do you mean?” 

 “He is dead.” 

 Geoffrey's eyes took a turn. I think I saw true regret in him. He had a heart. 

 “Sorry. I will donate a portion of my purse to his benefactors.” This drew a round of applause. 

“I hope you hold more blood than he.” So, he had no heart. 

 “You will never know.” 

 “You gentleman finished gossiping?” the keep asked. 

  We both nodded, and with that, he dropped his handkerchief. 

 I kept my ground as Geoffrey did a little jig. His legs dancing as quickly as his arms. He had to 

be tired from his previous matches, for he had dueled seven men. Yet, he had the energy, to put on a 

show. 
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 I would not push his endurance. The fight needed to end quickly, for my stamina had not been 

tested in some while. 

 He stopped suddenly, wiped the smile from his face and got serious. He took three precise steps 

toward me and presented his blade. I tapped it with mine. Immediately and  most unsporting, he swiped 

at my neck. A killing stroke. A death blow. I easily parried it away, then stabbed him in the chest. It was 

not a purposeful act, just a reaction to his attempt on my life and my instinct, if not temper took over. It 

must have found a way through his ribs into his heart.  

 Geoffrey looked at his wound, dropped his rapier, fell to his knees, then looked up a me like a 

child whose toy was taken away. His mouth opened to speak, but emitted only a gasp, then fell head 

first on the bloody floor. 

 The room went silent as a library. No yells for the contest. No cheers for the victor.  

 The keep approached me. “Not very sporting, nor entertaining. Here's your money. Don't come 

back.” 

  

 

Chapter 17 

 

 On the way home, I felt better having removed my mask, I counted out a few extra coins  I 

would have left after I paid everyone's rent. I needed a few drinks to wash away some of the nights 

memories, but when I entered Two Ducks Tavern, an aroma wakened me to the fact I had not eaten, so 

I decided to give a chicken another try. 

 I sat in back and on the way, I saw him, Kevin. He and another man both sat with their backs to 

the front door, and like me, no lamp upon their table. 

 I had to think quick. I could not summon the sheriff, for if he found out who I was, I would be 
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locked up also. I had to find a partner. 

 “So I ain't seen ya in a while. I bet I know what you ain't gonna be having,” Millie said. 

 “And what is that?” I shouldn't have asked. 

 “Me.” She laughed as she wiped the greasy table. 

 “I would like a chicken and a potato if you please.” 

 “Yes, sir.” 

 I looked around. “Could you take a seat with me for a moment?” 

 “It'll cost you.” 

 “Well, hear me out, then you decide.” 

 She lifted her skirt and sat down unladylike. ”Hurry I have customers.” 

 “I have a proposition for you.” 

 “I'll bet you do. Go on, I'm all ears.” 

 “How would you like to make a quick five pounds?” 

 “Who do I have to fuck? I mean how many?” 

 “No. Not that. How do you feel about murder?” 

 “Well, depends upon who. And five pounds seems cheap.” 

 “No. How do you feel about a man who murders an innocent boy.” 

 “Never seen an innocent boy.” She laughed. “Oh you may think they are when younger, but 

when they grow up, they're all lying, theiven, pigs.” She batted her eyes and plumped her breasts. 

“Save you, kind sir.” 

 “Would you have any qualms about helping in the arrest of a man who killed a young boy?” 

 “Not for five pounds, ifin' that's what yer getting at.” 

 “Yes. Can I trust you?' 

 “You been comin' in here a few months and always treat me with respect and tip fairly well. You 
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can. I trust you.” 

 “Fair enough. The man is here right now. Sitting over there with the ratty wool hat covering his 

ears. You know him?” 

  She turned a glance where I looked. “Not by name, but he fucks like he has a hot coal in his 

ass.” 

 “Some day, perhaps, I would like to know what that means. But you have no problem?” 

 “I ain't got no problem doin' anything for five pounds. Cepten' murder. Would need a bit more 

for that.” 

 “Good, now that we know where your  moral boundaries lie, I think we can do business.” 

 I left, as was Millie's and our arrangement, and waited in an alley across the street. I saw Millie 

leave and a short while later came back with the sleepy Sheriff Baskins in tow. I could do no more, and 

would wait until tomorrow evening to get my share from her. 

 

 The next night I took a table in back and waited. The innkeeper, a huge girthy man, came to my 

table. “What you have sir?” 

 “Where is Millie?” 

 “Oh, she went to visit her parents.” 

 “And where that would be?” 

 “Don't know or care. But she did tell me to tell you this, 'Know who you are. Don't come 

looking for me'. You two had a thing?” 

 “No.” 

 

 
Chapter 13 

Highwayman 



67 

 
 

 I was reading the Daily Courant, when I came upon a story that interested me. A lone highway-

man had struck three times in one week. His favorite spot was north of London, on Kings Hwy, at 

night. It was along a stretch of road that led to Oxford. As of yet, the King's men had not caught him. I 

wondered how guilty I would feel robbing from a man who had robbed from someone else. If the 

thieving was from George I, I was alright with that. If it was money from a collective of business or 

farmers, I could forgive myself, when I paid them back. 

 I finished my dinner of chicken pie and potatoes at Two Ducks Tavern. The sun was sinking to 

the horizon and the moon was rising to challenge it with its feeble light. I was headed to my hovel/flat 

when I realized there was no better time than now. My stomach was full, but my purse was empty. So I 

turned, and King's Road only a block away, I headed to see how my luck would fare.  It was the perfect 

time of night for me to travel. Just enough darkness to keep me safe, but enough light to see the road. 

 As I walked, I thought. I gathered from the article that the highwayman worked alone and 

quickly disappeared from sight. No witness saw another carriage or horse about, so he must flee on 

foot. My plan was to travel the road and find a likely spot where a robber would lay and wait, and I in 

turn would lay and wait for him.  

 The King's men, I had read, reacted as all who try to uphold the laws of the crown. They 

responded after the crime, trying to chase him down and bring him to court. Not a very promising way 

to thwart a crime. 

 I had traveled this highway many a time to and from from Oxford. It was a well- kept road, its 

ruts seldom knee deep. It was scarcely populated, as few villages and farmsteads lined its way, mostly 

open fields with clusters of forests here and there. So the traffic was light, only a few farmers and 

merchants carried or carted their unsold goods back to from whence they came. 

 Some carried nothing but themselves and some were burdened under the weight, I surmised 
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sadly, of goods not sold. I came upon a man walking a step slower than me, who toiled under the 

weight of a heavy burlap bag, slung over his shoulder as if he were pulling a ferry up the Thames. 

 I knew I shouldn't, as I had a goal, but the way the corners of his eyes winced at every step and 

the flapping of the sole of one of his shoes, my heart gave in. 

 “May I help you?” I asked when I came abreast. 

 He stopped, took a deep breath, looked me up and down, shifted the sack to his other shoulder, 

then continued. 

 Pride, I presumed, which spurned me to press. “Sir, can I carry some of your load?” 

 He stopped and turned to me, dropping his sack but still grasping it with one hand as if my 

intent was to steal it. “Where?” He queried. 

 “Up the road. I wish to help you with your burden.” He smelled poorly of something familiar, 

but I could not put my nose to it.  

 “Don't need help. Been hauling every night since I was younger than you. Don't need no 

handouts.” 

 “Then can you pay me with a portion or a handful of whatever is in your sack?” I thought this 

might appease his pride. 

 He laughed, a deep throaty laugh, as if he had porridge caught in his throat. “You sure?” 

 “Sir, I have asked twice. Don't fear that I would steal from you.” 

 “Oh, I ain't worried bout that.” 

 It was then that I saw something move in his bag. Like the undulations of the stomach of 

a...pregnant dog. “May I inquire as to the contents?” 

 “Let's get back to one question at a time. To the first, my answer is now yes.” 

 I thought maybe chickens, but were too quiet? It was night, perhaps they slept and a few were 

restless. Snakes, logical, but then not. “On second thought, you need not pay me. I will carry as much 
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as you wish.” 

 “Would feel better if I paid you. Stick your hand in there and grab some.” 

 I  was uncomfortable with his grin.“Some?” 

 “You'll see. But don't get bit.” 

 “Sir, I will carry your whole bag a half mile up the road. You need not pay me.” 

 He smiled, the two teeth left in his head were like fangs, but white as a Christmas moon. “Here 

ya go.” He tied the top of the bag tighter and motioned for me to take the bag. 

 It was heavier than it looked and it felt like every creature in there was twisting and turning. But 

I carried his burden without question. We walked silently until I decided it might be a good idea to see 

if he had any information. 

 “You hear about the highway robber? He's been making a lot of strikes here of late.” 

 “Yea. Wish him all the luck.” 

 “Ever see him?” 

 “Na. They say he comes and goes real quick. Just last Thursday, I came upon a wagon he had  

robbed. A rich lady was crying. Said he stole her jewelry. Didn't look like any amount of jewelry would 

have fixed her.” 

 “Fixed her?” 

 “Made her pretty. You know how some women think jewelry makes them attractive? Well, she 

was right. It made her attractive to a robber.” He laughed to himself. 

 “You not afraid he will rob you?” 

 He stopped and looked at me. “I have given you every chance to leave me alone and let me 

carry my own weight and given you clues as to the cargo. Will it help that no robber would ever 

consider stealin' my wares?” 

 “Alright.” I put the bag down and untied the rope. I jumped back. The insides swirled with rats. 
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He reached over and closed it back up.  

 He grinned at me. A bit scary with his two fangs gleaming in the moonlight. “It was a ticklish 

thought, when I pictured you carrying a few. Perhaps in you coat pockets, in your hat, or sitting politely 

on your shoulder. They like to nibble.” 

 I kept my word, and rats or not, tied up the bag and continued. 

 “So...” I started. 

 “Got your question. I get a penny a rat from some richee's in Piccadilly.” 

 “Alive?” 

 “Well, here's the kicker. I get a halfpenny for each in Hackney and Stamford Hill. They like 

their rats fresh and kicking. Me, I don't care much for the meat, reminds me of...rat.” He laughed. This 

time a childish giggle, free from the porridge gaggle. 

 After a few more stories about rats, he stopped. “Well, you're a man of your word. It's been half 

a mile. I'm cuttin' through the woods to Hackney. I'm a man of my word. I owe you a couple of rats.” 

 “Please keep them. And I wish you continued success with your vermin business.” 

 “Shh. They don't like that word.” He took his bag and walked away laughing until the trees 

smothered his steps. 

 Oh, for I to have such humor in my life again. I envied him in some way. Would I be able to 

laugh like him if I was eighty and carrying rats for a living? 

 It was an hour past dusk when I came upon a likely spot, as in where I would lay and wait and 

hold up a carriage. It would be a decent amount of luck and no small portion of smarts if I was right. 

 It was at a bridge that covered a small stream, and along the stream was a well-worn path. Not 

big enough for a wagon, but afoot or on horseback as the tracks indicated. Someone would rob the 

carriage, then instead of escaping north or south on the road and likely to be seen or caught, they could 

go east or west on the hidden path. 
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 I found a large tree surrounded by bushes, sat, and leaned against it. I smelled rat, then realized 

it was coming from me. 

 My plan was to wait for the sound of a wagon or carriage and then listen. The highway man 

would have to stop them either by yelling, or perhaps waving them down with his sword. 

 I noticed a bit of cloth by my foot, which the moon light dulled under the canopy of leaves. I 

reached for it and unrolled it. A large plug of tobacco, two shillings, and a ladies ring fell out. A strange 

combination. Then a realization came hold of me. Had the thief sat in this very spot after a robbery and 

accidentally left part of his catch here? 

 Would I be so lucky and would use this spot again? 

 An hour later, yawns threatening my vigil, a carriage approached. Though the road was not in 

view from by position, I could hear clearly. My spine pricked as it slowed down. Perhaps to cross the 

bridge, but hopefully the highwayman had arrived. 

 I withdrew my rapier and went to a vantage point near the road. It was hard to tell what was 

happening. I saw a lone man talking to the driver. I noticed no sword or weapon and their voices were 

too far to decipher. 

 They talked a good spell, then finally the man left, disappearing into the brush on my side of the 

road. Now I realized the hole in my plan. Unless he went to the very tree I had just left to count his 

spoils, there was no way I could find him in the woods. 

 Luck came in two's so far. I heard the tread of footsteps behind me to the very tree I had left. 

Habits, I was told, were the downfall of criminals. Now the problem was, how could I get to him 

without him hearing the crunching of my footsteps. He needed to get to the path to complete his escape, 

so I would wait there. 

 I was shortly rewarded when I heard him walking towards the path. I hid behind a buttress of 

the bridge, it being darker there and perfect for my ambush. Though I thought the word meant hiding 
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behind a bush. 

 When he was but a pace away, I stepped out of hiding and pointed my rapier at his chest. 

 “Stop. Do not reach for your dagger.” I saw no sword on him. He was a good head taller, and 

me again wide. This was one bear of a man. 

 “Sir, I have no weapon.” He announced. 

 “Then how did you rob that carriage?” 

 “With words and this.” He lifted his arm, drew back his sleeve, revealing a tree trunk of a 

muscle. 

 I looked at his bulk, then the tattoo of a dragon now revealed on his arm. What gave him away 

was the leather mask hanging from his belt. 

 “A wrestler?” I questioned. 

 “How you know?” 

 “You fought at Homestead. You actually gave me inspiration for a duel of which I fought in and 

wished to remain anonymous.” 

 “Anymos?” 

 “As in, did not want anyone one to recognize me. You on the other hand, scream to be known.” 

 “And how is that?” 

 “For one, in the darkness here, I recognized you and I have never seen you.” 

 He scratched his head. “I'm getting a headache.” 

 “First of all, you wear a mask in your profession and in your crimes. You display your dragon 

tattoo openly. And you carry no weapon, obviously confident in your physical abilities.” 

 “You going to turn me in?” His voice was sad. He lowered his large head, it appeared from its 

heavy weight, but probably because of shame. 

 “No. But we must hurry. I am here to relieve you of those two bags across your shoulders.” 
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 “No hurry.” 

 “And why is that?” 

 “Bobins, the carriage driver, he's a friend. Won't tell of the robbery until morning.” 

 “All your robbings have been from friends?” 

 “More or less. But it isn't their money. So no loss to them.” 

 “I'll bet they make a nice tip for their easy surrender.” Peter lowered his sword. “You seem like 

such a nice fellow. Why resort to such desperation?” 

 “Mouths to feed. Got nine of them and mine is the biggest.” 

 “They will miss you if you're caught and put away, if not hanged.” 

 “Got to take the chance. So now that we're friends, you still going to rob me?” 

 “In your world, isn't that what one does?” I said. “Not sure if money already stolen can be 

termed robbing again, but yes. And though I know your family is important, mine is the more so.”  

 There were two bags tied together with a leather strap easy for carrying over the shoulder. I took 

them from him and he even offered to help, but I kept my distance from the big man and left before my 

conscious stopped me. 

 It was a shame. I rather liked the fellow. 

 I lost that feeling when I found a safe place to appraise my booty. I dug my hand in and 

retrieved a handful of surprising small coins. Farthings! Damn four-to-a-penny farthings. Had I just 

robbed a man who robbed a carriage that was delivering money for the church? Now I was convinced 

the church and the King had colluded to produce the worthless coins to suck the last farthing from the 

common man. It was hardly worth it to haul it back to my room. But in consideration and under a pale 

moon, I poured the coins on the ground and counted the worthless little rounds of copper. I felt slightly 

better for my risk when I came across an occasional halfpenny. 

 Two-hundred and thirty-nine pence, total. Just a farthing short of a pound. Not bad for a days 
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work, but terrible wages for the risk I took. 

  

Chapter 14 

 

 They called him Beef Hagmire, a brick of man and strong as a mule. He lent his services to any 

who needed intimidation or violence. I knew him back when he was the stable master for my father 

until I was about the age of sixteen when he was fired unceremoniously.  

 I  had gone to the stable one night to tend to my horse, Ivanhoe, who had been fighting colic. I 

came upon a crowd of men circled about a one-year-old colt my father had just purchased. The men 

were betting on something. 

 “So those believen I can't do it are at even odds. Give yer bets to Reggy here and make yer 

mark,” Beef said to the gathering of men. 

 They were betting on something. At first, it did not seem odd, as men bet on most things after a 

few drinks. 

 “Everybody's bets in?” He looked about the crowd, then nodded, rolled up his right sleeve and 

before I could yell for him to stop, he punched the young horse square between the eyes. The poor 

thing rocked back to its haunches, shook its head, then fell to the ground. I felt I was over my head so I 

ran to my father to tell him what I saw. 

 I hadn't seen Beef in years, until I rounded a corner and bumped right into him. I smelled gin 

and bad cheese. Too soon I realized it was no accident, for he grabbed me by the collar and dragged me 

into an alley. When I drew my rapier, he grabbed my wrist and shook the blade from me and broke it 

like a toothpick. I was powerless against such strength and my fists and kicking did no harm. When his 

beefy hands grabbed my neck, my flailing increased in desperation, but my strength soon dissolved. He 

looked over his shoulder, for even he didn't want to be seen at his business. 
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 “Stop Beef! I have no qualms with you.” I croaked out. 

 “And I, none with you, Master Peter.” He let go of my throat. 

 “So you remember me?”' 

 “Of course, I spent eight years working for your father and watching you grow up,” he said and 

I  saw some fondness in his eyes and words. “I liked that job. This one not so much, but I have work to 

do.” 

 “Lord Banks hired you?” I, as slow as I could, reached within my coat for my dagger. 

 “Yea.” 

 “How much he paying you?” 

 “Enough. Don't offer me more because I know you and yer family's straits.” 

 “So you're going to try to rough me up or kill me?” 

 “No and yes.” 

 It's one thing to be roughed up, but when someone has you by the throat and threatens to kill 

you with the confidence of a judge, it is beyond unnerving. 

 “Do you remember that trip to Oxford? You and I went to pick up some horses for father?” I 

managed through gasps. 

 “I might have had a heart then, but believe me, there is nothing left of that man.” 

 I raised the dagger and held it before him. He punched the dagger out of my hand, blood spurted 

from his hand, of which he ignored. His other hand found my throat again and forced me to my knees. 

My only thought was of disbelief. This was how I was to go. My dagger gone, my brain stuttered, 

losing comprehension as darkness drooled before my eyes. I fell to the ground. Time became 

meaningless. I felt his hands leave my throat. 

 I gasped for air when I should have played dead, but I had no choice. 

 He turned and seeing his work not done approached me. “Ah damn. You're still breathing.” 
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 I saw his feet in front of my eyes and knew I had but seconds before his hands reached down 

and squeezed the last  bit of life out of  me. I readied a punch for the last effort of my life. A punch to 

his foot or shin would do no good. But something came into view that had promise, as Jose would often 

say under entirely different circumstances. As he went to his knees to complete his work, his crotch 

came within striking distance. I managed a shallow breath, then punched as hard as I could. He fell 

back, grunting in pain. A spark of energy moved me. I had a chance!  

 “I'm gonna make you pay for that.” He said between clenched teeth and ragged breathing. As he 

made his way back to his feet so did I. I  went to the alley wall and picked up my dagger and held it 

before me. 

 “Again with the toy. I might have some fear from your rapier but that toy is as harmless as a 

quill.” 

 My back to the bricks, he came at me. I managed several thrusts one going into his collar bone  

as the sound of my blade hitting bone was unmistakable, then one found his ribs, and finally I dug into 

a soft spot in his belly. But he was unstoppable, going for my throat again. He grabbed it harder, then 

shook me trying to get me to drop the dagger. I could no longer thrust so I slashed and sliced until the 

muscles in my arm cramped. I relaxed and let death approach. An end to my suffering. 

 I suppose it was a dream, or maybe there really was a heaven and I was entering it. My wife 

was standing above me in a lacy white dress, The sky was sharp blue and bright above her. Josie smiled  

as I pushed myself up from a blanket surrounded by grass that was impossibly green. I felt right and for 

the first time in a year, at peace with myself and everything around me. I took her hand and pulled her 

to me and kissed her for what felt like forever.  

 Then... I tasted blood and was afraid to open my eyes to see what I would see. 

 It was dark and a weight upon my chest only allowed me shallow breaths. I smelled the gin and 

cheese of Beefs breath and discovered he lay upon me, Dead? I pushed him off and he moaned. There 
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was a pool of blood that seemed impossible had come from one person, but upon inspection of my own 

body I found no cuts.  

 I picked up my dagger and knelt down to him. I held it to this throat. His face was white in what 

little moonlight ate the shadows of the night. He was close to death. I should finish him as he tried to 

do to me, I should not have hesitated, for I knew every moment I stalled, the harder it would be. If I did 

not do it, he could live and come for me again... I took a deep breath. 

 “Sir? Are you alright?” 

 A boy, looking to be an orphan searching for a drunk to roll, was probably inquiring to see if 

there was any spoils left for him. “Is he dead? I'll split whats he got for my being mum.” 

 I stood and walked away. “You can have it all.” 

 

Chapter 15  

 A week later, I was broke and hungry, the rent due on me and mine. I had no choice save for 

more thievery, and that had fared not well for me.  

 I needed to go see my aunt, the miser. 

 She lived near Piccadilly on Chambershine Court, in a flat that overlooked the Thames. She 

refused to, or said she could not, help my father from his circumstance and, in fact, kept as far away as  

possible, hoping to not get caught in the net of any relative that could financially help. For that, I was 

still very mad, but her being a spinster and aging poorly, I could see her fear in not wanting to be put to 

the streets. 

 It was well past dark when I knocked on her door. 

 “Who's there?” her stiletto voice inquired. 

 “It is me, Peter, your nephew.” 

 I waited until I heard a reply, “Oh. This is a brilliant visit. It is not safe for you here,”  her voice 
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close to the door. 

 “I just need a few moments. There are no eyes about. I promise you. I have become good at 

this.” 

 A bolt slid back and the door opened slowly. Without a word she beckoned me to follow. We 

didn't go to her parlor, where she customarily entertained guests, but all the way back to her kitchen. 

She pointed to a chair, and as she passed me, unlatched the bolt on the back door. “If anyone knocks on 

the front door, you run and never come back.” 

 I nodded. 

 A pot already boiling, she took two cups from her pantry, filling them with hot water, then 

placed a tea bag in each. 

 I sat uncomfortably, waiting for her to speak. She had always said, 'Gossip and chatter should 

always be consumed with a cup of tea.' 

 She had gained some pounds and moved slower than I remembered. Her jowls hung low and 

accentuated her sadness. Once a cheerful and energetic lady, she now looked like she had succumbed to 

the weight of her age, and the family problems. 

 “I take it you are in  need of something?” she finally asked. 

 “No hug? No, how are you doing?” I was not surprised at her lack of warmth, but had to ask. 

 “Those days are gone.” 

 “I'm sorry to hear that, but I still have hope.” 

 “Ah, hope and the young. The young live on hope and the old pray for it. Your father, my 

brother, has ruined us all.” 

 I didn't want to argue with her, but her demeanor and wrongness forced my mouth open. “My 

father was robbed by Lord Banks, and you know that.” 

 “Robbed? He chose to partner with the likes of that man and risked it all. Now, I live on your 
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dead Uncle Geoffrey's paltry pension and no more stipend from your father.” 

 “Lord Banks hunts me.” 

 “Of course he does. He has sat in that very chair and told, then threatened me that he will not 

rest until you are done. He says you unjustly mar his name and tell untruths. Also, he says, in the court 

of law, your father was found guilty and sentenced.” 

 “And you agree with him?” 

 “Hell no. I hate the man, but I wasn't going to argue with him. He's got the meanest eyes I have 

seen. And the bull of  a man who stood inside my front door was no delight either. He said, if I heard 

any word from you and I did not tell him...well, fires sprang up late at night all the time. No rest until 

you are done. He repeated this several times.” 

 “Done?” 

 “I assume until either you are either finished trying to expose him, or you are dead. But you 

know this.” 

 “I do all too well. I am lucky to have survived so long.” 

 “Still good with your sword?” 

 “Better than ever. It has saved me many a time.” 

 She let a smile warm her face. “I remember not too many years ago, when you were sixteen and 

entered the Oxford sword championship. You were scared to death. My Albert sat and talked to you 

outside the fencing hall; we having escorted you there, for your mother and father were away in France. 

He said, 'Don't show them fear or you are done. Look at them like you haven't eaten in two days and 

they are a roasted pheasant.' 

 “That was the first tournament I won. My rapier has served me well. I think the same thought 

whenever I am faced with a foe. I miss Uncle Geoffrey. He was a good man.” 

 “He was the best.” She sighed. 
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 “You too, at one time, were a wonderful part of my family and upbringing. I miss those days. 

They seem so far away.” 

 “They are, and they will never come back. Everyone is scurrying around trying to make money 

and a life for themselves. Everyone has forgotten about me unless they need something. I have to live 

too, and with half the income I was used to.” 

 “Live? You look more like you are just existing. If you had half the problems as me, you would 

have....” I caught myself. My Aunt loved to argue as much as gossip, and being I was here to seek her 

mercy, I had to tame my words in the hope she would help. 

 “You may finish,” she prodded, swirling her tea bag and eyeing me suspiciously. 

 I sat back and stared at my tea. 

 “Alright, you were going to tell me, that I am not making the most of life. Well, who is? I have 

no family left, not enough money to live on, and my health has taken away any semblance of happiness 

I once enjoyed. I do not kill myself because it is a sin, and perhaps...” She looked at me thoughtfully as 

she took a sip. “I have a bit of life left in me. I miss all the things we once had, too. My biggest wish, 

besides things I need for myself, is for...” 

 “For?” 

 “For my brother, his wife, and your wife to be released and exonerated. I would have family left 

to entertain and money to keep my cupboard full. Death will not seem so close.” 

 “You have hope?” 

 “Call it what you may. All I know, I am powerless to help them or you. None of this is my fault. 

Your father brought this injustice down on us all. Every business man knows, especially these days, 

that investing money in another venture is worse than gambling. Your father's investing in pirate ships 

was wrong. What a fool he was and a wake of despair he has created.” 

 “I will only counter on one point. He did not know the money was going to privateers, as they 
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are rightly called.” 

 “As an investor, he should have. I remember when your Uncle Geoffrey was going to buy a 

mule for his first delivery cart. He talked to the owners, the previous owners, and even the mule's 

mother and father before he paid a cent. Investigation, he called it, and your father should have known 

to dig a little deeper than trusting Lords Bank's immoral soul. I curse the man before I go to sleep every 

night.” 

 “Perhaps my father was too trusting. But you may not have to worry about him for long.” 

 “And why is that, dear nephew? As if I didn't know what you are implying and the reason you 

are here. You made no attempt to hug me either. My purse is the only reason you are here. Even though 

I have told you how poor it is.” 

 She was right. I stood, went to her side, and gave her shoulder a soft squeeze. “I am truly sorry 

this has affected you so. I did not know. I will let myself out.” 

 She turned to me, the old determination in her face appeared. “Sit, boy, sit. I have a few 

questions for you. Some will show I still have a heart and some may show it is gone. Firstly, how is the 

family doing?” 

 “I have partnered somewhat with the new owner, Jasper Friendsworth. They get the best of food 

I can afford. Their health is well. Father has taken to writing his memoirs. Mother and Josie are knitting 

up a storm, and I have even managed to sell some of it. “ 

 “We will talk about Jasper Friendsworth in a moment, but you. How are you faring?” 

 “I manage, but not so well as of late. With Lords Bank's men on my trail, I can't stay in one 

place too long. The reason I am here is, I have no money for my family's nor my rent.” 

 “Have you tried your Uncle?” 

 “You don't talk to him anymore?” I asked. 

 “He has borrowed and repaid me nothing in five years. Why don't you borrow some of MY 
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money from him?” 

 “We have talked, but he is barely keeping the tavern open. With all the gin mills surrounding 

him and it being so cheap and easy to make, it is a wonder anyone enters his tavern anymore.” 

 “Gin is the new plague of this city. I did not know he was in such straits. He is a proud man. 

Perhaps I should forgive him more.” 

 “I think in these times, we should all be more forgiving.” 

 “I suppose. Now about Jasper. Don't trust him with a penny. He's got the backbone of a frog and 

the greed of a barrister. He used to work for Albert years ago. Money is the only thing that talks to 

him.” 

 “I agree, as I have found out first hand, but the prison, I believe, is mostly owned, silently, by 

Lord Banks.” 

 “Oh, that is not good. Not good at all.” 

 “It is late, and it was good to see you again. But I must not tarry too long in one place, lest I put 

you in harm's way.”  

 She ushered me to the door where I gave her a shallow hug.  

 When we parted, she placed a small purse in my hands. “It's all I can do.” 

 
Chapter 18 

Out of the mouths of Lions 

 I unrolled a parchment advertising a great conflict that evening. Much money would be up for 

the winning.  A great gambling opportunity I had to attend.  I took twenty pounds in coin, placed them 

in my purse, then tucked it in the double folds of my pocket. It was my entire worth. Pangs of 

apprehension tugged at me, but gambling was the only avocation I was now suited for. Once my skill 

with a rapier had once been the talk of fencers throughout London. Tonight, I would hide my weapon 
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under my coat, brave my fears, and journey out into the most unsavory part of London, especially so at 

night, when the criminals would have to mind their own protection whilst they wandered in search of 

breaching mine.  

 The city cleaned up as I approached the Puddin Palour. The street was  filled with coaches. The 

coachmen huddled in small groups, smoking, gambling, and gossiping. I turned up my coat collar and 

braved my way to the haunting but elegant front door. It was ornately carved, with two lions facing 

each other, a man stretched between them, their large teeth entrenched into the hapless man. Below 

were inscribed the words: Be one or the other....be naught caught in between. A large skull smiled at 

me. A harbinger of a door nob if I ever saw. As I pushed against this motto, the door pulled open and 

me, too far forward, came face to face with the doorman, who was just as startled as I.  

 “Please use the knocker, if you will sir, in future visits. You announce yourself. I open the door. 

It is all I do.” 

 “And the knocker would be, where?” 

 He tapped his finger on the forehead of the skull. 

  I composed myself and followed him in, where a second servant dressed in a bright red tunic 

walked up to me, uncomfortably close, and without a word, held out his hand. The man's eyes pierced 

mine and my heart beat fast as my exposure seemed apparent. His eyes glanced to my hat, and with 

hopefully unnoticed relief, I became aware he wanted my hat. As I removed it, I noticed the powder 

from his wig was generous upon his shoulders. It seemed odd that such a meticulously dressed and 

composed servant would not be aware of this error upon his person. My suspicions never ceased.   

     Old habits from my previous station in life quickly returned and I turned my back to him as I 

shed my gloves, and he with the practice of many years, removed my coat and gloves, twirled around, 

and proceeded down a finely carpeted hall. I was stuck by the regality of the foyer I found myself in. 

Fine paintings, rich furniture, and kingly chairs lined the hall.  
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 The hall straight in front of me was lined with lamps, so I chose to follow it. It led to an 

archway with open double doors that led down a short flight of steps. At the bottom I heard a 

continuous mumble of voices. Two red-clad servants stood at the ready to part the luxurious curtains 

for me. Before me was a sight I did not expect. Not ten paces before me sat a bear, fat and comfortable 

on his haunches. I forced my gall down as no one, even those near, took him any mind. If I had not 

been keen to attention and with a bit of brandy in me, I may have walked right by or upon him, ripe for 

a swat with flesh-tearing-claws. His eyes were glazed and he occasionally tried to shake the thick chain 

about his neck. He was a monster of a beast and no doubt, save for the strength of the chain, could have 

killed, if not eaten, most within the room.  

 My visual senses affronted, it was time for my nose to be assailed. The smell of the beast could 

best be described as if a wet dog had shit himself,  whilst being struck by lightening. As I looked about, 

I saw I was too hard on the bear, for the smell of wet burning dog hair was probably from the long and 

ridiculous pipes and cigars that billowed their stench in the already thick air. 

 A circle of rope was hammered into the floor in about a ten-foot circumference. Shaking my 

head to try and clear the musty smell, I suddenly realized I was unwittingly lit by the many lamps 

circling the bear-baiting arena.  

 I moved quickly around the beast, keeping a sharp eye on the slackness of the its chain. Hoping 

the bear would not see me as something tasty and test the limits of its confinement. I walked quickly 

through the throng of men standing in clusters close to the bear and its impending battle, with what, I 

had not a clue. The men paid little heed to me, as they were excited about the coming battle. I kept my 

eyes down, again fearing it was a great mistake to be there, for the very men that could do me and my 

family in, would likely patronize this club.  

 I saw the light was dimmer, and few inhabited the ring of tables, against the back walls.  I sat at 

a vacant one with my back to the crowd, breathed deeply and reminded myself for whom I took such 
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risks. If I were to be captured, I could not live with the harm it would do to them.  

  A servant placed a thick glass before me, then asked, “Your pleasure? Tonight we have the most 

excellent brandy and a fine wine.” 

 “Wine.” I decided. 

 With talent, he held my glass a foot below the pitcher and poured the blood red wine, not 

spilling a drop. I sipped and readied my mind for my purpose. Here were men of money and power. 

Some of these men I undoubtedly knew or had rubbed socially with my father in the past. I reminded 

myself of my changed appearance, but still I dared not let my eyes linger on anyone lest I arouse their 

interest. I had to play this tightly and with great care.  

 This house offered not only entertainment and refreshment, but its reputation for wagers was 

well known. I knew from hearsay that later into the evening and after much libation, the wagers rose to 

gargantuan and ridiculous proportions. The bout tonight had reached all ears who had an itch for such 

high stakes.  A sober fool with a shilling could multiply his bank. I heard that two gents had wagered 

three thousand pounds as to whose raindrop would reach the bottom of a windowpane first. Another 

story had it that a man had been mauled badly by a bear, and before he hit the floor, the wagers were 

fast and furious as to whether he would live the hour. I was not looking for such sport.  

 I had close to twenty pounds in my purse. A fortune to most. A pittance to this crowd. To double 

my purse would set up my loved ones with protection and food for months. Until my other plans bore 

fruit, I knew of no other way to raise money.  

 I listened carefully to the talk around me. It was still early, and I would bide my time. A table of 

three were talking more subdued than necessary, and I concentrated on what they said.  

 One said, “But the bear is drunk. Look how he sits like a fat man with the pitcher to his mouth, 

sloshing more beer to the floor than his mouth.” 

 “He always is. He can still kill anything they throw at him.” 
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 “Why do they let him get drunk?” 

 “It builds up the betting, as everyone sees him as this fat whimsical bear who won’t even bare 

his teeth.” 

 I digested their information, then dismissed their talk as fools views and decided to move closer 

to other tables full of men. I sat facing the window, my back to all. I placed the edge of the glass often 

to my lips, but drank seldom.  

 Then I heard a gentleman with a high pitched voice talking very softly. “I say not a scratch on 

him and all the bouts he's been in. What fool would bet for the tiger? They’re usually such pretty 

animals. Not near as fierce as a lion, nor have they the ruthlessness of a bear.” 

 I dared a quick glance. His person fit the character of his voice. He was thin, turning gray, and 

sat stiff and birdlike in his chair. His companion, was a burly man with full head of brownish curly hair 

that extended to his muttonchops.  

 The burly man, with more than a conspiratorial shift in his eye said, “Yes, that’s where the 

secret lies.” 

 I leaned back in my chair and concentrated on blocking out all the other noise in the room, save 

the man's voice. 

 “Why do you think the house odds on Goliath are so low? In comes Goliath, a bear undefeated 

in all his bouts, in all the clubs about town. Now he comes here, all high and mighty, never losing. All 

the moneys betting on the Goliath. How’s the house to make their cut and keep themselves all fancy? 

Someone’s got to bet on the tiger. I’m a betting it is the house that is willing to. They would make out 

like bandits if the tiger wins. If Goliath wins, I’m a betting the house would lose a fortune. Now I don’t 

know much about the beasts, having seen a lion or two scratch it up with a bear. But this tiger is a new 

thing, and though they are a might prettier than your normal scraping beast. I think this all falls into the 

house’s advantage.” 
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 The high-voiced man said, “I don’t think I would go against a winner.” 

 With agitation the bushy whiskered man replied, “Again. If you're looking for logic in my 

words. Hear this.” He turned in his chair and met my eyes dead on. I was a loss for words as I had 

nothing to excuse my eaves-dropping. 

  “So?” He demanded. 

 I cleared my throat, not sure whether to apologize or rise and depart. 

 Again he asked, “So, what do you think?” 

 I rose from my chair, not comfortable with this notice of my person. 

 He said, “Sit, lad.” He pulled out the chair that separated us for me to sit.  

 I decided to take the offer and join them rather than prolong the disturbance and to attract more 

eyes upon me.  

 The burly man looked at me closely. He soon announced his summation. “This lad looks smart 

and maybe a bit of honesty runs through him. I would like your opinion of the aforementioned and 

overheard speculations on this bout. If you please.” 

 “What’s your name?” 

 I thought quickly. “Henery.”       

 “Well, Henery, I am Jonathan Speers, and this is my father-in-law, Percy Smithmore.” He more 

than accentuated their last names, perhaps to point out either their honesty or my lack of courtesy. I sat 

silent and offered no more. 

 “So, Henery, what do you think?” 

 Embarrassed, that I was expected to present my views on the logic of what I had overheard, 

carefully I let out my opinion. “I can see good reason for both views. But I tend to agree with you, Mr. 

Speers. The lopsided betting on the bear makes it more profitable to the house if the tiger wins.” 

 I fell silent as they looked to me for more words. 
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 “That’s it? No further inclinations, one way or the other? A bright lad like you, alone in this 

club, and you keep your words close to you pocket.”  

 Before he could continue, the birdlike Percy interrupted, “Jonathan, please. Can you not see the 

young man has not had as much brandy as you, and is not enjoying this banter as much as we?” 

 Jonathan threw his arms in the air, and in a voice louder than I was comfortable with,  “Where is 

the sport if you come to a club and you can’t bandy about with other bettors.” 

 I put my hand on his arm, lowering it and the attention it invited. “Sir, I have several thoughts 

concerning this bout. Combined with what I have heard you say, and with my own meager knowledge 

of the beasts. I would say it is true, bears are fierce and seldom lose, unless they are over imbibed. It is 

very rare for a tiger to fight in these clubs. In India, where they are praised for their beauty, they are 

also hunted from a safe distance atop an elephant. Even then, the hunters are in great danger. So, I think 

the tiger has been downplayed as to its fighting abilities because of its appearance. That, along with the 

almost eight-to-one odds on the bear, would have me inclined to bet on the tiger. After hearing your 

words on the loss the house would take on this bout, I am further prompted to engage my entire 

bankroll on the tiger.” 

  Johnathan slapped me on the shoulder. “There, that’s what I wanted to hear. I knew this lad had 

a keener sense than he was letting on. Now how much you be wagering?” 

  I decided to keep my finances more private. “ My whole bankroll, as I replied.” 

  “Percy, how might you be leaning?” 

 “Right now, I am leaning to the left. That last brandy was excellent.” He stood up straight and 

smiled. “My mind has not changed. Although you two have made some good points. I’ll keep my 

modest wager on the sure bet.” 

 Johnathan laughed. “You're as cautious as my daughter and as deceitful as your wife.”  
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   Expecting an argument at the insult, I was surprised when Johnathan slapped Percy on the 

shoulder and said, “That’s what I love about you. You can take as well as give.” 

 They both laughed, and I could see there were bonds that their jousting did not hamper. 

  Jonathan turned serious. “Percy. I'm to wager one hundred pounds on my and this lad's 

expectations.” He threw his arms theatrically in the air like he was already a winner. 

 Jonathan stood to go make his wager, as Percy said, “Put that ten pounds you owe me on the 

bear. Not you... the one named Goliath.” 

 “Come lad, let's go tickle the girls with our funds,” Jonathan invited. 

 I had no idea what that meant, but smiled at him as if I understood. 

 I followed him to another room furnished in gaudy opulence. The wall paper, the inlays, the 

curtains, and the chairs all golden in color, with only a splash of red here and there to tone down the 

outright greediness of the character of the betting room. The message, obviously brought to bare that 

this was a sound financial enterprise and the wagering done here was good as gold.  

 I, on the other hand, taking a much deeper view of my surroundings and its significance, 

interpreted the house's message entirely differently. They had spent lavishly on the decor of this room, 

not to present themselves as financially solid and trustworthy, but that it came as little concern for them 

to spend the loser's money on frivolity. I would have preferred a plank and board room with meager 

accoutrements, rather than this display of how profitable their venture was. 

 Jonathan stopped to talk to a man in a splendid red suit, appearing to be made of the same 

material as the curtains. He looked like a pear with legs, topped off with a rather small and prunish 

face. Immediately flags of distrust were raised.  

 “This is one of the owners of this fine club, Mr Edgar Throwalt.” Who did not extend his hand 

to shake, but simply nodded to me, furthering my suspicions of his character.  

 Johnathan nudged me. “I am Henry.” 
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 With familiarity, Johnathan pulled the Mr. Throwalt to the side. I followed, eager to hear his 

probing of the coming event. 

 “So Edgar, those are pretty good odds for the tiger tonight. Are there are any takers for the 

tiger? If you have too many and the tiger wins, you could take a licking.” 

 “You're right about that, Jonathan. Specially since the odds are now ten to one.” 

 “Ten to one do you say? So, what fool would bet on the tiger at those odds?” 

 Edgar winked and put his hand to Jonathan's shoulder, “Not me.” And bowed to Jonathan, then 

looked to me, “Nice to meet you, Henrey.” Then turned to engage in conversation with a gentlemen 

behind him. 

 Jonathan pulled me deeper into the corner of the room. “What did you make of that?” 

  I answered confidently, “It further inclines me to bet the tiger.” 

 “Why so?” 

 “He blatantly inferred that only a drunk would bet the tiger.” 

 “You caught that, did you?”  

 “Mr. Spears, you are not inebriated.” 

 “Call me Jonathan, now that we're in cahoots.” 

 “Yes, sir. Why do you jest with me? You are a smart man. You heard his words.” 

 He slapped me on the back. “Just testing you lad. Just testing. Now that we  have a sure bet, 

how about lending your friend ten pounds?” 

 Before I could respond, he slapped my back again and laughed. “Just kidding lad, just kidding.” 

 The bet had more riding on it for me than I could tell my new friend. A brilliant win with such 

odds could keep my family safe for many months. 

 We made our way to the betting table where a lady with a bodice impossibly low caught my 

attention long before she acknowledged mine. Now I understood Johnathan’s quote about tickling the 
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girls. Another ploy, I amused, to induce a gentleman to make a bet out of their range. The sight of a 

lovely alabaster breast or two, might distract a bettor enough to go where he earlier not dared. Her twin 

sat next to her, giving the men the advantage of height and angle to view their enticing pleasantries. I 

handed her my ten pounds. 

 She asked, “Goliath or Temishu?” 

 I kept a careful look to her eyes and not her two larger distractions. “Temishu, the tiger.” I 

replied. 

 Her eyes fluttered. Yes! She was surprised by my wager. Now I was certain I had chosen the 

right bet. I only wished I had more money. I brushed away the idea of borrowing from my new friend. 

 Temishu I thought. To name an animal so endearing and unwar-like, was outright misleading. 

Or...good business? 

 Jonathan nudged me. “Temishu, how cute.” 

 On the way back to our table, so enlightened by my new friendly acquaintances, I failed to be 

discreet in so public a place. My eyes met someone who stared intently at me, and the old prickles of 

fear came to the surface. I did not recognize him, but he observed me as if troubled—making a 

connection as to who I was. His table-mate nudged him and he took his eyes from me and gave me no 

second look. 

 We had no sooner seated ourselves, when Edgar’s voice boomed above the chatter. He stood on 

a very nice—gold of course—chair in the middle of the twenty foot circumference rope circle. That 

was surrounded—I thought—too closely by the tables and chairs occupied by braver men than I. 

Johnathan and Percy, like of mind as I, stayed a safe three table distance from the coming bout. 

 Edgar raised his voice above the chatter of over a hundred excited gentleman. “Gentleman, may 

I have your attention. Tonight’s main event is about to present itself.” 

  Goliath sat and watched Edgar, like he knew what he was saying. 
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 “I apologize for the rather lopsided odds, but it is so seldom we get a tiger, we could not refuse 

the opportunity. Goliath told me personally that he was in the mood for tiger meat this evening.” 

 A loud round of laughs circled through the crowd. “Goliath is undefeated in his fighting career, 

but that’s not to say, he, never having fought a tiger, does not have a weakness against them. Without 

further adulation for Goliath, may I present to you Temishu.” 

 On the opposite side of us, within the circle of rope, a trapdoor opened in the floor. A deep 

growl echoed up from the darkness below. The room went quiet. It's guttural sound was so primaly 

disturbing that I dropped my glass of wine. From the floor on the wooden ramp, the head of the tiger 

slowly appeared. Its hair was matted and greasy, nothing I expected from a proud and probably once 

beautiful animal. It looked about, fear sharp in its eyes. Or should I say eye. One eye was crudely 

stitched shut. One side of its jowls hung loosely from it's face. Jonathan gasped. “I am going to change 

our bets.” 

 Before I could voice a yea or nae to his decision, Johnathan was gone. The rest of Temishu's 

body emerged. Its ribs so apparent one could count them. Half of one hind leg and all of its tail, was 

void of hair, revealing scars not quit healed. My jaw dropped in dismay. I, now concurred with 

Jonathan’s hasty retreat and wished him all speed to reverse our bets.  

 Twenty pounds! I felt foolish now for coming here, exposing myself and losing my bankroll. 

Ten to one odds! That was highway robbery. It should have been a hundred to one. The wagers who bet 

for Goliath were obviously happy with their small anticipated winnings. The few fools like myself, 

were obvious among the crowd, our faces glum and swearing outrage. 

 Several men close to the ring, threw their glasses and tankards at Temishu. She quickly jerked 

her head at each offender, pulling tight against the thick chain around her neck. I, for one, would have 

not tested that beasts strength against so small a chain.  

 It was a frightening scene as several red jacketed men ran to the ring with brooms to sweep  



93 

away the broken vessels. One, who swept in hurried indifference, came too close. Temishu rose up on 

her hind legs and swatted, her claws stretched out like knifes, just missing the man, and he with his 

back to her attack, was none the wiser how close he had come to losing a pound of flesh.   

 “Gentlemen, gentlemen. Please refrain from antagonizing the beasts. They may get mad and 

fight.” 

 This brought a few laughs 

 “Now, I know the challenger Temishu, may look in weary shape, and lopsidedness apparent, so 

the house in our pleasure to make our patrons happy, have upped again the odds to twenty to one.” 

 There was a loud negative response to this. The betters for Goliath were disgruntled, for now 

getting half the returns on their bets and Temishu betters, thought no odds could save them. And now it 

was announced she was a female made it all the more hopeless. 

 “Gentleman, we will keep the ten to one for the Goliath supporters and up the odds for Temishu. 

The house loses money, but we keep you happy.” 

 There was a long round of applause for the generosity of the house. I feeling no better for the 

doubling of my potential winnings, sat down. Even though feeling sick to my stomach, I downed the 

whole glass of brandy before me. Jonathan returned, a none too happy look on his face, and I knew the 

outcome before he spoke. 

 “Too late.” Was all he muttered.  

 Percy in an effort to cheer, “Drinks are on me.” 

 I nodded and turned my attention to the center of the ring. 

 Edgar was now rambling on about Goliath's great history of fights. My ears perked up a bit 

when he began the tigers history.  

 “Temishu was part of Mockingbird's Spectacular and Extraordinary Traveling Circus until she 

chewed a patron's arm off through the bars. She has traveled far, fighting everything from lions, to 
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packs of dogs. The new handler admits, not much is known about her success, which might be apparent 

from her appearance. The owner assures me this tiger has a strong heart and will make stew of any 

bear. Brave words, but as in all fights, you never know till the kerchief drops. Without further adieu.” 

 With that he stood down from the chair and carried it outside the ring of rope, where he 

regained his position atop his chair. Jonathan, Percy and I copied him to see over everyone’s heads. The 

room quieted.  

 Goliath remained seated, a noticeable slack in his chain. Temishu stared at him, straining against  

her chain. No one in the room moved. Not a drink was drunk. Not a whisper whispered. Everyone 

jumped when the sound of chains slackening below the floor.  

 Temishu strained forward. Her legs moved in slow motion. Goliath observed her curiously. 

Then the restraint fell from Goliath's neck to the floor. He breathed hard and loud as Temishu came 

closer.  

 Temishu using all the slack in her chain, approached within two body lengths of Goliath. She 

crouched low, as if in submission, her haunches up, her belly almost touching the floor. Suddenly her 

chain fell to the floor. Temishu's intense eye belied any fear of Goliath. It was a wicked and dark eye—

never flickering. Overpowering fear and absolute terror washed over me. Which I was sure was a 

harbinger for how Goliath felt.  

 Those near Temishu leaned their bodies back, as their feet stayed planted, like the reaction to 

the flame of a fire. But this danger moved, and though slow and purposeful, no one in the room 

doubted she was faster than anyone here. This was not an animal that feared what stood before her. It 

had the eye of a killer. My hopes rose. This damaged beast had transformed into something horrible 

and powerful. More than one gentleman's eye darted to the wagering room, wishing it was not too late 

to change their bets. 

  I watched fascinated as her muscles twitched, coursing up and down her body like ripples on a 
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pond. I suspected something like a duels-man stretching his legs before the attack with his sword. The 

intense quiet was broke by a loud roar from Temishu. It shook me to my teeth, sending a cold sweat 

down my neck, its power unnerving. Several glasses shattered on the floor. Mine would have joined, 

but had been the first to fall. 

 Goliath stood to answer this challenge, rising to an amazing height, almost two men high. His 

spine was erect and claws extended from his paws. He let out a bellow almost as frightening and 

swiped the air. The twitches in Temishu's muscles suddenly jerked in unison as she sprang the two 

lengths before her, and slashed across the bear’s throat.  

 A gush of blood erupted from Goliath. I believe he died before hitting the floor. Without 

hesitation or gloating over her victory, Temishu sprang to her left and with a second swipe of her claws, 

shredded a man's arm, he being one of the tankard throwers. The man looked down where his arm had 

been, too shocked to scream, as red mangled flesh hung by his side.   

 Then she pounced on another and dug her teeth into his leg. The poor spectator did scream, a 

more horrible gut-wrenching sound I had never heard. Edgar ran to the trapdoor of Temishu's lair and 

shouted to the men below, “Pull the chain. Now!”  

 But the tiger was too strong. She easily pulled away. 

 I jumped down from my chair and drug Johnathan and Percy away. When I turned back to the 

horror within the ring, I saw Temishu had found another man, picked him up in her jaws, his arms and 

legs flailing, then he suddenly went limp, the crack of his spine heard over the mad exodus. 

        The chain finally tightened, straight from the trapdoor to Temishu's neck, as she tested the 

boundaries and struck at the nearest men who had not retreated, who stood in shock. Two more lay 

upon the floor before she was dragged slowly down the plank, her claws leaving fresh splinters in the 

floor. 

 The room of gentleman recovered slowly from the bloodbath. It was not the first time the 
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audience had become part of the fight. The bleeding men were being attended to, dead or alive I could 

not be sure. There were only two of us who remained that earned a trip to the wagering room. We were 

eager to leave the club, so I hurried to claim my winnings with Jonathan. I had no sooner breached the 

archway into the room when the red-vested Edgar gave me a nod and beckoned me to him. I went 

cautiously to his side, where he took my arm and led me to a corner.  

 “Mr. Um..Henery, take quick action to my words. I run a tight ship here even though the law 

gives me berth. I have too much to handle right now with this horrible occurrence. Someone has 

pointed you out as a wanted man and I do not fancy another bad row this night. What with the payouts 

and not to mention the gents who will need patching or burying. You will leave out the back.” 

  Several emotions swept through me. My first thought was to flee before I was captured, but the 

money was very important to my family.  

  “I will act on your suggestion as soon as I have collected my winnings.” 

 His demeanor changed in an instant. “Sir, you will leave now. As you have seen, I have very 

serious responsibilities. You will not jeopardize my business. Come at closing tomorrow night and I 

will give you your money.” 

  Jonathan, sensing a bad conversation, approached us and interrupted. “Edgar giving you a hard 

time about our win?” 

  Time was short. “Jonathan, I have to leave right now. Will you cash my bet?” 

  “It's fine with me. Is that fine with you Edgar?” 

  Edgar frowned, then reluctantly nodded. 

  Jonathan looked confused as I patted his shoulder and walked away.  He yelled after me, “But 

how will I find you?” 

 “Don’t worry, I will find you.” 

 Edgar soon caught up to me and said, “This way.” He led me through the kitchen and opened 
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the door. “Good luck. I hope I have not helped a murderer.” 

     “No, you have not. I am unjustly pursued. Thanks for your warning.” 

 “Do not come back.” He slammed the door. 

 My senses keen,  I glanced about in the shadows. All was clear and quiet so I circled wide 

around the building, seeing nothing out of sorts. I had to get to a spot where I was able to view the 

entrance of the club. I stayed on the same side of the street until I was a block down. Seeing no one, I 

ran across, just as I heard a carriage in full gallop coming round the corner. Ducking into an alley, I 

watched as it came to a halt at the club's doors. Two men leapt to the ground and went to the door in a 

hurry. Then I saw the signboard of Guys Hospital on the back and relaxed. It was help for the poor 

gents caught in Temishu's range.   

 Shortly, another carriage arrived. This time the character of the two men was unmistakable. 

They looked about before entering; I suspected their purpose all too well. It sent a shiver through me 

and coldness sank from my stomach to my legs. It was a horrible feeling to see the men who hunted 

me, their obvious intention to harm and imprison me. I hurried a little way up the street avoiding the 

glow from the street lamps. I found a tight squeeze between two shops across the street, affording me a 

better view of the front of the club. I could easily identify the faces of anyone coming or going.  

  A long ten minutes passed as no one entered or parted the club. I feared the worst would 

happen, that Jonathan and Percy would exit the club at the same time as my pursuers, or depart without 

giving me my money.  

 Finally, four men came out. One of them, a man not unfamiliar to me, Reginald Church, the 

heavy hitter of Lord Barks, stopped and looked up and down the street. His eyes stayed too long in my 

direction, but I stayed planted, closing my eyes, becoming invisible. When I opened them, they had all 

boarded the carriage.  

 Before the dust of their departure, lit by the shimmering glow of the oil lamps, had settled, my 
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acquaintances emerged. Johnathan and Percy stood for a long time talking and looking about. I was 

relieved as it appeared they waited for me. 

      They walked down the street, away from the club. Perfect. They had picked the most deserted 

path for me to follow. When they were a block away, I ran through the darkest parts of the street 

opposite them. They disappeared around a corner. After a carriage passed; I ran across to their side, and 

hugged the wall of the building, then made it around the corner. They immediately saw me and 

Jonathan appeared about to hail me, when I put my finger to my lips.  

 I entered the alley behind them. The darkness somewhat comforting. I spoke softly, “Thank you 

for keeping your word.”  

  Jonathan, not seeing the seriousness of my situation. “Shall we light up these celebratory 

cigars?” He offered me one, of which I declined, leaning against the wall. 

 Percy looked anxiously about, then said, “Are we not a bit out of our element here? Give the lad 

his money and let's be gone before we are entwined any deeper.” 

 “Hold yourself, Percy. I want a few words with the lad. You keep a lookout and knock on this 

drain pipe if anyone suspicious approaches.” 

  “The only thing that will be evident of suspicion, is me standing guard by an alleyway whilst a 

man and a lad are whispering to each other in the dark.” 

 “Hush. I will be but a minute.” 

   Jonathan came to my side and leaned against the bricks. He pulled a purse from his vest and 

placed it in my hand, then squeezed my wrist with the other. “I wish you all the luck, but please quickly 

tell me of your predicament. I have a good feeling about you and would like to help.” 

 “Percy is right on two counts.” I said. “This is suspicious. The ones who look for me may still 

be about. I will tell you that the crime I was convicted of was debt, caused by my father’s partner, of 

which my family are no part of, but we were imprisoned all the same. I escaped to acquire funds to pay 



99 

their keep as comfortably as I can. That being my duty as a son and husband.” 

     “I sympathize with you, lad.” Johnathan said. “It is an unjust system that has brought you to 

this. I admire your cause and duty. But it seems uncommon for them to hunt you so.”  

     “Oh, there is more politics involved than I have told you, and I not only mean to keep my wife 

and parents secure, but to bring down the man who has caused this malicious destruction of my 

family.” 

 “Who is your father and who is responsible for your their imprisonment?” 

 I wanted to say, but kept silent. 

  “Very well.”  He nodded at my silence. “You do not know me.”  

 “I want to trust, but...” 

 He placed his hand on my shoulder. “I understand. So you are waging a war on your father's 

enemy? I admire you even more and will see what I can do to help. Meet me tomorrow at midnight at 

the back entrance to Billingsgate.”      

 I was grateful to him for retrieving my money, and for his words of support, but I was anxious 

to leave. 

 “Yes.” I shook his hand, then Percy's. I looked up and down the street, then ran into the 

darkness.  

 The last thing I heard, was Percy whispering, “Good luck.” 

    It was a long and stressful journey as I made my way back to my room, knowing that men were 

hunting me this evening, made everything suspicious. The two trollops selling themselves, took too 

much notice of me. When I had walked a block, I darted into an alley, then peered back at them to see if 

they hurried off to tell of my location. They did nothing but hail two drunken men and put the pitch to 

them. A carriage, its wheels surprisingly quiet, seemed to slow as it passed me. I was ready to run when 

I saw the gent in back was only looking at the back of his eyelids in a drunken stupor. 
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 Finally, I arrived after several more perceived close calls. I climbed the back stairs, avoiding 

stepping on boards that squeaked. The lone thread still hung in the crack to appease me that no one had 

opened my door. I spilled the contents of my purse onto my bed. I no doubt all one hundred pounds was 

there, but to my surprise I counted one hundred and forty. Did Johnathan make a mistake? Did he 

reward me, pleased with his bet and grateful for my swaying of it? Over a year's worth of my family's 

future lay before me.  

 I lay back and enjoyed one of the most satisfying moments I'd had in months. That night, for 

first time in over a year, I slept with hopeful dreams. 

    The next morning I played out the night’s events. Who'd seen and recognized me? It had been 

foolish to prance around so openly at such a big betting event—walking and talking all about with 

Jonathan and Percy—but it had been worth the risk. I won a sizable purse.  

 Jonathan’s last words. By Billingsgate...midnight, played in my mind. What more could he do 

for me than he’d not already done? I was curious, and I could use all help I could get. 

 Billingsgate by the Thames, and a stones throw from London Bridge, was very quiet at night. I 

saw little risk in the rendezvous and it was not far from my Uncle Jake's tavern. I would give my uncle 

the money around eleven, then meet with Jonathan. Jake was the only relative, not imprisoned, that I 

trusted, as the bounty on my head gave question as to the loyalties of some other relatives.  

 Uncle Jake and Jasper Friendsworth, the prison warden, had been drinking mates in their 

younger days. Now it was all business between them, and not happy at that. After all, Jasper was the 

keeper of his brother. I tried to convince Uncle Jake that it was through no fault of Jasper's, that his 

brother was locked in his prison, and it was to our advantage that there were ties with Jake. Keeping 

good relationships helped our plight. But Jake was a revengeful soul, and he hated all who were 

partners in his brother's wrongful imprisonment. 

 Jake would be joyed at the bounty I was bringing. I never knew or asked how much Uncle Jake 
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contributed to the rent of his brother. I assumed it was not much, as there were so many taverns and 

grog shops about and even houses and flats not intended for public use, were now gin-houses. The gin-

curse so cheap, people would drink all day for the cost of a meal. This hurt his business, and it was only 

those who wished camaraderie and a good meal that still came to his tavern.    

     I waited till almost eleven o’clock to leave my room. It had rained all day and as night settled 

in—the streets became tunnels of fog—a welcome to my endeavor. I donned a greatcoat, perhaps too 

warm for the weather, but good against the rain. Its high collar gave me some protection from prying 

eyes, for I planned a late meal, if possible, at my Uncles tavern. 

     It was eleven when I knocked on Uncle Jake's back door. Two strong knocks, then a series of 

lighter taps, was our code.  

 Hearing no reply, I waited a few moments, then repeated the knocks. A few minutes more, and I 

decided to leave, assuming he was busy with patrons.  

 I had not walked a few paces when the door grated open, my Uncle's head popped out and 

looked about. “Come back in half the hour.” A squeak as the door closed, the metal latch falling, and 

the street was quiet again. 

 In the moment his face appeared, I saw deep concern in his eyes. Something was amiss. 

     An alley across the way looked convenient to wait. My eyes and ears now more alert because of 

my uncles demeanor. Normally I would have left with haste, but Jake told me to return, and I carried 

too much coin to be wandering about this late. 

      Standing in the damp air exaggerated the sound of my breath and heartbeats. All I heard, was 

me. Not a sound from all the sleeping occupants in the buildings about me. Not a rat scurried, a mouse 

squeaked, nor a cat called. The rain and the warm night air blanketed the streets with a cloud that 

muffled all sounds. The fog comforted me as it gave me many advantages. Most importantly, my keen 

hearing could tell the nature of footfalls, reading the soles of the men who tread them. Beyond the 
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obvious; the hurried gait, the slow tired shuffle, the drunken swagger, which all would be dismissed by 

my senses in a heartbeat. It was the nearly silent, careful sounds of a man's tread upon the street that 

alerted my ears. As if every step of the shoe was carefully placed, his weight carefully  balanced. 

Stalking. I could discern those intentions in a crowd.  

 I held up my timepiece and saw that but five minutes had passed. It was my father's. One of his 

few personal possessions not to fall to the sheriff, whose job it had been to garnish all our property for 

public sale.  

 I remember that day all too clear. My mother and dear wife crying as the sheriff's men came to 

our home, and with little care, piled our furniture and all manner of house-wares into the wagons. My 

father never looking so defeated in his whole life. Me, mad as a hatter at the injustice at it all. They 

even took all the horses, bridles and saddles. Works of art were given a little more care at my mother's 

insistence. “Irreplaceable,” was all she could utter.  

 The days after, were the longest of my life and probably for every member of my family. We 

waited to find out if the sales of our possessions covered our debts. Three days later, the answer came 

with the sheriff and his men, none with apparent malice, took us to debtors prison.  

 Apparently, few of our possessions made it to auction. Our pockets were empty, and we owned 

nothing but the clothes on our back. It was expected we would be coughed right out of debtors prison at 

the discovery of our complete poverty and put straight on a ship, bound for hardship and probably 

death in Australia. 

    It was an unexpected turn of fortune, as little as it be, that the warden turned out be Jasper 

Friendsworth. Who was indebted to his new career by my father. But, then, on that fateful night, he 

called me to his office. At first, I was enraged at his proposal and wanted to kill him with my bare 

hands. Now through time, I see that it was best for my family and him. I got the short end of the stick. 

 Seeing how Jasper made not a penny by losing tenants, he agreed to let me escape and try to 
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procure the money to pay their rent. Said he owed my father that much. It was greedy of him, I thought, 

and it was a sad bargain, but I knew I had to take him up on it.      

 My thoughts carried the time, so that when I looked at my timepiece, I saw the half-hour was 

up. I scanned the alley. Nothing stirred, save for the swirl of vapor disrupted by my breath. I made my 

way to the tavern's back door like a ghost. 

    Before I could finish the sequence of knocks, I heard the latch grate open, followed by the door. 

A worried eye met mine. Jake's gruff hand took hold of my ample collar and pulled me through the 

door. 

 With a bit of sarcasm, I said, “I missed you too Uncle.” 

    He pushed me down into a chair. “It’s serious and short words we will now have. Two men are 

looking for you and have made threats toward me. They say they have your trail. They be smart men 

with money to burn in your pursuit.” 

    “We have known there was a price on my head from the start,” I reminded him. 

     “Oh. They have not only upped that. They be willing to spread a fair amount just for 

information now. Why, they but an hour ago, offered me twenty pounds for anything I knew of you. 

Last seen? Who you might go to for help? When I refused that, saying I knew nothing of you since you 

went to prison, they offered me a more direct incentive. Says that if I know anything of you they would 

give me fifty pounds and let my tavern avoid a rash of fires that have gone about the city. So I swears 

to them that I know nothing, but at the same time I know I cannot see you again till they cool for your 

chase. I can’t be risking my family and livelihood anymore. We got enough of the family tree rooted in 

prison and they don’t be needing the rest of us.” 

     I withdrew my pouch of coins from my coat and handed it to him.  “Timing seems to have 

graced us. I have had a bit of luck at the clubs and with this money we can rest easy on their security 

for over a year.” 
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    “My lad, by its weight you have done your family proud. I will dole this out to Jasper, so as he 

does not get piggy and raise the rent. I am as proud of you as if you were me own son. I am sorry I 

could not help you more.” 

    “Uncle, keep out of harm's way and protect you and your family. Do not worry for me. I see 

more light now than in many a month.” 

     With that, we embraced, and I sadly left the last tie to my family. 

 The fog was so dense, I almost lost my way several times. Often a wrong turn was corrected by 

my nose, as the smell of the largest fish market in the world was not to be interrupted by night nor 

smothering mist.   

 Billingsgate Fish Market was on the north side of the River Thames, between London Bridge 

and Tower Bridge. I found my way to the entrance to Billingsgate. Many sounds reached my ears, 

making my senses prick up as I swam through the fog. Pulling my knife, it led me through the soup of 

blindness. I heard the rhythmic clinking and tinkling of spars and stays on the boats and the hollow 

sounds of wooden pulleys knocking on the masts and booms.  Any other time they would be music to 

my dreams—sailing away, visiting the Empire's holdings. But tonight, they could hide the sounds of 

danger. 

 Not wanting to announce my presence to Jonathan, if he was already here, I took up station at 

the edge of a building by the market's entrance.  To my left was the quay, full of docked and beached 

fishing vessels. To my back, open ground where I could run if pursued. At my front, where I presumed 

Johnathan would appear, was the open market area. 

    I kept vigil with ears and eyes whilst my brain thought more on Jonathan, wondering about the 

safety of this meeting and replaying my short history with him. I had little, if any reason to doubt his 

words, but I had everything to lose by trusting him. He did befriend me in the club and it seemed an 

unplanned encounter. Random encounters before, had almost landed me dead or back in prison. 
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Nothing was random in my world with a high price upon my head. No one was above suspicion. But 

Jonathan? He had kept his word by giving me my winnings and also fattened my purse out of the 

goodness of his heart.  

   Why would he go through the trouble to see me captured here? He'd had several opportunities 

last night to turn me in. I saw nothing in anything he had done that would make me suspect him. But, I 

have said that before. 

 

 Then, someone not too cautious and walking with a purpose, came my way.  

 A whisper. “Peter? Are you here? It's me, Johnathan.” 

 I knew he was alone, for I heard only his steps, but still I was careful.  

 I placed my hand to the side of my mouth, directing the sound of my voice to my right. “You 

alone?” 

 “Yes.” He replied. 

 I walked toward him and suddenly he was before me. He was more startled than I, for in the 

thick fog, voices and distance don't play by the same rules. 

 “Follow me.” I turned and we went to a shallow alley, which gave access to two streets.  

 “Johnathan, I am curious as to why you wanted this meeting.” 

 He smiled. “Peter, I like you and I pity your position. The more so after some asking around.” 

 My temper flared. “Johnathan that was not a wise thing to do as far as my safety is concerned. If 

anyone...” 

 He grabbed my shoulder and gave a gentle shake. “Peter my boy. Settle down. I am no fool and 

my questions were asked with the utmost casualness and upon ears I am sure were not concerned with 

your capture.” 

 I did not care in what manner my name was discussed. It was discussed and that brought more 
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light upon me than I wanted. “Johnathan. I know you mean well, but this is not wise. I must be off.” 

 I turned to leave when he said. “I talked to Councilman Stewart.” 

 I stopped and slowly turned. “And whose side is he on today?” 

 Johnathan shook his head. “He takes no sides. That is what I like about him. A true partisan if 

there ever was. He listens and concludes, but still does not act until the numbers bear it. Democracy if 

you fancy the impression.” 

 I waited for him to continue, but not before I looked to both alley exits. 

 “He told me there is some belief, that your father was swindled by Lord Banks, but none with 

power or who have the ability or reason will try to expose him.” 

 “Yes, I am well aware that the legal system has left me—a wanted fugitive—to prove these 

things. As you can see, it is not easy to make money, stay hidden, and prove the wrongs done to my 

family.” 

 “That's why I am here. Perhaps I would not, if I had not found out the man you are after is also 

one to whom I also owe a great deal of grief.” 

 “So Lord Bank's deep pockets hold some of your coin?” 

 “You could say so, but more in the matter of disputes of property. I will not go into it now, but 

you must know that I have motivation to help you, and not just because you are a fine fellow.” 

 A smile parted my lips. “Well. Thank you sir.”      

    “You seem like a good man and I am not often tricked by the manners of men. You’re  bright 

and I believe your words. The heat on you is heavy and your bounty is now a hundred pounds. So 

much, that even a friend could turn you in. It is only a matter of time before you are found. For your 

safety you need to leave this town. You will soon do your family little good, if you are behind bars with 

them. You have given them enough money to quarter them handsomely for what, a year?” 

      “Probably closer to two,” I said. 
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      “See there, two years away and when you come back you will have more money to pay their 

rent. You may have been forgotten or circumstances may have changed in two years.” 

     I asked, “What circumstances could change?” 

     “Oh, you might strike it rich and buy off their debt and set them free. Lord Banks may have a 

seizure or confess to all his wrong doings. Some of the actions I have set, may have taken fruit and 

placed him behind bars. There’s a world of things that can change in a year or two.” 

     I looked at Jonathan and realized he was the only friend I had in the whole world. Or at least 

free friend. I had to agree with what he said. It was not safe for me here. I should have realized that 

after last night and tonight. They were getting closer. 

     Johnathan thought deeply, pulling on his mutton chops. “The things I tell you now must be kept 

silent. I know a man who shall be nameless until he meets you, who is on an expedition to recover 

some, ah...long lost property overseas. He will pay handsomely if said property is recovered. He has all 

the sailors he needs, but brains be lacking and he may be interested in you. He sets sail within a week. 

Have you any sea experience? Served on a ship.” 

 “Yes.” Though I did take liberty with the willingness of the venture and assumed I was still 

wanted for my abrupt end to my service. My short experience with impressment, though nothing more 

sailor-like than scrubbing decks.  

 “Which ship?” 

 I thought quickly as I could not give them the real name. “The Merry Maid.” 

 “Don't you mean the Mermaid?” 

 “Probably Perhaps. The paint had long faded when I was aboard her.” 

     “Good. I’ll talk to him and if he’s warm to the idea, I will tell you where his ship is berthed and 

you can sign on as crew. 
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      Chapter 19 
     Employment 

 

 The good news was that I was hired. The bad was they wanted me to report for duty first thing 

in the morning. Morning; which meant sun, daylight, streets crowded with whatever people did at that 

ungodly hour. 

  I awoke that morning in a panic. It would be my first time being exposed in broad daylight. 

And by broad daylight I mean out in the open under the full declaration of the sun, it having caused the 

retreat of the morning fog. My extremely uncomfortable exposure was complete to all those around me. 

For any who cared to take notice and, in my paranoia, all seemed to. My mind quickly wiped the 

logical rationale that strangers stared at me because of my blatant disguise. Although in quite humorous 

hindsight, it was. I must have looked more than suspicious. I wore that morning, a climatically 

uncharacteristically warm August morning, a boot top length Brimly Coat. The thick collar turned up 

high and my Tinderbuss hat tipped low. 

 I almost resigned my ambitions four separate times. The first was when I opened the side door 

to the tailor's shop to begin my daylight journey. A Mrs. Grogyshins, eyed me all too curiously and 

when I went to round the corner, I dared a look back and she still bore her eyes to me. Ready, she was, 

once I rounded the corner, to raise her voice and summon all who would capture me, for she had 

always been suspicious about who lived above the tailor shop and why he never came out at day. So 

surely my exodus into daylight meant the world was in peril and she must summon help.  

 A deep breath vanquished those imaginations until I bumped into a bread boy after rounding 

Tooley Street. One of the long loaves fell to the street and did not have a chance to roll, for it had 

planted itself precisely in the wettest part of a recently dropped pudding supplied by a horse of 

questionable digestive abilities. The poor lad made no hesitation in unmannerly berating me for my 

clumsiness.   
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 Before I could count out a few farthings of which top pay him for his loss, he began slur of 

words. “Not see old man. What the hell is wrong with you!” Bringing unnecessary attention to me.  

 Old man? At least my disguise was working.  

 I could not fault him, but the bystanders who stared intently had best be on their way before the 

rapier beneath my coat banished them. That was how crazed I had become. Lest you forget that I not 

only feared for my survival, but more importantly that of my family and my love.  Without me...they 

were doomed. 

  The third infirmity of my mission occurred upon entering Cotton's Wharf, where my ship, Petir 

Tate, docked. That the ship’s name was so similar to mine—Petir Old English for Peter—was either a 

good omen or a blatant advertisement that I, a fugitive with many men after my head, was on board. 

 The sun was strong, so I paused within the shadows, watching cautiously as the two men who 

followed me passed. There was much foot traffic going in both directions but I felt sure that these two 

were hunters. They went to the other side of the wharf and talked with a third man. Their efforts to not 

look my way were too obvious.  

 I saw that large crates on the dock afforded many avenues of approach and escape. I ducked 

down and followed a wooden tunnel in the direction of the men. Sometimes the crates were piled many 

times my height and at others, I had to all but crawl to stay concealed. Two conspiratorial voices 

stopped me sudden. Much too whispery for such a fine sunny day. They could only be talking 

about...me. 

 “We got em where we want him. He will be pleased with us.” Of course it could only be me and 

the other he, of course, was Lord Banks. 

 I needed to eye my pursuers. I slowly rose above the crates that hid me. The men were 

unfamiliar  and I quietly descended back to my knees. They were young and did not look the rough 

sort. But who could they have been talking about? After a moment of internal reflection I knew what 
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they said could have meant anything. 

 I rose again to see if my appearance startled them, but they barely glanced at me, then they left. 

Perhaps, I was wrong, but the one time I was not could be my end. 

 The final and the closest of my close encounters was when I boarded the ship. I gave my real 

name to a gentleman who stood at the top the gangway.  A barrel of a man wearing more jewelry than 

my greedy aunt. From each ear hung a gold bracelet, stretching his lobes to unusual proportions. A 

small army of bracelets snaked up both arms, and made a continuous noise.  

 He looked at a folded sheet of rough paper, though I doubted such a person could read. He spat 

on the back of his hand and with a piece of sharpened lead dipped it in his spittle, then crossed out my 

name. Satisfied I was the person before him, was a most unsettling realization, as it had been a very 

long time since my true identity had been acknowledged.  

 I boarded, when I felt a strong hand upon my shoulder. I quelled my immediate reflex and 

turned cautiously to the large ear-ringed man. 

 “You'll be handing the pig sticker to me.” He ordered. 

 How he saw it, I could not guess. I assumed that the safety/security of the ship and was 

something he must be an expert of. I didn’t question his ability, but did so his reason.  

 I spoke words that announced my ignorance. “I prefer to keep my personal belongings with 

me.” 

 The man laughed, which brought more undue attention to me. I looked around, and, realizing 

that the ship’s deck was higher than the wharf, I felt as though I were upon Shakespeare's stage, with all 

of the light and attention of the world focused on me. 

  “All weapons will be locked up or you don’t board this ship. And seeing how ignorant you are, 

that would be no loss for me or the crew.” 

 I knew I had to end this banter, so I quietly gave in, reached under my coat, removed the rapier, 
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and handed it to him. 

 Grinning, he leaned forward, his mouth coming uncomfortably close to my ear.  I thanking my 

ear for not having the abilities of my nose. 

 He whispered. “I can tell from your disguise, you are a troubled if not perhaps a wanted man, 

but yer safe with us.” 

 I hurried off, where I did not know. I walked to the far side of the ship and looked down at the 

water. What had he said as I walked off? “Stow your gear in the crew's birth, take whatever's empty and 

report to the bosun.” 

 Surmising he wished me to put away my baggage.  I saw a door towards the back of the ship. 

The last time I was aboard a ship, that was where the crew quartered. I walked toward it and soon a  

steep set of stairs brought me to a narrow hallway, ending at a door that stood slightly ajar.  

 I pushed it open. A rough desk, table, and some chairs were the only apparent occupants of the 

room. Walking in further, I saw several beds in the corner. Nothing gave me indication that the room 

was or had been recently occupied. I was surprised at how big the crew's rooms were. First one gets the 

best, I remembered. I threw my bag upon the bed, and looked out the small windows to the rear of the 

ship, immediately lifted from my gloom. With quarters like this I could endure what lay ahead.  

 There was an iron tub for bathing, and not just one, but three night pots. A line of empty 

bookshelves showed the potential for adding to my mindly comforts. In all, it was bit more comfortable 

than my last room.  

 I hung up my three shirts and two pairs of trousers. My extra socks and unders went in the 

empty chest by the bed. I put my shaving and grooming kit by the wash basin and when I looked in the 

mirror I saw what others had seen this morning, a man hunted. I took off my hat, scarf and coat, and 

felt a hundred pounds lighter, realizing that I could now be myself. I would not have to hide my face, I 

could talk about what I wanted, and sleep in peace and comfort. No one would be looking for me here 
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and I could rest assured that my family and my love would be financed and protected in my absence. 

And if this quest did turn out as Johnathan had promised and Paul was successful, I would return rich 

enough to release them. I took the most relaxed breath I could remember in a year. I stretched out on 

the bed in utter relief as if the last year's stress had broken free of me. I was soaring with freedom and 

hope. Loftier than reality and promises mixed with expectations.  

 Those were my last cheerful thoughts. A stunning whack to my head turned me back to old 

inclinations. 

 “Who the hell are you?” a deep and angry voice asked. 

 I jumped up and reached for my missing sword. Instead, I grabbed a chair and lifted it over my 

head. A man in a military blue jacket and dirty white knicks stood before me.  

 He held up his hand. “Now there. Down with the chair. I didn’t mean to startle you. You was a 

sleepin' and it was rude of me to disturb your slumber.” 

 “Disturb my slumber? I was not sleeping and rude is hardly the word for hitting a man unawares 

with a slap.” 

 He smiled and put his hands behind his back. “I perhaps stand corrected.” 

 Seeing he meant no further harm, I lowered the chair. He took a step forward and offered his 

hand as apology, my gentlemanly manners so long not exercised, I smiled as I extended my hand. But 

his hand balled to a fist and struck me hard in the cheek. I went back down on the bed, my legs 

following my head backwards, and came to rest on the wall. I could have shaken the stars away if I 

could have moved my head, but the weight of my body on the soft bed had me trapped. It seemed like a 

long time until I managed to push back and roll over on my side and stand. Even then, I was still 

wobbly, a state reinforced by the rocking of the ship. 

 I held up my fists and squared off, as I wiped my face then stared back at the man who had 

tricked me to a punch when I had offered civility. Blood covered my palm and I spit out more on the 
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floor.  

 The man shook his head and spoke. “The Captain ain't goin a like this.” He stared down at the 

spot of blood on the floor. 

 “The Captain? I, don't like this. If you're ready to fight, I am now on a more fair stage to greet 

you.” 

 The man laughed. “Who the hell are you? Coming into the captain's quarters, sleeping on his 

bed and taking liberty with your blood and dribbling it all over his polished floor.” 

 Realizing the horrible folly I had committed, I lowered my fists. His casual demeanor did not 

change whether my fists were up or down. The confidence his stocky and muscled frame held, told me 

more of him than I cared to tangle with.  

 “I apologize for my trespass, but will not for my loss of blood, for it is you who caused it to 

escape from my cheek.” 

 The man laughed loudly and reached out and slapped my shoulder.  “Ah. A proud and pretty 

cheek. Very well. You rightfully apologized, then in the same breath took it away. Much like I would 

myself.” 

 “And you are?” 

 “You can call me Dutch. I'm the Captain's first mate.” 

 “All right, Dutch. Any friend of the Captain's will surely be a friend of mine. Would you be so 

kind as to show me to my quarters?” 

 He laughed again. Then muttered, “A friend of the Captain, that’s good.” He waved his hand 

across the room. “Take a look around and remember that bed, for it may be many months before you 

are in the presence of another.”  

 Dutch watched while I packed my few possessions. “You seem most gentlemanly, but yet you 

did not offer your name.” 
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 “Henry...no, Peter Gray.” It felt so good to say my name out loud that my broad smile reminded 

me of the damage done and quickly rescinded the emotion. 

 “Peter, Henry, it don't matter. Follow me.” 

 I did as he asked and noticed he walked with a slight limp and that affected foot wore a peculiar 

sandal where the leather wrapped up his ankle. A deep and folded scar ran straight from behind his 

knee to the ankle. He wore his hair long and pulled back in a greasy knot. On closer observance, I saw 

that his hair was held by a gold, harp clasp. Unfortunately, being behind and downwind of him was 

worse, for the smell was strong and repulsive. I caught whiffs of fish, liquor, tobacco and perhaps a hint 

of perfume, which did not last long enough to make me forget the before mentioned confrontations. 

 We climbed to the deck and I saw more men had come aboard during my—nap. They were busy 

lifting and moving ship's supplies. Much activity, and I supposed I would be expected to join in shortly. 

I followed Dutch to the mid part of the ship, to another door not unlike the one in back and then down 

the stairs. 

 “It seems like the crew would room in the back of the ship and the Captains in the front.” I 

shared my observation.  

 Dutch laughed and turned to me. I tried not to squinch my eyes as he was inches from my face 

and I braced for the foul smell ready to escape from his insides. 

  “Henry, I think it goddamn wise that you ask very few questions, learn quick, and stay silent. If 

you know what I am saying. These men won't shit around with a Sunday sailor. This is going to be a 

hard and, prayfully, a very profitable journey for us. I was expecting a hard and worthy crew and I don't 

know your relation with the Captain, but your good stead with him will wear thin if you do not pull 

your weight.” 

 My earlier glimpse of freedom had been quashed. I saw in an instant that my lack of sailing 

experience was going to be a great detriment to me. But I had experience of another sort and grappling 
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with threats was nothing new to me.  

 Not to be bullied, I met his foul worded  barrage with my own. “Dutch, my name is Peter. I will 

learn quick and I am not a man to be trifled with. The only reason you are not as bloodied as I, is 

because I may have done wrong and I respect your position and duties here. But I warn you, do not 

ever strike me again.  Now answer my question.” 

 Dutch laughed again. “There's some spirit. I like you, lad. You may bring some entertainment to 

this trip. But trust me...easy on the questions...watch, you can learn more with the eye than the ear.” 

 I turned those words over in my mind and thought to remember them.  He still ignored my 

question and I continued to follow him down a hall, then to the right, his smell changing direction with 

him but not its character. 

 He stopped abruptly. “In answer to your fukin stupid question. The Captain's in the stern of the 

ship because it is the widest, closest to the steerage and the windows give him a fine view for his 

contemplations. He's not in front, cause there’s no portholes and,” he paused, scratched his belly, and 

looked back at me. “I'll be slapped with a cod. There ain’t many reasons for him not to be aft.” 

 He led me through a wide entry and in the dim light it looked like a short and thin ceilinged 

barn. I had to bend low to keep my head from scraping the ceiling. I made out rows of hammocks two 

deep, perhaps thirty in all, like rope pens to corral cattle.  

 “I suppose this is where livestock is held?” It was a question I hoped was not to be laughed at, 

but Dutch did. 

 He turned. “Take your pick. I recommend one here by the door. In...case.” 

 I wanted to ask why, but feared the answer. I would choose my questions more wisely. 

 “When you stow your gear, come up and I'll show you the ropes.” He left the room. 

 There was no furniture anywhere unless the dirty canvas hammocks counted. I went to the 

closest one that was tied between two posts and hung my bag on a peg. I laid my hat and coat upon the 
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hammock to claim my rights. As I turned I bumped into a short fellow. 

 “Excuse me.” 

 “No sense in pologizin mate. Cramped quarters is made for bumping. I see by your dress and 

manner yer new.” 

 “You would be correct.” 

 “A bit of advice for ya. On this ship, don't be doin no pologizin round here. Makes you sound 

kind a weak. This crew's different than what you might be used to. You bumps someone, knock him 

down, whatever, you keeps moving. It's just the way it is shipboard. Now if ya knock his mug of ale or 

spill his soup, then ya best be ready to duck or swing.” 

 “You don't apologize for physically assaulting someone, but spill their food, it's time for battle?” 

 He tightened up the right side of his face, as he pondered my words. “Yah. That's a way to put 

it.” 

 He was skinny with hair long gone gray, that not deciding where upon his head to lie, stuck up 

in all directions. He had a lopsided face, more so accentuated by the permanent grin he wore. 

Involuntary, my nose took a sniff. Nothing but the faint hint of garlic, surprisingly not offensive, but 

reminding me of my days' distractions from nourishing myself.  

 “I am Peter. Nice to make your acquaintance.” 

 “Call me Skitty.” 

 I was now suspicious that I was the only one using my real name. 

 He looked around me to the hammock I had chosen. His grin disappeared into a fearful notion. 

 “Something wrong?” I inquired. 

 “I think you might be choosin' another hammock. That one there is where Brutus...” 

 From the look on his face and the name of the person—the king of conspirators—the Roman 

politician Brutus claimed the space. I picked up my possessions and lay them on the empty hammock 
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underneath. 

 I turned and faced Skitty. He laughed, “You won't have to fight anyone for that spot.” 

 I was becoming impatient. “And why is that?” 

 “Cause unless you're fond of butt burps, that's no place ta be.” 

 “Butt burps?” 

 “Yes. Big Brutus has been know to kill a few men with his wind.” 

 “I see. Where do you recommend I sleep?” 

 Skitty quickly walked down a row and, with all the concentration of a shepherd picking out his 

best sheep, he stopped and shook a hammock at the far end of the line. “This one.” 

 I walked to the hammock and placed my belongings there. Skitty grinned and I followed him. 

 Out of curiosity I asked, “Where do you sleep?” 

 “Oh. Right here, by the door next to Brutus.” 

 Was not sure whether to be mad or to laugh, but I now considered it a trite conflict, unless the 

ship caught fire or was sinking. At the far back of the cabin, I would be the last to escape. But I looked 

to the good side, being away from where sailors would be going in and out. They would not disturb my 

sleep. I then pondered whether Skitty would be friend or enemy. 

 Skitty saw my nervousness/indecision laughed, then winked. “Stick by me and I'll show you the 

ropes.” 

  I spent the rest of the morning carrying boxes, bales, kegs, and sacks of nondescript cargo. I 

assumed that most of it contained sustenance for the crew on our journey. The men around me seemed 

a pleasant though not a friendly bunch. As the sun rose to midday I recognized one of the two men who 

I thought had followed me. He held my stare for a second and when he looked at me again, he smiled.  

 Carrying a roll of canvas, I approached him. I needed to nip any suspicions I had about him 

quickly before the ship left. And being I had little time, the direct approach was all that was available to 
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me. 

 “Might you know where I should put this?” I asked him. 

 He gave me a look, as if never laying eyes on me. He seemed as innocent as a lamb and I felt 

not a bit of threat from him. Maybe it was his crooked smile and sincere eyes that eliminated him as an 

enemy.  

 “Down the aft door to the sail mender's shop.” 

 Throughout the rest of the day, I tried, as inconspicuously as I could, to stay close by him, so 

that I might allay my earlier suspicions. He treated me like an equal the few times we hefted loads 

together. He saw I was new, and unlike the others, had no problem educating me.  

 After a particularly sweat inducing carry to the bowels of the ship, he extend a hand to me. “I'm 

Grace, as in saving.” 

 I wondered if this was his real name.  

 “I am Peter. What was in that heavy box?” 

 “Most likely rigging or pulleys. Or it could be carpenter tools. Or nails. Perhaps metal fittings. 

Or...”  

 Catching his mischievous smile, I then knew I had broken my earlier lesson about asking 

questions and also realized he had no more a clue to the heavy boxes contents than I. 

 Grace and I worked side by side the rest of the day and I met more of the crew. They sang and 

joked as they worked, like they were kin. By afternoon, I had come to know, but not remember, most of 

their names. It sounded like most had just returned from a sugar run from Hispaniola, the gold crop of 

the Caribbean.  

 The last wagon was unloaded as the sun gave up on the day and I was ready to test my 

compatibility with a hammock. Scrubbing decks had been a lot easier. I had never worked so hard in 

my life. Where my back didn't throb, it was sore. Where my arms did not ache they burned. Where my 
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legs did not feel weak they cramped. And my fingers! As a child, I had been a protege of the composer 

and pianist Elmondo De Prentifer, chosen not only because of my skill upon the harpsichord and violin, 

but also because of my long fingers and delicate hands, which people called a gift from Apollo. Now, as 

I looked down at them, they were blistered, a mere memory of their delicate glory. They had come a 

long way from the music they had made, to being adept with a rapier and knife. It was just as well with 

me, somehow. I had not touched an instrument in over a year and, though I missed it, I enjoyed this 

rough work. It made me feel whole. I was tired, but I had a sense of accomplishment. I looked forward 

to a warm meal and pleasant sleep in my hanging bed. 

 Neither was forthcoming either in the satisfaction they would grant me, or in the timely manner 

I had assumed. 

 

 

                                                                         Chapter 20 

                                                                  Dr. Francis Merlot 

 

 

 Dutch yelled, “All stowed! Dinner at six bells.” 

 The timepiece I pulled from my soiled vest, indicated fifteen past five. I was afraid to go and lie 

down, because I might sleep through dinner, but I was so tired. It was hard to shake the habit of 

sleeping all day and prowling at night. And this was the worst of days to initiate a new habit.  

 Dutch yelled again. “Line up. Dr. Merlot is ready.” An instant pall cast upon the crew.     

 The men became uneasy. At first they were relieved their work was done and now they seemed 

agitated by Dutch’s command. I had had a few words with a likable sort named Douglass when we 

partnered on a few loads. He was about my age and stature. A smart wide-eyed fellow, his first 
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sailoring had been with this crew on their run to Haiti and told me later he would catch me up on the 

things to know. I saw him standing to get in line and went and intercepted him. 

 “Douglass.” I whispered. “I see the men don't like this Dr. Merlot.” 

 “Oh, it's not that. He is an excellent doctor. It's just that he has queer expectations.” 

 As more men fell into line behind Douglass, he clammed up and gave me a frown. I calculated 

the Doctor spent about two minutes with each man, judging from the movement of the line that went 

across the deck and down the stairs to the room of my earlier wrongful inhabitance. The Doctor must 

room near the Captain, who as of yet, to make an appearance. 

 I was weak from lack of food and over work. Finally we edged down the stairs until Douglass 

was beckoned through a door and then it closed. Precisely two minutes later, Douglass came out, a look 

of irritation upon his face. The Doctor beckoned me without looking at my face. 

 I stood in a most elegantly adorned room. Several polished tables and chairs on beautiful rugs 

looked out of place. Even the walls were hung with tapestry which appeared to be the same kind of 

thick and ornate purplish rugs that were on the floor. The doctor was, to my surprise, dressed like a 

barrister. No, more like a French consort. He wore a white wig and a gold buttoned green waistcoat 

with an absurd and frilly collar and sleeves to match his tight pants were accented by matching green 

stockings. A man of royalty or a successful doctor was in my presence. A wispy man, but of apparent 

acuity. Spectacles were balanced perfectly on his regal nose and he smiled when he finally found my 

face. He left my eyes and peeked over his glasses and looked me down to my boots. As he smiled a 

most unsettling feeling came over me. Not unlike what a lamb to slaughter must feel. Or worse when a 

man has confused the intentions of another. 

 “Name?” 

 “Peter.” 

 He scribbled with a flourish on a parchment, the feather quill dancing in a flurry. And then with 
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no further introductions, “Remove your clothes.” 

 I stripped off my blouse and pants. He presented an almost comical smile. “Everything.” 

 I dropped my unders and placed a hand over my privates. He held his spectacles within a hand 

width of my face, my back, my feet, when he got to my carefully guarded possessions he flicked my 

wrist and I immediately, getting his order, removed my hands from its place of comfort. I was not 

approving of the smile on his face while he inspected my privates. And then suddenly and 

unexpectedly, for he had not touched me during his inspection, he grabbed my balls with such force I 

could neither pull away or push his hands off me. The pain will keep you reined in temporary servitude. 

 “Cough.” I managed a weak stuttering cough. He grabbed harder. “Cough.” With all the 

enthusiasm I had left, I coughed. He smiled still observing me down there. 

 “Happy little fellow, is he?” 

 “Sir, Doc. I do not know what you mean. And as far as little that is...” 

 He laughed. “Peter. Please do not euphemise my name. I am Dr. Merlot. Doc is what you put a 

ship into and though I will admit it sounds tempting, I do not think it possible. Perhaps we can speak on 

the subject one evening?” 

 I got his message blunt and clear and now knew the consternation the crew had about this 

inspection. I did not want to be rude, being new and all, but felt I had to let Dr. Merlot know my 

boundaries. 

 “Dr. Merlot. I have submitted to your examination and if part of it entails whether or not I 

would be willing to entertain company with you while at sea, then I have failed and give me leave. I am 

married and do not enjoy your...game. 

 Dr. Merlot picked up the quill and the long white feather danced as he tickled his chin with it 

while he obviously thought of his next words. 

 “Peter, I admire your courage but it is a long voyage and I am willing to bet that you are 
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obviously a learned man, who I suspect has ulterior motives for being here. Will seek...no beg my wit 

and company before too long.” 

 “What is it you wish to bet?” 

 “That is a handsome time-piece peeking out of your pocket on the chair. May I see it?” 

 Without waiting my reply he delicately removed it as if he were practiced in the art of dipping. 

He held it between his fingers admiring like it was a strand of pearls. 

 “I would wager a gallon of my finest wine or two pounds.” 

 “I will win your money, for I do not need the wine.” 

 “Spoken like a true landlover. I will venture that good wine a few weeks from now will seem 

more tempting than money, but one bet at a time...Peter.” 

 As I left his cabin, I thought it horrible that a man of his profession and obvious intelligence 

would use his station to procure new lads for his pleasure. I would swing wide of that man. 

 Another line in the middle of the boat tempted me to stay clear until I smelled and then saw 

food. A man picked up a wooden bowl and got in line. I did likewise. It smelled better than it tasted. I 

sat next to Douglass and Grace who it turned out were fast friends, but I was too tired for even small 

talk and after eating left to mate with my hammock. I had just set foot on the first step when I heard 

Dutch yell my name. 

 “Henry! Come here.” 

 I tiredly walked to him. “Yes sir. I am Peter.” 

 “Sure you are. You are on first watch.” 

 “Watch?” 

 “See, here I was counting on you to get all caught up in your ship board learning and you don't 

even know what a watch is. You are to patrol the ship, see that it is safe, that no one boards us, look out 

for fire, adjust the lines when the tide rises in about an hour, keep the oil in the lamps, and report any 
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odd occurrences.” 

 “All at the same time?” 

 Dutch laughed and slapped me hard on the shoulder, the only place I thought I had no pain.  I 

know I should not and could not balk the duty and immediately wondered when the deck would clear 

so I could curl up somewhere to sleep.” 

 “Forgive me a...stupid question? How long is a watch?” 

 “Six to twelve bells. Skitty will relieve you at midnight.” 

 My lord how could I endure this? 

 The first sign that the night would not pass me quietly in sleep was the hard kick to my ribs. 

Until now, another place I had not noticed any pain. A lamp was held close enough to my face to almost 

burn it from the heat. I sat up and shielded my face from the light. 

 “Take him to the carpenter's room and lock him in there. We'll let the Captain dish out his due 

tomorrow.” 

 I squinted in the dark and saw two men. One was Brutus, a large man of some power upon the 

ship, for he ordered us about much of the day. The other was a stocky man but shorter with the same 

mean look upon his face. 

 I stood. “What do you mean lock me up? What have I done?” 

 Brutus shoved the lamp close to my face. “You are serious? You are either a fool or...” He 

sniffed me uncomfortably close. “Well not drunk. So a fool you are. You slept on your watch. In time 

of war, a hanging offense. In time of peace...sometimes the same.” 

 “You threaten to hang me for falling asleep on the job. Where's the Captain? I wish to speak 

with him?”  

 “He ain’t aboard yet. Will be before we sail the morrow. You will talk to him as he sentences a 

rope to your neck.” 
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 They had not held me physically yet. And I knew my time for decision was fast ebbing. I dared 

not look to the gangway for that would give away my intentions and then they would secure me. I 

would give one last argument before taking a desperate measure. 

 “I am a free man aboard this ship at the request of Captain Hilliard. I apologize for sleeping, but 

a full meal and day's work is more than I am used to of late. If you insist on imprisoning me, then I am 

afraid I have no recourse but to quit my position.” 

 The loud laughs from the two at first were encouraging, for it gave me hope that they were 

joking if not exaggerating my crime and its resultant punishment.  

Those hopes are dashed when Brutus abruptly stopped laughing, grabbed the hair behind my neck and 

pulled me face to face with him. I feeling his strength could think of no outs...for the moment. 

 “That was a  grand defense, but I don’t' care. Save your barristering for the Captain.” 

 Inches from his face, it took all my nerve. “Very well I give notice of my leave.” 

 Slowly and gratefully a smile broke the determination in his face. “You're an odd sort. Wish you 

could have stuck around a bit, would have made the journey entertaining. Take him away.” 

 He handed me by my head to his men, and in that brief freedom of the their clutches, I ducked 

and kicked Brutus in the knee. He went down howling. The other man lunged a punch at me. I dogged 

and came up with my fist under his chin.  I ran across the deck where I noticed another man blocking 

my way. As I neared him I saw it was Skitty. He smiled and hunched his shoulders apologetically and I 

took it as he would not interfere, but as I passed him I was struck in the back of my head. I fell 

backwards and real stars, mingled with those caused, slowly faded. The sleep I needed was forced upon 

me.  

 I awoke where I suppose I was meant to be from the start of the altercation. I could have saved 

myself the lump if I had given in and faced the captain the next morning.  Hindsight had smacked me 

again. My neck was swollen and my head throbbed. The light was faint in the room and I smelled 
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freshly shaved wood. I had to be in the carpenter's room. My hands and feet were not bound so I 

explored the room. I found a lamp hanging from a post but saw no way to light it.  

 As my eyes grew into the darkness, I saw many tools hanging from the walls. Most 

could be used to make my way out, but I refrained for I would only encounter more trouble.   

I resigned myself to the meeting with Captain Hilliard. Surly he would understand my ignorance even 

though it was presented that I was hired for my smarts. If he didn't then I would quit the expedition or 

flee again. 

 A most unsettling feeling shook me. We were moving. The roll of the ship and the sounds of the 

waves, the creaking of the hull, the men shouting and running about above, meant my opportunity for 

fleeing was gone. My future rested with Captain Hilliard. 

 Never could I have imagined that my time aboard this ship would I have less rights than when I 

had been impressed. 

 Add more here 4 missing days, summarize show his misery hunger and thoughts... 

   

 

                                                                   Chapter 21 
                                                        Short Court 
 
 
 I dreamed of my last meal. It was a stew with thick doughy lumps of bread and I think there was 

chicken and a few vegetables. Hidden in it.  At the time I ate it I was hungry, and it had smelled better 

than the taste. Now, on my fourth day in the locked room, it would be a feast. And dream about it I did. 

I saw no one save for Bartholomew, a young lad who told me he was a cabin boy. He had no answers 

for my earnest questions. 

 “Please sir, let me do my job. I can not answer nor should I be talking to you. Here is your grub 



126 

pot and now give me your nasty pot. A fair trade is it not?” 

  He was a small lad of perhaps twelve with a bowl cut that made him look more like the 

offspring of a monk than a cabin boy doing services for these miserable sailors. I was at first scared of 

my captivity and what awaited me. But weakened and pulling my belt tighter every day had resigned 

me to a fate of which I could not control. Bartholomew dutifully remained mum to all my pleadings 

and no questions were answered. I knew and he knew and certainly they knew, I could overpower him 

and escape, but the key to my imprisonment...was to where? 

 Once the carpenter, Jelly, came in. “Need some tools the starboard wank is rotted.” 

 I was grateful for the company and did not question what a wank was. Well, I really knew but 

never heard it was capable of rotting. “Sorry for crowding you out of your carpentry...shop.” I offered. 

 “Ah. No mind. Not much to do until we hit a storm or such.” He took a whiff and squinched his 

nose. “I wouldn't mind it though, if you would keep your smell down a bit.” 

 My fifth morning in prison brought an unsettling calm. Though I should have been grateful, for 

I had never been is such a storm, the sickness it caused filled my nasty pot to overflow. But once the 

high waves stopped it made me unnerving frightful. Why, I do not know. As if the storm had passed 

and now my sentence was to be revealed and it ominously, would not be good.  

 My door opened and there stood Brutus. He gave me a pathetic once over and motioned for me 

to stand and follow him. I was a bit insulted that he had no fear of me attacking him from behind, and 

when I heard footsteps behind me I turned and saw Skitty, the bushwhacker and realized the reason for 

Brutus's unconcern. That was how pitiful I must have seemed.  

 I followed him up the stairs to the open deck where several sailors gave me a look and then 

back to their duties. It was as if I were so inconsequential. Did they not realize the torture I have been 

under. Locked up and starved and perhaps to be sentenced and hanged? Was there no heart aboard this 

vessel. As I looked out over the broad horizon with no land in sight—I felt my imprisonment was 
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complete. Where could I go? Jump overboard and drown? That would make it easy for them. I was 

going to fight with my last bit of strength.  

 Skitty came over and grinning as usual, as if I were a long lost friend and he did not notice how 

dirty or starved I was. 

 “How you doin', mate?” 

 I shook my head in bewilderment. The reality of my interaction with these sailors was but a bad 

dream. 

 “I am everything I wish not to be.” 

 “Oh your misery is ended.” 

 Did he say is or did he mean will be? I knew not whether to look for hope in those words or 

jump in the ocean. 

 When we reached the stern, Brutus ordered. “Take your clothes off.”  He pointed at a neatly 

folded pants and blouse resting on a barrel next to me.  

 I looked around and no one was taking any notice. Not even Dr. Merlot. I turned my back and 

took off my clothes and laid them on the floor. Before I could reach for the clean pants, Brutus said, 

“Turn.”    

 As I did, Skitty and Brutus threw cold buckets of water at me. Skitty handed me a cake of lye 

and I turned and tried to scrub the filth and misery from my body. When I had finished, I felt more 

naked than if someone had bared my soul. 

 The canvas pants could stand without me. They were as rough and course to my skin as a 

curbstone.  The blouse was big enough that it took just a slight breeze for it billowed out like a sail. At 

least I was clean. Skitty handed me a mug of water. Brutus stared and watched as I drank. I could 

almost not stand the anticipation of what was next, but I would not give them the pleasure of aksing. 

 “Your good as new?” Brutus asked non nonchalantly.  
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 I just nodded not trusting any words that formed in my head.. 

 “Good the Captain will see you now.” 

 Now! I thought to myself. That bastard had kept me locked up for five days, starved me, and 

deprived me of my freedom. I had entered into a working agreement with him on his word and the 

voucher of two gentleman, Johnathan and Percy. I was most eager to confront my warden. 

 Brutus led me, with Skitty following, to the Captains quarters. Brutus knocked. 

 “Enter.”  

 Brutus opened the door and nudged me into the room closing the door leaving me alone in the 

quarters that I once assumed mine. 

 Captain Hilliard was a large man in height and girth. His black hair fell in ringlets to his 

shoulders upon a blue jacket. A full beard sat below a surprisingly tranquil face. His lips and eyes were 

almost sad in apparent contrast to the fierceness of his hair, beard and stature. He sat behind his desk, 

twisting a goose quill. 

 “Sit.” He gestured with the quill to take the chair in front of him. “Thought I might see you 

again under different circumstances.” 

 “So did I.” 

 He studied me for a moment longer.  

 I had entered his cabin, having no intention of doing anything he would say and would state my 

case for the injustices that had been done to me. His calm manner was in sharp contrast to our first 

meeting in a tavern with Johnathan, where he was embarrassingly loud and thought himself humorous 

after several mugs. 

 “You seem to have gained employ upon my ship under false qualifications. A most grievous 

neglect of duty/offense.” 

 I felt I had to make my case in one breath, so I breathed deeply, “Sir...Captain. Of those 
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accusations I partially agree, but the wrongful imprisonment and punishment dealt to me, for I came 

here under my own free will. It is not acceptable and probably illegal. I wish to be returned and will 

forgive you of your...wrongfulness.” 

 A small smile snuck through his beard. He picked up what appeared to be a gold toothpick and 

twisted it between his fingers, staring at me the the while. 

 I should have perceived from your company, Johnathan and Percy, that your sailing experience 

was limited. And that a gentleman such as you would assume...many things. For instance, I heard that 

you immediately commandeered my cabin upon boarding the first day.” 

 “Commandeered is a strong word for my ignorance.” 

 “Then you slept while on watch, and attacked two of my men.” 

 “It was more of a faint than sleep, of which I'd had none in two days. And attacking your men? I 

was awoken with a boot to my chest and threatened before I returned the assault. After, mind you, I had 

given them my notice that I had terminated my employ and wished to leave. Where upon I was struck 

cowardly from behind. Imprisoned for five days with water called soup and nothing but a pot to piss in. 

 “I hear the excuses and expectations of a gentleman. Not a working sailor. If you had not 

misrepresented yourself as an able seamen, you would not have been treated as such. You must know 

that by the laws of England that once you step foot upon a vessel, you are under the laws of the sea and 

the captain is the highest authority.” 

 “Then I ask you to exercise your authority. Return me to London.” 

 Captain Hilliard laughed. “Ah, Henery. You truly come from a different world. Perhaps I can 

find some use for you.” His face suddenly became serious. “But we will not lose two weeks time to 

righten the mistakes you have made.” 

 I pleaded, “That is it? There is nothing more I can say or do. I am trapped here?”  

 “It seems we both are. You with us and we with you. I would learn fast, make friends, and do as 
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you are told. It is no less than I would expect from any man under my command.” Leaning his head 

forward. “Even if he be... a man on the run.” Driving home his accusation.  

 He studied my reaction of which I thought I managed to hide, but I noticed my mouth 

squinched tight and knew– he knew. 

 “Don't fret.  We're all wanted in some way or another. Your business is yours, as long as it not 

interferes with the business of my ship, which could be profitable enough for me, the crew, and 

including you, to buy away our woes.” 

 I slumped in the chair, again having forgotten why I went through these tortures. For days I had 

thought of nothing but myself, my own comforts, when all this was for my family. If what he had said 

was true, at even the slimmest of chances, then it was worth any risk, even my life. 

 I gave in, “Forgive me.” 

 “I only ask that you pull your weight and if we succeed, I will be the first to share a toast with 

you. But mind you, I've spent my life readying for this journey, and no one will foul it, or...” He drew 

the quill across his throat. 

 

Chapter 22 
Sailor 

 
 

 At first, I was surprised, then thankful that the crew acted like nothing had happened to me. 

They knew I was a green sailor. Douglas became my confidante and without his help it would have 

been difficult to learn all that I needed to know. The others were impatient with my lack of skill and 

knowledge. Spink and his friend Ian were friendly enough, but too rough and uneducated for my liking.  

  I learned that Dutch was the Quartermaster, second in command to the Captain. He ran the ship 

when the Captain was not on deck and took orders directly from him. Brutus was the boatswain and 

supervised the maintenance and supply of stores for the vessel. Dr. Merlot of course was the surgeon.
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 Splinter/Higgins was the ship's carpenter, a wry old man who was seldom seen. I wondered 

where he was while I fouled his workshop during my internment. Skitty was a boatswain's mate, which 

according to Douglas meant he did all the work for Brutus. The mates were apprentices to those in the 

higher positions. Luke was first mate to Dutch. They were apprentices, but from my observations they 

were their servants.  

 I asked Douglas why there was not a first mate to the cook, Pinky. It seemed a most desirable 

position. He told me working for Pinky was punishment. Men would rather take the lash than be under 

Pinky's thumb, or the lack of it and a few other fingers. All wounds incurred later in his life as the 

knifes remained sharp but his mind not. Pinky was prone to slicing off more than the peels on potatoes 

and at last count he had dismembered himself of a thumb, index, forefinger, and his pinkies when he 

had carried a heavy pot to place on the stove when a large wave caused a horrible tilt and pushed him—

his hands pinned underneath the iron cooker, burning his pinkies off. I was wary when served Pinky 

Soup—it was pig knuckles, but visions of the stories clouded my enjoyment of the meal. They say 

Pinky was over eighty, but claimed sixty, and owed his wrinkled face to the beatings of the wind and 

sun. 

  Riggers were the ones who worked aloft to man the sails. Bart was the cabin boy, a servant to 

the captain. And lowest on the pole was me, a swabbie. I mopped the decks, at first a hard and 

callousing job, but then I found its benefits. It allowed me full access to the ship, for there was always a 

dirty deck about and I learned quicker. Douglas was a common sailor, which meant he was proficient at 

most of the jobs. He could work the rigging top, or man the deck. 

 The ship was called a brig; a two masted square rigged originally a war ship, now outfitted for 

more storage capability. It was once armed with eighteen cannon but now had just four on each side. 

Enough to discourage an intruder, but not enough to make an attack. The hull length was one-hundred 

and thirty feet and was about thirty-two feet wide where the main mast rose dizzingly high over a 
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hundred-fifty feet. She dipped below the water ten feet six inches, so a rock or reef ten feet seven 

inches would gut her and sink us like a stone. I had planned to learn to swim some day, which it now 

seemed a necessary thing, but I could not see the ship pausing while I learned. So the ship became my 

rock to separate me from a sure death. 

 The brig was manned by forty men. Two small cutters were attached on deck, where I assumed 

in the case of sinking, the non-swimmers could seek refuge. I counted the seats and estimated about 

twelve per boat. Quick math prodded me to hope many of the sailors could swim. I had borrowed a 

book from Dr. Merlot, against my desire to keep my distance from him. It had a chapter on how to 

propel the human body through water. I read it five times and was confident in my ability to swim and 

no longer worried about the ship sinking, so I told myself. But as I grew to discover, there were many 

things upon a ship that could kill you. Being surrounded by water to drown you, was only in case the 

others failed.  

 We passed few ships and when we did, it was exciting to hear Douglas tell me, at miles distant, 

what kind of ship it was and what flag it flew, when they to my eyes were just specs of wood with 

white sails. Such was the nature of a ship, a world to itself. It carried food and water to sustain the 

crew. It provided housing and shelter. It used the free wind to propel it towards where men set their 

destiny's. 

 I thought out again my logic of this venture. My parents and wife were safe and rent paid for 

about two years. There was one thing with which I trusted Jasper Friendsworth, and that was a money 

bargain. I knew he wished them no harm and he felt a bit of guilt about the situation.  It was great luck 

to have him as my family's keeper.  London had become too dangerous. My regular haunts had been 

watched and after the close call the night I met Johnathan and Percy, the noose was getting closer. I had 

found no further information about my father's enemy Lord Anthony Barks. I could ill afford to 

investigate on my own and dig into his corrupt business to find some proof of my father's false 



133 

manipulation. From the start I knew it would take a great deal of money to buy that information.  

 This trip may be just the answer and was worth the risk. Missing my family and wife was 

something I had learned to push away.  They were sheltered and fed, perhaps better than I. So with a 

heavy heart, I had told them of my plans. My father was greatly encouraged by my directions. My 

mother and wife not so. It broke my heart to leave them, but it had to be. 

 

Chapter 23 
 Meeting 

 
 

 By the third week out, I was gradually being ordered to do more chores. I assumed I had 

become proficient enough at swabbing for them to test my other skills. I learned under Pinky's hard 

supervision and without much injury how to peel a tub of potatoes. I could scrub a pot and clean a plate 

and all too soon learned for myself why there was no second mate to the cook. 

 Brutus came to me while I was helping Higgins, the carpenter, replace a width of the gunwale.  

“Captain Hilliard wants yer presence.” 

 I followed him to the stern and down the steps. Brutus said, “Just knock.” Then left me by the 

door. 

 I knocked and when I heard, “Enter.” I did. 

 His back was to me and he stood with hands clasped, looking out the smudged window at the 

sea. His long, black hair, a tangled mess. He presented a tall and solid figure even from the back. 

 “I have become uncomfortable with the thoughts you have planted in Dutch’s head,” he said 

before turning towards me. 

 “Pardon me?” He faced me. 

 “Dutch told me of your expectation of where the Captain's quarter should be located on a ship. 

You thought the bow, so he could see what was in front. I have thought about that perhaps too much. I 
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am always looking behind. I know where we have been. I want to see where we are going.” 

 “I apologize for my inflicted ignorant logical perceptions.” I surmised he might be joking, but I 

kept a stoic face. 

 “What?” He turned and gave me a questioning look. “Never mind. Sit, Henry.  I wish to talk to 

you. There are some things I have pondered since our departure that ordinarily would not seem out of 

place. But being that you are part of this ship, I have decided to confer with you about it and see if 

anything strikes you as odd, and maybe your history will shed light on my confusion.” 

 “I will be happy to help. Please call me Peter. ” 

 “Feeling safe and coming clean?” 

 “I suppose. It has always been a name I have been proud of and not used it much lately.” 

 Captain Hilliard picked up his white quill and studied it. Then looked at me. “I see.”  

 He twisted it between his fingers, the feather a whirl of white motion.“Bear with me, for I am 

confused by a string of occurrences that appear prodded by your arrival.” Then he paused as if 

regretting his familiarity. “I have brought five casks of Medira, my favorite. They were aged in a 

Portuguese ship sunk in the Channel and just recently washed ashore upon the Isle of Man.” 

 I could think of nothing to say except, “On purpose?” 

 The Captain laughed, “No Peter, all a series of fortunate events. At least for me, for it is the 

finest wine I have ever tasted. Would you like a cup?” 

 I was confused by his departure from his discussion that pertained greatly to me.“Yes Captain.” 

  

 “As I was saying. You were recommended. No... I was strongly advised by Johnathan Spears to 

accept you as a sailor upon this ship.”  

 I noticed that he did not say 'his' ship as was his nature and suspected that was because he was 

talking about Johnathan Spears, the true owner, and he knew, I knew. 
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 “Over my years of commanding ships I have had owners request such favors. So that in itself is 

not that peculiar. Now, I must ask you a delicate question. I, as a captain, have the right to ask. And as a 

business man require. Who are you running from?” 

 I tried to think of the benefit of telling him the truth. I decided on evasion. 

 “I am not running from anyone, but I suspect there are a few who are inclined to find me for the 

purpose of settling some debts.” 

 “Debts?” He cocked a brow as if never having heard this. 

 “Gambling. I have had a run of bad luck.” 

 My mind raced ahead. Why had he called me in here to ask these questions that he probably 

knew the answers to? Something was not right, but I could not come clean unless I was sure he did 

know. Was he fishing?  

 “Is it a considerable amount?” He slightly shook his head.  A clue to me that he saw I was 

leading him down a false road, or perhaps in seamen terms, down a short river. 

 “It is to me. Have you encountered someone looking for me?” 

 He dropped the quill and placed both hands on the table as if steadying himself for the coming 

confrontation. 

 “I think a bit of trust is in order here, Peter...Gray, I believe.” 

 I knew he caught the surprise in my eyes. He knew my name. 

 “Cut your tired story. Tell me everything and I'll do what I can to help you.” 

 “Help me? Why do you think I need help?” 

 He shot down his brandy and poured  another. Mine, as of yet untouched, he topped off, hinting 

for me to be sociable or perhaps thinking brandy would lower my defenses.  

 “Very well, Mr. Gray. I was asked...no...ordered to have dinner with Lord Anthony Banks on the 

eve of our departure.” 
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 In my head rang the question, who ordered you? But I waited. 

 His eyes fixed on me and I am sure my startled demeanor convicted me. 

 “He told me you were on my ship and...something we will not discuss now. I would like to 

know your offense. I know Lord Bank's offenses. He has robbed me and other privateers of hard earned 

spoils. His club plays a heavy middleman, taking the largest slice for themselves.” 

 “I know.” 

 “You know? How could you possibly know?” 

 I sensed he was no friend of Lord Banks and perhaps the Captain was as much his enemy as I. 

Finally, I was meeting another man who had been robbed by him and I thought I might gain some 

useful information. I had little to lose by sharing some truth with Captain Hilliard, so I told him 

everything I knew by way of my father, how the club robbed the privateers and even the King of 

money and how they took half the booty before the Crown got their share. This left little for the 

privateers, who were all but forced to return to the sea to continue their raids. I detailed what I knew 

about the payoffs, bribes, and side bargains that cut the privateers wealth to almost nothing and 

sometimes just that. Complainers were jailed or banished. I left out my family's story, for now. 

 He poured more brandy. “Good God, it is worse than I thought. You have more knowledge of 

the Club than I. Is this why he wants you so? Because you threaten him with this knowledge?” 

 “That and other, more personal reasons. I must ask, who ordered you to meet Lord Banks?” 

 The Captain sat back in his chair and let out a long breath. “I was sworn not to. Paid not to. A 

couple of his henchman way-layed me outside a tavern one night, and forced the meeting with Lord 

Banks.” 

 “Forced?” 

 “Yes. I was told not to bring you back from this voyage. But of that, I have no intention of 

fulfilling. I may be a privateer, but I am no murderer. At least not of the enemies of Lord Banks.” 
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 Relief was quickly replaced by anger, as a shiver of back-stabbing coursed through me. “Do you 

think Johnathan Speer and Lord Banks work together?” 

 He laughed, “Not on my sister's grave. He hates the man as much as I do, but in this world 

sometimes we must work with those who offend us, as a matter of course. I seek to end that.” 

 That was the most tantalizing thing he had said. I was eager to hear him continue. 

 “I have news for you. It will be announced soon enough. We are after a hoard of treasure left by 

my grandfather. The news is as trapped in this ship as is your circumstance. What this means to you; 

you will receive a share. But now, we will not be returning to England. The Club will not be getting any 

of this treasure. I will make Milan my new home and you will be free to do as you wish.” 

 He stood and held out his glass with a big smile. I returned the gesture and we toasted.  

 I left feeling warm from the brandy, but wary that my secret was known on the ship, what I 

thought was my safe haven. Were Lord Banks men aboard as insurance to make sure I did not return? 

Who were the four men that signed on at the last minute? 

 I felt myself drawn into my old ways. I looked carefully around every corner as I walked. I 

would find a knife to hide upon me, even knowing the penalty for carrying one. 

 

 

Chapter 25 
 Storm 

 

 Our seventh day out I realized I had gained sea legs. Though they looked not a bit different, that 

was where the eye was tricked. It is a curious transformation the human body took to cope with the 

rolling sea. Where upon my observations noted, what the goats and chickens in coops upon the deck 

had not. It was cruelly funny to watch the goats legs buckle as they topple over at every wave. The 

chickens too, with their jerking walk would always be caught off balance by a swell. They would 
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awkwardly lean to the side, then over compensating, fall, to scramble in a fluff of wings to their feet 

and act as if nothing happened. Not only were they slow learners, they were bad actors. Another wave 

and they repeated the dance. It was sometimes the only entertainment to be had.   

 My theory entertained the premise that man was made to walk and work on solid ground. The 

rolling sea caused his body to fight to overcome dizziness and loss of balance. The ability of his mind 

to take over the muscles, needed to keep a man upright, so when a wave attempted to get him off 

balance, his muscles automatically compensated for the shift in weight.  

 Upon arriving on the ship I was caught off balance like the chickens, because my mind was 

slow to react to the change in the position of the deck. Now I noticed when I walked or worked on the 

rolling deck, I didn’t give a thought that one leg or the other compensated for the changes it needed to 

keep me vertical. I would write this down one day and perhaps write a treatise, How to Swim. 

 My calloused hands had healed into hard layers. Swabbing became less painful. I let the 

carpenter know every morning that I was available as his assistant. He dismissed me every time, until 

one day, he said I could clean up the shop. I was inclined to beg off, having spent some horrible time 

there already, but I bit my lip and immersed myself into it. Hoping for future consideration. 

 It was Friday, when I looked out to the horizon and saw a menacing sight. A wall of black 

clouds lay many miles before us. To me it looked like part of our world had entered into an early night, 

like the mouth of a bottomless tunnel. As I worked and watched the clouds come closer, I thought 

perhaps I should tell Brutus or the Captain and we should alter our course, but I now saw he and Dutch 

had their eye on it. Finally we tacked and headed south for half a day until night fell.  

 Pinky had outdone himself, as the stew—nothing but salted pork, boiled with cabbage and 

potatoes—was quite tasteful. The bread was harder and I had feared the longer at sea, the worse it 

would be. But Pinky rose to the challenge and as the food aged he upped the spices and quite 

satisfactory dishes were served. 
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 I usually ate with Douglass. He was a pleasant and educated sort, but I detected a troubled past. 

He would never talk about his family or life in London. It was always about the future, or he would 

turn the conversation back upon me. Where I talked freely about my wife and family, I stayed away 

from their current plight. Not that I did not trust him, Captain Hilliard had sailed with him before and 

vouched for him, but it seemed like information best left unmentioned. When I talked about my wife 

Josie, I got very emotional. I missed her more than ever. Here at sea, not sure when or if I would ever 

see her again. I felt very alone on this crowded ship.  

 “So where is she now?” 

 I looked at Douglass trying to remember what I may have told him about her whereabouts. “She 

is staying with my parents until my return.” 

 Douglass looked at me curiously and I knew I had not been consistent in my lies.  

 “I thought...” But thankfully he let his question fade. “I...I thought.. we could get seconds on the 

stew. Pinky gets better with age.” 

 I laughed and said, “You mean the food gets better with age.” 

 He took my bowl and went down to the galley to see about seconds. I stood from my 

comfortable seat on a coil of rope and stretched. The sun was dipping and I observed one of the most 

beautiful sunsets I had ever seen. Strings of fading white clouds spread from the horizon to the skies 

above the ship like the fingers of a fan. The clouds on the horizon were awash in soft red and as they 

got closer they billowed out in swirls of oranges and rich pinks. Then I noticed straight before us, that 

the sunset was being swallowed by the wall of blackness, everything to the southwest was a colorless 

void. Its look of danger was in stark contrast to the beauty nature painted all around it. A distant flicker 

of white light announced a coming storm. All was too quiet for its magnitude.  

 Douglass came back with a smile and two heaping bowls. “Pinky overcooked again and Brutus 

is mad, but someone has to eat the...” Suddenly a wave crashed to our lee side and Douglass went to his 
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knees, still holding the bowls in a balancing act worthy of a jester. He knee-walked towards me, then 

barreled head first into me as another wave crashed into the hull. I wore most of the stew and Douglass 

looked at me apologetically. He handed me the bowl that was least spilled.  

 We ate in silence as we watched the waves gain in size. I would clean myself after I ate. That 

chore was administered when a wave breached the gunwale and soaked us both.   

 Captain Hilliard hurried past us without a notice and went to Dutch who was—we now 

noticed—having a time at the helm. He called down to the riggers, who ran up on deck, into the sheets, 

and tied and shortened some sails. Soon the ship was changing course. By my reckoning we were now 

heading due east, in opposition to our previous direction. Going with the wind and the waves, the ship 

relaxed and so did the crew.  

 It was time for me to turn in, for it had been a long day. I changed my clothes and hung the wet 

ones on the ropes of my hammock. I would have loved a good read from my book, but as only one 

lamp lit the entrance to the quarters, I could not light another and disturb those that already slept.   

 I awoke to the worst of nightmares. Someone was strangling me. The force of it caught my 

breath and stopped my blood. I reached back to the hands that pulled a rope tight against my neck. I 

opened my mouth to yell, but nothing escaped. I kicked and swung my arms and legs wildly. I felt my 

strength disappearing. The rope tightened. I succumbed, this is how it would end. In the dark from a 

stranger, rooted from the orders of Lord Banks.  

 No! I would not give in! I found some strength and bucked my body sideways in the sudden lull 

of my struggling, then a quick twist of my head, confused my executioner. The rope slackened enough 

for my escape, but then a strong hand pushed me into the trap of my hammock and the rope tightened 

again, Blackness pooled into my vision. I was helpless. My life was draining away. My hand slackened 

from my throat. My mind gave in and serenity replaced my fear.  

 It could have been a long time or an instant, when a strange feeling washed over me. I felt as if I 



141 

was pulled sideways into the air. The Grim Reaper's approach was never as expected, or so I had read. 

At that moment a breath, labored and sucking as it was, managed its way down my throat. Just enough 

air to clear the stars from my head and realize that perhaps  my hammock and I WERE sideways in the 

air! It seemed as if the ship's bow was pointing to the sky and the stern now the keel. All manner of 

baggage flew through the air. I heard men that had been tossed from their hammocks moaning and one 

screamed like a child. When I felt my neck the rope came free in my hands. Its owner having his own 

welfare to concern him.   

 Just as my eyes fought in the faint light to see who had attacked me, the lone lamp by the door 

went out. Panic gripped me again. As the ship righted, I flew out of my rope bed, crashed to the floor, 

and heard other bodies doing the same. The powerful thuds of bodies hitting the wooden floor was 

sickening. It was total darkness and I had to give up on finding my assailent. The second assault this 

evening on my life now needed my attention. 

 A gurgling voice near me pleaded, “Help me. Some..one.” He choked and then was silent. 

 The ship rose under my feet, then it was as if I was floating in air as the floor dropped beneath 

my feet. The ship was falling down a deep trough. I held onto my hammock, my feet dangling in the 

air. I would have managed to hold this position if not for a fellow crew crashing into me, unlocking me 

from my anchor. We both crashed into the hull with a cracking sound that was hopefully not from me. I 

checked my body with my hands and seemed fair, but my throat ached fiercely. 

 Again the ship rode the high mountain of a wave I could see only in my mind, and again the 

weightless feeling as we readied for the drop. I walked down the incline hoping to feel a hammock and 

hold on, but I found open space and by the time the ship reached its sharpest incline I was already close 

to the hull. Even though only a few feet of a fall, the shock and pain was intense. I covered my head as 

I was pummeled by falling baggage. A shoe caused surprising shock to my chin. A chain hit my leg and 

I doubled up in pain. I tried to yell, but was so hoarse it was a gasp. As I worried for myself, I heard a 
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scream next to me.  

 I reached out and the body next to me answered. “I think I broke my leg. Help me.” 

 It sounded like Jordan. “I  think we better stay down so we don't get thrown again.” 

 Slowly the ship righted and I felt the ship turning. Usually when the ship tacks you can feel it 

slowly change with the wind. But this turn was faster. Then I knew what the helmsman was doing. 

Instead of running with the wind so that our stern was pushed forward into and down the waves, we 

were now going to meet them head on, lessening our speed and the danger of capsizing. 

 We were hit from the side again and I was thrown to the starboard side–a more considerable 

distance than the last thrashing. On the way I clutched at several hammocks losing purchase each time 

as I was hit by other men and baggage. My harrowing journey across the room was impeded by their 

lost purchases, but they slowed my fall and I landed safely, but unfortunate for the men already there.  

 The room was filled with men, cursing and screaming in the total darkness. I would have some 

bruises, but I feared for others and the destruction I could not see. It was the closest to hell I had ever 

been. I knew if the ship were struck again and I fell to the other side my luck could not last and 

something would break.  

 As the ship righted I walked in the dark, stepping on bodies, some moved and kicked or swatted 

me away with a few nasty words. Some groaned and some were silent. The ship jerked in warning that 

it was to flip us again. I continued my blind stumbling until I found a hammock. I twisted the 

connecting cord around my arm and then mounted it and grasped my legs around it. Then as suddenly 

as before the ship went over. I braced for the men who would hit me and though a few brushed my side, 

none landed upon me. As I hung there, I pictured the top of the sails and masts in the water. Then a new 

fear stuck me. Can I swim? At least when my life had been threatened before, I could see what was 

happening. Here I was blind and trapped in the bowels of a ship ready to sink in an ocean that could 

swallow us all and not leave a whisper that we ever existed.  
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 The ship slowly found it center and as it did, I was aware of a considerable amount of water 

rushing in. My heart was in my throat, which hampered me from breathing well or screaming. I now 

feared the water more than the bruising. When the ship righted the screams and moans had doubled in 

volume.  

 I heard men shouting. “Let's get out of here. Here's the door! We're sinkin for sure!”  

  

 I could not decide, for surely to let go and find my way blindly in the dark to the door was a 

great risk if another wave battered us. But the ship now was turned and meeting the waves head on, 

slowing us greatly. The ship took the next wave head-on and impact shook the ship to its core. A sailor 

landed on me, I pushed him off and made a desperate scramble to the door.  

 Men were frantically pushing through it and I was caught in the panicked escape. Out in the 

galley the water came to my knees and men moved frantically and faster, climbing, shoving and 

kicking to get over each other. Some, I  included, managed to breach through the battle to find the 

steps. When I made it to the deck it was almost as dark as the blindness below. A flash of lightning told 

the story. For an instant I saw the mainsail was ripped in half, flapping loudly, its ropes spiraling 

loosely on the deck.  

 I was but in the way of the sailors who knew their jobs, so I  sat by a water barrel and gained 

my senses. The first thing apparent to me besides many pains, was guilt. There were men down below 

in need. I took a deep breath. I had to confirm something before I did what my consciousness prodded 

me. I saw Brutus and several men pulling a rope. I went to him and yelled. “Are we sinking?” 

 “Hell no.” 

 “There is much water below!” I said. 

 “Of course you fool. We’re in a storm. The bilge pumps will clear it out.” 

 Somewhat satisfied my life was not in immediate peril, my mind replayed the events. A sour 



144 

feeling of guilt filled me, I had acted the coward to save myself. I raced to the stairs. Douglass was 

standing there, holding onto the rail, his arm hung strangely by his side.  

 “Are you all right!” 

 “My arm. I think its broke. In a flash of lightening I saw his face, a horrible mask of blood. I led 

him to the comparative safety on deck. “I'll be back!” 

 “Where are you going?” 

 “The men below.” 

 “No, you will die...” 

 His voice trailed off as if he regretted his words. 

 I went down the stairs and felt my way to the crew's cabin. I reached to where the lamp was and 

it seemed unbroken, but I had no tinder. I took a step in and encountered a body. His head under water, 

I felt his neck. No pulse, I pushed him aside and found another that responded to my touch with a 

scream. I grabbed him by the collar and float-dragged him down the galley to the stairs.  

 “Need help?” An old voice behind me croaked. 

 Pinky had come out of his galley. He lifted the screaming man's legs and we roughly got him up 

the stairs and laid him on the deck. Hoping someone would see to his care, I went to retrieve more. 

 “I'll go with you.” Pinky thankfully volunteered. 

 When we got to the crew's door I said. “We need light, it is a horrible mess in there.” 

 “I have one in my coat. Hope it didn’t soak through. There is a horrible mess of stew in my 

galley.”   

 I  heard him fiddling with the tinderbox. “Here take the tinder, some cotton and twist it so its as 

long as your finger.”  

 I did as told and he struck the flint upon the steel scraper and the flash lit the scene. By the next 

strike, I knew where to place the cotton wick. It took several dozen scrapes until a good load of sparks 
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caught the cotton and it pooled into a nice flame, then quickly went out. A fat drop of water from the 

ceiling had aimed well. I pulled the wet cotton away and hunched over Pinky's hand protecting it from 

anymore surprises from above. After a dozen strikes it flamed and I carefully protected the lamp with 

my other hand as I sloshed through the water  

 I lifted the glass on the lamp by the door and lit it. Finally some light, but what it revealed was 

hell.  The horrible ten minutes the storm had bashed us about, before the ship found the wind, had left 

bodies floating in a pool of death.  

 The water sloshed from side to side, still knee deep, and all the bodies and baggage mixed in 

heaps moved about like the sewage on a rainy day in the gutters of London. If they floated face down 

we left them, if face up we floated them to the stairs and carried them up. We had to ignore their 

screams of pain from our rough treatment. Finally on deck we saw Dr. Merlo and several crewman 

seeing to the wounded. 

 Dr. Merlot looked at me and said. “Good job Peter.” 

 “There are more, is there no help?” I was beyond exhaustion. 

 Several nearby sailors got the hint and followed me down the stairs. We carried sailors live and 

dead from the bowels of the ship and then most, including I, gave out and sat upon the deck. The boat 

felt stable and the helmsman kept her in control. I counted the wounded, thirteen. As unlucky a number 

to match what had befallen us. It had seemed more. Pinky came over to me. 

 “Come down to mye galley it's a horrible mess. I need your help cleaning up before I can get us 

fed and mean again.” 

 “Leave me be. I can not lift a hand to help you.” 

 Pinky slowly reached towards me and pulled my blouse away. “Whats caught your neck?” 

 I pushed his hand away and covered myself. From now on I trusted no one. 

 “Easy lad. Pinky’s your friend. You catch a hammock?” 
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 “Yes. Yes that’s what happened.” 

 Pinky studied me and for the first time I saw a tender side to him. “I got some salve I...you can 

put on it.” 

 “Come with me we can clean it up I'll be cookin some fresh chicken and carrot soup and you 

will be the first to see if is...” 

 I had given in, “Of course I will help you.” 

 As I stood shakily Brutus came and stood before me. He reached out and took hold of my neck. 

I reacted quickly to his perceived assault, but before I could strike he pulled me into a hug and slapped 

me warmly upon my back. 

 Then he pushed me away almost before I could unclentch my fist. Which I had, until a second 

ago, intended to punch him. 

 “Thank ya Peter. You save my brother Gavin's life. And some others. Thank ya.” 

 Funny thing about saving a few lives. Brutus, though still ill of manner, never looked so weak 

and human as he brushed a stream of tears away. I hoped this meant he would never talk to me like a 

swabbie again. 

 I followed Pinky and we took once last look into the crew's berth. Seeing nothing, we went to 

his galley. A mess it was. The water only now a few inches deep sloshed back and forth. Thankful the 

dead had been removed. Only six had died in the storm, though it seemed half the crew had perished. I 

was almost included twice, once by the hand of God and once by the outreaching hand of Lord Banks. I 

would watch closely the eyes that I met to see who gave a hint of our earlier struggle.   

 We opened the galley door and were met by thousands of beans already fat and soggy. Flower 

and molasses caked the walls and stove. It seemed every food sack had ripped open and spilled its 

contents. Nothing salvageable, for the salt water had done quick work on most food supplies. We 

picked up bunches of carrots, potatoes, pickled pork—food stuff that could dry out and remain edible. I 
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found two recently skinned chickens wedged under the stove and held them up to Pinky. 

 It was warming to see his toothless smile and a glint in his old eyes. “I wondered where those 

two pets of mine had walked off to.” He laughed. 

** * 

 The Azores were a week away and provisioning was critical, for we badly needed food stuffs 

and repairs. I spent the time being either Pinky's mate or the carpenter's. Physically that is what I did, 

but mentally I was back to my old ways, searching, watching, all those who worked around me. The 

person who had tried to kill me was here waiting his next opportunity. I doubted my luck would include 

him as having been one of the six who died in the storm.  

 One day, I was coiling new rope with Jordan, who was quiet of character, when I noticed fresh 

burn marks on his hand. My hair rose and I was inclined to take a knob wrench and batter his brains in, 

but I could not jump to sudden conclusions, at least not here, on the deck, in the open, in broad 

daylight. 

 I was in a mood to be blunt. I placed a hand on the knob wrench and asked him. “How you burn 

your hand?” I watched intently as a cat at a mouse. 

 He looked at his hand and replied. “Pulling in the jib in the storm. It still hurts, but you should 

see Marlow's and Glen's hands. They were both burnt close to the bone.” 

 Glad I had not acted rashly. Now I had three men with hand burns. Either I could mark them off 

my list or I could kill all three in case one or all lied. But if they were all under the pay of Lord Banks, 

they would stick up to each other's stories. Itt was suspicious that all three had burn marks.  

 I had a mental list of men who were off duty during the storm and could have been sleeping in 

the crew's berth when I did. Unfortunately not one was checked off, yet. They were all potentially 

guilty. 
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 Within the week, we docked at Ponta Delgata on the Azore Island of Sao Miguel, a quiet port 

town where the islanders were eager for business. They ran a lively trade in wheat, goats, cattle, pigs 

and chickens, along with vegetables in season. Brutus told us it would take two days to refit, restock, 

and convince a few more sailors to join. After we had done all the work we could, on the second day 

we were welcome to a night out. He warned us the ship would leave with or without us. 

 Jordan and Glen invited Douglass and I to join them for dinner in town. The four of us, happy to 

have lived through such a storm, had food and more persuasive consumption on our minds. I not much 

for drink, though in London I always ordered something to pay for my seat and while away the long 

night hours. I had not been drunk since my youth. But for some unexplainable reason, perhaps more 

clear and common to most men, I had a devilish desire to change my perception. In part in celebration 

of not only surviving the storm, but by being all but called a hero in the midst of it. The other part 

perhaps less familiar to most, was my need to bond with these men, my new friends. And to celebrate 

my freedom,  go by my real name, to speak and work with no concern where a knife or length of rope 

might appear to foil my day.  

 These three men weren't on my short list of suspects. Jordan and Glen were on deck that night 

and their rope burns were explained and too deep for what I would have expected. Douglas had broken 

his arm. At what point during the storm that had happened, he seemed the most unlikely suspect of the 

whole ship. So off I was with the three least likely murderers on the ship. No reason to let my guard 

down, but I did expect to enjoy the evening ashore.  

 Douglass, having haunted the harbor taverns on previous stops, offered us a short tour of the 

town, which ended abruptly at the El Mingo des Blood. There, a locally concocted brew was heralded; 

a wine in strong contention with ale in its inebriating effects. 

      We drank and listened to Douglass tell stories of our next stop, where debauchery had 

happened and might again. I had already conjured up an excuse to return to the ship, but I admit my 
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curiosity was piqued when he spoke of the ladies' free spirits—but I suspected they were costly. Of 

interest was Jordan’s and Glen's friendship, for they were very different in character, though they 

looked quite alike, both thin and of medium height, with black, friar-bowl-cut hair.  

 Glen was a quiet, strange soul, as if he weighed everything he saw and heard, then proceeded to 

ignore it. He surprisingly told a joke, “What do you get if you stir a sailor and a mermaid in a kettle?” 

 I ventured a guess, “A bad tasting soup?” 

 “Nope.” I thought him a bit smug, considering he was the only one who knew the answer. 

 Jordan tried, “A sailor who can swim.” This brought a laugh from everyone save Glen, and I 

feared it was a better answer than his. 

 “Nope. You get one who is sea sick and one who is sick of the sea.” 

 We laughed, though I did it to be polite. It was the first smile I had seen from Glen. There was 

something different about the way he looked at me as compared to the way he looked at the others in 

the close quarters of the tavern. I could not decipher what it meant. I struggled with these observations 

as I balanced between survival and trying to be a semblance of the social gentleman I once was. 

 Douglass was warm and friendly, had freckles a-plenty, and red hair topped off his beefy head. 

He was telling of a time in London when the father of a trollop arrived home early and snatched his 

wayward daughter from Douglass's embrace.  The father goaded him to a fight by questioning his 

mother's personal decency. When that failed to lead to fisticuffs, the father continued to sharpen his wit 

at Douglass' expense until he pushed too hard on Douglass; who with one punch to the head, ended the 

altercation. His words were slurred, fueled by the wine, “Remember, Glen?” 

 “No. Of course not. I wasn't there. You asking if I've been in similar positions? I hate to admit, 

yes.” 

 When I looked back to Glen I saw his face had sobered. I tried to decipher the conversation but 

the wine had dulled my wits. We finally left and they allowed my suggestion of dinner; the purpose of 
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our trip, rather than not heading immediately to the 'Tavern of Joy', as Douglass called it. I admit I was 

curious, but I was devoted to my poor wife. Douglass knew of an eatery around the corner. I was 

starved and needed food to balance the wine. It was nearing dark as we came upon a sign-board in 

Spanish. El Lamo. I presumed and was correct that lamb was its prime fare.  

 It was a quaint room, nothing more than a kitchen with four wobbly tables and chairs. The cook, 

short and unsmiling, took our preferences, which was only one, the lamb stew. I asked the man for a 

pitcher of water. Douglass laid a hand upon my wrist.  

 “I would not recommend that. It's many a sailor who was left here for contamination of the 

waters. You will be healthier to stick to the wine.” 

 The man shook his head and uttered a flurry of words, all seeming one. I assume he was 

dispelling Douglass' bad talk of his water. 

 I followed Douglass' advice and kept to the wine. The food was good. We ate and talked for 

close to an hour. We had a few hours until midnight, the witching hour to return to the ship, leaving on 

the morning tide. We walked outside and I was now as blurry as my mates. While sitting and drinking, 

one is not often aware of its effects save for pronounced gaiety and looseness of words. But upon 

standing, one is reminded that unless one has had recently something to test his balance, he will 

recognize what is lost. And I did. I fell, landing in a shallow puddle of what I hoped was water. 

  We walked—more like we threw unsure legs before us and when we missed, there was another 

mate close by to break the fall—most of the time. Laughter and back slapping was the rule. The four of 

us walked and fell towards a small white house further up the hill from the docks. We heard music and 

singing coming from within.   

 I learned the Tavern of Joy was just Douglass' name for it as the sign board said El Loco Gusto 

Macho. Whatever the name, in no time we were best friends to the patrons; we were part of the chorus. 

I continued to drink and not only joined but led some of the songs. I managed to stay clear of any 
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friendly activities with the charming ladies we met, and there were quite a few. One at a time, my mates 

disappeared with ladies in tow. I was tempted but not able to do the same. My heart was immune to the 

effects of the spirits, but my head played hell with it. Why are certain pleasures served with guilt? 

 It was nearing eleven, and I decided to head back to the ship. Glen had just emerged from the 

back rooms. A smile I envied stuck stupidly to his face. “I am going back,” I told him. 

 He grabbed my arm. “Wait.” He went down the hall, where I saw him rudely opening every 

door. Behind the first two, he received unwelcome responses. Finally, in the last two rooms he found 

our mates. I dared not imagine the positions or state they were in when interrupted. I thought it was a 

bit drastic to interrupt their paid activities just to accompany me back. But I took comfort that they 

cared enough about me as a mate to stick together. I waited outside, not wanting to be tempted; to sing 

another song, buy another tankard of wine, or Raquel, a girl of impeccable looks and singing talent. 

Her other talents suspected. 

 To my surprise, Glen came out alone. “Where are Jordan and Douglass?” I asked. 

 “They decided to go another round. I have had my fill. I will go with you.” 

 “Another round of what?”  

 Glen did not laugh at my joke. He seemed busy with his pockets. I supposed he was noticing the 

night had cost him dearly. “Let's go this way. It's shorter.” he suggested. 

 “I thought you had never been here before?” 

 “I can see the bay down that street. It must be a shorter way than Douglass' meandering route.” 

 We walked down a street that was closely framed by dark, two-story buildings. At the end, you 

could see the black shiny water by the light of the half-moon. Glen was no talker, so it seemed normal 

to walk in peace. Something about the way he kept fidgeting and the nature of his walk brought almost 

forgotten warnings to me. He walked a little behind me and to my left. If I slowed, so did he, just 

staying half a step behind me. I tried to tune my perceptions through the haze of wine and my ears still 
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rang from the singing, which impeded my awareness.  

 We came upon two lovers on the side of the street. A woman upon a barrel in the ultimate 

embrace, taking no heed of us. When I shot a glance back to Glen, I thought it odd and suspicious that 

he would not observe this lustful encounter. He looked to the ground whenever I looked his way. I 

stopped. He stopped. I turned and faced him. The moon was over my shoulder and when he reluctantly 

raised his head to meet my confrontation, his face had gone white, his eyes runny and puffy, but still I 

saw a calculating look in his eyes. 

 “Glen. Have you a reason for your odd behavior?” I already had my hand in my pocket, holding 

my knife.  

 “Sorry, Peter, I am ill.” He leaned upon the wall, bent his head and made wretching sounds. I 

was ashamed of my suspicions as poor Glen went to his knees, depositing the nights consumptions. I 

went to his side and patted his shoulder in support. How soon I had forgotten the oddities of the night 

when a new friend was sick. I was ashamed of my suspicion, but then was rewarded for my compassion 

when he ungratefully punctuated his distress by vomiting on my shoes.  

 “Get up. You will feel better.” 

 He stayed bent over and breathed deep. I could only wait. 

 In a whirl he spun upon me, his knife a quick flash in the moonlight.  My arm still over his 

shoulder, took the blade and it cut my forearm. I grabbed his arm with my right and turned his wrist 

until it snapped. He howled in pain, but I gripped it firmly and twisted more. 

 “Please stop!” He fell to his knees and I did not relax my grip. 

 Not letting my guard down and my temper flaring, I pummeled his face against the ground. 

Then I took his broken wrist in one hand and with the  other grabbed the back of his neck and slammed 

his face twice against the cobblestones.  

 “You dare befriend me, then pull a knife and try to kill me!” He stopped screaming and then 
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groaned. I rolled him over and his face was awash in red, some teeth missing, I not remembering if this 

had always been true. Only one eye answered when I shook him. 

 “Why have you done this!” I yelled. “Who sent you?” 

 He shook his head. But I knew the reaches of Lord Banks stretched far. Now my concern was 

who worked with him. I took his knife from the ground, fresh with my blood, and held it to his throat. 

 “Listen keenly to what I say. Tell me if Douglass and Jordan are part of your quest to kill me.” 

 He shook his head.  I whipped the knife up upon the tenderest part of his ear, he flinched and 

tears fell from his one good eye.  

 “Glen, you still have a chance to live and breed if I do not mar your pretty face much more. Tell 

me or I will slice any remains of it, so that no woman will look upon on you without retching. 

 He held his good hand to his face. I found his weakness.  

 “I have a wife and two children. We were starving until he offered me this job.” 

 “A job to murder? Who was this man?” 

 “I wasn't going to kill you. The man who offered me the job and gave me half a year's wages to 

find you, called himself Jack.” 

 He hesitated, but I didn't as I pressed the blade harder to his groin. “What does Jack look like?” 

 “He wears a scar on the top of his head and he has two knuckles on his left thumb.” 

 I didn't believe anything he said. For what purpose would it do to just wound me. Perhaps make 

me miss the ship, but I would still be alive and that’s not what Lord Banks wanted. Jack was as 

common a name as Peter. I took his ear. 

 He screamed and for the first time I took a look around, the streets remained deserted. The way 

he was screaming, you would have thought I had cut something of importance off. 

 “Now the other goes and I doubt your supposed wife will want you. Your supposed children 

will laugh at you behind your back. Who else works with you?” 
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 He hesitated. “Tell me. Jordan? Douglass? Who?” I pressed the point of the knife to his throat. 

 “Just me. No one on the ship knows. Please don't cut me again.”  

 I sensed what he was about to do. He lunged at me—for the last time. 

 

 My conscience was already haunted by his death. Unjust nightmares would follow me of this 

night and as my anger and temper cooled, came guilt and remorse. I would have to shake them all 

away. 

  I had a task I was not proud to do; one I had unfortunately done several times in my past, the 

result of one of Lord Bank's men trying to kill me. They had always underestimated me, for I was 

quicker than they. I wish death upon one man, Lord Banks, but he was miles away . 

 I looked down at Glen, dead at my feet. His face, where not covered by blood, was as white as a 

second moon. I looked for a place to hide his body, when suddenly I heard voices, then approaching me 

from the front, I saw two men. At that same moment, I heard giggling. My head jerked around to the 

street behind me, as a man and woman appeared.  

 Why had there not been a crowd about to thwart Glen when he decided to try to knife me? Now 

that I had killed him, witnesses were abundant. I hefted him up. Glen was heavier than he looked. I was 

unfortunate to learn most recently deceased are. Dead weight is no idle term. 

 I pulled on his arm and discovered that while my mind had sobered, my body was still weak 

from wine. I struggled to pick up the man I had just killed, a horrible thing to have to do.  I had no 

sooner gotten my legs when the two gentleman stopped in front of me. 

 “Rough night?” One of them asked.    

 “You do not know.” It wasn't hard to force a frown. 

 The other looked at the ground by my feet. “Is that blood?” 

 I looked to Glen’s face and it hung forward hiding the damage, but the ground was red with his 
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blood. “No that is Bulls Blood wine.”  I added, “Escaped his stomach.”  

 They both laughed and without further word moved on. As I turned I faced two more. The 

giggly young couple obviously as drunk as I. 

 “Do you need help?” The young man asked.  

 Yes, help me toss him into the ocean, I thought.  

 “No.” I replied curtly, not wanting to prolong civilities. 

 “It is a shame Glen, that so many now care for your welfare, but too late.” 

 The once deserted street was too alive for me, but it did not matter to Glen. 

 Glen gurgled. It startled me. I surmised that my jostling had disturbed his inner fluids and was 

probably an expected noise. “What's that you say? “ I asked Glen. “Oh, you say you don't feel so good? 

Well neither do I. It seems that I had the luck to live, but the unluck to spend more time with you.” 

 I half-carried and drug him back up the hill, passing the lovers still busy with one of the great 

purposes of our lives. I paused and watched, but it brought a stab of lonesomeness to me. For some 

reason watching them made me remember the reason for all of this. Love. They were enjoying it, as 

they should. “See, Glen what you will miss? Was it worth it to try to take my life?” 

 He remained silent, but he could have said, “I'm sorry. If I had to do it over...” I cut him off. Yes, 

I know you would have stabbed me in the back. “Glen, tell me, who really is your partner? I strongly 

suspect Lord Banks would not send just one inept fool such as you to do his bidding?” His silence 

incensed me and I wanted nothing more than to again hear the hollow sound of his head bouncing on 

the cobblestones, but that only meant I would have to struggle to pick him up again. 

 I was tired of carrying him. Fortunately, an alley came into view, but it was not deep enough to 

hide him. I needed to rest, so I leaned him against the wall, not caring when I was not quick enough to 

catch him before he hit the ground, his head exclaiming a solid clunk. “Sorry about that Glen. Oh the 

hell, you deserve worse.” Then I thought, what could be worse?  
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 I maneuvered him against the wall, sitting him by my side. We were mates at one time, save 

there was now a difference between us that would hopefully not be apparent to anyone walking by.  

 “Glen, you bastard. Only hours ago we were sharing food, wine and stories, then you make 

money more important than my life. Damn you.” 

 His one good eye was staring at me, so I punched his shoulder. He ignored me by falling over. I 

was now accustomed to the sound of his head hitting stone. 

 It appeared that no matter how dreadful the situation I was presented with, I was not rapidly 

sobering up. I breathed deeply, trying to clear my mind and make sure I made the right decisions. I 

closed my eyes and calmed myself. 

 I had rested enough and was anxious to hide him and return to the ship. As I picked him up, I 

lost my balance and he again fell. After the expected knock of his head hitting the ground, I heard the 

tinkling of coins and looked in the dimly lit alley to see coins laying about, having fallen from his 

pocket.  

 “My God, Glen, you appear to be...have been...wealthy.” I picked up the coins and put them in 

my pocket before the thought of robbery tainted my guilt with the fact I had committed murder. “Looks 

like you have enough coin for the ferryman, but you don't deserve heaven. I vote against it.” 

 “You need help?” The voice came out of the dark. 

 My other hand grabbed the knife in my waist band. “Thank you, but I can manage.” 

 We had just left the entrance to the alley and now saw the dark silhouette of a man to my right. 

He was thick and unmoving. “Are you sure?” 

 “Yes. My friend is...dead drunk, but I can handle him.” 

 “Very well. Be careful. There are men about who would take advantage of two drunks.” 

 He walked away, and then turned his head and added. “ And a few women.” He gave a slight 

laugh that eased my apprehension.  
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 I looked at Glen. “Good boy. Keeping your mouth shut.” 

 Suddenly the man who had just pleasantly offered help, appeared, and he was not alone. Three 

other stout dark figures blocked my path. Their business was plain. I touched my knife and saw that 

their hands were empty but balled into fists. Another time and place, I would have given myself even 

odds of living through this, but I was tired,  still drunk and there was Glen to think about. Surely this 

island had laws that put murder above robbery and things could tumble badly for me. 

 Knowing my life was more important than the money I carried, I was ready to hand it over, at 

least Glen's coins. Perhaps they would leave me in peace, perhaps not. For if I gave in that easy they 

would want more.  

 It was four to two and if Glen was alive, he would not be on my side. They were crowding me, 

not a word from any. Their eyes were desperate and cruel; I knew they would show me no quarter. It 

was then that I saw two of them draw knives. I noticed the way they handled them, they were amateurs. 

Holding them ready to stab, when a knife was more deadly and injurious with a slash. It seemed odd 

that they would not just ask me for my money; I had a bad feeling. So bad that I reacted rather harshly. 

With the last of my strength I threw Glen squarely in the middle, knocking two of them down, then ran 

to my right and carved a cut across one man's chest. They were silent no more and I heard shouting and 

screaming as I ran for several blocks. If they caught me, I would be dead. I had no fight or run left in 

me. Live to run another day was the unfortunate battle cry I had used before. 

 I found a dark and deep alley and waited. Not a sound met my ears. I could not sleep and I 

waited a good hour before I ventured to the ship. The streets were empty. I walked quickly with 

sobering steps, when halfway down the hill I saw a lump of darkness on the street. Damn it, Glen. He  

got around for a dead person. 

 He looked the same, save his shoes and coat were absent. I had hoped the thieves after 

searching him, and then finding him dead, would have hidden the body for me. I heaved his arm over 
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my shoulder and walked with Glen—he still having nothing to say—down a street that looked dirty and 

smelled worse, surely it would not object to more refuse. I let him fall into a pile of garbage and kicked 

the glop to cover him. Perhaps not a fitting end to a man's life, but it suited me. 

 Pain reminded me of my wound. I looked at where the knife had cut my blouse. It had pierced 

the flesh mid-arm and was still bleeding heavily. I cut the sleeve from my other arm and wrapped the 

wound tight. Then remembering—no good deed goes unpunished—I took a coin from my pocket, and 

with my foot cleared the garbage from Glen's face, placed the coin upon one eyelid and covered him 

back up. Call it superstition, call it revenge, but I had the feeling that if there was a ferry man, he would 

take him part-way, only receiving half his pay and we all knew, that was hell. 

***   

 I arrived at the ship as twelve bells was ringing. Skitty was on watch and he assumed I was 

drunk. “Nothing beats the whores of the Azores.” He spoke as though he had decades of confirmation. 

“See this.” He rolled up his baggy trouser leg and upon his scraggly old thigh was a scarred and perfect 

set of teeth marks. He pointed at the wound. “She-Devil try to eat me. Skitty tasted good in the past.” 

 When I got to the crew's quarters, only one dim lamp shone. Douglass was already asleep in his 

hammock and I did not bother to check on Jordan. My mind and body were exhausted from the efforts 

of the night. The amount of wine, being stabbed and beating a mate to death, had left me hollow. I 

could not form a clear thought and would worry tomorrow. 

 

Chapter 26 
  Explaining 

 

 The next morning I awoke with the gentle rocking of the ship and soft darkness form the 

ganway. I wished all the events of last night had been a bad dream. I started the day deep in sadness. I 

tried with all my will and senses not to retreat too far within myself, for though I was still alive, I had 
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killed another man and the guilt was heavy. I reminded myself that Glen was a man who had betrayed 

me and tried to kill me. I should feel no remorse or wonder if I had done the right thing, but I did. I 

doubt he would have had a pinch of sadness if he had accomplished his deed. When my eyes worked, I 

saw I was the only one in the crews berth. Someone had sought to save wax by extinguishing the lone 

lamp by the door. A rare occurrence that set my senses on alert. I jumped from the hammock and 

grabbed my knife.  

 My ears strained to hear every sound. The creaking of the ship. The far off thuds of men at 

work. The steady hum of water beneath the keel. No breath broke the silence save mine. Having held it 

so long, dizziness almost overcame me. I steadied myself against the post my hammock was tied to. 

Needing to get out of the dark, I walked the long way around to the door, my knife before me, taking  

swipes occasionally to keep the dark honest.  

 I made it to the hallway where I was met by Brutus and Jordan. The look on their faces 

forewarned me of suspicions. I should have stayed in my hammock and thought clearly of the night 

before and made up a story. How would I explain Glen's being missing? Is it possible that Jordan was 

in partnership with Glen?  

 “Where's Glen?” Brutus asked without any courtesies. 

 “I...He's not back?” 

 “You were the last one with him?” Brutus looked over at Jordan who nodded. 

 I thought quickly. I should be appraising Jordan’s demeanor. If he were partnered with Glen, 

then he should be easy to read. But if I looked at him, it would only confirm that I was aware of his 

partnership. So looking away I said, “On our way back, we met...he met a street girl. He stopped to talk 

to her. He ushered me away.  I figured he would be all right in her hands.” 

 I caught a look from Jordan as if questioning my story. If he were in league with Glen, then he 

would know I defended myself and won. What I saw from Jordan was a look of sympathy, not of 
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defeat.  

 Brutus shook me from my musing with a slap on the shoulder. “Well, it won't be the first or the 

last of a crew we lose to a woman.” 

 Brutus grabbed my shoulder, eying me curiously, pulled me to the lantern hanging from the 

wall. “You look like shit. Mighty pale. What happened to your arm?” 

 Thankfully he walked off without waiting for my answer. I worried that the loss of blood had 

drained my face white.  

 Jordan stood before me, looking serious. Then surprisingly he smiled. “Glad that you made it. 

Avoiding the ladies was a smart turn for you last night. Thought Glen would know better than to fancy 

up with a street whore. They are too likely to knock you out and steal your money. ” 

 I smiled. “Probably. I know I should have stayed with him, but...” 

 “Oh. You ain't his nurse. He got into his own fix. No one can blame you.” 

 Maybe I should have told Jordan what really happened and have it all out. But what would that 

have done? It would have exposed what I had done and perhaps created more enemies aboard. I hated 

turning back to that character of whom I had grown weary. No friends and everyone a potential enemy. 

Back to my castle keep to never emerge. Ahh, but I was now trapped at sea exposed to all and hidden 

from none. It's as if the world had turned too bright and now I must shut my eyes and close the curtains. 

Back to my stealth and cautions. 

 I headed to the top deck. The sunlight blinded and reminded me of what a hangover was about. I 

was thirsty and in need of a wash, so I made my way to the water barrel. The ladle delivered cool fresh 

water to my lips. I bent over the barrel, filled with salt water, and washed my face and finger-combed 

my hair. I ran my hands over my cheeks, surprised for a moment that I touched a full beard. It is odd, 

when one has not seen oneself for a spell, that he wonders what he looks like. 

 I noticed a muddled reflection in the water and turned to be face to face with Captain Hilliard. 
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“You think you deserve hero’s hours?” 

 I squinted up a him. Not ready for anymore confrontations, I shook my head. He slapped me on 

the shoulder, laughed and walked away. Not sure if he jested me or not. Making my way to the galley I 

noticed new white sails and fresh planks of wood piled upon the deck.  

 “Hey, Peter. In the mood for some whittling? We got pink potatoes. ” Pinky’s head stuck out of 

the aft door. More welcome words I could not have conjured. 

 

 Chapter 27 

 

          I made great efforts to know Jordan and Douglass better. Hoping for a sign or clue that they 

were partners with Glen. I had more suspicions about Jordan than Douglas as far as men who were 

close to me. I  thought I had seen Jordan on the docks back in London with Glenn. If that were true,  

Jordan was an accomplice. I would find a way to trip him up and discover if this was true or not. Of 

Douglass I was less suspicions, but being that I let him get close, he could do the most damage.  

 Most of these men were solid of body, kept tight and strong by their daily work. In due time I 

knew I would mirror their strength, but now I was sore and tired. My only advantage was having a 

weapon, though harboring a weapon was a flogging offense, I had to weigh the dangers. The knife was 

too large, about two-hands long. I needed something smaller. I took the small metal scraper that I used 

with my sandstone when I sanded the deck, and used them to hone a razor edge. It was about finger 

length and just as narrow and fit handily inside my trouser pocket, it would be easy to reach if in quick 

need. My youth had trained me, as most aristocrats, in the art of fencing. I was also handy with the 

knife and in the skills of throwing and fighting with it. If an attack or ambush occurred, it would be my 

only edge. A possible flogging for my possession had to be risked. 
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Chapter 28 

 

 The next week I fell back into the rhythm of the ship and as familiarity and closeness forced the 

crew tighter, Jordan, I keenly noticed, had put a peculiar distance to our friendship.  

 One night, sitting on watch on the fore deck, Douglass approached me. He startled me. I put my 

hand inside my pocket. 

 “You got something in your pocket?” He asked. 

 “No. You surprised me and I...” 

 Douglass sat and started talking. I could tell he was lonely, for the quiet nights opened the mind 

to things comforting. Born and raised on a farm near Devonshire, he loved cows. He missed a cup of 

fresh milk more than anything. His mother, father and three sisters still lived there.  

 “Do you go back?” I asked. 

 “At Christmas, if I'm not at sea. It is a rich farm...”  

 He related it to me as if he were there and soon I saw the green rolling hills, the cows and the 

chickens dropping eggs by the score, and his three sisters doing their chores and singing wherever they 

went. His father hard at work, tilling the field, smiling with content, as his mother, cooked and baked. 

 I breathed deeply and we both fell into a melancholy state of what ifs and what nows. 

 “Tell me of your travels.” I asked. Truly interested. 

 He needed no prodding and told me of his harrowing first adventure at sea. I studied him 

closely as he talked and could not imagine him being under the employ of Lord Banks. I sensed 

nothing but trust from this gentle, dreaming, young man. 

 Douglas got quiet and shook me from my musings. He looked at me, his eyes misty. 

 “My parents left me nothing but alone when I was four, in front of a poor church.” 

 “I thought... you just said...the farm?” 
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 “A dream. The way things might have been. Could have. Should have.” 

 I was on the defense, immediately. He had lulled me into a complete state of belief and within a 

breath, counterfeited it. He moved higher on my list. I felt suddenly very alone. 

 My watch finally ended. I excused myself, for I was tired of his fake history and any more 

would be as boring to me as watching a pig in a parade. 

 I walked down the steps and was  the carpenter's room when I heard conspiratorial whispers. I 

froze, and willed away any creaking from the old planks under my feet. I dared a step towards the door. 

 I froze when I heard one man say, “We should kill him now.” My insides churned and I gripped 

my sharpened scraper. I started to edge away, when a board creaked, all but giving me up. 

 It was Brutus's voice who called attention to the noise. “You hear that?” 

 All was quiet for a lifetime, so it seemed. 

 “We can't kill him until we find it.” It was Manny's voice for sure. A quiet slow fellow,  I would 

have placed low on my list. 

 Find what, I wondered? What did I have that they wanted? 

 “We can make him talk.” It sounded like Gavin, a rough character, who was high on my list. 

Make me talk? Surely I would tell them if they forgo the killing me part. 

 “You fools.” Brutus said with disgust. “Why rock the boat until we get there? If its all a lark and 

we find nothin', we don't have to risk our necks and a charge of mutiny and murder for nothin'.” 

 “Aye.” Manny agreed. 

 Under the noise of a bottle being topped, I stealthed away.  

 I had to talk to Captain Hilliard. Mutiny. That could only mean a plot against the captain. While 

that was some relief to me, it still placed me in harms way. I quietly made my way up to the deck, 

wondering if the Captain was awake or if I should think this out and approach him in the morning. I 

saw Douglas looking out over the ocean, probably still caught up in his what ifs. My safest course 
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would be to have no witnesses. Sneaking around in the dark was probably an obvious sign that I knew 

something I shouldn't. If I woke Captain Hilliard and told him of his danger, he might take rash action 

and arrest the four men I would identify. That would be all well and good if there were but the four. 

Suppose the whole ship were a part of I. Then it would be just me and the Captain? Not good odds for 

my continued well being. And what percentage of them would be minions for Lord Banks? 

 Resaying the mutineer's words in my head, “We can't kill him until we find it.” I was content 

that no action would take place tonight. I went down below to my hammock for some needed rest. 

Sleep came easy, and my mind was comforted that my hide was currently not on the line. 

 

Chapter 29 
I am happy and sad that someone else has become a target 

 
 

 Eight bells were a distant beacon. My mind still clouded from good sleep. I stood and shook it 

off. When I put on my blouse, I turned and was startled to see Gavin standing before me. My quick 

reach into my pocket did not go unnoticed. I could not ascertain his demeanor. 

 “Gavin, what do you need?” 

 Before he spoke, he turned his head and with the help of a hand to his chin, twisted, and popped 

his neck. A smile on his face told me that was his intention. 

 “Brutus wants ya on top deck.” 

 I kept my hand on my weapon. “He say why?” 

 “Like the bible says, I ain’t my brother's keeper.” 

 “I didn’t ask if you nursed him. I asked if you know what he said.”  

 This wiped the smile from his face. Even though Brutus was thankful to me for saving his 

brother's life in the storm. Gavin himself had never mentioned it. He seemed embarrassed by it. 
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 A wicked grin appeared. “Now that you mentioned it, I remember what he didn’t say. Whether 

he wanted you dead or alive.” He laughed and walked away.  

 I wondered if I would soon regret saving his life. Itchings of that feeling were telling me I 

would. 

 Brutus was standing by the Captain at the wheel. They both looked at me and smiled. It seemed 

like an eternity for life to catch up to my thoughts. The Captain smiled probably because it was a fine 

day, good wind filled the sails, and the ship's wake was white as far as I could see behind us. He was 

another day closer to his inheritance, or if I did not warn him—death.  

 Brutus's smile, on the other hand, could require a more complicated interpretation. Dismissing 

my first three speculations, I surmised him also being another day closer to an inheritance/treasure, 

though not his. 

 Neither spoke, for perhaps they were digesting what I had said to myself. It was a most 

harrowing affliction that was fine when in my solitude, but crowded amongst these men, was not. 

 I broke the silence, for I was most anxious as to what Brutus had to say to me. 

 “I am reporting as ordered.” I almost felt a click of my heels and a salute was needed to 

punctuate my announcement. Many of the sailors did just that, having come from a military 

background. 

 “Where you been? I sent Gavin for you an hour ago. Still sleeping the hero’s hours?” 

 Captain Hilliard laughed. I still wondered when the payoff for being a hero would begin. So far 

it had brought nothing but chiding. 

 “Gavin just told me two minutes ago.” 

 Brutus's eyes furrowed. “Gavin, huh? Never mind, come to the store room with me.” 

 I nodded at the Captain, his smile and peaceful gaze over the ocean ahead belied what was 

going on behind his back. I thought to stop and have a quick word with him, for Brutus may have found 
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out I had ears and I may never see the deck again. I looked at Brutus, he stood waiting.  

 Just a few private words with the Captain was all I needed, but any attempt to speak to him 

would seem desperate and obvious. Brutus would hear, then all would be played out right here on the 

fore-deck. The Captain unarmed, me with my little scraper, and first-mate Brutus with his always 

present cutlass. No, I would have to keep myself safe and talk to the Captain when I was sure no eyes 

or ears were upon us. 

 Brutus walked with all the elegance of a fat bull. His arms were as wide as my legs, I don't 

know why he needed a cutlass. Since I was behind him I paid close attention to the way the sailors 

looked at him to see if I could see who else might be part of the mutiny. Some looked away, obviously 

to throw off any collaborative connections. Some looked at him and nodded, an obvious clue to their 

mutinous designs. By my mind's calculations, each of them we passed had done one or the other. They 

were all part of it or perhaps none.  I was down to trusting one man and he was in more trouble than I 

had ever been.  

 

Chapter26 
Fool Sail 

Secrets are like the waves of the ocean, running deep and never ending. 
 

 I spent a good amount of time wondering if my new chore was punishment or reward. Brutus 

had assigned me the lonesome task of inventorying supplies. My fear of something bad to occur to me 

was unfounded, so far. 

 He had said, “Since you be a writing man,” Then he shoved a small leather ledger into my 

hands and a poor excuse of a piece of lead to make my marks. “Measure the ropes, count the sails, 

number and name the barrels, and most of all; keep away from the food stuffs. That is Pinky's domain 

and ruffling his feathers tain't wise.” 
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 Brutus gave no indication of being any different in his disrespectful manner with me. All I could 

think of, was getting to the captain as soon as possible. A thought occurred to me, a bit greedy, but a 

consideration. If there were a great number of men on-board that were part of the planned mutiny, 

where would that leave me and the captain? At odds against the whole ship? Was that prudent for my 

survival? The right thing would be to tell the captain all I knew. The right thing could get me dead.  

 My first course would be to see how many men were part of Brutus’ plan, and that opportunity 

arose soon enough. 

 Pinky stuck his head through the storeroom door with an inquisitive look. 

 I spoke before he could, “Pinky. I am not touching your food supplies.”  

 “And why would that bother me?” 

 “Brutus said...” 

 “Hell with that man. Ifin' he was the one snooping through my drawers and barrels I would be 

moren' mad. You lad got integrity.” 

 He came in and sat on a nearby barrel. “You gots what I call stormy eyes.” 

 “Stormy eyes?”  

 “Yep. I can see everything a brewin' from your head to your soul. I can tell when you lie and 

when you're stretching something a bit. I know when you're scared and when you're cocky.” 

 “Just from my eyes?” 

 He laughed giggly like an old little girl. It was infectious, but by the time I joined his laughter, 

he got serious and cut me off. “Not just your eyes, your whole body. I know you ain't hungry right now, 

you got something on your mind that’s weighing heavy on you and you're carrying a blade.” 

 I tensed up. “Don't worry. I ain't gonna tell,” he said. 

 “How do you know I am not hungry?” 

 “You got two strong hands, not to mention the knife, and you're in a room half full of food. Oh 
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and were alone. As far as what's keeping you on edge and your hand always ready for that knife, I'm a 

thinkin' you got some enemies aboard that mean you harm and I'll bet you a whittle to a tit, that it has to 

do something with that Glen fellow gone missing.” 

 I kept quiet. Pinky’s instincts were too good. I decided to move his conversation in case he hit 

on more truths. I decided to probe Pinky's loyalty to Captain Hilliard. 

 “Pinky, how do you like the Captain?” 

 “I likes him fine as fer as captains go. He pays fair and don't flog a man unless its needn'. Sailed 

with him on and off for nigh ten years now and would sail again with him. I take it you don't like him 

much.” 

 I actually smiled, for Pinky was wrong about me for once. “No. I like him fine, not knowing 

any other captains and never been to sea. Seems an honorable man. Just some don't seem to like him 

much.” 

 Pinky laughed. “Probably just the ones been flogged before and there ain't many of them.” 

 I was careful with my probing. “Does Brutus like him?” 

 “They always seem to get along fine being they are such different sorts. Why you ask?” 

 Pinky's suspicious eyes bore into me. I did not believe he was part of the mutiny, but I could not 

lay upon him what I had heard. “Just seems Brutus, like you said, is opposite to the Captain.” 

 “What else is botherin' ya?  

 I wanted to tell him, but couldn’t. The wrong ears could do me in. 

It was dark by time I finished and went up on deck. I needed some fresh air. Disturbing the cargo made 

for dusty work. Not to mention, having discovered a barrel of apples so old and rotten, I thought I saw 

a Roman stamp on it.  

 The deck was quiet. The moon was half itself, but still bright as ten lamps and the wind was 

cool from the North. Breathing deeply, consuming the salt air, I looked at the sea of stars and wondered 
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which one was mine. Which one would guide me to my destiny? My spot on Earth and my purpose had 

been tarnished these last few years, all unjust and unwarranted. Life was unfair. 

 A firm hand clasped upon my shoulder. I spun around as I pulled out my poor excuse for a 

knife.  

 It was Douglas. “Sorry about my yarns. The truth is, those are my dreams and gives me hope 

and strength to tell them. Do you want to hear my real story?” He looked down into the dark water. 

 “Not tonight Douglas. I am working out some of my own dreams.” 

 “No sweat. See you tomorrow.” 

 After he left I pondered. Did I have any dreams that were mine? Everything I did was for my 

wife and family. I had never thought of what future I saw for myself. After my family were rescued, then 

I would build my dreams. 

 In the crews quarter I wrapped myself in my canvas hammock and listened to at least twenty 

men snoring. Perhaps because everyone was so tightly bound in their hammocks, it constricted their 

lungs and caused a loud and wide-spread abomination of breathing. I had gotten somewhat used to the 

fearful ruckus.  

 I must have dozed, for I awoke being thrown from my hammock, as if a great wave had 

slammed into the ship. As I found my way to my knees in the dark, I heard men yelling, and scrambling 

to get out of the crews quarters, I followed suit and became part of the wedge of men trying to gain the 

stairs. When I breached the top, I saw nothing but smoke and fire from the fore-deck. 

 “An explosion!” Someone yelled. 

 “The magazines gone off!” Yelled another. 

 I did not know what to do. Douglas came to me. “What is happening?” 

 “An explosion?” I guess. 

 “Are we going to sink?” 
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 Another explosion shook us from our feet. On the way down, the back of my head hit the 

gunwale. I was dizzy and my sight was clouded by stars. Making my way to my feet, I could not see 

Douglass, and noticed the two longboats were gone. Since the explosions were coming from the 

forward hold, I made my way to the stern. 

 I leaned over the stern bridge and saw a longboat below, filling fast with men who were  

swimming to it. I was a fair floater, but swimming was beyond my reach. The decision to jump was 

made for me as a third explosion threw me into the ocean. I came up gasping for air, arms and legs 

kicking in all directions to keep my face above water. I smelled burning tar and timbers and heard men 

screaming for help. 

 I made out the outline of a longboat about twenty feet in front of me. As I frantically kicked my 

way closer, I heard, then saw Brutus standing in the stern, a tiller in one hand and cutlass in the other. 

“We are full, I tell you! Then he swiped down at a sailor trying to pull himself in over the gunwale. 

“Lay your hands off my boat or I'll cut them off.” Which he did, and to two more men trying to board.  

 I was swallowing more water than air. My life was measured in seconds. The bow-line was still 

attached, in the front of the boat and away from Brutus culling. As I got closer, I saw a set of skinny 

hands already clinging to the rope. Pinky.  

 He put a finger to his lips then whispered. “Quite lad. There's room for two here until those 

bastards up above find us and run us through.”  

 He reached out and pulled me to him. The hemp rope was the most secure thing I had ever felt. I 

caught my breath as I hung there, cold as a dead fish hanging on a line. 

 Another expulsion followed by a series of smaller ones lit up the night sky. The ship gasped 

then slipped beneath the cold Atlantic waters. 

 “No chance now.” He said. I half expected him to punctuate the bad news with his childish 

giggle, of which he didn't, telling me was serious for once in his life. 
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 Pete swam by me with a terrified look in his eyes. I doubt he saw me. I tried to tell him not to 

get in the boat, but Pinky slapped a hand over my mouth. As Pete pulled himself up, his head was met 

with Brutus's sword and his bloody head slipped down the hull and into the water. 

 In short time an eerie quiet blanketed us, broken by the occasional sob by men who didn't know 

how good he had it compared to the dead, dying, and me and Pinky. 

 “Stop your sniveling, you wenches. We're alive and afloat. To a sailor, that's the whole battle. 

Now row.” Brutus proclaimed. 

 “Where?” Someone asked. 

 “With what?” Asked another. “There's no damn oars onboard.” 

 The water was cold. We hung on for our lives. I closed my eyes and tried to think how to 

survive this.   

 Pinky nudged my shoulder with his chin, then whispered. “I ain't gonna make it.” 

 “Hang in there. Surely they would make room for you.” 

 “Why, because I'm old and almost dead. Na, they wouldn't take the captain himself. It's the law 

of the sea. Never overfill a longboat. I'm a goner.” 

 

 Two days later, I heard a splash and looked to see Douglas laying face-up in the water. I had 

heard him talking over the past few days, but I dare not expose myself. 

 “Douglas is gone.” I whispered to Pinky. When he didn't answer, I turned to look into the face 

of a dead-man. Perhaps my only true friend on the whole ship.  

 I untied the rope from around his arm and watched him float away. His head was turned up and 

his eyes still open, it was if he were looking up at heaven and welcoming its arrival.  Perhaps he was 

going to a better place? The only better place I could think of, was a seat in the longboat. I figured there 

was room for me now. Then another splash, as a body hit the water. Damn! That would have made 
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room for Pinky too. 

 “Well that loosens us up a bit. Anybody else tries to get aboard, will be gutted. I likes me 

room.” 

 It was Brutus, in so few words to tell me to keep my place, whether he knew I was there or not. 

 I would have died on the fourth day but the rains came. I say rains as in not multiple drops, but 

many rainings. It would rain for an hour, just enough for me, with my mouth upturned to get my fill. 

Then it would stop for an hour, until another hour later it started again. As much as I had missed and 

craved water a day ago, now I was so sick of it, I wished I would never see it again.  

 The sea water had turned my hands into mushrooms, The skin was white and swollen. I could 

not feel them nor my feet and if not for the roped tethered about my arm and shoulder, I would have 

floated away like a bloated pig. 

 On the sixth day I had had enough. Brutus could bludgeon me to death for all I cared. I was 

coming abroad. I needed to get out of the seawater. It took an angry better part of an hour to move the 

rope under my foot so I could stand straight and get my hands over the bow. I half expected a sword to 

lop my fingers off at my intrusion, but it was strangely quite in the boat. I grunted and moaned as I 

pulled myself up and over the gunwale, then fell into the boat in a heap. Taking a deep breath after my 

accomplishment, I dared to open my eyes. I could have not been more surprised at what I saw. 

  Only three men were in the boat. Brutus, alive and staring at me as he handled the tiller and two 

men slumped over, asleep or dead. 

 “Welcome aboard mate.” He greeted me. 

 “All this time there was room for Pinky and me?” 

 “Pinky? Knew you were hanging there and figured you would just die and go away. But Pinky. 

Will miss the old salt.” 

 “You could have lent a hand.” 
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 He shrugged. “Someone got to man the tiller.” 

 “Where are you steering us? There are no oars?” 

 “Well lad, its kind a feeling I got. The more in control I feel, the longer I'll last. And this  tiller is 

the only sign of power I got left.” 

 “Is that Manny and John?” I nodded to the two sleeping men. 

 “Yea, there dead.” 

 “Why didn't you throw them overboard?” 

 “Well lad, have you been gettin' hungry? I have, and been doing a lot of thinking....” 

 The next day, I kept reminding I should be glad to be out of the water, but I found more ways to 

complain. The smell of two rotting men was unbearable and the plans Brutus may have for them, was 

even more so. 

 Brutus talked a lot. Some of it was like a confession. I lazily lay and listened to him until I 

heard the name Lord Banks and sat up straight. 

 “What did you say about Lord Banks?” 

 “Nothin' much. He's the cause of this, one way or the other. Always is, in my history with him.” 

 Later that night Brutus, his mind teetering, spoke in his sleep. “Lord Banks you fool. I gots it. 

I'm rich. No more work. Women by the brick and food to let rot.” 

 Then he mumbled and I could not understand him so I nudged his dream. “Yes Brutus, you will 

have everything, but whats that to do with Lord Banks?” 

 “I knows about his garden at his manor house and whats there...” 

 The next morning, Brutus sat in a haze, his eyes unfocused, he hung on the tiller bar steering us 

nowhere. I decided to prod a bit more. 

 “So you do not like Lord Banks much, either.” I stated. 

 “Let me tell ya something bout Lord banks. He wants everything, including Hilliard's supposed 
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treasure. And your hide for your loose lips. Now I suppose he will get neither. With the ship, explodin' 

and all.” 

 “You did that?” 

 “No, but he'll blame me, being the only survivor. But I got something on him. Funny thing, with 

his name and all. He don't trust banks, as if he were one ever to be trusted.” 

 “But I am still alive.” 

 He looked at me as if I were a roast duck. “For now. For now lad.” 

 

 The next morning Brutus was dead. His eyes rolled back and his tongue hung out to his chin, as 

blue as peacock father. That afternoon, I heard the hail of a ship. 

 

 After the ship docked, I would have bent a knee and kissed the dock, if there had not been so 

many people about. It felt good to to have solid ground under by feet. The slippery cobbles were home 

to me where a the slippery deck of a ship was always an awkward world for me. 

 My first stop would be at my uncles tavern. I was dying for news of my parents and wife.  

 I suddenly felt more alone than I had ever felt before. At least on the ship, I had a hammock to 

sleep on, food twice a day and some mates to talk to. And although I was back on solid ground, I had 

no place to lie and only a few shillings in my pocket. Seeing no recourse I would have to risk a trip to 

my uncle's tavern. 

 I waited until dark and made my way north, over the River Thames and into Piccadilly. As  I 

rounded the street of my destination, I smelled old smoke. I had forgotten how bad the airs of London 

were after breathing fresh air in the open sea for a week. But then I saw something was missing. My 

uncles tavern was now a huge hole in the darkness. Piles of back ash and burned timbers littered the lot. 

Lord Banks threats came true. I hoped he had survived. 
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 As I stared at the burnt remains of the tavern, I heard a whisper from behind me. I pulled my 

knife and spun around, surprised to see a heavily cloaked woman with her fingers to her lips. 

 “I have information for you, if you are Peter, the nephew of the tavern owner.” 

 “Have we met?” 

 “No, but your uncle described you to a breath. Said you would come around if anything 

happened to him. Didn't tell me it would be a week later.” 

 “Luckily, I came here at all, being at sea to America.” 

 “Quick trip?” 

 “Long story, short voyage.” I wanted to hurry my history. 

 “So he escaped? His wife?” 

 She shook her head, then pulled the cloak down. She was a pretty young lady. “Part of the ashes 

I assume. He was a good man. Don't have much to say about her.” 

 I heard someone approaching and we looked around in caution. “Lets go somewhere where we 

can talk.” I suggested. 

 “My place is a street over. “I'm thinking you should wear this more than me.” She took off her 

cloak and handed it to me. I draped it over my head to my shoulders then followed her.  

 When we arrived at her flat, we sat and faced each other. She offered a cup of wine which I 

accepted. “He left you this. So glad to be done with this burden, as I been standin' in the night in the 

haunts waiting for you.” 

 “I am so sorry. I will pay you for your diligence and integrity.” 

 “No need, your uncle took care of that. He strongly suspected he was doomed.” 

 “I know. I wish I had argued harder for him to leave London.” 

 I unwrapped the cloth and found a large key. Not just a regular house or gate key, but one with 

many grooves and tongs. Intricate it was. 
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 “What is this for?” 

 “Don't know and he wouldn't say. Just said it was the answer to many problems.” 

 “Are you sure of this?” 

 “Your uncle bet his life on it.” 

 

 

Chapter 30 
Dangerous Liaisons 

 
 
 I slept fitfully on her kitchen floor. My head was still, 'with the waves' as they say. When I 

docked that afternoon my legs were a bit unsteady until I realized they were used to working the rolls 

of the sea. The boat always rocking and moving my legs were used to such balancing compensations. 

But on firm land, my legs were not quick to give up their adjustments. And now so, apparently was my 

head. 

 Gwen, as she preferred to be called, I sensing it not her real name and I could not blame her for 

the position my uncle and now I put her in, had invited me to stay and said it wise for me to stay put in 

the day and make my way to another haunt in the night. I was a bit insulted when I heard her double 

lock her door and the purposefully quiet, slow sound of a trunk being drug behind it to further protect 

her...I had not asked her means of employment but I figured she was a barmaid at my uncle's tavern. 

 She was a serious girl, around twenty I thought. But a smile was not coming in the risk she had 

taken. I hoped my Uncle had paid her very well. She gave me no idea of what the key was for, but 

something I had heard most recently, tickled my mind about that. I would think clearly after a night's 

rest. 

 I awoke to the smell off eggs and pork frying. I sat up and smiled at her. She returned a pensive 

smile then go on with her cooking.  
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 “You may use the basin over there and there's a towel in the cupboard. I noticed you carried no 

baggage so I assume what you are wearing is all you have. I am leaving for some appointments for 

employ. You may wash your clothes while I am gone. I will knock four times before entering.” 

 “Yes.” Was all I could answer. She was efficient.  

 After she left, I shed my worn and dirty clothes. I could not remember the last time I wore a 

new blouse or britches. I looked at myself in her basin mirror and was surprised how thin my face had 

become. I could almost fit an egg in the gaps of my cheeks. I needed to shave and cut my hair, but 

could find no such tools. I withdrew my knife whose blade had seen sharper days. I feared I would 

bleed all over her floor if I used it.  

 I washed myself then my clothes and hung them to dry over a chair, keeping my unders on in 

case she arrived. When she did arrive, she carried a few bundles. “Bought you a new blouse, britches, 

socks and unders. Even bought a new razor.” 

 “But I don't have enough to pay you.” 

 “Don't worry, Sam took care of that.” 

 She offered to shave me and I did not turn her down. As I leaned back in the chair, she gently 

tucked a towel into my new blouse. Her touch was tender. I had not felt the soft warmth of a woman's 

touch in over three months and was startled, then ashamed that it aroused me. My poor wife suffering 

in prison. With each stoke of her blade, I tingled, struggling to contain the borderline of lust and death.. 

Never knew I could be aroused by the cutting edge of a blade. An old poem came to mind 

 So close to heaven 
 So close to hell 
 but for the swath/width of a blade/knife....my life would fade 
 my life in your hands 
 the slip of a tongue 
 the slip of a knife 
 will send me home to lose my wife  
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 “Mr Gray. You are trembling.” 

 “It has been a while since I have trusted someone with a blade so close to my neck.” 

 “And do you trust me?” She asked teasingly as she ran the blade up my throat. Hopefully 

removing my beard and little skin. 

 Her hand paused. I imagined she was smiling. I was curious but dared not turn my head to her 

face lest I self inflict a wound.. “For some reason I do. And believe me, there have been more than a 

few of late who would have cut without a thought.” 

 “So your uncle told me.” 

 “He must have had a lot of trust in you. How do I know he is gone by your word and I soon...?” 

 “He was my lover,” she interrupted. “I, at one time, think I loved him.” 

 “But he was married and twice your age.” 

 “We can't pick how we feel. Such as I could not change being an orphan. I could not change 

feeling for him and him to me. And my age. He was the first man I ever met who was kind and cared 

about me.” 

 She wiped the water from my face. “You're done and your throat is intact. You look a bit 

younger. Too young for me.” She laughed. 

 “Tell me more about how you met my uncle.” 

 She sat across from me while she wiped the table clean. “He took me in one night when I was 

an orphan at age twelve. I had been selling shoe laces down on Mugrutys square, when a storm blew 

up. I lost my way to where I was staying at Montague Close, which allowed a few working orphans to 

sleep there at night. The wind was so fierce, as I crossed over the bridge, that I could not see a thing. I 

huddled up in an alley, and if not for your uncle, I would have frozen there and died. He took me over 

to a tenant house he owned on Tooley Street. Gave me a room, some pots and pans to cook with, a bag 

of coal and wished me luck.” 
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 I had forgotten he owned the Tooley Flats. An old house divided up into eight living quarters. 

Might be a place for me to hide. Funny thing, as my father would now be the only heir Uncle Sam had, 

the house would be given to him in his will. Surely not enough to buy off our debt, but it would help. 

 “Unfortunately, the other tenants were not as kind as Sam,” Gwen said. 

 “Yes, he was a good man. I will miss him greatly. Tell me more.” 

 “Well, one night two of the renters drank enough to come and visit me. I was about thirteen by 

then. They said I was old enough to be laying for the only trade I would be good for. They had a big 

bottle of gin and tried to make me drink it. Said I would enjoy it more if I did. I fought with them. Just 

as they were holding me down and dropping their britches, the door busts open. Your Uncle comes in 

with a crowbar and soon there is more blood on the floor than gin.” 

 “So he saved your virtue?” 

 “Hell no. If I ever had any. I had given that up for a warm meal years ago. A squire's son it 

was.” 

 “First love” 

 “No. An eight pence. The squire said he wanted to watch, so he could instruct his son how to do 

it. Funny thing, it was my first time too and I had no idea what I was doing. When the son spilled too 

soon, the father took over and showed him how.” 

 “I'm so sorry.” 

 “For what? That father was pretty good at it turns out, compared to others. Now Sam...” 

 “Sorry, I do not want to hear about how well my uncle does...I mean did or did not perform.” I 

was dismayed at her confessions. “So you did...ply the trade?” 

 “Of course. What's an orphan at twelve to do?” 

 “Sorry,” was all I could say. 

 “For what? My life went on. Can't say that about other kids I knew. Now back to your uncle, so 
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you can understand this whole trust thing. He let me work at his tavern for tips. Got two squares a day 

and kept me off the streets. I took to it real good. Servin' food and ale and jokin' with the customers and 

learnin' to enjoy the groping. Then I started gettin' good offers.” 

 “Enjoy? Offers?” 

 “If man can enjoy a good grope, why can't I. You remember, I grew up an orphan and a good 

hug and a grope aren't far apart. It's usually the only the affection I get. And hell knows, I ain't no fool. 

Ifin' a patron wants a toss for more tips than I make in a day,  I'll bend over for him with a smile.”  

 “Toss for tips?” I had clearly been to more civil taverns than she. 

 “You know from the patrons. We'd go out back and I'd make a shilling or two a night. Damn 

good money, I say.” 

 “My uncle was OK with that?” 

 “Thought he knew, until one night, he takin' out the trash, catches me bent over a barrel and 

geetin' it from behind from one of his friends. He waits until we're done, then tells his friend to go 

home and he has a talk with me. Says he has feelings and stuff. Came to my room that night and asked 

me not to do that anymore. Asked how much I made doing that. I said about a shilling a night. OK, 

that's what I pay you, he said. I asked him if wanted anything out of it?” 

 “Did he?” 

 “Not a first, but one night he and his wife had a fight. I heard them in the kitchen. She thinks 

he's diddly me and she wants to kick me out to the streets. Sam stands up for me and swears he ain't 

doin' me. That night he came to see me and then he does me. Said if he was going be accused of it, he 

might as well.” 

 “You were good with that?” 

 “Of course. I had place for him for all he done. Besides, he ended up being a good humper.” 

 I winced. 
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 “Oh, sorry. But he was real good. Put more smiles on me than any other man.” 

 She studied me for a moment and I turned my eyes away from her. “Your the judgn' type.” 

 “What do you mean?” Even though I knew exactly what she meant. 

 “Got to save the pretty orphan girl from spreadin' her legs and put the fear of god in her.” 

 “I suppose a bit. I try not to.” 

 “You never fucked a whore?” 

 “No.” 

 “I'll bet, if I took off my dress, lay on the bed, and called you in, you'd be on me like gravy to 

potatoes.” 

 “Not to insult you. But no.” 

 “No. huh. I seen you pitchin' a tent when I shaved you.”  

 

 Even after I turned down her offer she offered to let me stay a few more nights 'if I needed'. 

Until I found a better hideaway. She emphasized the word needed. She was a pretty and resourceful girl 

but her history and view of sex turned me cold. 

 I had noticed that night, when I came to her room, that the door to the next room was open. I did 

not want to stay with her another night. The main reason being, she had worked for my uncle and if 

Banks knew I was back, he would uncover every stone. She could be one of them. If the room next to 

her was vacant, that might be a good place. But I still could not let her know. 

 She left early that night to do her 'chores' as she called it. I asked. “Do you want me to leave 

while you do your, chores?” 

 “Na. My chores usually have their own places.” 

 Right after she left, I went to the next room, where the door was still cracked open. I knocked 

tentatively then heard a slight russel, but no acknowledgment. “Anyone here?” I went through the door. 
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“Please answer me.” 

 Finally a little boy of about eight, peered around the corner. Dirt smudged his face. He was 

barefooted and his blouse served as his only dress. I went to one knee to level the introduction. “I am 

Henery. Do you live here?” 

 He shook his head while eyeing the doorway, his escape route was my answer. “Its OK. You 

staying here for a while?” 

 Again he shook his head. “I won't hurt you or toss you out. You the only one?” 

 He bolted toward the door and I grabbed his arm. “Whoa there. I have a proposition for you.” 

 He twisted and tried to fight loose. But I held firmly. The sad look on his face and his tattered 

appearance was enough to break anyone's heart. I had to help him. 

 “Look at me.” I gave him a shake. “I am like you. No place to sleep. Perhaps we can share?” 

 Then a little devilish smile cracked his face. “True?” 

 “On my mother's heart.” I crossed my heart. 

 “I could share for a pence a night.” He placed his hands on his hips to emphasize his power. I 

almost laughed, the poor little boy had some barter in him. 

 I let him go. He glanced at the door, then thought for a moment, then suddenly reached out his 

hand to shake mine. “Deal?” 

 “How about that, and I throw in some clothes.” I sweetened the deal. “What is your name? 

 “I'm Albert.” He licked his palm and reached out again. I shook it and we were friends. 

 Now that I had a room to retreat to, I began my plan. Not really a plan but a start of one. It all 

hinged on being able to find Jonathan Speers and Percy Smithmore. 

 

 It was a foggy, sprinkling, quarter-moon night. My favorite to traverse the dangerous streets of 

London. Just dark enough for my cat eyes to see, just foggy enough to muffle my sounds, and just cold 
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enough to keep most indoors. 

 I made my way through side streets and alleys to the Pudin Palour, such a silly name for what 

really happened there. The name a distraction for the bear baiting and gambling filling the place. I 

waited in an alley across from the club and watched.  

 Through the night, men afoot and in carriages came and went but I saw no sign of my 

benefactors, Jonathan and his father-in-law, Percy. They said they came once or twice a week, so I 

figured I had almost a one in three chance of spotting them on any particular night. By clubs closing at 

three am, I knew this was not one of them. 

 When I returned to the tenant house, I saw no light in Gwen's room and quietly made my way 

upon creaking floor boards to my squatters haunt. 

 Albert was sound asleep. A brick of cheese and bread half eaten lay by his side on a dirty 

blanket. A rat or two scurried away. I would talk to him in the morning about hygiene and such. In the 

meantime, I picked up the food and put it back in a canvas bag and covered him with his blanket.  

  

 The next four nights were not fruitful and I feared Johnathan and Percy had changed their 

routine or found another gambling spot. But I had no choice, and again waited in the cold alley. Finally 

I saw them walk to the elegant front door. They must have lived close, because I heard nor saw a 

carriage. There were too many other men entering at the same time, so I strangled my urge to call out to 

them. I would wait till they left and the crowd would be thinner. 

 Earlier than expected, I saw and heard them, for Mr Speers husky voice and deep laugh was 

identifiable a mile a way. I watched as they headed west on Turlington Abby Way. I, shifting in 

between buildings catching up to them. 

 Finally I called out them. “Mr Speers.” 

 They both turned to me. I saw that Johnathan had withdrawn a dagger from his coat. “Do not 



184 

fear. It is me. Pet...Henery.” 

 They peered at me in the dark. Then Johnathan clasped my shoulder and said. “By God it is! 

They both took to hugging me and shaking my hand. “We heard you were dead. Blown up at sea with 

everyone else.”  

 “Yes, the news of my death is most fortuitous for me. I have much to tell you and ask you.” I 

looked warily up and down the street. “Where can we go?” 

 “I live a hearty walking distance up Jessups Landing. We can have a brandy and you can catch 

us up to date.” Percy laughed. “I am dying to hear it? 

   
Their meeting. His key the garden treasure. They tell him Banks is putting together a consortium of 
shippers and has all his money on the line. The deal will be signed in two days. He must make a down 
payment of 25% which would be 20,000 pounds. 
 

 The moon was fuller than I wanted but time was of the essence for all parts of my plan to work. 

On the morrow, Banks would be closing his deal and I hoped he had not withdrawn, if there even was, 

a great horde in his garden bank. Everything depending on it being there. 

 A swirly fog followed me up Kings Road north. Having the directions from Johnathan Speers, I 

went past Piccadilly, then through the haunted North Cemetery. Its occupants showed no interest in me. 

I not a believer in ghosts, was more skeptical of my beliefs, chilled, at night, and in a foggy cemetery. 

 Bank's house was to the right of the cemetery on Slaughter Lane, just east of Pond Springs and 

Nottingham Highway.  

 I ducked behind a thick tree when a carriage approached. After they passed, I saw the black 

surface of the pond, and next to that, the silhouette of a large stately two-story house. One lamp burned 

in an upstairs window. Downstairs was dark.  

 I made my way around the side of the house, past tall, trimmed, bushes and soon entered a maze 

of a garden. I had not expected it to be so large. I could not see any sort of building where the 
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mausoleum would be. I began a systematic exploring of the grounds. The garden was a hedge maze, 

and after too many dead ends, where the shrubbery was so thick I could not cheat and break through, I 

came to some stairs leading down beneath the ground. It was a sunken mausoleum.  

 The black marble was cold to my touch. I found the door, down ten steps, but could see no 

keyhole. I knew things were going too good. I felt blindly in the dark, for no moonlight made its way 

down the steps. Finally in the strangest of places, hidden by some leaves, I found the hole. I took the 

key from my pocket and worked it in. It took some experimentation, as this was no ordinary lock or 

door. I turned it to the right until I heard a metal click, and then in the opposite. When that didn't work, 

I tried another combination of maneuver, until I heard the loud slide of a bolt.  

 I pulled the heavy door open and took a step in. An alarm! A fearful barking broke the silence. 

My first reaction was to run. But then I saw the silhouette of a massive dog at the top of the steps 

blocking my way. It now growled and I could see the glimmer of moonlight from its dripping saliva. 

 When I was a child, I had not liked dogs, as I had always had a way with cats. There were 

certain sounds you could make to a cat, that would talk to them. What I was saying, I never knew, but I 

was curious at their reactions.  

 I had nothing to lose. I meowed. He stopped growling and tilted his head sideways curiously. 

With my head down, I approached the beast, feeling silly and terrified at the same time, as at each step, 

I meowed with apparently the dogs delight, for his short tail wagged excitedly. I reached out and 

touched his head. We were friends. 

 I turned my back to him and retraced my steps. When at the bottom I turned and saw he sat 

watching me, quiet as a mouse. I hoped his earlier ruckus had not wakened anyone or my night and 

perhaps my life was through. But I was so close, I had to continue. 

 The room was tight, barely large enough to hold the large stone coffin in the center. There was 

no furniture, save for a few marble flower vases as far as I could tell by feeling with my hands. Nothing 
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along the walls gave any indication of anything movable. I pushed at the lid of the coffin. No one man 

could move it. I felt underneath the base of the coffin and touched a long metal tool. A crow bar. Of 

course he would need something with which to move the lid by himself.  

 I wedged it under the center and pried it aside. As if being in a mausoleum, at night, in the back 

of  my nemesis's house, was nerve wracking, reaching into the dark recess of a coffin passed all of that. 

I felt two large canvas bags. When I patted the top of one, it moved. Scaly roaches were unnerving to 

touch in total darkness. As I prodded, I heard the solid clink of coins. YES! I had done it. I had broke 

the bank sort of say. I opened one and felt the cool, rich, feel of money. More than a few fell into my 

pocket. I felt a chain, perhaps a necklace, and stuffed that into my pocket. Now to get away with it. 

 Each bag weighed about forty pounds. I tied them together and slung over my neck then across 

my shoulders. I could not travel far with such weight, but I had to go as far as possible. 

 I knew I was in trouble when I was more than winded after making it up the steps. The dog 

crooked his head wondering at my windiness. If I had to make it through the maze they would surly 

catch me. Or finding me passed out from exhaustion. Then the dog came to my side, nudged me, then 

ran down an isle, and pushed through the hedge. I followed him, and on hands and knees, bulldogged 

my way through the hedge and was soon on the edge of the pond.  

 I could walk no more with the weight of the coins, so I threw them in the water. Then made my 

way north, around the pond. A direction they surely would not expect. 

 I spent the the night in an abandoned chicken coup. Noting that it was not abandoned long ago 

by the smell, but it had a roof. I was exhausted but could not sleep, the night's events were harrowing 

and my mind raced with fear even though I had accomplished my goals. 

 Would they find the money? My footprints leading to the pond? Were they smart enough to see 

that my steps were lighter after loosing my load? 

 I had no choice but to rely on my most feeble character...emotion..hope. But I could think of 
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nothing to do, short of exposing myself to capture. 

  

 Dogs were barking and men yelling as the sun lit the horizon. The sounds came from all 

directions. They must have followed my tracks. I pulled on my boots and not knowing which direction 

to run, sat back down and thought. The crackling of brush all around me in the dense woods, warned 

me that if I ran, I might be running straight into them. I picked up a handful of the earth in front of me. 

It smelled bad. And again, not knowing much about dogs, had heard they were used to track men by 

scent. No other options apparent, so I dug a shallow grave and laid in it, placing a loose board over my 

face to allow me to breath.  

 Shorty someone came near. A man shouted. “Search the coop!” 

 The footfalls of man and beast entered. I stilled my breath, even when the dog stepped on me. 

Surely, the dog, being lower to the ground, saw my eyes peering at him under the board, but it just 

sniffed, turned, and led the man away. It was my old friend from the mausoleum. I had him trained, 

now without even a meow. 

 I remained buried so long, the stench of decades of chicken shit was not noticeable. After an 

hour, the sounds long faded, I rose from my grave, looked around and finding the noonday sun too 

bright, retreated back to the coop to wait till dark. I did my best work at night. I knew they would not 

stop looking for me, but I wondered if they found the bags of coins. I would be just for the sake of 

revenge, if they had. There was no choice but to wait. 

 The moon rose slowly. I traveled, walking through the dense forest, heading to the north. After 

several miles I approached The Road to Hackney, a large lane, that even at night held a few travelers. 

Not trusting anyone, I shied away when anyone neared me. I headed west until I hit Bishops Gate and 

reentered the city. 

 I approached Mr Johnathan Speers door, and not knowing if it wise to knock, left a note. Meet 
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me at the alley. 11 tonight. I hoped he knew which alley I spoke of, being the one we had  talked upon 

the night of our first meeting.  

 Later that night, waiting in the darkness of the alley, Johnathan approached. “My dear boy. You 

should have knocked. I was home and did not see your note until I was leaving for dinner.” 

 “I couldn't take the chance.” 

 “Just as well. How did it go?” 

 “Everything was fine until my discovery and flight. I deposited the money in the pond and ran 

for my life. I do not know if they discovered where I threw the bags of coins.” 

 “How much was it?' 

 “I would say about eighty pounds.” 

 “That is all! That is nothing.” 

 I smiled. “The weight. Enough to buy my family's freedom, pay for your loss and much more.” 

 “We must sit tight and hope they didn't find where you tossed the money. When the consortium 

wants delivery of the down payment, Lord Banks will have hell to pay if they haven't found it. You my 

lad, need to disappear for more than a few days. Meet me here in a fortnight at the same time.” 

 “Oh, I nearly forgot.” I reached in my pocked and withdrew a handful of silver crowns with a 

necklace. A small fortune in itself. I looked at the necklace and immediacy knew whose it was. My 

mothers. 

 “Keep it, lad. I have no need. The hope of Bank's downfall will be payment enough for me. If 

you recover the rest from the pond, I will take what he owes me then.” 

 I left high of hopes, and grateful to have Johnathon as an ally. I made my way to the fish 

mongers market where I suspected an old lady, called Mrs. Halibut, often mongered her fish late into 

the night.  

 She was sitting in front of her fish barrels smoking a cheroot. “Good evening, “ I announced. 
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 “Same to you,” she replied through a cloud of exhaled smoke. “What can your midnight belly 

be up for?” 

 “What do you have?” 

 “Got some mighty fine groups and few monks.” 

 “Which is fresher?” 

 She eyed me warily. “Ain't the kind of question a gentleman would be askin' of a lady so far 

into the night.” Then she smiled and winked at me. 

 I had no idea what she meant. “Let me take a grouper. And do you have any fixings?” 

 “A few potatoes, a turnip and some wobbly carrots.” 

 “Great. I will take them. Any pots to cook them in, for sale?” 

 “You want me to come with ya and cook it, too?” She laughed. 

 I hurried home and squeaked by Gwen's door. When I entered my room, Albert awoke. “What 

ya got in the bag?” 

 “A small celebratory feast. I know its late, but are you hungry?” 

 “I'm an orphan, I'm always hungry.” 

 I started the coal afire in the hearth, then placed the pot to boil water. Grouper stew was my 

wife's favorite. I wondered what she ate tonight. Some day we would dine together again. Everything I 

did, was for that purpose. 

 After we ate. I looked at Albert, who was nodding off. “You have any plans after I leave?” 

  He turned to me, fright in his eyes. “You leavin'?” 

 “Not for a few days.” 

 He looked down. “You don't like it here?” Then he took a deep breath. “You don't like me?” 

 I patted his shoulder. “No, I think you are a good lad. There is business that will take me 

elsewhere.” 
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 “Everybody leaves me. My friends, my auntie, and my brother.” 

 “Poor lad. Even your parents?” 

 “Hell no. They died in a fire.” 

 I looked into his eyes and it hit me how lonely and scared he was. No relatives, no friends, job  

nor food. What future could he possibly have? I would leave him my pocketful of shillings when I left. 

 “Can I go?” 

 “I am afraid dangerous work awaits me and I would not want you harmed. You stay here and if I 

survive the next few weeks, I will come back and see what kind of future I can help you with.” 

 “What's a future?” 

 

 The next two weeks dragged by slowly. Further frustrating me by having no knowledge what 

was going on. Did Lord Banks find his money and save his skin? Did the consortium press charges 

against him for creating an uncollateralized, massive debt? Was I still being hunted? Was Johnathan 

Speers safe? Many scenarios played out in my mind and the coming meeting with Johnathan was 

excruciatingly slow in coming.  

 In the meantime, I had been drawn closer to Albert. He was a plucky lad and given the right 

opportunity, could make his way well in the world. I made him some promises that I hoped I could 

keep. Of course, Paula found out I was her neighbor, and the three of us cooked some grand meals. 

When she wasn't talking about sex, she could be quite a proper girl and part of me was drawn to her. 

 The night of the meeting finally arrived. Albert looked asleep as I donned my coat and tucked 

my knife in my pocket. It was a full moon and not to my liking. As I walked, I felt as if I was lit up like 

on stage.  

 I took a shortcut through an alley when I saw a man leaning against the wall, who at my 

appearance stood straight and blocked my way. The moonlight reflected off a large knife. When I 
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turned, I saw my escape cut off by an even larger man wielding a half sword. I felt my knife, but did 

not draw it, yet. It was a familiar situation. 

 “Luvely evening, sir.” 

 My sweat turned cold. Now the similarity was evident, I responded firmly. “I will ask you to 

sheath your weapons and leave. Again.” 

 “Again?” 

 “Yes, I believe we have met before. And if your memory is half as good as mine, you wear deep 

scars to remind you.” 

 The man in front paused. “It's you. The nasty of my dreams. This was ta be bout robin' you, but 

now it's bout revenge. Many a week I prayed for this night.” He yelled back to his brother. “Hey Nigel, 

guess who we got here?' 

 “The Duchess of York? And let me guess, she wants ta raise her skirts for me first.” 

 “No, you nit. It's the alley walker who gave you that pretty scar on yer belly.” 

 “I'll be the Queen's lover, dreams do come true. I ain't been able to eat a square meal since. I 

think of you every time I eat or shit.” 

 “At least you have that. After tonight you will wish you had any life.” I threatened. 

 The man in front walked toward me, his limp surely caused by my slashing of his knee only a 

month ago. “We're gonna take this slow.” He grinned. 

 “As you wish.” Fear shot through me and I reacted instantly. I ran toward the man, brandishing 

my knife. As he swung wildly, I ran up the wall two steps, gaining height, then came downnting my 

knife in the back of his neck. He slumped to the ground. I took a deep breath. 

 The big brother screamed, then rushed me. I pulled the knife out of his brothers neck, but before 

I could respond, the bigger one slashed my arm. I went to one knee when he struck me again. Hot pain 

shot through my side where his sword pierced me. Desperately, I swung my blade and felt purchase, 
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slicing his hand, causing him to drop his sword.   

 He kicked at me. I slashed again. “You ain't leavin' this alley alive,” he said. 

 I struggled to my knees, blood running down my side, my head gone dizzy. I took my knife, 

held it by the tip of its blade, and with my last bit of strength, threw it at him. It struck his throat. But 

still, he came at me. His fist caught me in the jaw, toppling me over, he kicked, then pounced on me 

with the full force of his knee. I heard my ribs snap.  

 I had no defense left. Everything went black. It wasn't sleep. It was a deep swirling darkness I 

was falling into. I felt my body retching. Then nothingness enveloped me. 

 Time lost all measuring until, in the distance, I heard a soft humming. A school girls' song... 
 
 A way we go to London town  
 to meet a gent of our liking 
 If he holds true and does not make me blue,  
 I will soon be wearing his crown. 
 

 I struggled to pry an eye. Only one would open, and beneath a cloth bandage I saw my chest 

similarly wrapped. By me sat a table with a pitcher. These were good indicators that I was still 

alive.“Gwen?” I spoke. 

 She came to me and placed the back of her hand to my forehead. “Better.” 

 “Better? I should be dead.” 

 “Well, ain't better, better than dead?” 

 “How long have I been here?” 

 “Three days now.” 

 I panicked. I had missed my appointment with Johnathan. “How did I get back here?” 

 She tilted her head to Albert, who sat munching on some fried potato skins. “Yep. I saved your 

life,” he said proudly. “And as my reward, I been eatin potatoes in every way I can buy.” 

 “How did you know where to find me?” 
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 “Easy. I followed you. You were puttin' up a good fight till the big one got ya. I tried to help. 

But look at me. I weigh about as much as his arm.” 

 “What happened to him?” 

 “After he kicked you a few times, I suppose your stabbing of him got to him. He fell over.” 

 “Dead?” 

 “Maybe. I wasn't gonna touch him. All I could do to touch your bloody mess.” 

 “Thank you, Albert.” 

  

 Now I wished I had told Johnathan where I was staying. The only way to talk to him, was to 

wait until I healed enough to walk, then leave a note on his door. Or perhaps I could ask Gwen to do it. 

If my plan had worked, there would be no risk, If not, then they would be hunting me like never before.  

I had to assume they would suspect even Johnathan Speers. I could not put her at risk, 

 I healed quickly, though my ribs pained me every time I breathed. Which, unfortunately was 

often. After three days, I was dying to know where I stood, and finding I could, waited till Gwen slept, 

then slipped out into the night.  

 The night was brisk, and the coldness made every breath hurt like a fresh punch. I started to turn 

down the alley of my recent fateful encounter, but paused. If either of them survived, I was in no 

condition to defend myself. So I took a longer route on more exposed streets.  

 It was a busy night, even being this late, for it was May Fair and celebrations went on through 

the night. I passed throngs of revelers who thankfully ignored me. I was jealous of their drunkenness 

and care not attitudes. The men and women, singing, groping, and dancing in the streets. I missed life. I 

missed my family. I missed my freedom to walk the streets with no fear. 

 As I approached Johnathan's home, I noticed two men on the corner, acting way too indifferent. 

It was the way they stood, hands in pockets, though it was not that cold, and the way their eyes turned, 
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but not their heads, to study every passerbyer. They weren't fooling me. They were looking for 

someone. I had to assume it was me. Then the beefier one turned toward me. It was Jack. No mistaking 

the scars upon his head. He was one of the few who knew what I looked like. I had to be extra cautious. 

 Startled by a sound behind me, I grabbed my knife and spun around, ready to fight or run. I saw 

a bare set of toes poking out the bottom edge on the corner. They were small feet, but I kept my knife at 

the ready.  

 I inched up along the wall and slowly peered around the corner. “Albert, what are you doing 

here? You following me again?” 

 “I always do. Got to look out for ya.” 

 “And what good could you do if I ran afoul?” 

 “I would drag you home to have Gwen fix you up. Again.” 

 I thought for a moment. My intense desire to know where my plan stood was overwhelming. I 

had to find out the status of Lord Banks. Only Johnathan would have that information. 

 “Albert. I want  you to do something for me.” 

 “That's why I'm here.” 

 “Very casually, walk over to that white house with the brass at the bottom of the door and slip 

this note under the kick-plate.” 

 “Sure. But whats casually mean?” 

 “Act like yourself. Don't look around or act suspicious.” 

 “Yes, sir. What's suspicious?” 

 “Just walk slowly to that door and deliver this note.” 

 He took the note from my hand and walked away...slowly. So ridiculously slow, that if my life 

were not on the line, I would have laughed. I wanted to yell out for him to speed up, but the men on the 

corner were now watching this odd march. He took long, slow, steps, such as a fusilier on parade, while 
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keeping his head down. I feared I had put him in harm's way. 

 I breathed a sigh of relief, as when he approached the door, the two men turned their attention 

elsewhere. Then I jumped at the loud sound of Albert kicking at the door. He shoved the note under the 

door, looked at the men who had turned back to him, and ran. He could not have been any more 

obvious, lest he had a King's trumpeter announce him. 

 I ducked deeper into the alley as the men walked hurriedly toward Johnathan's door. I assumed 

they were as perplexed by the orphan's display as I. Seeing nothing, they shrugged and returned to their 

vigilance on the corner. 

 I walked away as fast as my wounded body would allow.  

 Upon my return to the tenant house, Albert met me at our door abeam with pride. “How'd I do?” 

 I tapped him of the head with a knuckle. “Ow. Why you do that?” 

 “Because, Albert you are an idiot.” 

 “But I did....” 

 “Let me finish. What the hell was that walk? Were you trying to gain attention? And..and let me 

guess, you think a kick-plate is for kicking.” 

 “What's it for?” 

 I was incensed. “Well it is, but I didn't tell you to kick the hell out of it. Or even kick it at all.” 

 “Then...” 

 “I simply wanted you to shove the note under it. Not alarm the whole neighborhood.” 

 “Why didn't you say so? And what's wrong with the way I walk?” 

 I took a deep breath. I needed to eat, then lay down. 

 “So, no thanks?” He asked. 

 I shook my head. “Yes, Albert, you ...pulled it off. Our mission was a success.” 

 “All because...” 
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 “Of you. Albert the Great. The stealthiest orphan in London.” 

 He smiled. “What's stealthy?” 

              

 I waited impatiently for the night. Johnathan had yet to appear. I was tired and nodding off 

when I heard a tapping on my door. 

 Albert jumped up to open it before I could stop him. Gwen entered. “There's a gent in my room 

waiting on you. He must be your kin, as he has no interest in me either.” 

 I rushed to meet him, eager for the news. 

 “Henery...Peter. Great to see you!” We hugged. I winced. “Sorry, lad, who roughed you up? 

Couldn't have been by Banks orders.”  

 I smiled. That could only mean one thing. “We were successful?” 

 “Not only successful. They locked up Banks with no bail. Seems several other men on the 

consortium were judges and they know more about Banks history than I thought. They did not trust to 

let him free for a penny.   

 “So we won!” 

 “Well, short of you getting the money. And Banks men may still be working for him. It's hard to 

tell. It seems logical that anyone who worked for Banks would know of the mausoleum and the money  

that you stole.” 

 “So his men could still be after me.” 

 “If you were them, wouldn't you? It is an awful amount of money.” 

 “I suppose. What can I do?” 

 “Ever heard the expression 'take the money and run?” 

 “Firstly, we don't know for sure there are any of Banks men around looking for me. And 

secondly, I do not know if the money is still in the pond.” 
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 “What are you waiting for?” He looked at me seriously. 

 “Night.”  

 

 I went back toward the tenant house to wait for darkness. I was only a few blocks away when I 

smelled, then saw, smoke. As I rounded the corner to Tooley Street, I saw flames reaching into the sky, 

devouring what was left of the old and thin timbers of what was once a two-story house. Sam's tenant 

house was but a black skeleton, licked by swirling flames. Gwen! Albert! 

 I ran to the building but was thrown back by the heat. Nothing could have survived in the 

inferno. 

 A large crowd had gathered. A bucket line stood still with hopeless looks on their blackened 

faces. In short time, there was nothing left but smoking timbers and ashes knee high. I turned up my 

collar and drifted back behind the crowd. I felt as if someone had torn out my stomach. Two lost souls 

so little like me, but so similar in circumstances, gone. I would have to wait for the bone cart to see if 

Gwen and Albert numbered among the dead.  

 I had never prayed, but I had no choice. I could not succumb to hope, so I said a few silent 

words. “If there is anyone listening. I sure could use a favor. Some evil men are trying to kill me, but 

they have wrongly killed two innocents. Two tough orphans making their way in this world. I'll owe you 

one if you could see to it that they are alright.” 

 I felt a little ashamed of myself for reaching out to something I did not believe in, but it was 

worth it if it worked by some miracle. I half expected for little Albert to be tugging on my hand asking. 

“Where we gonna live now?” Or Gwen whispering to me. “Now's your chance.” 

 But it didn't happen. Two innocent people were probably dead because of me. I lost my two new 

companions and my only place to live.  

 I made my way up Bishops Gate and down Slaughter Lane with renewed purpose. The revenge 
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count had risen. I passed only a few late travelers, as these roads were often where highwaymen plied 

their trade in the dark. Robbing travelers and farmers alike. Finally, I saw the pond and headed straight 

to a clump of bushes to hide for a moment. I sat and listened intently, making sure no one followed me. 

I heard a bark to my right and wondered if it was Bank's dog. Would I have to go through that again, or 

would he remember me as a friendly cat?” 

 After an hour it was dark enough, so I made my way around to the east side of the pond. Seeing 

a great many footprints in the mud, I figured the men had searched thoroughly. Had they found the 

bags? Panic seized me. I was so close to completing this nightmare.  

 I sat on the ground, pulled off my boots and wadded into the cold water. With my toes I 

searched, it now being waist deep. I stubbed upon a few rocks until I nudged what had to be a coin-

filled canvas bag. Then the other. I held my breath and reached down, my head going under water and 

grabbed a bag, it still attached to the other. They were heavier than I remembered.  

 I drug them ashore, the whole while looking around. It would be sad luck to retrieve the money 

only to have some of Banks men lying in wait to take the money and put me under water, never to be 

found or anyone to know my fate. I brushed the thought away and returned with vigor to the task at 

hand. 

 I put my boots back on, slipped the rope across my shoulders, and let the bags hang on my 

chest. It would be a brutally long walk. I leaned forward under the weight and soon realized I would 

not make it all the way back to London tonight. 

 I sat and rested beside a large oak. Where would I go once I was back in London? I could not 

tramp the streets with a fortune about my shoulders. Besides, I had nowhere to sleep, let alone hide. It 

would not be wise to stay at Johnathan's, even if I made it there.  

 I reached a decision, stood, took the next path off the road, and walked a few hundred paces 

until I came to a stream. I found a soft bank, took my knife out, and dug a knee-deep hole, took another 
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handful of coins and put them in my pocket, then buried the bags and covered them with moss. 

 Now I had not only a safe hoard, but bargaining power if caught. 

 I slept on the soft bank of the stream, the air was cold, but I was warmed that my mission was 

almost complete and my family would be saved. Everything would be perfect if my two friends were 

still alive. 

 The next morning I awoke, faced the light and started my trek back to London. For the first time 

in months, I did not fear the sunlight. I walked straight and proud, picturing the faces of my family 

when I came to settle their debt and set them free. We would buy back our house and life would be like 

it once was. But I had the nagging feeling that my thirst for revenge needed to be sated, first. 

 I walked with purpose straight to Johnathan's door and knocked. 

 He opened and greeted me. “My God, Peter. You do place stress on your friends. How did it 

go?” 

 “Splendidly. I found them, then safely re-hid the money.” 

 “Great idea.” 

 “It may be safe, but I can not say that about the young friends I lost.” 

 “In the fire?” 

 “Yes.” 

 “I am sorry for your loss, they seemed close to you and as you know, in this world, that is most 

important. I hope you feel the same about me.” 

 “I do. I would not be here if not for your friendship.” 

 “Come in. Let us sit and talk, Peter. Can I call you that now?” 

 “Please. I think I have less to fear and now I have procured a great deal of leverage.” 
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 Chapter 31 

 Turned out leverage was not needed. Once Lord Banks was hauled off, yelling and kicking to 

debtors prison, his men had vanished from London. Nevertheless, I kept a wary eye, a habit that would 

be hard to lose. 

 My wife and I legally wed the day she and my parents were released. I would never be apart 

from her again. We left soon after for Brighton on the Channel, for some much needed alone time. A 

month later, as we prepared our journey back to London, she promised me she was with child. I was 

never so happy.  

 Upon return, I joined in business with my father. We opened Gray and Son Merchants Trading 

Company. Designed to fulfill the trading gaps the East Indian Company could not. 

 One morning, my father asked me to accompany him for a stroll. We shied away from business 

talk. He asked, “Son are you quelled of your revenge?” 

 I thought for a moment. “To a degree. Or at least not as fervent as before.” 

 He stopped and looked at me seriously. “I am not quelled. Come with me.” 

 Shortly we came before Southwark Debtors House. A place full of of remembrances of great 

pain to me and my family. I looked at my father and knew I should ask no questions. 

 We entered the front of the building, something I had never done before. The palatially large 

house built by Henry the VIII, who never lived in it, sold it to Bertermore Frenckenberg, who later 

bequeathed it to the Germans who made it their Embassy, and when England fell out with Germany, the 

King took it over and sold it as a debtors prison. In the house's downward spiral, it had become a 

smelly, rusty, moldy house, with little of its former glory. Some of the grandeur of the foyer still 

remained, though now covered with age and filth. The rooms along the hallway were used to hold the 

temporary ones' as they were called. People who could not come up with rent and therefore were to be 
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sent to Virginia to pick tobacco or worse, to Australia where, it was rumored, they were fed to 

kangaroos and Tasmanian Devils. 

 My heart went out to those poor souls. Depending on the outcome of whatever my father had 

planned from this meeting, he was secretive about that, I would look into each case personally and see 

what I could do. Now that my family's property and wealth was restored, I had funds left over for a bit 

of charity. Not that I had much respect for anyone who borrowed or stole money and did not return it, 

the horrible treatment was not justified. 

 That thought had barely left when I heard a child crying. So young they were locking them up 

these days. There was no charity for the poor or orphaned. The churches turned a blind eye to the 

suffering of our most helpless. A child growing up in these circumstance, had little chance to have a 

fruitful life. 

 A few steps on and I heard a woman pleading. “Please sir. Help me.” 

 I approached the door. My father, colder than me to such pleading, continued down the hall. I 

realized that most of the doors had large cracks running their height so a person could see out, but not 

get out. 

 “What are you in here for?” I asked. 

 “My husband took to gambling and lost everything. When they arrested him, he hanged himself 

in this very room and now they want me to pay his debt. Me being his wife. I can do nothing to save 

myself. Please sir, help me” 

 I handed her a crown, which she grabbed greedily “I promise I will see what I can do.” 

 I had barely taken a step, when I turned back to ask her name. I heard a mans voice say, 

“Hanged myself. Damn, woman, your story gets better every day.” 

 I shook my head, reminded why such prisons were needed, lest our whole society would fall 

apart. I started after my father, when someone called my name. “Henery. Is that you?” A child's voice 
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asked. 

 I tried to ignore it, for I had already been rused and my trust was ebbing. I kept walking as he 

called out to me. The voice was familiar, but muffled through the crack. Something suddenly sparked 

in me and I hurried back to the direction of the call. When I approached, I heard Gwen's voice say. “So 

they finally got you?” 

 I laughed with relief and happiness. “Albert with you?” 

 “Of course. He's like trying to get rid of a boil. He goes by Albert the Great, I thank you very 

little for that.” 

 “You both well?” 

 “As well as not, ceptin the food. We got used to your shiny shilling meals.” 

 Albert's face appeared in the crack. “I can't afford rent here, being you stopped paying me 

yours. You ow me five shillings, and six pence.” 

 “Mighty high rent for something that burned down.” I smiled. 

 “Well that's a short story. I tried to bake a potato outside of the hearth.” Albert hung his head. 

“Where they catch you?” 

 “Now that is a longer story. With a much better ending, I presume.” 

 “Presume? They say I'll be a 'bacco picker in a few weeks, livin in a mud hut in Virgina.” 

 “Do not worry.” I left and looked about for a keeper, then found him asleep in a large closet. 

Nothing personal against him, but I kicked him awake. 

 “And who the hell might you be?” 

 I had no answer at the moment. I suspected what my father was up to, but he had not privileged 

me with his course.“Hold that question. I will be back shortly.” 

 Approaching Jasper Friendsworth's open door, I heard my father's voice. They were chatting 

like old friends. “Do you remember that maid who...” Jasper stopped when he saw me enter. He played 
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happy to receive me. “Peter, my good friend. So joyed for your good fortune.” 

 I kept quiet, lest my temper derail what my fathers plan was. He shot me an eye, which 

confirmed to keep my mouth shut. I sat on the only other chair in the room. An old apple barrel. 

 “So how is our esteemed guest faring?” Father asked. It appeared he had not gotten to the gist of 

the meeting. 

 “Oh, he checked out...you might say. Hear say he got aboard a ship to America. He had 

consumption and he thought the clean air over there would help.” 

 “Not to mention the distance from us and the law,” I added. 

 Jasper laughed uncomfortably. “The trip would just prolong his agonizing death, I pray. Hear if 

you're that sick, the Yankees won't even let you in. Probably will send him to Australia, if he lives that 

long. Shame, I rather enjoyed my position over him, despite all his threats.” 

 “Terrible way to die. But for him, I won't worry much.” I added. 

 “Mr. Friendsworth.” My father spoke. “We are here on another matter. Though I could fault you 

for letting him leave; he is a dead man either way. My revenge.” He gave Jasper a hard look. “For him, 

is sated.” He unfolded a parchment from his pocket. “Seems you, Jasper Friendsworth, are in arrears on 

the repayment of a loan, for which I credited you to buy this house of debt.” 

 “Yes, but...” 

 “Please. I will be civil about this. I can either prosecute you, and have you interred here, or you 

can sign over the full value of this business. You have done a mediocre job of running it. I may keep 

you on as the landlord. You will need a job to pay me back. Or you can be a tenant if you wish.” 

 After we left, I asked father to wait in the hall. 

 I reentered Jasper's office. “I have a matter to speak of you.” 

 A fearful look took hold of his face. “You don't mean because I...” 

 “No, nothing from our past. You hold a pair of orphans here.” 
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 “Yes a young boy and delicious girl. The boy is gone tomorrow but the girl can stay as she has, 

lets say...imaginative ways to pay the rent.” 

 I approached him, forcing a smile upon my face, then held out my hand as if to shake it. When 

he did, I punched him square in the face. He went to one knee, blood spurting on the dirty floor. “I 

suppose you know them.” 

 “Yes, they will be released to my custody.” 

 “As you wish, sir.” 

 My father obviously either heard the conversation or the punch. “You good with Jasper now?” 

 “Well, it was about another matter. How do you feel about Jasper working for you?” 

 “I would rather have him working for me than against. He is a weak man, and I can not fault 

him too much for bending to Lord Bank's commands. After all, he did help in locking Banks up. 

Although his escape was suspicious.” 

 As we left, my father looked at me. “I do not know about you, but my revenge is satisfied. And 

you, son?” 

 I thought for a moment. “Yes, I believe so. Though I still pang for the people who got hurt or 

killed along the way.” 

 “The ship explosion?” 

 “Not so much. They were a rough lot.” 

 “Your young orphan friends?” 

 “I have not had time to tell you. They are alive! And here.” 

 “Then go get them. We will have a grand feast tonight.” 

 I hurried down the hall, opened the closet and booted the keeper. “Wake! Release the two 

orphans in room number two.” 

 He sat up stiffly, a bit of drool marking where is head had just departed. “And again, who might 
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you be?” 

 “Your new boss. Now hurry and release my friends.” 

 I stood by the front door, waiting impatiently. Finally they appeared, Albert holding Gwen's 

hand. I approached them, dying to hug them both.  

 Albert spoke first. “You going to pay up?” Albert put his hand his hands to his hips, 

confrontationaly waiting for my reply. I refrained from physical contact and stood before him. “I 

suppose you are referring to the rent I owe you?” 

 “Don't know that word, referring, but you've got that right.” I could see him holding back a 

smile and knew he wanted a hug as much as I. Gwen, on the other hand, came and hugged me like we 

were long lost lovers, her hand grabbing my butt like it was hers.  

 “You can not charge me for living in a place that has long since burned to ashes?” I asked, my 

smile belying my true feelings. 

“A deal's a deal.” He laughed. I picked him up and squeezed him like he was my son. 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  


