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	TO LUCASTA, GOING TO THE WARS

	 

	Tell me not Sweet I am unkind

	That from the nunnery

	Of thy chaste breast and quiet mind

	To war and arms I fly.

	 

	True, a new mistress now I choose,

	The first foe in the field.

	And with a stronger faith embrace

	A sword, a horse, a shield.

	 

	Yet this inconstancy is such

	As you too shall adore

	I could not love thee dear so much

	Loved I not honor more.

	 

	Richard Lovelace, British poet

	(1618-1657)

	 

	 


 

	Chapter One

	 

	Secretary of War Edwin Stanton summoned to his inner office the man who functioned as his head investigator and clandestine counter-spy. A violent pro-secessionist movement in the North threatened to siphon off troops from the battlefields of the war against the Confederate States. The Union government needed to take drastic measures to combat its sponsors, a faction of the Democratic Party known as Copperheads.  

	Lafayette C. Baker, chief of the National Detective Service, wore a heavy reddish beard and with his dark piercing eyes, conferred an appearance both ruthless and intimidating to those who came under his scrutiny. Secretary Stanton employed Baker for precisely the reason that the man had a reputation as a cunning and remorseless pursuer of criminals, saboteurs and spies. The present suspension of the Constitutional guarantees of habeas corpus and the right of the accused to a speedy trial well-suited Baker’s investigative methods.

	“I have asked you here to bring myself up to date with your activities,” the Secretary began. “I am getting more and more concerned about this so-called Copperhead movement. It has become a decided menace to our war effort. They place every obstacle in the path of victory for the Union. Even though they call themselves ‘Peace Democrats’, they have become a cover organization for many treacherous and subversive elements in our country.”

	“I’m quite well aware of the menace they pose, Mr Secretary,” Baker said.

	Stanton continued: “Not only are they political gadflies, but they sponsor outright criminal endeavors and treasonous acts in the Northern States. In addition, I also have a firm belief that their movement has been infiltrated by the Confederate spy service. They cause disruption at every turn, obstructing the conscription law, and all our efforts at recruitment for the army now hard-pressed for manpower. Do you have any current proposals to deal with these people?”

	Baker strove to conceal his exasperation with the Secretary who took up valuable time lecturing and questioning him, when as chief of Federal law enforcement he had critical investigations to conduct. More aware of present-day developments even than he would admit to his boss, Baker had begun gathering files on not only criminal enterprises and Confederate spy rings, but also on highly placed government officials and ranking military personnel suspected of conspiring with the enemy. His recent experiences had convinced him that well-placed informants sympathetic to the Southern cause had betrayed the Union and leaked secrets to Richmond. 

	He sought to deflect Stanton’s probing questions and tedious commentary by focusing attention on more mundane matters. “Let me assure you, Mr Secretary, that even now I have information concerning a gang of counterfeiters who operate in New York City and who, I am sure, are in contact with the rebel government in Richmond.”

	“I am well pleased, General, with the strides your organization has made, having begun with so little resources. It is admirable how you have pursued those engaged in printing bogus issues of our new paper currency. This crime could eventually impact the whole economy, just another reason to pursue these criminals relentlessly. However …”

	Baker interrupted his boss: “I just wanted to say, Mr Secretary, my staff and I are drawing up plans to infiltrate this ring. That and other secret missions are still in the early stages of development. In addition, my detectives have recently smashed a ring of conspirators plotting assassinations and other dastardly acts.”

	“Yes, I did read that report,” the Secretary said nodding in agreement. “Secretary Chase was the target of that cowardly deed. Wasn’t some young soldier instrumental …?”

	Baker interjected his answer: “Indeed, Mr Secretary, and the same youngster not only disrupted the attempted murder of Secretary Chase, but uncovered the whole ring for us while operating undercover. We count it as a major success, and we’ll try to use him against the counterfeiters if all goes according to plan.”

	“Just a boy, isn’t he? Wounded and assigned to provost duty while convalescing.”

	“That’s the one, unusually precocious and clever for one so youthful. How long he will be of value to us under the pressure of undercover work has yet to be determined. I have at least one more assignment for him.”

	“Would that be in New York?” Stanton asked.

	“Yes, we believe he would be more likely to gain the confidence of the criminal gang than someone more mature.”

	Stanton scratched his beard, and narrowed his eyes. He stared off into the space above Baker’s head. “That sounds like a perilous assignment for a young, inexperienced soldier.”

	“Mr Secretary, he would be in greater danger on the front lines in an infantry regiment. He’s a soldier – if called upon to give his life while with us it is no more than he can expect otherwise.”

	“M-mm,” the Secretary mused. “You believe he would be in peril of losing his life, and you would send him in anyway?”

	“There is always that risk, but if some gangsters kill him, all the more opportunity for us to counter with a fierce response, and give us a reason to destroy them utterly in retribution. He is, after all just a private soldier. Aren’t we sacrificing them by the trainload in some of these horrific assaults our men are called upon to undertake?”

	“I’m not sure I always approve of your methods, but you do get the job done,” Stanton said.

	Near the end of his patience, Baker said: “We are engaged in a deadly struggle with people who desire nothing more than our heads on stakes. These are desperate times …”

	“I know, I know, General, no need to sermonize.” Stanton cleared his throat in obvious annoyance at the interruption. “However, as I started to say – however,” he added for emphasis, “there is one more potentially explosive situation of which you should be aware. The principal reason I called you here today is to stress that the government’s concern about this Copperhead business, or ‘Peace Democrats’ as they like to call themselves, comes straight from the White House. Not long ago, while at a meeting with the President, we came to learn that an entire shipment of brand new Spencer Rifles was stolen from a train in upstate New York. The rifles, cases of them, together with enough munitions to start another war, are missing and no one knows where they went.”

	“I must admit, Mr Secretary, this is something of which I was not aware.”

	“Precisely, but we are fairly certain, through information from Army Command, that they have not made their way south. Which leads us to believe they are to be used somewhere in the north. So, among your other pressing duties, we would like you and your staff to find this shipment before another catastrophe such as an armed uprising ensues.

	“The president said at that recent cabinet meeting, and I can quote him here: ‘More than the fire at the front, I fear the fires at my back even more.’ You know to what he refers. The efforts by these traitors to split off the western states from the Union would be disastrous if it succeeded.” 

	“We will do our best to assure that doesn’t occur, Mr Secretary.”

	“Very well, General, I’ll leave it in your capable hands. Good day to you, sir, and keep me abreast of developments.” Stanton rose from behind his desk to signal the meeting had ended. The two men shook hands.

	Baker fixed his stovepipe hat firmly on his head. “You will be the first to know of any developments, Mr Secretary, and I bid you good day.”

	He collected his detective bodyguard from outside the Secretary’s office and strode from the building. His carriage and driver waited for him on the street in front of the War Office.

	“Straight back to the office, Oliver,” he told the driver, who snapped the reins to start the horses into a rapid trot.

	Back at his headquarters, the General pushed through doors and trod down the corridor at a brisk pace. He found Detective Sidney Wilson at his desk, preparing reports. 

	“Wilson,” he snapped.

	The experienced investigator stood to attention at the appearance of his boss. “Yes sir?” 

	“Has that Private Madigan returned from his leave?” the General asked

	“We expect him momentarily, sir. The train he should have taken is due in Washington this afternoon.”

	“Well find him. We’ve got work to do. The Secretary of War himself is starting to light a presidential fire under us, as if we didn’t have sufficient motivation as it is.”

	“Yes, sir,” Wilson agreed, and reached for his coat.

	“Use the one-horse buggy from the stable and get down to the station. Find him and bring him to our secure house. I want his briefing to commence immediately.”

	“Yes, sir,” Wilson repeated.

	“He’d better return on time,” the General muttered half to himself, “or we’ll add his name to the already long list of deserters.”

	“Yes, sir,” Wilson said, hastening to the stable and hoping he found Madigan soon.

	Baker summoned another aide. 

	“Schultz,” he barked.

	“Sir?”

	“Has the Army made any noise about us returning that Madigan kid we co-opted?”

	“Not that I’ve heard, sir. More likely they’ve forgotten about him, given the Army’s penchant for fouled-up bureaucracy.”

	“You’re probably right, let’s not do anything to remind them, at least until we complete this operation in New York.”

	“Yes, sir,” the detective replied and went back to his desk. 

	Baker called out to no one in particular: “Do we have anyone keeping an eye on that rebel spy ring up in Canada?”

	A voice from further back in the office shouted: “That would be the Army, sir. They aren’t prone to tell us anything.”

	“No surprise there,” Baker murmured in a cynical aside to the men around him, who judiciously kept their heads bent to their respective tasks.

	 


 

	Chapter Two

	 

	Johnny Madigan started up the steps of the Treasury Building when the two sentries barred his way with crossed rifles, bayonets affixed. 

	“State your business,” one sentry demanded.

	Johnny stopped when he realized he no longer had any military identification and could not explain his status. Not wishing to find himself taken into custody until the Provost Marshal verified his explanation; he acknowledged the sentries’ challenge with a wave of his hand and turned to depart. He remembered the admonition he had received from General Baker not to disclose his past assignment to anyone. Wearied by the long train ride from New York and the walk to Treasury, Johnny paused on the roadway in front of the columned edifice which doubled as both the national center of the United States Treasury Department and the wartime Provost Marshal’s headquarters of the Washington, DC military district. Unsure where to report, he turned and trudged along Pennsylvania Avenue in the direction of the White House now heavily guarded by blue-uniformed soldiers. 

	A one-horse carriage clattered up beside him and stopped. Johnny glanced at the driver and recognized him. 

	The man called out: “Madigan, hop aboard.”

	Johnny levered himself onto the carriage seat, the driver snapped the reins and the horse took up a slow canter.

	“Detective Wilson,” Johnny said, with a nod of recognition.

	The man replied: “Yes, Private Madigan.”

	“How did you know where to find me?” Johnny asked.

	“We knew when you would return, counting on your being prompt as usual. We watched the schedule of the trains from Hoboken and when you got off today, I followed you to the Treasury Building.”

	Johnny didn’t answer, realizing that once again the Service had subjected him to a test of his ability to follow orders and his willingness to keep to the schedule set for him. The detectives with whom he had recently been assigned waited to see if he returned on time from his brief furlough and whether he would report to the unit from which they had co-opted him those many weeks before.

	A long silence ensued. Wilson spoke again: “Enjoy your trip to New York?”

	Johnny nodded. “It was okay. Got to see a girl I’m sweet on.”

	“Anything out of the ordinary happen?” Wilson asked exhibiting the same imperturbability Johnny remembered.

	Johnny glanced over at the impassive face beside him, partially obscured by a bristling mustache and shadowed by the brim of a black bowler hat. The detective kept his eyes focused ahead as he urged the horse on with light taps of the reins.

	“Actually …” Johnny began.

	Wilson regarded him with a side long look. “Yes?”

	Johnny understood from the question that the police in New York had telegraphed the National Detective Service to report an incident they had investigated involving a soldier in civilian clothes who had shot a street tough to deter a robbery.

	“I suppose you know by now, I shot a man who tried to hold me up and tried to assault the girl I was with. I explained to them how I came to own a pistol, but nothing about what I had been doing.”

	“The General will require a full report in writing when we get to our office.”

	“Of course,” Johnny said. Then he added, “It would have ended badly for me if I wasn’t armed.”

	“No doubt,” the detective said. “You can explain it all to General Baker.”

	Johnny decided to forebear from asking questions about his future until they arrived at their destination and he had written his report to the General. 

	Wilson asked him: “New York pretty bad after the riot?”

	“Parts of it were badly damaged by fire. A lot of people killed when the troops arrived. The city police were sometimes overwhelmed by the sheer numbers of rioters.”

	They lapsed into silence once again until the carriage stopped in front of the non-descript building that housed the secure house of the plainclothes detective unit which had plucked him from his uniform assignment and plunged him into the shadowy world of undercover police work.

	Wilson dismounted the carriage and tethered the horse. “Take your things upstairs to the small bedroom. You’ll spend the night and we’ll get to work on your report in the morning. We’ll have dinner and you can get some sleep.”

	Johnny nodded, took the cloth bag that carried his meager belongings and entered the house where he had first met his boss, General Lafayette Baker. He found the room he had occupied when taken there some months before by Detective Wilson. The familiar stale, musty odor hung in the air.

	 

	 

	Early the next morning Detective Wilson awakened Johnny. They had a quick breakfast of hard rolls and coffee and Johnny sat at the table to compose a report of the events which had taken place during his leave in New York.

	Wilson read it over. 

	“I’ll forward this to the General. He may want some further clarification.”

	Johnny nodded, uncertain whether the incident in which he had become embroiled would cause the General to question his judgment. The front door opened and closed almost noiselessly. A voice he recognized called out to him: “Morning Madigan, enjoy your little vacation?” 

	“It was fine, sir,” Johnny replied.

	Detective Schultz strode into the kitchen where Johnny sat with Detective Wilson. 

	“The General’s busy this morning, he sent me over to get you prepared for your next assignment. Think you’re ready?”

	“I’m sure I am,” Johnny said. Quiet relief coursed through him at the prospect of once again working with the men he had come to trust and admire.

	Wilson stood up. “I’m going to telegraph this report to the General.”

	“Had a little dust-up in New York there?” Schultz asked.

	“Yes, sir, I wrote it all down for Detective Wilson.”

	“I’ll read it after he telegraphs it to the boss. Meanwhile, the General may want to send you back north again.”

	While he studied Schultz’s face for a hint of what might lie behind his taciturn bearded features, Johnny waited for the detective to continue.

	“You may know that there are many serious threats to the war effort afoot in our country. Not the least of which is the traffic in counterfeit money, as well as the growing anti-draft movement. You’ve seen the result during your few days in New York.”

	Johnny acknowledged Schultz’s comments with nod. “I saw the damage caused by the rioters and heard about the deaths among the mobs and also their victims.”

	“I don’t suppose you’ve heard much about the other problems. Counterfeit money is being printed at an alarming rate. It will eventually cause the collapse of the economy if it isn’t brought under control.”

	“No,” Johnny said. “I haven’t learned much about that.”

	“There are organized gangs that not only print fake money but circulate forged Treasury bills. Our idea is to place someone they wouldn’t suspect in the midst of one of the gangs to identify the conspirators.”

	“You want me to do that?”

	“Our information is that they often work hand in glove with other elements trying to undermine the government. They not only profit from their illegal enterprise but hope to cause an economic disaster for the Union sufficient to halt the war. You’ve heard of the so-called Copperhead movement?”

	“It’s in the newspapers up there. I don’t know too much about it except that they’re sympathetic to the rebels.”

	“They do their best to disrupt troop morale, discourage enlistments and persuade men to avoid the draft.”

	Wilson reentered the room. “I’ve telegraphed the General about your arrival and your account of what happened to you and what you did. I expect to hear back from him sometime today. I don’t think he’s displeased, except that he would prefer that in the future you didn’t draw attention to yourself.”

	“I understand, sir, but I …”

	“No need to explain now, Madigan. Save it for the General. If he wants any further details he’ll ask. I should also tell you that you are not being sent back to the army. The General prefers that we don’t take the risk of having your activities discussed beyond our small group.”

	Johnny began to protest: “I would never …”

	“We couldn’t afford your being captured and forced to disclose your previous duties, as remote as that possibility is. We don’t want any speculation among our own men either, about your disappearance from the provost detail if you were returned to duty in uniform. Loose banter among the troops would be just as dangerous if rumors fell on enemy ears. In any event, you might be just what we need to penetrate these conspiracies. We believe they are clever enough to suspect a mature adult who suddenly appears among them. You, however, may deflect suspicion by posing as a deserter or someone avoiding the draft. Those instructions will come later.”

	Wilson asked: “I assume you still have the pistol we gave you?”

	“Absolutely,” Johnny answered. “It’s upstairs in my bag.”

	“Fine, just want to be sure the police didn’t confiscate it.”

	“No, they returned it after they verified that I had been assigned to General Baker in an undercover role.”

	“That’s good. The time may come when you will need it. We hope it never comes to that but you have it just in case. I don’t have to tell you to be judicious in its use.”

	“I hope I never need to use a gun again,” Johnny answered.

	“Fine,” Wilson said. “Now, you’ll remain here with us for the time being. There’s a great deal of work to be done once the General tells us to proceed.”

	Johnny settled into the cramped room, now his quarters again, where he had slept during his previous stay in the house. The solitary three-drawer dresser, a narrow cot and an oil lamp on a night-stand in one corner comprised the sparse furnishings. The food prepared by the detectives assigned to stay with him in rotation consisted of plain fare but surpassed the fat-back and hard tack of the army field rations. Pangs of guilt still welled up when he thought back to his comrades in the 88th Regiment, many of whom had died or were wounded on the slopes of Marye’s Heights at Fredericksburg. Recalling that through the mercy of the Almighty and the courage of the intrepid First Sergeant, he, among the few rescued from that dreadful killing ground, had survived. He had also learned that hundreds more from his regiment and the rest of the Irish Brigade had met their deaths in subsequent bitter engagements. Knowing that he made some small contribution to ending the war afforded him a slight measure of consolation. No nostalgia lingered in him for the cold, the snow, the drenching rain, the mud, the long hours of tedium and the sudden terror of battle during his brief time in the military; no soldier ever wished to relive it. He mourned for the men around him who had lost their lives, vowing to conduct himself in a manner worthy of their memory no matter what his assignment.

	His instruction began immediately upon their receipt of a telegraphed message from the General. Detectives Wilson and Schultz taught him a new cipher he would use to communicate with his back-up agents. They briefed him on the background of the gangs he would be sent to infiltrate and the rudiments of the intricacies of currency counterfeiting now so rampant in the country. A quick outline of the politics of the anti-war and anti-draft movements rounded out his instruction to familiarize him with the jargon and methods of the law-breakers now bent on the destruction of the Union so many had suffered and died to preserve.

	Finally, both detectives took part in the most important phase of Johnny’s briefing. “Our present target is a gang operating in New York City, on the Lower East Side, to be precise. We know you are familiar with that neighborhood. As serious as the counterfeiting business is and as detrimental to the country,” Schultz continued, “we believe that this particular ring is involved in more sinister and potentially damaging activities. We have information from sources in New York that the gang is in contact with the Confederates and plans are afoot to cause the nation real harm. Our immediate problem is that we do not know what exactly it is they are cooking up. We cannot get our informants any closer to the criminals for fear that he or they might be known to the ringleader. We chose you for this job because you would be considered an outsider.”

	Johnny spoke up: “I did grow up in that neighborhood. I know it pretty well.”

	“Right and your story will be that you have been away for a while and returned looking for work. We are going to assign you a code name which we will use to communicate with you,” Detective Schultz informed him. “You will introduce yourself to those whom you meet as Johnny Sullivan, just as you did before, but in our coded messages to you we will use the designation ‘Caleb 13’.”

	“Caleb 13, Johnny repeated. “Does that have any special meaning?”

	Detective Wilson smiled. “Never heard of Caleb?”

	“I’m not sure I ever did,” Johnny answered.

	“In the Bible, Old Testament, Book of Numbers, Chapter Thirteen, Moses sent spies into the land of Canaan to scout and report back to him before he led his people there.”

	“And Caleb was one of them.” Johnny nodded in understanding.

	“Right, he sent one from each tribe. Caleb was chosen from the tribe of Judah. No other special significance except it is an easy name to remember and not many people would make the connection between a minor name in the Good Book and one of our agents. So ‘Caleb 13’, in case any of our messages fall into the wrong hands.”

	Johnny set about to commit to memory the cipher code assigned to him. He could never carry anything in written form to refresh his recollection once in the field. He taught himself a mnemonic device to help recall the sequence of letters designed to disguise messages he received and for transmission to his superiors. On his last night before departure for New York, Wilson and Schultz prepared a meal of roast chicken, potatoes, and vegetables, with fruit compote for dessert. As the meal ended General Baker came through the front door. The men at the table stood at once.

	“Please remain seated everyone,” he said. They all resumed their seats. The General addressed Johnny: “I’ve read your report of the encounter in New York. We’ll put it all behind us for now. I know in the situation in which you found yourself violence was virtually unavoidable.”

	“Yes, sir,” Johnny replied.

	“In future you must remain as inconspicuous as possible. From now on you cannot attract undo attention.”

	”I understand, General.”

	Baker introduced the man who had entered with him. “This is Detective Reginald Donellan. He will travel to New York at the same time as you. Do not contact one another or acknowledge one another on the trip. You will be provided with a detailed set of instructions which, once you have learned them, you are to destroy completely. Do not carry anything in writing. You will communicate with Detective Donellan and other of my agents by leaving coded messages in predetermined hiding places and receive your orders in a similar manner. You are to use your new code name, as will they.”

	“That’s Caleb 13, General,” Johnny acknowledged.

	“Yes, that should be sufficiently obscure to deflect suspicion in the unlikely event one of our messages is intercepted and decoded.”

	Detective Schultz added one final instruction: “Your army pay will be deposited in an account for safekeeping. When the time comes we will show you how to withdraw it. Meantime, we have prepared a small expense budget for you to take care of lodging and meals while on duty in New York. Anything else you may require, ask Detective Donellan with one of the coded messages you will leave in the designated hiding places. Do you have any questions about any of that?”

	“No, sir,” Johnny answered, “same arrangement as before.” 

	He pondered whether his next assignment would be as hazardous as his last and yet another challenge would face him. Deirdre lived near where his secret activities would take him. How would he manage to avoid the temptation to contact her? The long silent hours of the night in the house found him tossing in his cot unable to quiet his mind and let sleep quell his anxious thoughts.

	 


 

	Chapter Three

	 

	The weeks of careful preparation which preceded Johnny’s orders to begin his journey to New York drew to a close. He had one advantage: he grew up in the area of the city where he would function. Johnny boarded the Baltimore & Ohio train at the station in Washington with directions to change to the Hoboken-bound train at Baltimore. With his few personal belongings and extra clothing carried in his cloth bag, his pistol and spare munitions wrapped in a shirt and tucked in the bottom of the bag, his solitary journey began.

	If challenged by Federal troops at railroad depots he would say he awaited his draft notice at home in New York. He carried a slip of paper with the address of a boarding house where his mail awaited him. Detective Donellan rode two cars behind him to avoid any contact between them, although Johnny knew where the detective had stood at the station dressed distinctively in a top hat, morning coat with tails and a loud red and white checkered vest. The detective’s waxed mustache and goatee completed the seemingly foppish appearance until his transformation into ordinary street garb when on duty in his role as a shrewd and ruthless tracker of criminals.

	The train ride dragged into long tedious hours. With only a few day-old newspapers to read, Johnny busied himself with constant mental review of the cipher he had learned. He went over as much of the information as he could remember that Wilson and Schultz had crammed into every waking moment while he stayed in the house that had served as makeshift headquarters and classroom. Sleep came in fitful dozes through the night time hours. The train ground northward. It made frequent stops in Maryland, Delaware, and finally New Jersey, after a long layover in Philadelphia. There Federal provost soldiers had boarded the train and demanded some form of identification from every able-bodied male. They took two draft-age passengers into custody when the explanation they gave for their journey failed to satisfy the sergeant in charge of the detail. Johnny showed identity papers provided for him by Baker’s men in Washington. That, together with his story about a pending draft notice awaiting him, sufficed to permit him to continue his journey. The train deposited its passengers in Hoboken, on the New Jersey side of the Hudson River. The ferry from Hoboken brought him to the pier at the foot of Canal Street where he began the long walk to Prince Street and the boarding house in which a room awaited him, with the first week’s rent previously paid. 

	At the rooming house he obtained his key from the landlady and left his bag. After buying a simple meal from a street vendor and eating it on his way, he walked to Houston Street where a small tree-lined park divided the intersection of Houston and Lafayette Streets. He slipped a coded note in a hollow between a branch and the trunk of the third tree on his left, marked it with a chalked stripe along the limb. Turning to scan the street for watchers he walked back along Prince Street, stopping every few blocks to look back along the route he took. Johnny glanced across the street and caught a glimpse of Detective Donellan headed toward Houston and Lafayette, presumably to retrieve the message Johnny had left.

	Later that evening, Johnny walked to the meeting hall on Catherine Street where the regularly scheduled gatherings of the anti-war Democrats known as Copperheads took place. He fastened the Lady Liberty copper penny with the outer rim cut away to the lapel of his outer jacket. The emblem which gave the movement its name would gain him access to meetings from which he hoped to contact someone who would hire him for a menial job. When he arrived at the hall on the second floor of a rundown building, men at the door stopped him to inquire whether he had attended meetings there before.

	“I joined in Pennsylvania, but I came back here looking for work,” Johnny said.

	“Where in Pennsylvania?” one of the door keepers asked. 

	“Lehigh Valley,” Johnny replied.

	The principal guardian at the door, a heavily bearded man in a wide-brimmed hat glowered at Johnny and stared at the cut-down one cent piece on his lapel. “Bit young for political activity, ain’t ya?”

	Johnny answered quickly: “I don’t want to be drafted. I’m gettin’ close to the age they’re callin’ people. Rather not get shot up for helpin’ slaves.”

	“Well, you’re in the right place if you don’t want to get into this war,” the second man at the door grumbled. “Washington gotta keep their nose outta states’ business. Damn foolishness this war, you ask me.”

	The man in the broad-brimmed hat said: “Go on in, take a seat. The speeches are about to start.”

	“Know anybody lookin’ for help?” Johnny asked. “Need to earn a few cents to keep body and soul together.”

	“Don’t know of anybody off-hand,” the second man said. “Just go ahead in and listen to the talk.”

	For an hour Johnny heard speakers rant about states’ rights, spew fury against the abolition of slavery and decry the evil of fighting a war wherein your own people became the enemy to force them to accept principles of governance abhorrent to them. Frantic cheering and whooping accompanied the speeches when the speakers praised the Confederacy and hoots of derision at the mention of Lincoln’s name. Sitting in the back of the dingy smoke-filled hall, Johnny waited until the end of the rally, then worked his way forward to introduce himself to the apparent leaders of the local Copperhead movement. He caught the attention of one of the main speakers; the same man who challenged him at the entrance, whose eyes gleamed wildly and whose dark beard held flecks of foamy saliva, spewed by his rabid, throaty oration. 

	“What can I do for you, sonny?” the man asked as he grasped Johnny’s hand in a callused, iron grip when Johnny extended it for a handshake. “Nate Boyer’s the name.”

	Johnny managed to extricate his hand before the man crushed his bones. “We spoke at the door a while ago. Came tonight to see if there was anything I could do to advance the cause you people favor. I sure don’t want to fight in no war.”

	“Came to help did you? Where d’ya hail from?” The man appraised Johnny head to foot with a shrewd eye, seeming to gauge his acceptability.

	“I’m from around here originally; spent some time visitin’ folks down in Pennsy, got involved in the movement down there, ‘Sons of Liberty’. I came back here lookin’ for work.”

	“Can’t let yerself get grabbed up in this conscription they’ve started. Best stay clear of draft agents lookin’ to snatch folks off the street. Tell you what, here’s an address, warehouse over on the Bowery.” He scribbled on a scrap of paper. “Might could use a young fella ain’t afraid of hard work. Stop by tomorrow, we’ll see if you can load wagons.”

	“Thanks, I’ll be there. By the way, my name is Sullivan, Johnny Sullivan.”

	“Pleased to meet ya, Johnny Sullivan, when you get there tomorrow, ask for Nate Boyer, that’s me.”

	“I sure will,” Johnny said. “Thanks again for the lead.”

	 

	 

	On his way back to the boarding house, Johnny stopped at a tavern for dinner. The evening’s fare consisted of boiled beef and potatoes. He sat alone, ate slowly while he drank a pint of beer with his meal. Conversation among the patrons inevitably turned to the war and the draft recently instituted by the government to fill the ranks of the army depleted by the attrition caused by casualties, prisoners taken by the Confederates and frequently, desertion. The sentiment among the hard-drinking teamsters who patronized the taverns along the Bowery seemed to evince bitterness toward the Federal Government for the poor prosecution of the conflict which needlessly prolonged the fighting. They further resented the necessity of forced conscription which took able-bodied whites from their jobs and families and left freed blacks to fill the vacancies.

	Johnny drained the last of his second mug of beer and started back toward Prince Street. All his thoughts suddenly turned to Deirdre. She lived so close and his desire to see her again now became mixed with the gnawing sensation of aching to hold her once again. The last kiss they shared when he left New York so many weeks before evoked sensations he now knew as budding passion. His present task would leave him little time to indulge personal feelings, but he couldn’t leave the City without somehow getting in touch and spending time with her. Realizing he hadn’t written to her in many weeks, she now had no address with which to contact him. They had pledged to be with each other always when he returned after the war. Her parting words echoed in his mind, ‘Johnny, promise me it will always be just us.’

	Listening to the fireside talk of his comrades in the army had given him an awareness of what a relationship with a woman might involve. Did these feelings and desires mean that he had fallen in love? What did that entail with a girl he had considered a ‘friend’?

	In his room at the boarding house Johnny composed a coded message to leave in another dead drop on a pier near the East River which told his back-up agents that he may have found employment. He marked the piling with a chalk mark across the fissure that held the note. 

	Late evening purpled the sky. A breeze rustled the litter on the cobblestones of Front Street, the quiet of the deserted riverfront broken only by the distant rumble of heavily-laden wagons delivering their goods. On his way back to the room, Johnny stayed in the shadows, his movements furtive and cautious. Well aware of the potential for random violence on these empty streets, he understood the importance of avoiding unnecessary contact that would draw attention to himself. He believed Baker’s detectives shadowed him but he wanted to demonstrate the need to remain unobtrusive. To the casual observer Johnny appeared as another denizen of the rundown neighborhood through which he hurried. 

	 

	 

	Johnny found the warehouse from the address on the scrap of paper he received from Nate and asked for the foreman in charge. Directed after a few brief questions to a heavy-set man in stained work clothes, he recognized Nate Boyer. After a brief head-to-toe appraisal the foreman hired Johnny and gave him orders to join a gang loading wagons with textiles, flour, grain, and casks of wine and whiskey. When the wagons left for their destinations, new shipments of goods for storage and distribution arrived for off-loading and stacking. The warehouse belonged to a wholesaler and distributor that bought bulk loads and sold to retailers at marked up prices. Johnny found the intense labor of hauling heavy bags and crates exhausting, but he managed to get through the first day without collapsing. During short periods of inactivity and a brief break for lunch he noticed that sections of the building seemed restricted, avoided by the teams of men engaged in the menial and repetitive task of loading and unloading wagons. He caught glimpses of furtive activity, watched a man leave by a side door carrying a small wrapped package, who then drove away in a one-horse carriage. Making a mental note of the exit while trying to keep up with the pace of work required of his team, he noted that the access to one of the restricted areas went through the owner’s office.

	In the evening after eating his meal, he walked to the pier to clear the dead drop and leave a new coded note about his observations. The foreman, he wrote, had taken notice of the copper lapel emblem he wore on his jacket that had become his ticket of admission to the warehouse and a job, albeit for a scanty wage. Few of the men engaged him in friendly talk but he paid attention to the hushed conversations around him. He had observed that discussion among the laborers centered on opposition to the war and the draft. He included that information as part of the message. He wrote also that many spoke of how they would resist or flee if called to serve in the army. A week of employment passed. Johnny used a free moment to stroll quietly to the back of the warehouse toward what had seemed the forbidden area.

	“Where are you goin?” a voice roared from behind him.

	“I’m just tryin’ to stretch my legs,” Johnny answered.

	“Well, stretch them someplace else,” the foreman snarled. “You see no one else come back here, so steer clear, understand?”

	Johnny turned to head back the way he came. “Sorry, didn’t know it was that important where I walked,” he said over his shoulder.

	“It just is, that’s all ya need to know,” the foreman called after him.

	“Fine, I’ll know better next time,” Johnny said.

	“Get back to your crew and do some work.”

	“Okay, I’m goin’.”

	The realization began to dawn that he would function under constant scrutiny until his new bosses at Barr’s warehouse trusted him fully.

	 


 

	Chapter Four

	 

	Later that evening, Johnny retrieved a note left at the pier instructing him to meet Detective Donellan at a quiet street corner on Front Street.

	“We’re going to find out what’s so secret about that back room in the warehouse,” Donellan said. “Tomorrow night, meet us here about nine o’clock. You can show us the exact location of the part of the building you say you can’t go near. Stay out of trouble in the meantime, we don’t want you getting fired before we find out.”

	During the lunch break the next day a younger member of the crew whom the men called Spike approached Johnny. “I see you caught a yellin’ from the boss yesterday.”

	“Yeah, I did. Don’t know what’s so all-fired secret about the back of the warehouse.”

	Spike inched closer. A diminutive youth, his crooked nose and pock-marked skin gave him a distinctive and unpleasant appearance. 

	“None o’ my business,” Spike whispered, “but folks get into hot water from goin’ near there. Maybe somethin’ goin’ on we ain’t supposed to see or know about.”

	“Got any idea what it might be?” Johnny asked.

	“Well, all I can gather, it’s somethin’ the cops shouldn’t know about neither. I’d just stay clear and not ask too many questions.”

	“Yeah, I got the idea. Thanks for the tip-off.” Johnny said. He made a mental note to ask Spike for more insight into the activities at the warehouse.

	The next wagon arrived for off-loading and the crew shuffled back to their task. Johnny caught glimpses of the same clandestine movements at the rear of the building during the afternoon but managed to keep his curiosity unobtrusive.

	When darkness fell over the waterfront, Johnny met Detective Donellan and his partner Detective Arthur Philips. He stood slightly taller than Donellan, his pale blond hair and beard distinguished him from his darker complexioned partner. They walked back to the warehouse where Johnny worked and he showed them the side door from which the man with the packages had come. While Johnny remained apart to watch for anyone approaching, Donellan and Philips shoved empty crates against the wall and clambered up to look through the darkened window. The dim light from a nearby gas lamp threw enough illumination for them to observe what appeared to be stacks of paper and printing presses. They tried the window and managed to get it part way open when Johnny noticed a policeman in uniform making his rounds along the street heading toward the warehouse. He hastened back to where the two detectives attempted to gain access through the window to the warehouse to get a closer examination of the suspicious machinery. A low whistle from Johnny alerted the two men. In their haste to leave, one of them slipped and fell to the ground, the crates clattering behind him. The noise attracted the attention of the policeman on his post along the Bowery. He started toward the noise at a trot. Johnny remained where he stood while Donellan and Philips ran quickly around the corner and away, not wishing to explain to a local uniformed officer why they had tried to break into a warehouse at night. 

	When the cop approached near where Johnny waited beneath the partially open window, Johnny motioned to him. “Officer, over here,” he said gesturing to the overturned crates.

	The cop said, arriving slightly out of breath: “What’s going on?”

	“I work here,” Johnny said with an excited edge to his voice. “I just happened to be passing by and I saw two men trying to climb through that window. As I got closer, they saw me. They tried to jump down, and one of them lost his footing and fell off that crate there.”

	“Where did they go?” the cop asked.

	“I’m not sure, I think they ran toward the river,” he said, pointing in a direction different from that in which the two detectives had sped.

	“Can you tell me what they looked like?” the cop asked.

	“Just two ordinary folks, I didn’t get a good look at them, it all happened so fast,” Johnny answered.

	“Good thing you saw them when you did, kid, might have prevented a burglary. There’ve been a lot of them around here lately. Don’t need another one on my post. I was given this beat to try to prevent burglaries. Not easy to do when it’s dark and so many buildings.”

	“Glad I was here, just now, wouldn’t want my boss losing any property to thieves.”

	“Thanks for the help, odd you just happened by when this was going on though.”

	Johnny scuffed his feet, shoved his hands in his pockets and looked down at the ground. “Well, truth is, officer. I was meetin’ someone over by the river. You know, a friend I met.”

	The cop let a sneer curl his lips. “You ain’t cozyin’ up with one of those ladies of the evening by any chance?”

	“I guess, sort of …”

	“I’d stay away from that sort of thing, I was you, sonny. Man can catch somethin’ awful foolin’ around with them.”

	“Y’see, I was gonna, but she asked for more money than I was willin’ to part with.”

	“Now that’s a good thing as it turns out. If you were previously occupied, you wouldn’t have been here to spook those two men.”

	“I think I’ll just run along now, officer. Need my sleep, got a long day tomorrow.”

	“Right, I’ll just step up there and see that window’s closed. Take care and stay away from those wild women.”

	 

	 

	In the morning, Johnny saw an opportunity and looked for the foreman. 

	“Just happened to pass by last night, came up on two men tryin’ to sneak through the side window over there. When they saw me they bolted. Cop happened along just then, too. They were long gone by time he got here. I guess he heard the noise when one of them fell getting’ down from the box he was standin’ on.”

	“Why were ya passin’ by just then?” Nate asked. 

	“Meetin’ a lady, one of them you pay. She met me over by the docks, but she wanted too much money so I said good night and left.”

	“All right, glad ya were there.”

	 

	 

	Johnny’s muscles ached from lifting the heavy barrels and crates but he kept at the job, certain that he had found something of interest. During a break between wagon loads he saw someone slip into the warehouse entrance. When the man paused at the door to look over his shoulder, Johnny recognized him as the policeman from the previous night. Even though not on duty and not in uniform, his distinctive mustache with the edges upturned, the cut of his profile marked him as the officer who had come to investigate the open window. The cop glanced around quickly and closed the door behind him. A few moments later the door opened and the same man emerged with the foreman deep in conversation. They exchanged handshakes before the cop walked hurriedly away. Johnny tried to catch a glimpse of where he went. Noticing the foreman looking his way, Johnny turned to lift the next crate with another worker. A sidelong glance told him that the foreman watched him from the warehouse entrance. 

	When it came time for the lunchtime break, the foreman beckoned to Johnny. “Mighty peculiar, you just happened by when the window was ajar.”

	“I was on my way back to my roomin’ house. I heard the noise and stopped. A cop came up and saw me standin’ there. I pointed out the open window.”

	“I hear a different story. I think it was the cop heard the noise and found the window open. You sure ya weren’t snoopin’ around like ya ain’t supposed to?” 

	“No, like I told you, I was just passin’ by. I was the one told the cop what happened,” Johnny replied.

	“Ya comin’ to the meetin’ tonight?”

	“Yeah, glad you reminded me. I’ll see you then.”

	 

	 

	Anxiety over how to contact Deirdre began to mount within him. Johnny found himself having to fight off a jittery stomach and constant preoccupation with his memories of them together. A letter seemed the thing to do, but how to approach it without giving away his location became his quandary. He didn’t want Deirdre to make an attempt to find him or do anything to trigger her mother’s suspicion about his activities. Mail from a local post office might cause concern or misunderstanding. Needing more time to plan his next move, Johnny decided to put off acting in haste and causing a problem with Deirdre’s family. He turned to the immediate task of contacting the detectives and setting up a meeting to inform them of what had transpired with the cop, with his encounter with the foreman, and that the Copperheads had scheduled another meeting. 

	At their next rendezvous, Detective Philips devised a plan to gain Johnny greater access to the inner recesses of the warehouse. The idea he hatched involved starting a fire outside the warehouse, having Johnny discover it and running to the nearest fire brigade for help in extinguishing it. This had to occur in a manner that would not pose a danger of the fire spreading too fast, and Johnny would need to sound the alarm quickly. They decided to have Donellan cause a distraction for the policeman on the post nearest the warehouse. Philips would set the fire and Johnny nearby under the guise of having a tryst with another lady of the evening, would see the flames and sound the alarm at the fire house. 

	“Madigan, when the fire is out and you tell the foreman the following morning, make sure you take full credit for saving the building from total ruin,” Donellan said.

	Philips interjected: “Maybe it will earn you enough credit having saved them twice within a short space of time, to where that might ingratiate you with the big boss. I’ll come by the warehouse and identify myself as a local detective investigating these occurrences and build up how alert you are and how you might be put to better use.”

	“They’re mighty cautious,” Johnny said shaking his head. “I’m not sure they’ll be too quick to take me into their confidence.”

	“Well,” Donellan said, “If their courier went missing, say for a minor offense, they might have room for someone to take his place.”

	“We’ve got to get you closer to the operation,” Philips said. ”We’ll need solid evidence if we make arrests. This case is important enough that we can’t chance a dismissal in court and have them move their operation elsewhere. We’ve got one chance to get this right.”

	On the designated evening, Donellan waited nearby for the foot patrolman to begin his routine midnight circuit of his post. The detective shadowed him while the officer made a few stops at taverns along the street he patrolled. In a dimly lit alleyway a nightly dice game, hosted by a garrulous fat man, began. The officer disappeared from view, then remerged from the alleyway, gave his night stick a couple of twirls, looked up and down along his post and ducked into the doorway of a house of ill-repute. After each visit he placed something in his trouser pocket and started down the street toward the warehouse. Donellan positioned himself where the cop would pass on his patrol. When he neared the place where the detective waited, Donellan jumped out shouting: “Officer, officer, I’ve just been robbed.”

	“Easy there, mister. Take your time. What is it exactly happened?”

	“Two young toughs dragged me back into that doorway there and demanded my money. I was afraid I would be killed, so I complied right away. You can’t let them get away.”

	“Right then,” the cop said in a laconic tone of voice. “What did they look like and which way did they go?”

	“You must hurry, officer. They’ll get away.”

	“Sure, sure, we’ll find them. First we need to know what they looked like.”

	“One of them was tallish, about your height, the other …”

	“Slow down,” the officer said. “I’ve got to get all this written down.” He took a leather-bound note pad from his rear pocket, opened it and began to take notes.

	“Now what was it you were saying?” He wrote slowly in the pad.

	Donellan glanced the few blocks in the direction of the warehouse. He saw Philips in place and gave a barely discernible sign that the officer remained occupied with his description of the non-existent thieves. Within minutes flames began to lick at the debris near the corner of the warehouse. Without hesitation Johnny dashed around the corner of the building running full speed in the direction of the nearest fire brigade shouting: “Fire, fire, the warehouse is on fire.”

	He hammered on the door of the fire house to rouse the sleeping occupants. Still groggy from their interrupted slumber, they acknowledged the alarm Johnny had sounded. Fully acting out the ruse, he ran back toward the fire and made efforts to beat it out. Bells clanging, the horse-drawn engine pulled up to the burning building. The firemen unlimbered the hoses and soon had the fire extinguished. Johnny melted into the night as did the two detectives. The officer to whom Donellan had reported the spurious robbery became distracted by the commotion surrounding the fire and lost track of the report he had taken from Donellan.

	In the morning Philips appeared at the front door of the warehouse and asked to speak with the foreman. A crew busied themselves repairing the damage to the building and the window closest to the office housing the presses, engraving plates and precious paper needed to print the fake currency the gang created. When Johnny saw Philips he walked over to where the two men spoke. 

	“Boss, it was me gave the alarm last night. I saw the fire and called for help.”

	“I’m here to investigate the two incidents you’ve had in the past few nights,” Philips said. “Seems like this lad here has saved your company a deal of trouble.”

	“Yeah, seems like …” the foreman began. “Ya out chasin’ them prostitutes again?” he asked Johnny.

	“There’s this great place over by the river …” Johnny started with a disingenuous expression.

	“Never mind that,” the foreman snapped.

	“I wouldn’t be too quick to judge, I were you,” Philips said directing his attention to the grizzled boss of the loading crew. “This youngster’s been on the alert here when everyone else has gone home. Far as I’m concerned he deserves a pat on the back.”

	“There ain’t much I can add to what ya already know about these incidents apart from what the kid here told me,” the foreman addressed the detective.

	“Maybe this youngster can add to the story. Let me take him aside and question him. You can get on with your work.” 

	Philips and Johnny walked a short distance away. They spoke in hushed tones when Johnny spotted the cop from the midnight tour dressed in street clothes approaching the warehouse entrance. Philips turned his back, pulled his hat down over his eyebrows and strode off. With Johnny a short distance away, the cop sidled up to the foreman. After a brief conversation, the foreman shouted at the cop: “Don’t hand me that stuff again. Was that kid over there found the fire and sounded the alarm.”

	“I’m tellin’ ya,” the cop shouted back. “I was on my post and saw the flames. They was too much to put out by myself so I got to the firehouse and gave the alarm. That kid was nowhere around.”

	“There was detective here a short while ago, tells it different.”

	“No detective from my precinct been anywhere near here today,” the cop snapped back. “I’da known if there was. I’m not sure what’s going on here.”

	“This is mighty fishy, you ask me,” the foreman said. “I ain’t givin’ you another red cent until I get to the bottom of these goin’s on.”

	The cop started to turn away, spun around and snarled: “You want me to keep a special eye on your place and you don’t want to show gratitude. Next time the place can burn down, all I care.” He stormed away leaving the faint ozone of hostility and mistrust in his wake. 

	Nate regarded the cop’s departure with narrowed eyes. Then he looked back at Johnny, a hint of suspicion in his glance. 

	 


 

	Chapter Five

	 

	Two mornings later when Johnny reported for work, the foreman beckoned to him. “Big boss wants to see you, straight back through that door.” 

	Curious about the summons to the office in the rear, Johnny’s heart pounded while walking the short distance to the back of the warehouse. A knock on the heavy wooden door brought a gruff, “Come in,” from the other side.

	The room he entered held sparse furniture. A large mahogany desk dominated the space, behind which sat the man who sent for him. A bald head framed by a fringe of gray hair sat atop narrow shoulders. The small head seemed held erect by a high, stiff collar, adorned by a gray ascot tie. A well-trimmed beard, whitened by age rimmed his jaw line.

	“You wanted to see me, sir?”

	“Yes, step over here by this desk so I can take a look at you. You’re new to our employ aren’t you?” The voice sounded like rusty nails scraped across slate.

	“Yes, sir, I am.”

	“Been close by when some things happened around here, I understand.”

	“That’s a fact. Yes, I was.”

	“I also hear you consort with some of these street women hereabout.”

	“Never came to much, sir. One of them wanted more money than I had. The fire interrupted the second try.”

	“Take my advice, sonny, you’ll have nothing to do with any of them. Man can catch something dreadful, if he isn’t careful. ’Sides I wouldn’t know how anyone could abide being near one of them, as ugly as some of them are.”

	“I take your meanin’, sir. I’d best give that up before something bad happens.”

	“Reason I called you in here, I need someone with a clear head to do some errands for me. One of our good-for-nothing boys got himself into a bind with the police. Can’t use a man like that. You seem to be a lad can think for himself. That fire could have done considerable damage you hadn’t come along when you did. I don’t believe a word that cop says, him always skulking around here with his hand out. Can you drive a horse and trap?” 

	“Not too well, never tried it, but I’d do what I can if you want to send me somewhere.”

	“We’ll see soon enough. Go back to your work crew and I’ll send for you if I need you.”

	At the end of the work day Johnny left a coded message in the piling of the riverfront pier indicating that the owner of the warehouse and presumed head counterfeiter approached him about running errands. After stopping at a tavern for a quick supper, he returned to his room on Prince Street for much needed sleep. Then the nightmares began.

	 

	 

	Johnny hid in a darkened wood, the foliage thick and ominous. Faint sounds of movement alarmed him but the inky blackness prevented him from seeing what caused the rustling in the underbrush all around him. He gripped his musket until his hands ached. Alone and fearful, he tried to edge forward. Vinous tendrils impeded his step. The disturbance in the scrubby growth seemed to grow closer. His dread increased when the icy fingers of panic began to clench his throat. Figures in black uniforms emerged without warning from the impenetrable gloom, their bayoneted weapons poised. Johnny raised his musket, pointed it at the looming shadow nearest to him and pulled the trigger. The weapon did not fire. Certain he had loaded it; he could only believe that the musket had misfired for a reason unknown to him. The shadows sprang forward, their bayonets aimed at his chest. Johnny awoke with a start, perspiration beaded on his forehead. He stared into the dark of his tiny room clutching his thin blanket, uncertain at first where he was. He slipped back to a deeper slumber, relieved that he had only dreamt the frightening images.

	 

	 

	When he awakened again dawn had broken through his window. Dressing hurriedly, he found a cup of the landlady’s strong coffee and one of her buttered biscuits revived him enough to head back to his job. He stretched his muscles while he walked. The achiness and soreness after so many days of strenuous labor had abated.

	Early in his shift, Johnny heard a female voice call his name. He turned toward the sound and doffed his cap. 

	“Yes, Ma’am,” he said.

	“You’re wanted inside,” she said.

	Johnny hesitated. 

	“C’mon,” she urged with a sharp edge to her voice, “People are waiting for you.”

	The woman fell into step alongside him as he hurried to the office in the back. 

	“Straight in there,” she said, pointing to the office, then whirled on her heel and walked back along the aisle between barrels and crates stored in the cavernous building.

	On an impulse Johnny glanced back over his shoulder as she strode away. 

	“Right through the door, Mister,” she said, sensing intuitively that he would glance back, “never mind looking.”

	Johnny knocked softly and entered in response to the direction from inside. The same wizened old man sat behind his desk. 

	“I’ve got a package for you to deliver,” he said indicating a wrapped bundle in front of him. “Go directly to the address I give you. You can walk the ways, it’s not that far. Do not detour, and above all do not disturb the wrapping. The contents are none of your business. We’ll know if you try to examine what’s inside. The man to whom you’ll deliver it will give you a sealed canvas bag to bring back. Do not delay returning here with the bag.”

	“I understand, sir,” Johnny replied. “I’ll get it there and back quick as I can.”

	The man whose name he still did not know slid the bundle across the desk to Johnny. He placed a slip of paper on it. “That’s the address, you know where that is?”

	Johnny, who grew up in the same neighborhood and knew it well, remained noncommittal. “I have an idea. It shouldn’t be hard to find”

	“See that you do and get back here as soon as you deliver it,” the old man snapped.

	“I’ll be back right away.”

	Johnny tucked the package under his arm and started along the Bowery. He made the delivery with a mental note of the address where he dropped off his bundle. Upon his return, the foreman retrieved the canvas sack he carried and put him back to work on a loading crew. During a lull in the activity, a sidelong glance toward the open door of the warehouse told him that the young woman who had summoned him stood there watching. He averted his eyes quickly but found the attention of the girl caused an unfamiliar fluttering in his stomach. For the rest of the day he made a studied attempt to keep from stealing glances toward the building. His face reddened when he thought of her and he knew it unwise to pay any attention to the young woman who obviously tried to unsettle him. 

	 

	 

	When he returned in his room at the end of an exhausting work day, complicated by the errand he ran and the watchful eye of the young woman, Johnny became drowsy and almost sank into sleep. He forced himself alert, coded a message to Philips and Donellan, left it at the designated place on the pier and returned to the rooming house. 

	 

	 

	Early next morning before reporting to work he hastened to the piling used as their dead drop and cleared the answering message left for him. The note instructed him to watch for one of his back-up team keeping surveillance on the loading dock where he worked. If given a package to deliver, Johnny would indicate with a prearranged signal that he had another assignment to carry out. That day passed uneventfully, however, with no sign of the mysterious young woman or a call to act as a courier.

	Donellan and Philips took turns maintaining their observation of the loading dock from a vantage point not far away but in such a manner that only Johnny became aware of their presence. During the day he did eavesdrop on a conversation that told him the name of the old man who gave the orders and managed the various enterprises with the warehouse as their hub. Simeon Barr ran the clandestine activities from the back room office where Johnny received the packages to deliver. Farther back, hidden in the recesses of the building behind the owner’s office, the printing presses the detectives had seen through the window spewed forth their illicit contraband, which after distribution, entered the currency system of the United States economy.

	Just the sound of the woman’s voice, along with her alternating flirtatious and imperious mannerisms, intrigued Johnny despite his awareness of her involvement in a dangerous and illegal activity. Even though not particularly pretty or remarkable in any way, he sensed an alluring sensuality about her. Confused and troubled, he found her quirks of personality enticing. He wanted to speak to her even though she remained aloof and hidden through most of the day.

	Then with a sense of shame he remembered Deirdre. His quandary about how to contact her still baffled him. The longer he went without seeing her, the more distant her memory became. Johnny dared not confide his thoughts to anyone, conscious that the slightest hint of distraction from his undercover role would mark him as a risk and cause his reassignment.  

	When on occasion she would appear at the entrance to the loading dock, Letitia’s haughty smirk became a new distraction. Johnny remained at a loss trying to decipher the meaning. The deliveries had become more frequent, and with them Letitia’s imperious summonses to report to the back office. The destinations of the packages varied, so that a regular pattern of who may be the street-level purchasers and distributors of the phony money had not yet emerged. The detectives shadowed him at discreet distances during his deliveries and made a record of the locations. 

	 

	 

	The next time Johnny cleared his message hiding place, he found a letter from Deirdre forwarded to him by his handlers from the address he had given her months before when he had shed his uniform and began to work for the Detective Service. 

	Dear Johnny, I haven’t heard from you since you went back to the Army. I hope you are safe and not hurt. When you went back, my feelings of loneliness were so hard to bear. Please write and tell me you are well. I worry so much. Not much news from here. Just a letter from you would be such a comfort. Love, Deirdre

	Johnny decided to answer her without telling her his location. He thought of asking one of the detectives to mail a note from Washington but knew how long it would take to reach her. Finally, he made a decision. He would need to tell her that his exact whereabouts must remain secret but that he would try to see her as soon as he could. He sat in his room and composed an answer. 

	Dearest Deirdre, This letter is mailed from New York. I have been sent back here to do some work for the government. I can’t tell you what it is, but it has to do with why I was able to visit you before without my uniform. It’s such a long story and much too complicated to tell in a letter, but please believe I’m all right and nearby. I would prefer if you didn’t tell your parents. I’m taking a chance by writing to you and have to trust that you will not give away my confidence. It must remain between just us. Right now I can’t get away even for a moment. I think of you always. Here is an address where you can write to me. Please do not disclose it to anyone. Love Johnny.

	He mailed it from a post office near the rooming house but hoped it would arrive without him writing a return address on the envelope and that her mother wouldn’t ask too many questions. Johnny held out hope from the tenor of Deirdre’s note that the pressure from Deirdre’s mother to seek a vocation in the convent had abated. Then thoughts of Letitia crept back into his consciousness. He reproached himself for rejoicing just then over hearing from Deirdre and writing her a letter and yet could not push the girl at the warehouse from his mind. Her enigmatic smile so often flashed at him then quickly turned off when he looked at her for a second longer than he should, had given him feelings that bordered on sensual attraction. Johnny began to wait with some anxiety for another request to deliver a package if only to hear her voice call him and hold her gaze for a brief time. 

	Frequently she would tease him about the shabbiness of his clothing or his awkward, shuffling way when she spoke to him. He found at those moments that he welcomed the attention and did not feel offended at her mischievous taunting. Just to have her pay attention to him gave him qualms of uneasiness. He would feel like an invisible halter had suddenly jerked him when her expression changed and she took on her officious attitude as the boss’s granddaughter and assumed a haughty posture. Perhaps, he reasoned, if he could see Deirdre and hold her close once again these feelings and distractions would pass. 

	During his next delivery errand, dusk slowly descended on the street while Johnny strode with purposeful steps toward his destination. A figure dressed in dark clothing lunged out of the shadows at him brandishing a large knife. Instinctively, Johnny raised the wrapped package he carried to deflect the attack with the knife aimed at his throat. The knife tore at the paper bundle but gave Johnny a moment to react. He lashed out with a telling kick at which his attacker recoiled and doubled over in pain. Dropping the bundle now torn and spilling its contents, Johnny smashed his fist into the face of his assailant. In the dim light Johnny thought he recognized the man. Not a man at all, just a boy hardly older than he. The youngster, who had formerly delivered the packages that Johnny now carried, had tried to kill him.

	The knife clattered to the ground as the boy staggered backward. Johnny swept up the bone-handled blade and turned to face the would-be murderer. Not willing to pursue vengeance, Johnny watched the boy lurch off into the darkness holding his lower regions and gasping in pain. Fast approaching footsteps behind him caused Johnny to spin around. Detective Donellan drew abreast and bent hurriedly to retrieve the contents of the torn package before they scattered across the roadway. 

	“Good job there, fighting him off like that. This assignment suddenly got more dangerous.”

	“I guess he’s mad at me for taking his place,” Johnny said, trying to catch his breath.

	“Looks like some of these bills have been torn. You’d better get back to the warehouse and let the old man know you ran into trouble. Can’t deliver this bundle in the shape it’s in now. Nobody would want it. Not good for much, even if they are bogus.”

	“Good thing I have the knife to explain what happened. I’d hate to go back without the package, still less bleeding from a knife wound.”

	“I shouldn’t be seen with you. Get back to the old man fast as you can. We’ll deal with that hooligan without the police getting involved. A police investigation might expose our operation. We know for sure we can’t trust the cop that walks this beat.”

	Johnny slipped the knife into his pocket. “I’ll keep this. Maybe next time I’ll have something to fight back with instead of a bundle of paper.”

	Donellan handed him the package with the slashed phony currency, melted away into the fading light and Johnny headed back to his place of employment. 

	Stopping just outside the office, the sound of a conversation drifted through the wooden door. He entered after knocking softly and deposited the ruined bundle on the desk. The elderly owner of the warehouse sat at his desk in his office, lit by the glow from two oil lamps. Letitia sat in a corner reading a book. She leapt to her feet.

	“What happened?” she gasped.

	“Indeed,” Simeon barked, “what’s going on?”

	Johnny started to explain. “I was waylaid on my way to make the delivery. I think whoever it was wanted the package I was carrying.”

	He retrieved the knife from where he had hidden it. “This is what he used to try to cut my throat.”

	Letitia stepped forward. “Are you all right? Are you hurt?”

	Before Johnny could answer, Simeon Barr snapped: “Quiet, Letitia, let me find out what happened.”

	She shrank back to her chair, intimidated by her grandfather’s voice.

	“A man sprang out at me from the shadows of a doorway with this knife. I stopped the slash aimed for my throat by sticking the bundle in front of me. That’s how it got torn open. I sort of kicked him, which made him drop the knife. Then he ran off. He looked kind of young, maybe near my age.”

	“Hmm,” Simeon croaked. “Not a very experienced cutthroat.”

	“No, sir, lucky for me.”

	“Mighty strange, though. Someone sent a mere boy to rob a package like that. The police didn’t get involved did they?”

	“No, sir, I got back here quick as I could. My guess is he acted on his own. I think it was the boy whose place I took; just mad he lost his spot.”

	Johnny glanced across at the girl now staring at him with a mixture of bemusement and awe on her features. A faint smile crossed her lips. Johnny blushed and looked away.

	“We’ll try again tomorrow. Come back when your shift is over. We’ll have another package ready. That’s it.”

	Johnny turned to leave but found himself stealing another glimpse of Letitia. She met his look with a level stare of her blue eyes. He closed the door behind him and hurried through the darkened warehouse. On his way to his rooming house, he stayed in the shadows, careful to guard against another assailant coming upon him without warning.

	 


 

	Chapter Six

	 

	No summons to the back office came the next day. Johnny kept at his regular tasks but wondered whether his incident with the knife-wielding attacker had caused the old counterfeiter to question his ability to make deliveries. Later that evening after work he found a shop that specialized in fashioning leather goods tucked in among a row of nondescript merchants. He entered and asked the proprietor to fashion him a sheath for the knife he had wrested from the assailant. He requested that the sheath be adapted to affix the knife to his leg just above the top of his ankle-high boots. Thereafter, Johnny determined to carry the weapon with him everywhere.

	The following evening after the warehouse had closed for the day, Johnny made his way toward the pier to leave one of his coded messages, He startled at the sound of a buggy which pulled up alongside him. Letitia held the horse’s reins. Johnny stepped back to let her pass.

	“Where are you headed?” she asked. “Come aboard, I’ll take you there.”

	“Oh, I’m not going anywhere in particular. Just headed for the river, I do that every once in awhile.”

	“Well, I can take you there just as easily.”

	“That’s all right; I don’t want to put you to any trouble.”

	 “What’s the matter, don’t like my company?”

	“Oh no, Ma’am, I – well I …” Johnny stammered.

	The woman exhaled noisily in impatience. Not wanting to arouse suspicion, Johnny stepped up onto the buggy and took the seat next to her. She flicked the reins and started in the direction of the East River. 

	“Where on the river do you go?” she asked.

	Johnny hesitated: “Um – just the piers. I take walks there sometimes.”

	This close to her, Johnny noticed she seemed a few years younger than he first thought. She kept her attention focused on driving the carriage while Johnny studied her profile. A frilled bonnet framed her face and covered her honey-colored hair knotted in a bun at the nape of her neck. A pale blue waistcoat decorated with lace, buttoned to the neck and a full-skirted dress of a darker blue completed her outfit. She looked over at him and he averted his eyes quickly. 

	“You are a strange young man, Johnny.”

	“Strange? In what way, I don’t feel strange.”

	“Well, you always seem so preoccupied. And just now you look at me as if you’d never seen me before.”

	“I’m sorry if I stared. I didn’t mean to be rude.”

	“You’re not being rude. Don’t you like to look at me?”

	“Well, sure – I mean …” Johnny sounded flustered.

	Letitia’s peel of laughter startled him.

	“Do I make you laugh?” he asked.

	“I don’t know what to make of you.”

	“Well, I’m not so strange. I mean I think I’m just an ordinary guy.”

	He looked up to realize the carriage approached the river and the pier that was his destination. Letitia reined the horse to a slow walk. Uncertain what to do next, Johnny decided to just accept the carriage ride without question and return later to leave his note.

	“Where do you usually go?” Letitia asked.

	“Oh, this is fine. Where were you going when you stopped to pick me up?”

	“I wanted to see where you went. You’re a strange boy. I’m curious about what strange boys get up to.”

	“Oh, I just wander,” Johnny said, evasive and unsure of the direction the conversation had taken.

	“Shall I take you to where you live, then?”

	“Yeah sure, that would be fine. I’m not up for a walk like I thought I was.”

	Letitia laughed again. “Home for you then, will you direct me or shall I guess?”

	“Just up on Prince Street will be fine.”

	“Prince Street it is.” The carriage started forward again. After a pause she said: “So, do you have a family?”

	“No, both my folks died awhile ago. I’ve just been knocking around since then, been to Pennsylvania for a spell, decided to come back here to find work.”

	“What about the war, you deciding to get involved?”

	“No, Ma’am, I’m definitely against the war.”

	“Which organization did you join?” Letitia asked, indicating the copper lapel pin he wore.

	“The Sons of Liberty,” Johnny answered without hesitation, aware that this might be a subtle interrogation.

	“That was in Philadelphia?’ she persisted.

	“Yeah, that was – well, more in the Lehigh Valley,” he corrected.

	Letitia started to ask another question. Johnny decided to interrupt with one of his own before they got too far into his own background. “Your grandfather, is he from the South?’

	She let an enigmatic smile play on her lips. “Down South, that’s right.”

	“And what about you, you come from down there as well?” Johnny asked, still trying to shift the emphasis from himself.

	“Oh yes, Maryland, near Baltimore.”

	“What about your Mama and Papa, they still around?”

	Letitia gave the reins another flick to keep the horse at his pace. She glanced over at Johnny in the seat next to her. “Papa’s in the Confederate Army. Joined up when the war started. Mama died from fever a few years ago. Grandpa brought me North to keep me safe and help around in his business.”

	They both fell silent for several moments.

	“Still want to go to your rooming house?” she asked.

	“I think you can just drop me there, not much in the mood for a stroll right now.” Johnny shifted in his seat. The dilapidated buildings of the waterfront slid by while the buggy rumbled over the cobblestones of Front Street. Letitia began to tug the reins to the right to direct the horse along Catherine Street, headed for Prince Street and Johnny’s lodging.

	When they arrived, Johnny alighted and tipped his cap. “Thanks for the buggy ride.”

	“Goodbye, John,” she said with a tilt of her chin, exhibiting a cold demeanor. She drove away with a sharp snap of the reins.

	The landlady greeted him at the door with an envelope. “Mailman just brought this, it’s for you.”

	Johnny recognized Deirdre’s careful school girl’s handwriting. He hurried to his room and tore open the envelope.

	Dearest Johnny, I won’t ask why you are so close and cannot see me. I promise not to discuss any of this with my parents, as you asked. I don’t understand but I guess it’s important or you wouldn’t be here. I can’t wait for this awful war to be over so we can be together. Please stay safe and write again soon. Love, Deirdre.

	He tucked the letter among his belongings in the dresser and sat on the bed to compose another coded note to leave in the hiding place on the pier. His report mentioned that he had not been sent on a delivery since the knife attack and that he thought that Barr’s granddaughter may harbor suspicions about him.

	When he stepped out of the rooming house, he stood for several moments to scan the street in both directions to assure himself that Letitia no longer waited close by and that no one else seemed interested in his presence. He made the long walk to the waterfront, pausing twice to check for surveillance. At the designated place he slipped the paper into the crevice with the chalk as a signal, waited again, and walked away. 

	 

	 

	In the morning before he went to work, Johnny stopped again at the dead drop and cleared the niche that held a reply to his note of the previous evening. He quickly deciphered the simple code, tore the paper into shreds and let the pieces flutter into the river. The message warned him not to spend time with the woman who had picked him up in the buggy. That indicated one of the detectives had him under surveillance the previous evening. Johnny took a quiet vow that he would make every effort to avoid her offers to drive him or walk with him anywhere, but he could not account for the tension that welled up from inside when he saw her. 

	 

	 

	At the end of a strenuous work day, Simeon Barr sent for him. “Now that the package you carried has been exposed to you by virtue of that boy’s unfortunate attack, it is imperative that you keep all this to yourself. He will be suitably dealt with in due course.”

	“I thought it might be money. I didn’t look too close.”

	“That’s fine, you’re right, it’s just money. You realize the great trust we place in you by asking you to deliver the packages and bring back the sealed bags.”

	Johnny kept his face a solemn mask. “I do appreciate that you trust me to run these errands. Whatever I can do …”

	 

	 

	While the work gang toiled at transferring burlap sacks of grain from the delivery wagons to the loading dock and into the vast storage area, a delegation of men arrived. The foreman shepherded them to the back office. Letitia, sent by her grandfather on an errand, left through a side door and had her buggy hitched to a waiting horse by one of the stable hands. Without a backward glance, she climbed into the buggy and took the reins. She drove off, heading south toward Canal Street. Johnny carried the last sack of grain into the warehouse and shifted it onto a stack near the rear of the building. He noticed that the rest of the crew had gone around to the side to sit on the crates there and begin smoking. He tiptoed over to the office door. The murmur of voices carried to where he stood. With a careful glance around, he edged closer to the door. The voices became louder. An argument had broken out among the men gathered there. 

	A fragment of a sentence in a stranger’s voice said: “– orders from Richmond.”

	Simeon Barr countered in a harsh tone: “This is madness. My whole operation would be jeopardized.”

	Another man among the group who visited Simeon joined the discussion: “You will need to move your machinery from the danger area.”

	“But my warehouse, my business …”

	“The highest levels in Richmond want this carried out,” the first man shouted. “The President wants his orders obeyed. We must bring the war to the North. They must feel the effects of the kind of destruction that has befallen our country.”

	“Can’t this be done somewhere else?” Simeon asked.

	Another man spoke: “It is imperative that the heart of their commercial district and their waterfront be destroyed.”

	“At what price?” Simeon bellowed. “Everything I have built here will be lost. Moving the printers will create a risk of detection by the police or one of Baker’s spies.”

	“No more discussion,” the first voice said. “The fires will start in the hotels in this part of the city. Hopefully, they will spread quickly. We intend to deal a crippling blow to these dogs that pillage and burn our land. They must be taught that we have a long reach.”

	Chairs scraped and heavy footsteps moved along the wooden floor. “Have your equipment moved to a new location as soon as possible.”

	Just before the door opened, Johnny raced for a gap in the stacks of stored goods and crouched in the shadows. The group left together, moving hastily along the aisle to the exit at the loading dock. Simeon trailed behind them: “You must give me fair warning when this is to take place. We can’t afford to lose this valuable machinery.”

	“Someone will contact you in due course,” a member of the delegation said.

	Johnny shrank back into the darkness of the storage area. Simeon’s footsteps faded as he made his way back to his office. Another wagon-load of goods pulled up to the platform and the crew began to reassemble.

	“Where’s Sullivan?” one of them called.

	Johnny waited until Barr’s door closed. He ran outside to join the work crew.

	“Let’s go, sonny,” a grizzled older member of the loading crew snarled. “You ain’t no good to us dopin’ off in the back.”

	“I’m here now, ain’t I,” Johnny snapped in reply.

	At that moment, the foreman drew up in the buggy returning from purchasing necessaries for the warehouse.

	“Tell this kid to be ready when the work starts,” the older man barked at the foreman who glanced over at Johnny.

	“There was nothin’ to do for a few minutes, so I took a quick nap. I’m ready to work.”

	“You got no business back there. I told you before,” the foreman said. “Everyone bear a hand now. This is the last wagon for today.”

	At the finish of the work day, Johnny hurried to the pier to leave a coded message for Donellan and Philips. “Important we speak soon.”

	In the morning, Johnny cleared the dead drop. The brief note read: “Your room, 8 pm.”

	He shredded the note and walked to the warehouse.

	Letitia waited for him. “My grandfather wants to see you.”

	Johnny knocked on the office door. Simeon’s voice sounded hollow from the recesses of his office: “Come in.”

	Johnny entered and asked: “You wanted to see me?”

	“Yesterday,” Simeon began, “I had visitors. I’ve been told you were skulking around back here while I was meeting with them. You should have been outside with the rest of the work crew. What were you doing?”

	“I was taking a nap between loads. I didn’t know anyone was back here.”

	“Don’t come back here unless you’re called. Stay out front with the rest.”

	“Yes, sir.” Johnny managed to stare at his shoes and let penitence show on his face.

	“There’ll be another package ready soon. Make sure you’re available.”

	“I’ll be ready,” Johnny answered.

	 

	 

	His work day finished, his mind in turmoil, Johnny lay staring up at the ceiling from his narrow bed. A solitary spider toiled patiently spinning a sinuous web in the upper corner of the far wall. To Johnny just then, in this tiny laborer setting about so diligently to capture its prey, he saw the web of deceit he spun in an attempt to ensnare the counterfeiting ring at Barr’s warehouse. His seedy little room, with its spare, shabby furnishings began to oppress him. A restless urge to move, to get away from these confining walls, propelled him toward the door. Slipping on his jacket and cap, he locked his room behind him and clattered down the stairs.

	The landlady, alerted by the sudden noise, unlatched her door on the first landing to peer out inquisitively. Johnny bolted out into Prince Street before she could satisfy her curiosity. Head down, hands in pockets, he strode toward the Bowery, scarcely a thought as to destination or purpose. After several blocks a noisy tavern attracted his attention. The opportunity for the company of other laborers and a quick pint of beer drew him toward the light and the clamor inside. He shouldered his way to the bar, ordered a drink and took it to a far corner to observe the customers and sip the foamy lager. With instinctive caution he scanned the crowd for faces he might recognize. Most of the patrons smoked their pipes and bantered with each other in loud coarse voices. The dense tobacco smoke hanging in the air like a thin fog mixed with the redolence of stale beer made his eyes begin to water.

	An older man detached himself from the raucous crowd and stood next to Johnny. “I see from the pin ya wear in your lapel yer maybe one a’ them Copperheads.”

	Slightly shorter than Johnny, the brim of his frayed hat barely reached Johnny’s chin. He looked up at the younger man with red-rimmed, unfocused eyes. Observing the man’s unkempt gray whiskers and the missing lower teeth, Johnny recognized him as one of the loaders at Barr’s warehouse. 

	“Yeah, I wear the pin. Joined up some months ago,” Johnny answered.

	“I guess yer not havin’ nuthin’ to do with this war, huh?”

	“Nope,” Johnny said, “want nuthin’ to do with killin’ people for no reason.”

	“Say, yer the kid works at the warehouse down the way, ain’t ya? Same place I do.”

	“Yep, been there couple a’ months now.”

	“I thought I knew ya, been makin’ goo-goo eyes at the little filly, Barr’s granddaughter. She’s somewhat of a looker, ain’t she?”

	Johnny grinned at the old man: “She cute all right, but what makes you think I make eyes at her? She ain’t nobody for me.”

	“Oh, I seen ya, sonny. Don’t fool an old geezer like me. What’s yer name agin? Mine’s Benjamin Perkins, jes’ call me Ben.”

	He extended a gnarled and calloused hand. Johnny grasped it and said: “Johnny Sullivan, and come to think of it, I do remember seein’ you around the loadin’ pier.”

	Ben sidled closer, looked over his shoulder as if to check for anyone nearby, “Now that yer one of us, workin’ at Barr’s, ya should know they got big doin’s planned. Ain’t they tol’ ya ’bout it yet?

	“Nah, not yet,” Johnny said. “Guess they’re waitin’ for the right moment. What kinda doin’s they got planned?”

	“Well, seein’ as how they ain’t tol’ ya yet, I can’t say too much, but they got stuff stashed way back in the warehouse, important stuff. Besides, they’re waitin’ fer somebody big, maybe gonna lead what they got planned.”

	“I’m surprised I ain’t heard much about it,” Johnny whispered. “What do ya suppose it is?”

	“Ain’t rightly sure myself, but they was busy awhile back, movin’ stuff around at night ’n’ all.” Ben glanced around again in a conspiratorial manner. “Keep this all to yerself, ’til somebody tells ya what’s what.”

	“Yeah sure, Ben, it’ll be just between you and me.”

	“Say, I’m gonna fetch another pint, can I get ya one?’

	Johnny held up his mug to examine the few drops remaining, “Thanks Ben, mighty generous of ya. Don’t mind if I do have another.”

	 


 

	Chapter Seven

	 

	A knock on his door roused Johnny from his bed in the tiny room. Detectives Donellan and Philips entered when he snapped open the lock, their visit in response to Johnny’s last message in the dead drop.

	“What’s become urgent?” Donellan asked.

	“Barr had visitors yesterday. They have orders from Richmond. I heard a little bit of the conversation. Confederate agents are going to set fires all around town. I think they said it would start with hotels. It’s part of the plot to cause unrest in the North.”

	“When’s this supposed to take place?” Philips asked.

	“I didn’t hear a date or time. Just that they told Barr to move his printing machinery before it happens.”

	“Did they say where he should put it?” Donellan wanted to know.

	“I only heard what sounded like an argument. Barr’s pretty mad about having to move or have his machinery destroyed.”

	“We’ll have to alert the city police. We don’t have enough manpower up here to watch every hotel or whatever else they might set fire to,” Philips said. “Let us know if they start moving anything out of the warehouse.”

	“They’ll probably do it at night. We should let the police know so they can keep watch when Johnny’s not there,” Donellan added, looking at Philips.

	“Barr’s granddaughter seems to be curious about me. She may become suspicious if I do anything unusual.”

	“What kind of interest does she show toward you?” Donellan said with a raised eyebrow. 

	“I think she’s trying to catch me off-guard,” Johnny answered. “I won’t let her distract me. She is very flirty.”

	“Be careful,” Philips warned. “If you say too much to her …”

	Johnny interrupted: “I know, and besides she’s older than I am. Any interest she shows is only teasing or she’s trying to see if I’m up to something. I’ll be careful. Before I forget, there is one other thing …”

	“And that is …?” Philips asked.

	“Something else is being planned. They’re expecting another important visitor. I didn’t get to hear the rest of the conversation. I’d like a chance to find out more about it.”

	Both detectives nodded. “Keep an ear peeled, if it sounds important, let us know quick as you can.”

	 

	 

	Johnny composed a quick note to Deirdre and addressed the envelope, careful not to place a return address on it. He mailed it and reported to work. 

	From inside the bay, he caught sight of Letitia watching him. A clammy sweat on his brow told him how she unnerved him despite his efforts not to allow her to get inside his head. Faint warning signs flashed in his brain, the strenuous admonitions of the detectives he worked with and who had trained him, cautioned him to be aware of anyone who seemed too interested in what he did. He tried to keep Deirdre uppermost in his mind. Hope lingered that she could make the rendezvous he proposed in his last note. 
 

	 

	 

	Deirdre could scarcely contain her excitement when she read Johnny’s hastily written words. Her mother noticed the nervous tremor in her hands and how flushed she seemed when she helped around the kitchen. “That Johnny fella writin’ to ye again?”

	“Yes, Mama, just a little note to say he’s okay.”

	“Where is he now, somewhere down south I suppose?”

	“I’m not sure where he is. I don’t think he’s allowed to tell me.”

	“You’re a mite too twitchy I’ve noticed. Sure he isn’t comin’ to see you again?”

	Deirdre fought to conceal her emotions. “Oh, I don’t think so, Mama, not this soon again, anyway.”

	Maggie kept her focus on her daughter with a side-long look but received no indication that she had told anything but the truth. “Let’s get busy peelin’ the spuds, now. Yer Da will be home soon lookin’ fer his supper.”

	 

	 

	Johnny stood on the corner of Canal and the Bowery and watched for Deirdre to turn the corner from her tenement on Mulberry Street. He strained for a glimpse of her through the throngs of people bustling around the busy intersection. When the familiar copper-colored hair peeking from beneath the white bonnet she always wore, appeared among the crowd, his heart began to race. He stepped forward as she started to trot in his direction. 

	Deirdre flung her arms around his neck. 

	“Johnny, Johnny …” she murmured. His hug took her breath away. 

	“You’ll crack my ribs, you’re not careful,” she said with a gasp.

	“Sorry, just so glad to see you.”

	“Me too, this is such a nice surprise. What are you …?”

	“Please don’t ask me, I can’t say anything. But everything’s all right.”

	She stepped back and looked at him, searching his face with her eyes. “Are you still in the army?”

	“Well sort of … Look, it’s better if you just trust that I’m all right and doing a job for the army. I’ll be fine.”

	“I’d be upset with you if you did something you’re not supposed to just to see me.”

	“No, no, nothing like that. I’m only doing a job, that’s all. Please have faith that I’m fine and doing what I’m assigned to do. I just can’t talk about it now.”

	Deirdre paused, seeming to process what Johnny had said. “Let’s go for a walk to the river like we used to.”

	“Just a few minutes, though,” Johnny answered. “I’ll have to get back soon.”

	She couldn’t hide her disappointment, “Maybe we should do without the walk, then.”

	“Please don’t be upset with me, I’m taking a risk just meeting you, but I had to see you.”

	“I try to understand, but it’s all very mysterious. I never heard of a soldier running around in work clothes and not being able to say what he’s doing, but I do trust you’re telling the truth.”

	Johnny glanced around. No one seemed to pay any attention to two young people speaking on a street corner. He made a hasty decision, pulled Deirdre toward him and gave her a lingering kiss. She responded by prolonging it. He stepped back, still holding her arms. “I’ll let you know when we can meet again, I have to go now.”

	Deirdre reached up to kiss him again quickly. “Soon, Johnny.”

	He gulped. “I promise, soon.” They both turned and walked in opposite directions.

	 

	 

	Letitia waited for him at the loading dock.

	“Where have you been? You should be here when Mr. Barr needs you. Go in the back, he has a delivery for you to make.”

	Johnny took the package with the instructions from Simeon Barr, together with a stern admonition: “You’ll be available when we need you or we’ll get someone else to do this.”

	Johnny discounted the threat; he knew none of the other laborers had the mental quickness he had displayed to earn Barr’s confidence. Still, he didn’t want to push that trust too far. Leaving the warehouse, Letitia fell in beside him and began to chatter aimlessly. Johnny accepted her company as they walked, aware that she escorted him to assure the package got to its intended destination. He scanned the street, Detective Philips across the way blended into the crowds milling through the carts and draft animals. 

	On the way back from the package drop-off, Letitia took Johnny’s hand. She moved close. 

	“Are you glad I came along, Johnny?”

	“Sure, always nice to have someone along.” An involuntary shiver vibrated through him when Letitia pressed against him. In danger of losing his presence of mind with the proximity of the woman a little older than he and intentionally seductive, Johnny shifted to minimize the contact between them. He sensed both a danger and a magnetic allure emanating from her and didn’t know how to resolve the conflict that writhed within him.

	 

	 

	Without warning the attack on the hotels began. Bands of arsonists armed with ‘Greek Fire’, incendiary packages containing sulphur and kerosene, broke into hotel entrances, ignited their fiery weapons and tossed them into the lobbies and spaces below the stairs. Most establishments, alerted by the police, managed to evacuate their guests without harm. In many instances the crudely assembled bombs failed to ignite. On alert since the attack on him by the knife-wielding stranger, Johnny began to carry his pistol in his waistband before leaving his rooming house. 

	When he arrived at work, Barr sent him on another delivery. He walked the several blocks north to his destination along Broadway where many of the finer guest houses in Lower Manhattan were located. Near Broadway and Houston a pair of shabbily dressed men huddled in a corner near one of the hotels. Johnny noticed them but kept walking toward the address of his intended delivery. When he had made his package drop he stuffed the small canvas sack with the purchase money received from the customer into his jacket pocket. Walking briskly back along Broadway he saw the two men still loitering by the hotel entrance. 

	Casting furtive glances over their shoulders, they began to sidle toward the door. One of the men produced a sulphur match from the pocket of his voluminous coat and struck it against the granite wall of the building. They moved quickly toward the doorway, nearly backing into Johnny as he drew abreast of them. With the match lighted they touched the flame to a fuse attached to the crude incendiary device.

	Recognizing immediately what would ensue, on impulse and without a thought to potential consequences to himself, Johnny stepped back and called out: “Hold it right there.”

	They turned to look at him. One of the potential arsonists reached under his coat and began to draw a weapon. Johnny crouched, drew his own pistol and fired once. The man holding the package with the smoldering fuse dropped it. He turned and ran south on Broadway. The shot struck the second conspirator in the upper arm. He stumbled several steps backward and slumped to the ground. Johnny ran forward to wrest the gun from the man’s hand. 

	Thrashing in pain and holding his injured arm, the wounded man croaked: “What the hell do you think you’re doing?” Looking up at Johnny’s lapel pin he said: “Ain’t you a Copperhead?”

	Johnny shoved the pistol recovered from the arsonist into his trouser pocket, secured his own weapon and began to look around for someone to summon a policeman. A crowd of passersby paused to stare at the scene of a young boy standing over an injured man lying next to a seemingly harmless package lying on the sidewalk.

	“Get me some help,” Johnny shouted to a man who had stopped.

	“Not me, sonny, not after what you just did. What you go and shoot that feller for? Seems like he ain’t done nothin’”

	Johnny edged back from the fire bomb and called out again: “Will someone get a policeman?”

	People began to back away, not willing to interject themselves into a quarrel in which someone had been shot for no apparent reason. The wounded man lay supine on the ground moaning loudly. “Help me, somebody please help me, this kid just shot me.”

	After several minutes as the crowd alternately grew in size with curiosity seekers and thinned out when they heard the conflicting shouts of the two antagonists, a uniformed cop on his beat on Broadway, attracted by the commotion, pushed through the crowd to where Johnny stood.

	“What happened here?” he asked.

	“That package there,” Johnny said, pointing to the device on the ground, “He meant to set fire to this hotel with it.”

	“What happened to him? Has he been shot?”

	“He tried to pull a gun when I came up. It’s here in my pocket. I shot him in self-defense.”

	“Stay where you are,” the cop said and raised his whistle to give three long blasts, meant to signal other officers nearby.

	After several minutes a foot patrolman on a nearby post arrived where the milling crowd had assembled around Johnny, with the wounded man, Johnny and the first officer at the vortex. The officer who had summoned assistance said: “We’ll need an ambulance for this one. He’s been shot.”

	The man on the ground flailed about and moaned loudly. “Get me some help, damn it.”

	The first cop said, “We’ll have to hold onto both of these two until we get to the bottom of this. He pointed to the now ineffective incendiary device, the fuse having petered out. “The kid here tells me that’s supposed to be Greek fire. According to him, it was meant to burn this hotel down.”

	At that moment, a driver passing by in a horse-drawn buggy drew abreast of the crowd. “Load him up in here, officer. We can get him to a hospital. Bellevue isn’t far from here.”

	Reaching down to the injured man, his gunshot wound now dripping blood from his fingertips, both officers helped him into the seat of the carriage. Standing on the running board and clinging to the bar across the back of the seat, the second officer rode with his body as a brace to keep the wounded man from falling off. 

	The officer first on the scene brought Johnny into the hotel lobby where he asked the desk clerk for a box. They returned to the street and gingerly lifted the unexploded device into the receptacle. He turned to Johnny. 

	“Let’s go, sonny. You can explain all this to the detectives.”

	The crowd began to disperse when in the distance the sound of clanging bells announced the fire brigade responding to a fire further north. A murmur of unease swept through the bystanders. 

	Johnny said in a quiet voice: “This is going on all over the neighborhood, Confederates trying to disrupt New York City.”

	The cop glanced at Johnny’s lapel pin: “Ain’t you in sympathy with them?”

	Whispering in an urgent tone, Johnny said: “I can explain at the stationhouse.”

	“I need you to surrender both weapons,” the cop said.

	Johnny complied, handing both to him butt first. 

	“A little young to be armed, ain’t you?” the cop asked.

	Walking a step ahead of the cop, Johnny shot a look over his shoulder. 

	“It’ll all be part of my explanation.”

	He hoped devoutly that his two back-up detectives arrived soon. 

	 


 

	Chapter Eight

	 

	Johnny sat in the precinct detectives’ office and waited until they returned from an investigation. He took the copper penny lapel pin and slid it into his pocket. The cop, still unsure of what had taken place didn’t search him, but finally let his curiosity show. 

	“What’s this all about?” he asked.

	Johnny’s mind raced hoping he didn’t need an explanation for the packet of cash in his pocket and the knife strapped to his ankle. He realized he would receive a dreadful verbal chastisement from Philips and Donellan for allowing himself to get caught up in this shooting. Remembering his training and the warning about confiding in anyone without authorization, he said:  “Let’s wait for the precinct detectives. They’ll know who to contact.”

	“Y’know sonny, you shot somebody on my post, I find a fire bomb near where you were, and I get different versions from you and the wounded guy. I at least deserve an explanation. I did you the courtesy of not slapping you in handcuffs and arresting you on the spot.”

	“I appreciate it, officer, but this is more complicated than that. I don’t mind waiting for the detectives. There may be fires all over the city by now. I told you this is a wide-spread plot.”

	“How do you know all this?”

	“I just do. Please wait. The detectives will have much of the information.”

	 

	 

	Letitia reported to her grandfather after driving around the neighborhood in a buggy with the warehouse foreman. “There are some fires and the fire brigades are busy but not all the Greek Fire bombs went off. Nothing like the big fires they hoped for.”

	“Anything near us?” Simeon asked.

	“No, according to what I heard the one closest to us was stopped by a boy who shot the man with the bomb.”

	“Where’s that Johnny fellow? I sent him on a delivery ages ago.”

	“I haven’t seen him since this all started. People at the hotel where the man was shot described a boy looks like him, but I don’t know.”

	“I’ve been wondering about him.” Simeon furrowed his brow.

	“The people I spoke to say the police took the boy away after the wounded man went to the hospital,” Letitia continued.

	Simeon stroked his sparse beard. “I have an idea. Take one of the carriages and drive over to the police station. Tell them you’re worried about your brother. See if they’ll let you speak to whoever that is they took away.”

	 

	 

	The local detectives arrived at their office, caught up on the details of Johnny’s detainment from the uniformed man and took him into a back office. One of them said: “I’m Detective Stafford. This is my partner Detective Williams. Say, don’t I know you? I’m sure I’ve come across you before.”

	“A night on Front Street, several months ago – Ned Crandall …”

	“Oh, now I remember. You shot him, too. I thought I told you not to come back here?” 

	“Please contact Washington again,” Johnny said. “Those fires around the city, they’re part of a Confederate plot. The men at the hotel were with them.” 

	“We did get a warning that might happen,” Stafford said to his partner.

	“I overheard someone talking about setting those fires,” Johnny explained.

	“I suppose you’re still with the National Detective Service,” Detective Stafford said.

	Williams looked at his partner and asked: “Mind filling me in on this?”

	“Several weeks ago, or was it months now, this kid shot and killed one of the Baxter Street Boys during an attempted holdup. I came to find out he’s working with the National Detective Service, Baker’s men. I told him to stay away from our precinct. He’s back and now he’s shot someone else.”

	Detective Williams picked up both revolvers that lay on the desk. “One of these belong to you?”

	Johnny acknowledged ownership of the Colt pocket pistol. “That other gun, the man drew on me. They were about to throw one of those Greek Fire things into the hotel.”

	Stafford interrupted, “The man you shot says he wasn’t doing anything. The one that ran away had the fire bomb.”

	“When I shouted to them to stop, he pulled the gun. That’s when the second one ran away. They were together, I know they were. I only shot when he drew the gun on me.”

	Both men questioning Johnny paused to look into the box on their desk that held the abortive fire device. 

	“Is this what they were trying to light off?” Stafford asked.

	“That’s it,” Johnny answered. “It’s called Greek Fire.”

	A uniformed cop knocked on the door and entered. 

	“There’s a girl downstairs, says she’s looking for her brother. She asks to speak to him,” he said, pointing at Johnny.

	“Tell her we’re conducting an investigation. She can’t speak to him now. Get her name and address. We’ll notify her if he’s her brother.”

	Turning to Johnny he asked: “You got a sister?”

	“No I haven’t,” Johnny answered. “That’s probably Letitia Barr. Her grandfather owns the warehouse where I work.”

	“You work in a warehouse and you’re connected to the National Detective Service? Something’s not right with that,” Williams said.

	“I’m going to telegraph Washington. We’ll see if they know whether this kid is being straight with us,” Stafford said.

	Another knock on the door and the same uniformed cop announced: “Now, there’s two gentlemen downstairs, say they want to see this young fella,” again indicating Johnny: “They say they’re with the Federal Government.”

	Johnny breathed a silent sigh of relief.

	Stafford ordered the cop: “Check them for official identification and send them up.”

	Moments later Philips and Donellan entered the office accompanied by the desk sergeant.

	“I came up with these two, just in case …” the sergeant said.

	“Thank you, Sergeant,” Stafford answered, “we’ll speak to them.”

	Before anyone said another word Stafford escorted the Federal detectives into a second office. Williams remained with Johnny. A moment later Stafford reappeared with both agents. 

	Donellan brought the precinct detectives up to date on the arson plot and the devices used by the people involved. “That’s a mixture of sulphur, kerosene and some other stuff. It’s supposed to be ignited with a lighted fuse. Lucky thing the fuse went out when the arsonist dropped it. These devices are meant to start fires all over the city.”

	Stafford turned to his partner. 

	“The boy is with them,” he said. “They’re conducting the investigation into this fire bomb plot. The kid overheard a conversation about these fire bombs, that’s how they came to find out about the plot before it happened. They want to take him with them.” Turning to Johnny: “Okay, sonny, you’re free to go. Just stop shooting people in our precinct.”

	Johnny stood, “Thank you, sir.”

	 

	 

	Letitia waited in the buggy down the street from the entrance to the police station. When Johnny came through the door accompanied by two well-dressed men, she watched until he climbed into their carriage. When the two men left with him, she returned to the warehouse.

	She found Simeon in his office in conversation with the same men who had earlier warned him about the planned conflagration that had targeted the city. 

	One of the strangers said: “This uprising didn’t go as planned. Some of the devices failed to ignite. Credit that to poor workmanship. But some were intercepted by the police. Who knew about this in advance and tipped off the authorities?”

	Simeon’s face clouded with anger. “Certainly no one here has any reason to alert the police.”

	“We warned you ahead of time to move your machinery. You didn’t do that. You had a motivation to protect your warehouse,” the other man snarled with menace.

	“That’s preposterous,” Simeon shouted. He looked up and saw Letitia standing in the doorway.

	“This is my granddaughter, Letitia,” Simeon told the men. “She has been an enormous help to me in my business. I sent her to the police station to find out whether one of my loaders was involved in the shooting. I have my suspicions about the young man.”

	“I’ve just come from the police station, Grandfather.” Letitia said. “They wouldn’t let me speak to the boy they had taken away. I waited outside and saw two men escort Johnny from the building. It was him the police held, but they just released him. I believe he was responsible for shooting the man with the fire device.” 

	Simeon looked at his visitors. “If Letitia is correct, the boy I entrusted with delivery of my packages may be responsible for disrupting the firebombing at the hotel. He couldn’t possibly know about the proposed arson attacks. He may just have taken matters into his own hands without realizing it was part of a wider scheme.”

	“Nonetheless, the leadership will hold you responsible. An employee of yours took action against one of our couriers. Who’s to know whether he knew about the entire matter and went to the police?”

	Simeon struggled to control his fear. He lashed out, “How dare you imply …”

	“It is not without precedent that we have been betrayed from within our organization,” the man from Richmond said. “Now this boy knows of your entire enterprise and he is in company with people who may be a danger to us all. He will have to be dealt with.”

	“If we do that here we will fall under immediate suspicion,” Simeon protested. “I want to be sure he had actual knowledge of the plot before I act.”

	 

	 

	Deirdre’s anxiety to see Johnny again grew with each passing day. She often spent moments at the corner where they had met days earlier in the vain hope of catching sight of him. When Johnny’s next letter arrived she tore open the envelope, read it quickly and stuffed it into her apron pocket. Her heart sank at the news that there would be an uncertain lapse of time before they could meet again. She took some comfort from the words he wrote that he thought of her always and wanted badly to be with her, but his present assignment could not allow it. He asked for her patience and assured her that she meant everything to him.

	Deirdre knew that Johnny stayed somewhere close by. She tried to maintain her vigil at Canal and Bowery without causing her mother to wonder about her absences. After each errand on which her mother sent her, the return trip home became more extended until finally Maggie confronted her. 

	“What’s this all about, Deirdre? Each time ye go out, there’s some delay. Where do ye go?”

	“I don’t go anywhere, Mama.” She quickly invented an excuse. “I keep imagining Johnny is somewhere near. I guess I stop and expect him to come around a corner.”

	“Ye’ll not be moonin’ around on the street by yerself, young lady. It’s not proper fer a young woman to be about without a purpose, standin’ and lookin’ around like ye say yer doin’”

	“It’s not like that, Mama. I don’t just stand around.”

	“Now, it’ll be a good while afore ye’ll be seein’ him again. Do what I send ye for and come right back. When the time comes the youngster will be back, that’s if he hasn’t forgotten ye by then.”

	Deirdre turned and stalked from the kitchen, she threw a parting comment over her shoulder: “Oh, he hasn’t forgotten me, Mama.”

	 

	 

	Donellan and Philips met with Johnny in his room. Donellan’s anger at Johnny near the boiling point said: “We have to decide whether to send you back to the warehouse. That was harebrained thing to do. You’ve attracted unnecessary attention to yourself when you’ve been told repeatedly to avoid that kind of behavior.”

	Johnny began to protest his innocence. “I just blundered into them. When I saw them lighting …”

	Philips said: “We know, we know, it’s just that there’s more at stake than you acting the hero. The only reason we will continue with this operation is we seem to be close to a break but we don’t want their suspicions to become a danger to you. We’d still like to keep abreast of developments there.”

	“I have an idea,” Johnny said. “Why don’t I simply tell the truth, that I just stumbled into them?”

	“What about you being taken away by the police and then released?” Philips interjected. “How will you explain that? If they know you were responsible for shooting someone, they’ll want an explanation about your quick release.”

	“I’ll just go back and tell them the whole story as if I acted out of fear for my life and that a big fire would start.”

	“How will you explain having a gun?” Donellan asked.

	“Maybe I could say I used to run with a street gang and had it to commit holdups.”

	“This whole thing is getting risky,” Philips said.

	Donellan turned to his partner, resigned to the off chance that Barr would believe Johnny’s story: “Letting him go back might be our only way of knowing what their future plans are. I say it’s worth the risk, especially if Johnny is willing.”

	“I’d like to try,” Johnny said, looking from one man to the other. “We’re so close now to rounding up the counterfeiters and their distributors. I should try to identify the men who actually create the phony money. There’s an engraver and a man who works the printing presses. I’ve never seen them. I may be able to catch a glimpse when I’m around the warehouse or back in Barr’s office. And don’t forget the important visitor they expect. There could be more to their scheme than just counterfeiting.”

	Philips addressed Donellan: “He’s right you know. If we don’t snag the people who actually create and print the money, they could just set up shop somewhere else. I’d also like to find out who this important visitor is and what else they have planned at that warehouse.”

	Donellan looked pensive. “I suppose you’re on to something.” He looked at Johnny. “At the first sign of trouble, I want you to run like hell, get out of there fast as you can. Philips and I will take turns watching from a distance while you’re still working there.”

	“We should devise a prearranged signal if Johnny thinks they’re onto him.” Philips suggested. “Even if it means we make a premature raid. By the way John, the General is pleased that you were able to alert us about the Greek Fire plot but annoyed that you came to the attention of the police. Several of the fire bombers were stopped before they did their dirt.”

	“Just be careful when you go back there, Johnny. Stay alert,” Donellan said. 

	 

	 

	Johnny returned to the warehouse the following morning and received an immediate summons from Letitia to see Mr. Barr in his office. When Johnny knocked and entered, Nate Boyer the foreman of his loading crew crowded in behind him and slammed the door shut. Johnny swallowed hard and obeyed Simeon’s direction to step closer to his desk.

	“What role did you play in disrupting the people about to set fire to a hotel and shooting one of them?” Simeon demanded. “We know all about your escapade and that you were taken away by the police.”

	“I just happened to be there. I walked right into them before I knew it. Besides, that fire might have spread to your warehouse. They pulled a gun on me first. I had no idea I shouldn’t have done that.”

	“Why did the police release you so soon and who were those men you went away with?”

	“I think they are investigators from the government. They wanted to ask me what I knew about the people trying to start those fires. I told them I had no idea the man I shot was part of a group. I didn’t know he was a Copperhead. The police told me. If I knew that I wouldn’t have stopped him.”

	“Where did you get a gun?” Simeon demanded.

	“I’ve had that for a long time. I used to belong to street gang before I joined the Sons of Liberty. I just kept it. I had it with me when I saw the men trying to set fire to the hotel.”

	Simeon looked past Johnny. “What do you think, Nate?” he asked the grizzled, bearded foreman still standing poised behind Johnny.

	“Sounds like a lot of bunk, you ask me. I don’t trust this kid, haven’t from the start, somethin’ fishy about this whole thing. Don’t think it’s a good idea to send him on any more deliveries, least ’til we find out more about him.” 

	Johnny remained still, staring directly at Simeon seated behind his desk, whose reading spectacles perched precariously on the end of his nose. 

	“You may be right, Nate. I don’t know what to think.” He looked up at Johnny, “You stay close by this place until we tell you to leave, you hear me? Until I get to the bottom of this, you don’t make any more deliveries. Just do your job with the loading crew. Now get out of here.”

	Johnny turned to leave and collided with Boyer looming over him. 

	“Excuse me,” Johnny said.

	“You step around me, sonny. I don’t move out of the way for the likes of you.”

	Johnny sidestepped quickly and left the office, his heart hammering in his chest. Nate had become a bigger threat with each passing day. 

	 


 

	Chapter Nine

	 

	The following day Letitia knocked on the door to Simeon’s office. 

	“Grandfather, I must tell you something immediately.”

	“Yes?”

	“Just now, when I was driving back from the greengrocer, I saw a man watching the warehouse from a doorway down the road. I’m sure he is one of the men who brought Johnny out of the police station the day he was taken away by the police.”

	“Thank you, Letitia. Johnny told me they are Federal detectives. I think that boy is up to something, but I don’t know what. We’ll have to be more cautious from now on. No more deliveries until we find out what these men want and whether Johnny’s involved. Ask Nate to come in here, please.”

	“Very well, Grandfather. Shall I try to find out from Johnny what he’s up to?”

	Simeon let a smile play across his lips. “Do you intend to use your feminine wiles to wheedle secrets from him?”

	Letitia tossed her head in a coquettish gesture. “Why, whatever do you mean, Grandfather?” She turned for the door. “I’ll go fetch the foreman for you now.”

	 

	 

	Letitia often reflected on her own bitterness when Prentice Grimes, the man she had promised to marry and for whom she had borne intense physical desire, left her on the eve of their proposed nuptials to carry out a clandestine mission for the Confederacy. She had yielded to his romantic overtures and permitted him to engage in an intimate relationship with her against all conventional standards. Irrational anger often raged in her breast against him in his absence, considering him to blame for her heartbreak and frustration even though in her heart she realized that in a war able-bodied men must answer the call to duty. That anger and resentment clouded all her sensible thinking. With Johnny so close, all those desires reawakened.  Letitia knew that their age disparity and difference in social status made a relationship with Johnny improbable. Still, without careful consideration, she began a mindless flirtation. Then with the encouragement of her unscrupulous grandfather she began to slip toward an impulsive seduction.

	 

	 

	Letitia sought Johnny out when the crews had completed the day’s work on the loading pier. The dark of evening rushed on quickly now with the turn of the weather. Johnny shivered in his light jacket. The overcast sky and sharp breeze served to further lower his spirits. He set out for his rooming house on foot when he heard a carriage clatter up behind him. Letitia, holding the reins, brought the buggy to a halt abreast of where Johnny had stopped.

	“Johnny,” she called out to him, “climb aboard, I’ll take you where you need to go. No sense walking on a chilly night.”

	Johnny paused. He glanced up at the woman holding back the impatient horse whose breath, snorted through his nostrils, became trails of condensation dispersed immediately in the night air. 

	Letitia smiled down at him. “Don’t stand there dithering, young man. This horse is ready to bolt on me. Climb up here, sit alongside me.”

	Johnny sprang up into the seat next to her. “Much obliged, Ma’am.”

	“Don’t be so formal, John. We’ve known each other for weeks now. Call me Letty. Shall we share the blanket I have across my legs; it’s awfully chilly for this time of year, don’t you think?”

	The throaty timbre of her voice and the proximity of her warmth caused Johnny to tense. His stomach clenched with the unfamiliar closeness of a woman a few years his senior in age. 

	“I’m just on my way to Prince Street, to my rooming house.”

	“No bother, I’ll take you wherever you’d like,” she smiled with a sly curve of her lips. Johnny’s heart thumped against his ribs. His head swam with a momentary lightness. The weeks of eating alone and retiring to a cramped room in a squalid boarding house loosened his usual wariness in the presence of this woman who seemed to have suddenly befriended him. The wind shifted slightly and the faint scent of lilac wafted across to him. He tried to look away, not wanting to ponder the sharp, unfamiliar current now flashing through his blood. 

	She spoke again, as if to regain his attention: “You must be hungry after a long day of work in this cold weather, where do you usually take your meals?”

	Johnny fumbled for words. “Oh, I generally eat in a tavern nearby.”

	“Always by yourself …?”

	Johnny glanced away again and muttered: “Most often, yes.” 

	“Why, Johnny Sullivan, I do believe you’re shy. Do I unnerve you?”

	His answer caught in his throat. He struggled to regain control. “I’m alone mostly, don’t often speak to ladies.”

	“Well, I won’t bite. You can talk to me if you like.”

	Johnny managed a lopsided grin, then looking straight ahead said: “I’d like that, Letty.”

	“Why not come to my house? I’ll fix you something to eat. I have a beef stew already made. Just needs heating.”

	“Well I …”

	“Grandfather won’t be home for a while – business you know. You look as if a warm meal would do you good. I hate to eat alone, myself.”

	The buggy approached Prince Street and Johnny’s rooming house. An awareness began to dawn that these alien feelings could only bring trouble. 

	“That’s a kind offer, Miss Letty, but …”

	“It’s not very courteous, John, for a young man to dismiss a lady’s invitation,” she snapped. “Hadn’t you learned any manners? Well, I suppose not, the way you carry on.”

	“I’m sorry Miss Letty, I didn’t mean to offend. It’s just that I’m not used to a lady’s company. My manners ain’t so good,” remembering to curb his correct grammar to maintain the façade of an untutored laborer. 

	“You know how to hold a spoon, I suppose? How much more do you need to know?”

	Johnny turned toward her as she brought the carriage to a halt in front of the seedy building where Johnny stayed. “I don’t mean to be rude, Miss Letty. If you ain’t mad at me, I’d enjoy your meal.”

	Letitia flicked the reins once again and the horse took up a brisk trot. “You are a caution, Johnny Sullivan, can’t make up your mind.” 

	Johnny stared off into the gathering darkness. Conscious that Letitia regarded him from the corner of her eye, he tried to set his thoughts aright. Never sure about how to conduct himself around women, this woman especially distracted him. At some level of his mind he knew he couldn’t succumb to any temptations laid in his path. The churning inside of him sent a different message. Also aware that he might easily misread her motive, he became conscious that one unintended discourtesy would end in embarrassment or that his identity and mission might be compromised. He decided to pull himself together and wait for Letitia to unmask herself. Deirdre sprang to mind. Her innocence and trust must remain uppermost in his thoughts. Under no circumstances could he entertain betrayal of her complete belief in him. 

	Letitia broke the awkward silence. “You seem so lost in thought just now, where are you? It’s not polite to ignore a lady, especially one who has offered you a carriage ride and dinner.”

	Johnny’s reply came almost without effort: “I was just thinking, how nice it is for you to do all this. I’m not sure why you do it, but I do appreciate it.”

	He glanced over and caught her profile against the fading evening light. Her features seemed set, her mouth grim. 

	“Don’t be patronizing,” she snapped. “I’m sure you weren’t thinking about how nice I’m being.” 

	She slowed the buggy to stop in front of a modest townhouse north of Houston Street on Fifth Avenue. A servant came out to lead the horse to a small stable behind the building. He unhitched and tended to the horse. Letitia led the way through the front door into a small foyer lit by gas lamps and candles in wall sconces. Johnny doffed his cloth cap and shifted uneasily from foot to foot, uncomfortable at never having been inside so fine a dwelling. Letitia motioned to him to shed his jacket, took his cap and hung them on hooks on the wall. She removed her bonnet, shawl and coat, slung them on a hat rack and led Johnny through a carpeted parlor furnished with upholstered wing chairs and a long sofa. Letitia paused to light ornate oil lamps on filigreed end tables and beckoned him into a kitchen warmed by a wood stove. Taking the lid from an iron pot, she bent to inhale the aroma of the simmering stew. The servant returned at that moment. Johnny still stood ill at ease near the kitchen table.

	Turning to Letitia the servant said: “Will that be all, Miss Letty?”

	“Yes thank you, Henry. I’ll see to dinner myself. You may retire.”

	Henry said with a respectful nod of the head: “Very good, Miss Letty. Good night.”

	“Good night, Henry. Thank you for seeing to the horse.”

	Henry disappeared through the door and toward a dimly lit staircase to the rear of the house. Letty reached into a wall cupboard for china plates and soup bowls. She cradled them in her arms, took them to the dining room table where she set places for two. She arranged silverware with a practiced motion and told Johnny to take a seat at the table. Crystal wine goblets with grapevine etchings completed the dinner settings. Johnny took his place and became intrigued by the depictions of Oriental scenes on the dishware, drawn in blue on a white enamel background. Letitia brought a crystal wine decanter and poured two glasses.

	“Ever had wine before?” she asked.

	“I can’t say I ever had,” Johnny answered.

	Letitia stood beside him, decanter in hand. “Try it, see if you like it.”

	Johnny took a tentative sip. “Different than anything I’ve ever tasted, but I like it.”

	“Do you not drink alcohol?”

	Johnny hesitated a moment before he answered, remembering the swigs of whiskey that he had accepted from his friend Liam when their unit had encamped at the Rappahannock across from Fredericksburg. “Oh, just an occasional beer, but I like your wine.”

	Letitia disappeared into the kitchen and returned with a tureen of the stew transferred from the kettle that had been heating on the stove. She ladled stew into both their bowls, placed the tureen on the table and returned to the kitchen for a platter of warm bread. 

	“You must be hungry after a long day of work. Please, start eating. Have some bread; it’s hot from the oven. Henry must have been baking.”

	The fragrance of the freshly baked bread piqued his appetite. Johnny tore a piece from the loaf and watched Letitia dip hers into the stew. He followed her lead, and with a shy smile began eating the stew and dipping the bread.

	“You do have polite table manners,” she said. “Who taught you to eat like that?”

	Johnny looked up suddenly alert. He said without hesitating: “My mother always insisted on careful eating habits.”

	“Yes, you told me she died some time ago. That must have been awful for you; was she your only other family?”

	“When my mother died I went off to some people in Pennsylvania. They were just some relatives down in the Lehigh Valley. I came back to New York to find work.”

	 “And you joined the Copperhead movement down there?”

	“Yes, the Sons of Liberty, folks down there is mighty opposed to the war. I guess I just got caught up in the movement.”

	Letitia pressed him. “They’re folks on your mother’s side?”

	Johnny pretended to ignore the question. “How about you, Miss Letty? You said your Papa’s in the Confederate Army and your Mama died a few tears ago.”

	“Let’s not talk about family, how about some more wine?”

	“It goes right to my head, seems I’m just not used to it.”

	Letitia stood next to him and leaned forward to pour the wine. She let the loose edge of her hair brush across his face. Johnny held the goblet still, glad for something to grip onto. Letitia resumed her seat. He finished his stew and drained the glass – too quickly he realized.

	“Just a little more,” Letitia coaxed. “Shouldn’t let a lady drink alone, it’s not polite.”

	He uttered a mild protest. “I think that’s enough for me.”

	A quiver like a mild tingle rippled through him when she put her hand on his shoulder to reach across him and pour the wine. Her breast brushed his arm. Johnny froze. A coy smile crossed her lips.

	She took her seat once again and raised her glass. “Let’s have a toast. Hold up your glass, like this. I’ll have to teach you how to behave in polite society.”

	“What’ll we toast?” Johnny asked still staring down at his bowl, hoping she wouldn’t notice the blush on his cheeks.

	“To your future; someone like you shouldn’t spend his life working in a warehouse–or running errands.” 

	In an effort to appear candid he met her eyes. He said: “What else should I do with my life?”

	“You seem to be right there when odd things happen around the warehouse. How do you get up to all these involvements?”

	Johnny groped for an answer. “Look, Miss Letty …”

	“You can confide in me. Aren’t we becoming friends?”

	Letitia extended her arm to touch glasses with him; the crystal gave off a faint ring. When he brought the goblet to his lips to sip the wine his hand began to tremble.

	“I probably should go now,” Johnny murmured.

	Letitia stood. “Well, at least finish your wine. You said you liked it.”

	“Yes, yes, I do. It’s just that it’s getting late. Your grandfather will be home soon.”

	“Don’t worry about Grandfather. He doesn’t mind company. Just a moment, I’ll be right back.”

	She came around to his side of the dinner table and ran her hand across the back of his neck as she went by. “Finish your wine, Johnny,” she whispered and went through the sliding doors from the dining room. A glimpse of a four-poster bed with a frilled canopy and a floral-patterned duvet showed through the opening. The faint trace of her lilac scent wafted to him as she left. 

	Johnny examined the paintings hung around the dining room walls, pastoral scenes and a portrait of three little girls dressed in white with blue ribbons in their hair, grouped in front of a fireplace, held his interest. Minutes later the sound of the doors sliding open drew his attention. Letitia stepped into the dining room wearing a dressing gown and slippers, having shed her dress and corset. Johnny stood, “Miss Letty …”

	“Sit, Johnny, sit. You still haven’t finished your drink. Don’t be rude, young man.”

	Johnny slowly resumed his seat, the scent of her lilac perfume stronger now. When he raised his glass his hand slipped in an effort to control his trembling. Wine splashed on his shirt. He pushed his chair back and placed the wine glass on the table. 

	“I’m sorry, but it didn’t get on anything else,” was all he could think to say. The crimson on his cheeks betrayed his discomfiture. 

	Letitia uttered a suppressed laugh. “Don’t be embarrassed, we can fix that in no time.”

	Johnny took a cloth napkin and began to daub at the stain. 

	“I’m sorry,” he said again.

	“Nothing to be sorry about. Here, let me have your shirt. I know how to get stains out. Grandfather spills things all the time.”

	“I really should leave, Miss Letty.”

	“Not with that all over your shirt, and stop calling me Miss Letty. It sounds so formal. Just Letty will do. Now let me have that shirt.” 

	Johnny stepped back from the table, patting uselessly at the wine splash with his napkin. Letitia began to unbutton the front of his shirt and tug it out of his trousers. Johnny grasped her wrists to stop her.

	She looked up at him. “You’re so silly, Johnny. You act as if you’re afraid of me. I don’t bite, you know.”

	With the last button undone and a final pull on the shirt, Johnny’s bare chest and stomach came exposed. Letty looked downward when she saw a puckered and purple indentation with a livid incision mark through it on his left abdomen. She gasped. Johnny’s grip on her wrists tightened. He moved back, released her hands and fumbled at his shirt front.

	“Johnny, what is that? That scar under your ribs, where did you get that? What’s that from?” 

	He shoved his shirt tails roughly into his pants, alarmed that he hadn’t been more determined to prevent her from undoing his shirt. No reasonable explanation occurred to him without telling her how the Rebel bullet had stopped him during the futile charge up Marye’s Heights at Fredericksburg so many months before. 

	“Johnny Sullivan, what have you been hiding from me? Are you involved in this war? If you’re a deserter we can protect you.”

	His first impulse–to say that he owed her no explanation – seemed too harsh, too likely to arouse suspicion. “It’s not something I’m proud of. I used to belong to a gang,” continuing the fiction he had told her grandfather. “I got shot one night during a street fight. Luckily, they saved my life at the hospital.”

	The sound of the front door opening and closing told them her grandfather had returned home.

	“Johnny,” Letitia whispered, “go through those doors into the bedroom, I’ll be in as soon as Grandfather retires. He’ll be going up to bed in a few minutes. I’ll wish him goodnight and …”

	“I’ll say goodnight as well, Letty. Now if I can just have my jacket.” 

	Letitia’s face clouded with anger for the moment. 

	“Very well, Johnny Sullivan,” she hissed. 

	At that moment Simeon Barr came into the room. He looked from one to the other, his face betrayed no emotion.

	“Good evening, Letitia,” he turned toward Johnny with a nod. “Young man.”

	Johnny inclined his head slightly: “Good evening, Mr Barr, I was just saying goodnight.”

	“Good evening, Grandfather,” Letitia said, through gritted teeth, her expression frozen into a grim smile.

	“Don’t hurry away on my account, John,” Simeon urged. The supper dishes and wine goblets on the table and the wine stain on Johnny’s shirt bore mute testimony to the evening’s festivities. The faintest hint of bemusement played on Simeon’s lips. 

	“I’m off to bed now. You two enjoy the rest of the evening.”

	Johnny began the long walk back to his rooming house, his head in a whirl. A nagging sense of impending peril fought for his attention in the back of his mind.

	 


 

	Chapter Ten

	 

	Deirdre read Johnny’s letter hurriedly and stuffed it into her apron pocket. Aware that her mother had caught a glimpse of the envelope in her hand when she brought it upstairs from the mailbox, she knew it wouldn’t take long before Maggie began to query her about it and other missives she had received.

	“Deirdre Loughlin,” her mother called from the kitchen, “come in and help with the cleanin’ up.”

	“Be right there, Mama,” she answered. 

	When Maggie used her full name it usually presaged a rebuke of some sort. Deirdre looked around for a better hiding place for the letter. Her pocket would do for now. She could hardly wait until she could keep the rendezvous with Johnny he had asked for. Now she steeled herself to answer her mother’s summons.

	In the kitchen, Maggie tapped the side of her nose and regarded her daughter with a raised eyebrow. “Me nose is tellin’ me that Johnny’s been writin’ to ye.”

	“Yes, Mama, he has.”

	“Is it somethin’ ye’ll need to be keepin’ secret from yer Mam?”

	“It’s not something I’m trying to keep from you, Mama. It’s just that he can’t tell anyone his whereabouts right now and I didn’t want to violate his confidence.”

	“And haven’t ye been meetin’ up with him these past weeks, tryin’ to conceal the fact from me?”

	“I’m sorry, Mama. I just didn’t know how to handle it. I promise to tell you in the future, but we can never discuss this with anyone else.”

	“And who would I be talkin’ to about ye meetin’ up with a soldier boy? By the way, since you’ve been seein’ him now, he must be close by. What’s a soldier doin’ around here at a time of war? It doesn’t sound right to me.”

	“I don’t know what he does. He just asked me to keep it to myself, but he wanted to see me, so he took the chance.”

	“He’s not hidin’ out as a deserter, is he? I want no daughter of mine havin’ any truck with someone like that. It can only mean trouble.”

	The hot knife of frustration slid through Deirdre’s stomach. “Mama, stop thinking the worst of him. You know he’s not like that. He’s doing something for the government and can’t talk about it.”

	“Mighty peculiar, you ask me. What’s a strip of a lad doin’ helpin’ the government?”

	“It’s war time, Mama. They can ask a soldier to do anything they want.”

	“Ye just be careful is all I’m sayin’. Don’t get caught up in somethin’ ye don’t understand.”

	 

	 

	The following day Deirdre waited for Johnny at their usual meeting place, the corner of Canal and Bowery. Although dressed for the weather with a cloth coat, bonnet and gloves, she shivered against the chill breeze blowing from the East River. Minutes went by while she scanned the busy street for a sign of Johnny. The cold crept upward from her toes making it uncomfortable to stand in one place for long. She tried to avoid the glances of passers-by who cast curious looks at a girl standing alone on a busy thoroughfare. She vowed to ask Johnny to find a different, less conspicuous meeting place. Finally, she spied him from a distance walking hurriedly, side-stepping the crowds of pedestrians that coursed along the crowded street. When he saw her Johnny broke into a trot. They embraced. 

	“I don’t have much time,” Johnny said. “Got to get back to work.”

	“I’m just so glad to see you again. Days go by and I wait to hear from you,” Deirdre murmured.

	“There’s so much going on, I don’t always get the time. I’ll try to get in touch more often.”

	“Johnny, listen, when I got your letter yesterday my mother caught sight of it. She began to question me. I had to tell her it was you I’m meeting. She gets herself so upset. I didn’t know what else to do.”

	“It’s all right, as long as she doesn’t tell anyone else.”

	“Let’s find a different place to meet. We can’t meet at my house, my little brother always ask so many dumb questions.”

	Johnny thought for a moment. “Why not meet at Transfiguration Church? It’s close by and always open in the day time. We could sit in a back pew and talk.”

	“That’s a great idea, Johnny. We’d be out of the cold and away from these prying eyes,” Deirdre said, looking around at people passing them in both directions. “When will you be finished with what you’re doing here? When will they send you back?”

	 “I don’t know. But I don’t think I’ll be sent back to the army.”

	“Oh, that’s such a relief. I’m glad for that,” Deirdre breathed.

	With their full attention focused on one another neither saw a buggy slow down as it turned from Canal Street north onto Bowery. Nate Boyer, driving the gig, looked intently at the two standing close to one another, embracing and then kissing. He recognized Johnny. With a flick of the reins he speeded up and headed back to the warehouse.

	Shivering with the chill wind biting at him, Johnny said: “I have to get back now, they’ll be looking for me. I’ll write you another note and we can meet at the church when there’s more time to spend together.”

	They kissed again and held their embrace for a few moments. “Take care of yourself, Johnny. Write to me soon.”

	“I will, as soon as I can get a few minutes. You take care and say hello to your mother, now she knows it’s me your meeting,” Johnny said with a grin. He turned and disappeared into the bustling foot traffic on the Bowery.

	 

	 

	Nate Boyer knocked on the door to Simeon’s office. He stepped through in reply to Simeon’s voice. Letitia sat in a chair to the side of her grandfather’s desk.

	“Yes, Nate, what can I do for you?” Simeon asked.

	“That kid, Johnny Sullivan…”

	“Yes, go on.”

	“I’m not sure it’s important but just now comin’ back from the Hudson River pier, there was this Johnny fella at the corner of Canal and the Bowery, with a girl. They was kissin’ and all.”

	Neither man noticed Letitia’s expression at the news Nate brought. She paled and her eyebrows arched. Her breath caught in her throat. 

	Nate went on: “Not sure ye’d care one way or the other, but didn’t ye send him on an errand?”

	“Yes, I did,” Simeon answered. “In the ordinary case I would simply dismiss someone who took time out to have street corner assignations while working, but I must find out what that young man is up to. He turned to his granddaughter, “Letitia, you had no success …”

	He stopped before he said too much in front of Nate. “We’ll pick up our conversation later. Meantime, thank you, Nate, for being so observant. I may need you to conduct a further investigation as regards that Johnny. I’m concerned now that I trusted him with packages of our product.”

	Nate turned to leave: “Let me know if ye need me.” The door closed behind him.

	Simeon turned to his granddaughter. “Did I interrupt at an inopportune moment the other evening?”

	“No, Grandfather, he had made up his mind to leave just as you arrived. Now I think I understand his reluctance to stay. If there’s a girl …”

	“Did you ascertain anything about him?”

	“I should have mentioned it sooner, but when he spilled the wine on his shirt, I tried to take it from him to rinse out the stain. When I unbuttoned his shirt I saw a scar on his stomach. He said it came from a bullet wound he received in a street fight when he belonged to a gang.”

	“Something’s not right,” Simeon mused. A thoughtful expression crossed his face. “He doesn’t strike me as the kind of boy who would belong to a gang and get into street fights. But one never knows.”

	Letitia said: “He seemed more alarmed at my discovery than one would expect. I asked him if he was involved in the war, was he a deserter? He said no, but I’m not so sure.”

	Simeon continued his thought: “If he were a deserter, he’s living more openly than one would expect. He doesn’t seem to fear being arrested by the authorities. You told me he left the police station in the company of two men. When I asked him about it, he explained that they were government investigators looking into the fires that were set.”

	“I thought he was just shy or afraid around women,” Letitia began, “but now when I hear he’s meeting a girl …”

	“Letitia,” Simeon cautioned, “don’t let your emotions run away with you. He’s not the kind of person you’d want to …”

	Letitia interrupted him with an edge to her voice, “No, Grandfather, I was just doing what you asked of me. Emotions had nothing to do with it.” She slammed the door to his office as she left.

	 


 

	Chapter Eleven

	 

	Johnny busied himself with his work crew but noticed that Nate, the foreman, regarded him with more hostility than usual. Something else had gone wrong, but exactly what, eluded Johnny. Requests for him to make deliveries had stopped and he realized that suspicions about him had increased. Days dragged by in the monotonous pattern of loading, unloading and waiting for the next shipment. Letitia seemed to have grown hostile as well and held herself more aloof, but Johnny ascribed it to his abrupt departure from her house after her dinner invitation. The counterfeiting activity also appeared to have slackened, as if Simeon had let caution temporarily rule his judgment. Johnny wondered whether he had somehow triggered the wariness he sensed around the warehouse.

	He began to compose a message to leave at the dead drop on the pier when Nate Boyer caught him unawares. 

	“What’re ye doin’, writin’ love letters?”

	At first, the question confounded Johnny, but he replied quickly: “Nothin’, I’m just writin’ reminders to myself for things I got to do.”

	Nate sneered. “What’s someone like you got to do is so important you need reminders?”

	“Just reminders, is all,” Johnny fumbled for words.

	“Get back to work, another load’s comin’ in,” Nate ordered.

	Johnny waited until Nate walked out of sight, crumpled the scrap of paper he had written and stuffed it in his pocket. He recomposed the message, encoded, but with a cryptic phrase intended to deceive anyone but its proper recipients.

	 

	 

	At the end of the work day Johnny sauntered off in a direction that would take him on a roundabout route to the pier he used as his dead letter cache. Detective Philips, on surveillance seated in a one-horse carriage near the warehouse, waited for Johnny to leave work to post his next message. He allowed Johnny to get out of sight, intending to clear the dead drop later. The man who fell in behind Johnny, remaining in the shadows a block away, eluded Philips’ attention.

	Nate Boyer followed Johnny from a distance believing his destination a meeting with the girl. When Johnny made the turn toward the river, Nate paused and shrank back into the shadows of a nearby building. He watched Johnny slip the coded note into the crevice in the piling of the pier he used as a hiding place and mark the spot with a chalked “X”. After Johnny had completed his task and walked away without a backward glance, Nate hurried to the piling to retrieve the note. The folded paper, scrawled in an odd jumble of letters, led Nate to the conclusion it could not be a simple love message. He paused, looked in the direction where Johnny had walked and shoved the scrap of paper in his pocket, then hurried back to the warehouse and Simeon’s office to show him his find. 

	When Philips arrived at the dead drop, he found the new chalk mark but no written message. His first thought, that Johnny had simply opted not to leave a message, led him to set out to find his young agent and ask him about it. The detectives had chosen to use the method of dead drops to avoid repeated visits to Johnny at the rooming house or meet him too often on the street.

	Nate hastened to report his discovery. “This ain’t no love note, Simeon. I had expected the boy was meetin’ up with the girl I seen. This is what I watched him hide in a hole in the pilin’ on a pier by the river. That boy’s up to somethin’ bad.” 

	Simeon accepted the note with a grave shake of his head. “I think we’ve made a serious mistake with hiring him.”

	Letitia came through the door, took note of Nate’s clouded expression and the look of concern on her grandfather’s face. “Is something wrong, Grandfather? You look as if you’ve seen someone risen from the grave.” 

	“It’s Johnny, I had a terrible premonition he was up to something.” He handed the coded message to his granddaughter.

	Letitia’s voice caught in her throat. ”What does this mean? It’s just letters all run together.”

	Nate snarled: “I’ll tell you what it means. I followed him to a pier on the East River. He’s leaving messages of some sort for someone. It can’t be good news for us. That kid already knows too much about what goes on around here.”

	Letitia sank into a chair near the desk, staring down at the paper she held. Simeon held out his hand. “Give it back. I’ll have to find someone to decipher it for us.”

	Letitia excused herself and left the room, head down, with a small handkerchief held to her nose. 

	Simeon looked up at Nate. “I have a feeling my granddaughter has gone sweet on that boy. All I told her to do was try to find out what he’s up to. Now I think we know. I never thought she’d get emotional about him. He’s just a kid. What would the government want with a stripling like him anyway?”

	“We have a big problem, Simeon,” Nate said. “We have to be careful how we handle this. If he’s in league with the Federal detectives …”

	“Let’s wait and see if he returns tomorrow. He doesn’t know we’ve intercepted his message.”

	“I have an idea,” Nate began. “There’s this girl I seen him with …”

	 

	 

	Deirdre wanted to hurry off to Transfiguration Church in response to Johnny’s latest note, but the argument with her mother raged sharp and brief.

	“Where are ye off to now?” Maggie’s voice had taken on an edge fraught with annoyance and apprehension.

	“If you must know, Mama, I’m meeting Johnny at Transfiguration. We understand we can’t meet on street corners anymore. There’s no other place that’s quiet and away from prying eyes.”

	“If he’s not up to no good why can’t he come here for a visit? Church is hardly the place to be meetin’ up with a young man. It just doesn’t seem proper.”

	“He can’t risk being seen or having someone ask questions.” Deirdre raised her voice a decibel to match her mother’s strident tone.

	“Lower your voice when ye talk to me,” Maggie snapped.

	“You stop screaming at me,” Deirdre countered.

	Maggie made a gesture of disgust and threw her dish towel on the kitchen table. “Ye’ve become so disrespectful since ye’ve had to do with that boy.”

	“Please Mama, let’s not quarrel. He’s doing something for the government. That’s why he was able to visit me last summer dressed in street clothes. Why that is or what he does, I don’t know. I just trust him, that’s all. I believe he doesn’t have a dishonest bone in his body.”

	“Next time, let’s have him over here of an evenin’. No one here will breathe a word.” 

	“What about Aidan?” Deirdre asked. “If he starts to blab about a soldier in work clothes coming to visit …”

	“Don’t worry about your brother. I’ll see he keeps the family business to himself. It’s safer then than you two skulkin’ about on the corner or hidin’ in a church.”

	“I’ll speak to Johnny about it. Right now he expects me to meet him. Please Mama, we can talk about this later.”

	“Ye be back here in an hour, no more. I can’t be worryin’ where ye are.”

	“Thank you, Mama. I’ll be home soon.” Deirdre’s words almost lost in her haste as she whisked out the door, tying her bonnet as she went.

	Johnny stood just inside the entrance to the church on Mott Street. He shuffled his feet impatiently. The time for Deirdre to keep her appointment with him slipped past. Deirdre arrived out of breath, her cheeks glowing pink from the crisp, late autumn air. They embraced quickly in the vestibule; Johnny pushed open the inner door and held it for her to enter. 

	“Johnny, let’s make a visit to the Blessed Sacrament while we’re here.”

	Deirdre stepped through the oak doors, inlaid with stained glass panels, genuflected and knelt in the last pew. She folded her hands and bowed her head. Johnny doffed his cap and slipped in beside her, knelt and waited for her to conclude her brief, silent prayer. The altar shone faintly, bathed in dim candle light. Along the walls on either side, banks of votive candles flickered. He leaned forward, rested his elbows on the wooden back of the pew in front of him. The distractions of the past weeks and months flooded through his mind, it had been a long time since he had been inside a church. Finally, Deirdre straightened up, sat back and put her hand on the back of his neck. She tilted his head and kissed him gently on the cheek. Searching his eyes for a moment, she said: “You look so far away. Are you all right?”

	Johnny ventured a faint smile and sat back on the bench.

	“I’m fine, I miss you,” he whispered.

	Deirdre shifted to rest her head on his shoulder. “It’s getting more and more difficult with Mama. She doesn’t understand why we can’t just meet at my house.”

	“It’s so dangerous for me and I don’t want to drag your family into it if anything goes wrong.”

	She sat upright, her eyes fixed on his. “Are you in danger, Johnny? I couldn’t bear it if you were.”

	He put his arm around her shoulders and pulled her toward him. Her breath tingled on his neck. ”I’d be in worse danger if I were still with my regiment. They’ve been through so many battles, so many of them have been killed. I’m much more fortunate than most. I’m just helping some detectives for now.” 

	“Is that what you did in Washington?”

	“Yes, but I can’t go into it any more than that.”

	Deirdre flung her arm around his neck and kissed him passionately. The rustle of a cassock and the scrape of shoes on the wooden floor of the church interrupted their embrace.

	They both looked toward the altar. Deidre gasped and sat upright. 

	“Johnny, it’s the priest,” she said with a quick exhalation.

	The parish priest, Fr McAleer, walked slowly toward them along the center aisle. 

	“Good evening, children,” he said with a strong trace of a West County brogue.

	They both stood, “Good evening, Father.”

	Deirdre’s cheeks flamed scarlet. 

	Johnny stammered: “We were making a visit to the Blessed Sacrament, Father.”

	“Ah, were ye now?” Father asked with raised eyebrows. “And were ye communing with the Holy Ghost as well just then?”

	“We’re sorry, Father. We haven’t seen each other in a long time. We …”

	Deirdre’s grip tightened on Johnny’s hand. Father spared them any more embarrassment. 

	“Church is hardly the place for that sort of thing ye were just doing, is it? And ye two being youngsters, perhaps it’s not appropriate at all.”

	Johnny looked down at the pew in front of him, with Deirdre still clutching his hand.

	“We were just leaving, Father.”

	The priest said: “Indeed, and not a moment too soon, it seems.” A faint trace of a smile crossed his weathered features. “Run along, the both of ye and don’t be carryin’ on like that. Ye are both too young for that sort of thing, especially in church.” His countenance resumed a more serious aspect. “I’ll expect to see both of ye in confession soon.”

	“Y-yes, Father,” Johnny managed. “We will – both of us.” He glanced down at the top of Deirdre’s bonnet, she with her eyes riveted on the floor in embarrassment.

	 

	 

	Philips set out in search of Johnny starting at his rooming house. Not finding him there he looked in the tavern where Johnny often took his meals. When that yielded no sign of the youngster, he went to find Donellan. He waited for his partner at their pre-arranged rendezvous, the back room of a brothel run by a madam whose cooperation they had purchased with a weekly remuneration and the promise not to cause her business any trouble with the law. They needed an inconspicuous place to meet and made clear to her that she and her girls must avoid both them and the room they used when they had business there. 

	“There’s no sign of Johnny where I expected to find him,” Philips began. “I’m concerned because he was supposed to leave a message at the dead drop. The chalk mark was there but no note.”

	“There’s probably some simple explanation, he’s usually so reliable.” Donellan said. “We’ll catch up with him tomorrow. Right now, I’m starving. A rare steak and a beer would go down nicely.”

	“I don’t know.” Philips answered. “I’m concerned. This isn’t like him.”

	“Look, a chalk mark and no written message may be a message,” Donellan said. “We’ll ask him when we see him. Let’s go eat.” 

	 

	 

	Johnny arrived early at the warehouse the following morning. He reported to his work crew as usual but Letitia appeared on the loading dock and called his name. 

	“Sullivan,” she snapped, “Mr Barr wants to see you.”

	Johnny heard the peremptory tenor of her order and knew immediately that a call to Simeon’s office boded ill. 

	“Good morning, Miss Letty,” he said, tipping his cap.

	Letitia, her lips pressed into a thin line of displeasure, ignored his greeting, turned on her heel and walked with a purposeful stride back toward Simeon’s office. Johnny swallowed hard, unsure of what had caused the sudden chill in her demeanor and what awaited him behind the closed door to the back room. Letitia, preceding him by several steps, opened the door without looking back and slammed it. Johnny rapped tentatively and entered to Simeon’s barked command.

	Johnny approached the elderly man’s desk. “You wanted to see me, Mr Barr?”

	Letitia sat in her usual chair to the right of the desk with her arms folded, staring fixedly at the opposite wall. 

	“Sullivan,” Barr began. “When you left here last evening, where did you go?”

	Johnny thought quickly, guessing that someone had seen him head for Front Street and the pier. “I took a walk by the river,” Mr Barr.

	“And when you went ‘by the river’, did you do anything?”

	Johnny glanced at Letitia, whose expression and posture had not changed. He decided instantly to feign sheepishness. He fumbled with his hat and shifted his feet, staring awkwardly at the floor “Well, the thing is …”

	“Yes, go on.”

	“I left a note for a girl.”

	Letitia turned her head toward him, the skin around her nose pinched and white. Her eyes narrowed.

	Simeon opened a desk drawer and withdrew the wrinkled note Johnny had hidden in the crevice of the piling. “Is this what you say you left for a girl?”

	“May I look at it, sir?”

	Simeon handed it over the desk and Johnny reached to take it. He looked at it for a moment, handed it back and said: “It looks like the note I put there.”

	Letitia continued to glare. 

	“It’s all just a random collection of letters. How is this supposed to be a note to a young lady?”

	Johnny cleared his throat. On an impulse he looked over at Letitia, then averted his eyes from her reproachful expression.

	“The thing is, Mr Barr, we sort of play a game. I make up a code pretending to send her messages that her mother couldn’t read. Just leaving a note means we should meet.”

	“And where do these meetings take place?”

	“At a church on Mott Street, but the letters don’t really mean anything in particular. Just the note is the message.”

	Letitia stood up and stalked out of the room. The door crashed shut. It opened again immediately as Nate Boyer stormed into the office. “Did you find out what this little sneak’s been up to, Simeon?”

	“He says the note was a message to a girl, saying that they should meet. He says the printing on the note is a make-believe code that doesn’t mean anything in particular.”

	“I don’t believe a word of it,” Nate bellowed. “This little skunk’s up to no good.”

	Johnny stared woodenly at a dusty painting on the wall behind Simeon’s desk.

	“I don’t know what to believe,” Simeon breathed out in exasperation. “It all seems fishy to me.” He turned to Johnny and held up the incriminating note. “Are you trying to say that these mixed-up letters have no meaning; that you can’t interpret them?”

	“Yes, sir,” Johnny said with as solemn a tone as he could manage, “just a silly game.”

	Nate grunted in disbelief.

	Simeon held up a hand toward Nate indicating he had another question. “Just how did you come to meet this girl as you say?  You haven’t been here long enough.”

	“We were childhood friends, Mr Barr. We used to go to school together. When I came back here, I wrote her a letter. We started to meet over by the river. It’s just that her mother doesn’t like me much. We play make believe. I leave her notes her mother couldn’t read.”

	Nate interrupted, “Are ye gonna swallow all this claptrap? I’m sayin’ we gotta get to the bottom of all this he’s been doin’.”

	Simeon looked back at Johnny. “That will be all, Sullivan. Get back to your crew.”

	When Johnny left he said: “I understand your concern, Nate, but I want to keep him close until we find out what if anything he’s up to. I know someone who might be able to decode this piece of paper, if it is written in code. I’m going to send for him. Meantime, keep a close eye on the boy. See where he goes, who he meets.”

	 

	 

	After work at the warehouse had concluded for the day, Detective Donellan trailed Johnny to his rooming house and rapped on his door. Johnny opened it and the detective stepped inside. 

	“What happened to the message you were supposed to leave at the pier last night?”

	“I did leave it. I just found out Nate, the foreman, must have followed me and retrieved it.”

	“Did they confront you about it?”

	“Barr called me into his office and showed it to me. Nate was there and so was Barr’s granddaughter. He asked me to explain what it meant.”

	“And what did you tell them?”

	Another rap on the door interrupted them, Detective Philips came in.

	“We were just trying to find out what happened to his message of last night,” Donellan said. “He tells me the note was intercepted by the foreman and Johnny was called on the carpet.”

	“All right, continue from there,” Philips said.

	“Barr wanted to know what the jumbled letters stood for.”

	“So what did you say?” Donellan asked.

	“The note said, ‘Aunt and Uncle are expected soon’. Nate was watching me. I wanted to say something that would alert you to another agent possibly arriving without being too obvious if the note was intercepted. There’s some talk that a high level person from their organization is on his way here.”

	Philips interrupted: “Good reason not to leave messages if you think you’re being watched.”

	Donellan said: “So what did you tell Barr?” 

	“I told him the letters were meaningless in themselves. That I play a game with a girl I know. Just leaving a note means we should meet at a prearranged location. I said her mother doesn’t want her to see me so we made up this secret game.”

	“And is there a girl?” Donellan asked.

	Philips interjected: “It’s a bad idea meeting with anyone now.”

	Distress showed on Johnny’s face. “Yes, I have been meeting with a girl I knew from this neighborhood. We meet on street corners.”

	“How much of what you do have you confided in this girl? She’s liable to tell everyone she knows.”

	“No, she knows nothing of what I do. Besides, I trust her not to say anything about me.”

	Philips turned to Donellan and shook his head. “This is all going to turn out badly.”

	Alarm clutched at Johnny’s chest, panting to catch his breath, he added:  “I think Barr believed me about the girl and all.”

	“I don’t know …” Donellan mused. “This is getting risky.”

	“If it’s going to end soon,” Johnny said, “let me make one last effort to identify the man who they’re waiting for and why it’s so important. I think they have something else planned, bigger even than the plot to set fire to the city. After work I can hide nearby and watch for them leaving the warehouse.”

	“This has to come to a head soon. We can’t leave you there much longer. It feels like they’re getting more than suspicious,” Donellan said.

	“One more chance at it,” Johnny pleaded. “Then you can pull me out.”

	“It has to be soon,” Philips repeated.

	 


 

	Chapter Twelve

	 

	Jonas McGahey, a dour little man with a bitter mouth framed by graying stubble, arrived on the train from Baltimore a week later. A threadbare black suit, frayed overcoat and a bowler hat pulled down over his brow added to his seedy appearance. An abdominal scar he bore from a bayonet wound inflicted on him at the Old Capitol Prison caused him to slouch to the left when he walked. McGahey had obtained his released from the jail after an exchange for a Union officer held as a prisoner of war by the Confederates. An argument with a Union soldier, a guard at the prison, over the vermin which infested his cell led to a vicious stab inflicted by the guard who lost patience with McGahey’s complaining and his attempt to keep his cell door open after lights out. Sepsis had set in and it appeared he might die when the bayonet wound McGahey suffered seemed not to heal in the filthy and disease-ridden building that housed civil detainees as well as Confederate prisoners of war. 

	Nate Boyer met him with a horse and buggy at the Canal Street pier when McGahey debarked from the Hoboken Ferry with his scant belongings. The ferry had taken him across the Hudson after the Baltimore and Ohio line deposited him at the terminal on the New Jersey side.

	“Need something decoded, do you?” McGahey asked.

	“That’s why the boss sent for ya,” Nate answered.

	“Think you have a spy in your midst?”

	“Don’t know. If ya can decipher the gibberish on the note I caught him hidin’, we’ll find out.”

	Nate guided the buggy through the teeming streets of Lower Manhattan toward the warehouse. They completed the rest of the drive in silence. In Simeon’s office, McGahey introduced himself and took a seat opposite Simeon’s desk. Nate stood at the door to insure privacy. Simeon produced Johnny’s coded message. McGahey held up a hand, palm toward the aged counterfeiter. “Before we begin, there’s the matter of my remuneration.”

	“Why certainly …” Simeon started to answer.

	McGahey interrupted again. “I get reimbursed for the railroad fare – both ways. I get a room paid for, and meals, and my fee for the service you want is fifty dollars.”

	“I intended …” Simeon began again.

	“Didn’t you exchange telegraph messages about this with the Society in Baltimore before you sent for me?” McGahey snapped.

	“I didn’t realize …”

	“Who do you think pays for all this?” A wracking cough gripped McGahey. His face contorted and he clutched at his left side. His features had taken on a chalky pallor while he struggled to regain control of himself. “Excuse me, that damned prison has left me half an invalid.” He pushed a soiled handkerchief to his mouth, cleared his throat and began again. “As I was saying …”

	“Can we get you something, Mr McGahey? A glass of water, perhaps?” Simeon asked, starting to rise from his chair behind the mahogany desk.

	“Yes, a little water would do nicely,” he breathed between coughs.

	“Nate, please fetch our guest a glass of water.”

	Nate scowled and turned to open the door.

	Letitia stepped through the open door and sidled around Nate’s bulky form. “Grandfather, I believe the last load for today has left with the wagon. What should we do with the crews? Do we dismiss them for the day?”

	“Before we do that, Letty …”

	Letitia stopped to regard the stranger sitting near her grandfather’s desk with the handkerchief to his face.

	“Letty, this is a guest from Baltimore. He’s had an attack of coughing. Would you render a kindness and get him a glass of water? A decision about the work crews can wait for the moment.”

	With another glance at the little man sitting hunched over with his spasms, she stepped across the office to take an empty glass from Simeon’s desk and left. Nate closed the door.

	“Mr McGahey,” Simeon restarted the conversation, “I fully expect to pay for your services. I just didn’t realize the cost at first. Please gather yourself and we’ll get on with our business.”

	McGahey regained his composure and said: “The cost of the railroad tickets, the first night’s lodging and …” he said with emphasis, “and – my fee in advance, if you please, Mr Barr.”

	Simeon glared with watery blue eyes at the agent from Baltimore. Nate took a step toward him. Simeon extended a palm. “Nate, that will be fine.”

	Simeon rose from his chair. “I must go into my inner office for a moment.”

	He returned with a handful of cash. He began to count it out. “You said fifty dollars for your fee, plus the railroad ticket. The room with your meals will be five dollars – say I give you seventy-five all together.”

	“A caution, Mr Barr, I know what your business is about. Every last cent better be legitimate currency.”

	“I think we’re getting off on the wrong foot, Mr McGahey …”

	The door opened again, Letitia entered and handed the water to the sickly man.

	“Thank you, Miss,” he gasped.

	“Grandfather – the work crews?”

	“Yes, my dear, hold on to them for a while. There’s something I require before they leave for the day. I’ll be with you momentarily.”

	Nate remained blocking the door, his arms folded. He glowered at everyone in the room. Letitia shot him a disdainful look and he stepped aside to let her pass. She closed the door behind her.

	“As we were saying Mr McGahey, here’s your money. You may examine it if you like.”

	“I know what funny money looks like. I will check it before we go a step further.”

	He took a few moments studied each bill closely, stuffed them into his inner jacket pocket and looked at Simeon. “All seems to be in order. These bills will be examined further when I return to Society headquarters. Woe betide if there’s anything wrong.”

	“Please, Mr McGahey, may we proceed with our business?”

	“Hand over this note or whatever it is,” McGahey rasped.

	Simeon slid the paper across the desk, the flimsy sheet by now wrinkled and finger-soiled.

	McGahey unfolded it, read for a moment and refolded it. “I’ll take this with me. I’ll have something for you by tomorrow morning. Please have someone take me to my lodgings. I’m tired after my long train ride.”

	Simeon glanced at Nate.

	“Carriage is all ready and hitched,” Nate said. He looked down at McGahey. “Fetch yer belongings and we’ll be off.”

	McGahey rose stiffly, touched the brim of his bowler to Simeon and said: “Until tomorrow.”

	“Good day to you, sir,” Simeon’s voice took on a formal tone.

	Letitia waited on the loading dock for word from her grandfather as to the disposition of the loading crew. She made a studied attempt to inspect the roof of the building across the way rather than engage Johnny’s eyes. He stood aside and watched the foot and carriage traffic along the Bowery. Nate Boyer and Jonas McGahey emerged from the darkened interior of the warehouse and headed for the buggy with the horse tethered to a railing. While they clambered into the two-seat carriage Nate murmured to McGahey: “The youngster with the cloth cap and the shabby brown jacket, that’s the one who wrote the message.”

	McGahey paused to look at Johnny who kept his eyes focused on the middle distance. He did not notice the rumpled little man who regarded him so closely.

	McGahey leaned over toward Nate as they took their seats. He whispered: “That kid, I’ve seen him someplace before. I know I have.” 

	He looked back over his shoulder to glance a second time at Johnny’s profile. Johnny turned slightly, shifting his feet. He looked toward McGahey. Johnny did not recognize the man regarding him so intently with his bowler jammed down on his head and his collar upturned against the chill. 

	“Give me a while, I’ll remember who that kid is,” McGahey said. “I know it’s nothing good. It was a kid like that got me thrown in the Old Capitol, snoopin’ around while we were talkin’ about ambushin’ Lincoln.”

	Nate flicked the reins and the horse started forward. “All I know about him is he showed up one day lookin’ for work and claimin’ to be a Copperhead. There’s somethin’ about him I don’t trust,” he said with a harsh rasp.

	“It’ll come to me,” McGahey murmured half to himself. “It’ll come to me.”

	Further down along the Bowery, Detective Donellan waited in his one-horse carriage, partially hidden behind a delivery wagon off-loading burlap sacks of lumpy coal to the tenements and merchants that lined the crowded road. When Nate Boyer and his passenger appeared on the loading pier the detective observed a short conversation take place between the two. During this brief pause the man in the bowler hat made an obvious study of Johnny who stood nearby awaiting dismissal from work for the day. The delay in releasing the crews and the appearance of a stranger who took an interest in Johnny, gave rise to suspicion on Donellan’s part. When Nate drove away from the warehouse door with his passenger, Donellan touched the reins to the horse’s back and started after them. He remained a discreet distance behind while Nate navigated the crowded thoroughfare. At a rooming house near Houston Street, Nate stopped and McGahey alit from the carriage. With barely a wave of his hand toward Nate, the little man shuffled through the door carrying his cloth travel bag, exhibiting a decided list to the left side. Donellan sped by. He made a mental note to return and ask the clerk in which room the untidy stranger stayed.

	When Nate and McGahey departed, Letitia walked back to Simeon’s office. 

	He said: “Letty, tag along with that Sullivan kid after you dismiss the men. Butter him up. See if you can get any more out of him about these notes and the girl he’s meeting,”

	Letitia twisted her face, showing her chagrin at having to get close to Johnny again. She began to protest: “Grandfather …”

	“Now, Letty,” he said, “I need to find out whether he’s up to no good. I keep telling you not to let your emotions get the better of you. Our enterprise here may be at stake. For the sake of everything for which we’ve worked, for our cause, set aside your feelings and try to get some hint of what he’s up to. You know how to do that.”

	Letitia pulled her shoulders back, took a breath and turned for the door. She showed her profile for a moment, chin uptilted in a dramatic pose. “Of course, Grandfather,” she said, and left.

	Out on the loading dock Letitia announced the end of the work day to the loading crews. They began to drift away. 

	“Johnny Sullivan,” she called. “Wait a moment.” 

	Johnny paused. “Yes, Miss Letty?”

	“I thought I’d walk a ways with you. Headed for the river again?”

	“No, Ma’am, just thought I’d amble along to my boarding house.”

	“Why do you insist on being so formal with me? I thought after the other night we would be friends.”

	“Sorry, it’s hard for me to break old habits.”

	Letty said: “So, you have a secret girl friend you exchange silly notes with.”

	“Well, yes, we’ve known each other since school days.”

	“She live around here?”

	“Not far, just a few blocks away.”

	”There you go again, Johnny,” Letty snapped. “Why are you so vague? It’s a simple question. If you don’t want to talk to me, just say so.”

	Johnny exhaled: “Actually, she lives over on Mulberry, I’m not sure of the house.”

	“Do you meet her often?”

	Johnny suddenly on guard, tried to steer the conversation away from discussion of Deirdre. “It’s just a game we play. Her Mama doesn’t care for me much. We just meet to talk. How far are you walking, Miss Letty?”

	Letitia placed her gloved hand in his. “Are you sweet on this girl? If you’re not, maybe we could become closer friends. What’s her name, anyway?”

	“Her name is Deirdre and we’re just friends,” Johnny said with a touch of exasperation.

	Letitia stopped and disengaged her hand from his. “I can see you don’t prefer my company. I’ll just head back to the warehouse.”

	“It’s not that, Letty. It’s just …”

	“Just what, Johnny Sullivan? You don’t like me, it’s plain to see. Good evening to you.”

	Letitia turned and stalked away, headed back to where they had started. Johnny stood and watched her for a moment and resumed his journey back to the rooming house. A threefold disturbance roiled in his head. He hated to treat this woman who evoked such strong emotions in him so rudely. Johnny also recognized the need to force himself to keep Deidre uppermost in his mind, while through it all remember he had duties that should countervail all attachments until he had completed his mission. 

	 


 

	Chapter Thirteen

	 

	McGahey toiled into the late hours of the night with the message encrypted on the single piece of paper. He took from his cloth carry bag the books and charts he had assembled during his employment as a code breaker for the anti-war movement in the north, abetted and sponsored by the Confederate Government in Richmond. The simplicity of the code gave him to believe an inexperienced operative used it. Someone pressed into service without much training. The warehouse foreman had told him the youngster standing near the loading pier had secreted the message in a crevice in a piling on a riverside dock. McGahey had become familiar with that crude method of communication, using what his organization called dead letter boxes. Again, it registered with him that a relatively unsophisticated operation, one quickly assembled and rushed into service employed such primitive devices. After unraveling the message he stretched out on his uncomfortable bed and closed his eyes. That boy’s profile, where had he seen it before? Since the foreman had pointed him out as the courier, if not the author of the encrypted note, McGahey reasoned, that youngster must be working with the authorities. When in the past had that kind of investigative technique, the use of a young infiltrator, affected his liberty?

	McGahey sat bolt upright, cold spasms wracked his frail body. His coughing fit returned causing him to grip his side and writhe in pain. The tavern in Washington, the night of his arrest by Baker’s thugs, the serving boy who seemed to have triggered the sorry episode, it all fell into place. His coughing fit subsided. He took a draft of the elixir he carried with him wherever he went, given him by the widow who ran the boarding house in Maryland where he lived. It seemed to allay the respiratory attacks that plagued him since his near death from the bayonet wound inflicted by the vicious guard at the Old Capitol. He had suffered mightily at the hands of these filthy Yankees. 

	“Tomorrow morning,” he announced aloud to the empty room, “tomorrow I’ll unmask that sorry wretch. The Society will be pleased when this New York gang disposes of him. I only wish I could be present when that little sneak gets his just deserts. ‘Caleb 13’ indeed, we’ll see how clever he is when his shallow ruse is uncovered.”

	He readied himself for bed and tidied up his scattered belongings.

	“The people at the warehouse,” he continued aloud, addressing vacant space,” will be deeply indebted to me. They have no idea of the peril they are in. Bah, I should have charged them twice as much.” 

	A knock on his door brought him painfully to his feet. He grasped his side and lurched a step toward the door. “What is it?” he gasped through gritted teeth.

	“It’s the landlady, Mr McGahey.”

	“What do you want, this time of night?”

	“Er, it’s about your bill, sir.”

	“My bill, why in God’s name are you bothering me with that now?” he snarled, taking another painful step.

	“Ah, well, I didn’t want you to leave in the morning with this problem unresolved.” the landlady answered.

	“Oh, very well if you must pester me now,” McGahey said, his voice barely audible. He wrenched the door open.

	The landlady, wide-eyed with fear took a step back, Donellan and Philips pushed against the door overcoming McGahey’s feeble attempt to close it. 

	“Thank you, Mrs O’Hagan,” Donellan said over his shoulder as she scurried down the stairs. 

	Both detectives stepped into the room. Towering over McGahey, their top hats made them appear even more imposing. They each took him by an arm and sat him on the bed.

	McGahey began to sputter in protest. 

	“Save your breath, McGahey. We’ll do most of the talking. You just listen,” Donellan said. 

	McGahey’s face lost all the rest of its color. A ghastly pallor and strangled breathing gave evidence of his terror.

	Philips began: “You are facing another trip to the Old Capitol. We know who you are and what you are up to. A telegraphed message to Washington and a return answer told us that.”

	“No, you can’t, you can’t, I have done nothing wrong,” the frightened man stammered.

	“How much evidence did it take the last time when you were held indefinitely without bail? I’ll answer for you, not very much. You were part of an assassination plot in Washington and were held to account for your participation. Only through the grace of the medical staff at the prison who didn’t want to have another corpse to account for, you are now at liberty. That can change rapidly.”

	McGahey ventured another feeble protest. 

	“Save it,” Donellan said, “unless you want to make a final trip to that hell hole, pay attention.”

	“The note the foreman gave you, hand it over,” Donellan demanded.

	McGahey struggled to his feet. “I need to get to my travel bag.”

	“Stay there,” Philips said. “I’ll get it.” He picked up the cloth bag and dumped its contents on the floor. He kicked the clothing, books and paper aside, assuring himself that their suspect had secreted no weapons among his belongings. “Find the note and your decipherings and hand them to me.”

	McGahey bent over, still clutching his side. He rummaged through the scattered contents until he found the original note and his scribbling to decode it. He handed them to Philips. Both he and Donellan read the decoded message silently.

	“I don’t know what it means,” McGahey said. “It may be a code within a code.”

	“You don’t need to know any more than you do already,” Donellan snapped. “I assume you are expected to return tomorrow with the answer to the cipher, are you not?”

	“Y-y-es,” the frightened man stammered, still unable to stem his trembling and the stabbing pain in his side. “The foreman is to collect me in the morning.”

	“Decide now whether you want another trip to prison,” Donellan said.

	“No, I surely don’t,” came the reply, throttled in the suspect’s throat with the constriction of anxiety.

	Philips took hold of McGahey’s shirt collar and dragged him to his feet. 

	“Here’s what you will do when you are brought back to the warehouse,” he said, his nose inches from the other man’s face. “You report this just as it’s written, do you understand?” He shook McGahey for emphasis. 

	The man’s face contorted in a rictus of pain and fright. “I understand.”

	Philips relaxed his grip and shoved McGahey back onto the mattress.

	“Then you leave the warehouse, is that clear?” Donellan said, poking a hard finger into McGahey’s chest for emphasis. “If we get a hint of any sly attempt on your part to indicate there is more to this message than meets the eye, we will know about it.”

	McGahey could only nod in agreement.

	“If you tell anyone about our visit, you will face a terrible fate. Our retribution will be swift and painful.”

	“I will do as you order. I have no other business than to decipher the note.”

	“To insure your compliance, we will take you into custody once you have delivered your message. You will be handed over to the local authorities for safekeeping until we are certain that the young man who was pointed out to you is free from any threat of harm,” Donellan said.

	 “But I won’t survive another incarceration,” McGahey protested.

	“You want to run errands for our enemies, you take the consequences. However, it will be for the briefest period of time, just so we are assured of the boy’s safety. You will be detained in a local police station. We won’t have you committed to the City Jail. You will be released once we are certain you have carried out our instructions. Any effort to evade us will be dealt with harshly, am I clear?” Philips emphasized his point with another hard jab with a finger in the pallid little man’s chest.

	“Yes, I said yes, you needn’t keep poking me,” McGahey whined.

	 

	 

	Nate Boyer delivered McGahey to Simeon’s office in the morning. The code man handed the note with his decryption to Simeon and stepped back. 

	“What does this mean?” the elderly man asked.

	McGahey struggled to keep the tremor from his voice. “I’m sure I don’t know, Mr Barr. I just deciphered the letters as they were written.” 

	Simeon, intent on the sentence written on the page he held, failed to notice the nervous shift in McGahey’s eyes. Boyer looming behind him caused a clammy sweat to form on his skin, but he swallowed hard and kept some manner of composure. 

	“Very well, then,” Simeon looked up from his perusal of the message. “Nate will take you to the pier for the Hoboken Ferry.” 

	McGahey licked his lips, tried to moisten his dry mouth. “Thank you for the offer, Mr Barr, I’d prefer to walk today. I have a long wait for the train. The ferry will get me there much too early. A walk in the brisk air will do me good.”

	“As you wish,” Simeon agreed. “Thank you for your service, I just wish I had a clearer understanding of what this message means. Do you have adequate compensation from the money I gave you?”

	“You’ve been more than generous, Mr Barr,” McGahey said, anxious to leave the threatening atmosphere of the old man’s office, where one slip might cost him his liberty or his life. He doffed his bowler hat and scurried through the door, having to skirt around the immovable Nate who obstructed his way.

	When he left, Simeon looked up and said: “I don’t know what to think, Nate. We were so sure the note left at the pier was a message to the authorities. These innocuous words could mean anything. The boy said it was a note to some girl.”

	“I’m still not convinced. That kid is up to somethin’. He always has an excuse for everythin’. I say at least get him outta here. Ya don’t need him snoopin’ around like he does.”

	“We need the extra hand, Nate. Now with the draft and people leaving for the army, laborers are hard to come by. I’m certainly not going to hire any darkies. Besides, I’d rather have him around where we can keep an eye on him. If he’s up to no good, he’ll slip sooner or later. In any event, a boy that young in league with the police, I have difficulty believing that.”

	“Suit yerself Mr Barr, just remember, I’m against it,” Nate said, spun on his heel and left. 

	 

	 

	Donellan and Philips took turns keeping surveillance on the warehouse. Johnny seemed to take his regular spot with his crew, working as normal. They avoided further direct contact on the chance that the foreman or anyone from the warehouse might follow Johnny. For his part, now aware that he had aroused suspicion, Johnny made no more trips to the East River pier.

	The two detectives picked up the hapless McGahey when he had walked a distance from Barr’s warehouse and escorted him to the near-by stationhouse. They used their authority as Federal detectives to convince the police captain to hold McGahey for twenty-four hours on the pretext that with a suspect in an espionage ring in custody, they needed more time for investigation. A day and a half later Donellan obtained McGahey’s release, drove him to the Canal Street dock and deposited him there in time to board the cross Hudson ferry and the train south.

	 

	 

	On the long return train ride, McGahey had time to screw up his courage. Upon his arrival in Baltimore, no longer in fear of the harassing detectives, he reported to Kensington Overstreet, the Confederate agent who ran the Society. 

	“Barr has an infiltrator working at his warehouse. Apparently, he’s taken this kid into his confidence. What’s worse, I have a horrible feeling that’s the same little wretch that killed Joshua Taylor and caused my arrest at Banks’ Tavern.”

	McGahey reminded Overstreet of the group in which he had participated that had plotted a series of assassinations. Johnny had shot Joshua Taylor in a gun battle after Johnny posing as a serving boy, had infiltrated the tavern where Taylor, McGahey and the other conspirators met. Lafayette Baker’s men arrested McGahey and the rest of the conspirators. He tried to avert his eyes from the ruin of Overstreet’s face. He found the man’s bulbous nose and unsightly facial lumps, only partially hidden by a scruffy beard, distracting.

	“After I had decoded the message Barr had given me to work on and had retired for the night, two Federal detectives burst into my room and threatened me with incarceration in the Old Capitol again. They demanded to see the decoded message. I had no choice but to show it to them. They warned me of the consequences unless I kept silent about my suspicions concerning the boy who was the presumed author of the note. Next morning I just gave the deciphered message to Barr and left.”

	Overstreet asked, “What did the note say?”

	“The wording alone was cryptic. It just said, ‘Aunt and Uncle are expected soon’. It was signed, ‘Caleb 13’.” 

	“That name may have some significance in itself,” Overstreet said.

	“What would it mean?” McGahey asked.

	“It’s in the Bible. Don’t you read the Good Book?”

	“I’m afraid I’m way behind in my Bible studies,” McGahey said with a shrug.

	“In the Book of Numbers, Chapter 13, Moses sent spies into the land of Canaan. Caleb was the one chosen from the tribe of Judah. That’s a clue telling us that this kid as you call him, is an operative used by Baker and his gangsters.”

	“I’ve got to stay hidden for a while,” McGahey said with a shudder. “I can’t be caught by those people again. No more trips to decode messages. If someone wants that service, I’ll do it here.”

	“Stop fretting, McGahey. We won’t send you anywhere again. You’re excused,” the agent in charge of the Society said with a dismissive wave of his hand. 

	Soon after McGahey made his disclosure, Overstreet began to compose a report to send by wire to a telegraph office in western Maryland, for transmittal by mounted courier to counter-spy headquarters in the Confederate capital. The dispatch alerted his chief that Union operatives had penetrated the counterfeiting operation in New York. Shortly thereafter, two hard-faced men slipped out of the building that housed the Society in Baltimore and boarded the train north to Hoboken and New York City.

	 


 

	Chapter Fourteen

	 

	On the same day that McGahey had described the contents of the deciphered note to Simeon, a letter from Richmond relayed through cut-outs, arrived at the warehouse by courier. After reading it through he turned to Letitia who sat nearby doing her needle-point: “I have a most important errand for you to complete.”

	“Yes, Grandfather, how can I help?”

	“We have amassed a considerable sum of legitimate cash from the sale of our printed currency. I have just received an order from the authorities in Richmond. They want us to deliver several thousands of it to our network in Toronto.”

	“We have agents in Canada?”

	“Yes, there is quite an active group up there. They are making attempts at disrupting the Union in the West. They conduct raids, commit bank robberies and shelter our escaped prisoners of war. They have even made efforts to engineer mass breaks from some of the Yankee prisoner of war camps in Ohio and Illinois. All this takes money.”

	“What role shall I play?”

	“I need someone dependable to carry the funds to the appropriate people up there. You will, of course need an escort. I am uncomfortable with sending a young woman on such a mission alone.”

	“Who is there around here that could undertake such a duty? I certainly don’t want any of these scabrous laborers following me around for as long as it would take to complete an errand like that.”

	“I do have someone in mind, someone that I would consider trustworthy enough to behave like a gentleman around you.”

	Letitia bridled. “You can’t mean Johnny Sullivan. He’s caused me enough embarrassment already.”

	“Yes, my dear, I do mean Johnny Sullivan, for the precise reason that you mention. Who else can we rely on to carry out his obligations and not be a bother to you.”

	Letitia stood, stalked across the office and whirled, a petulant expression on her face. “Grandfather, you can’t expect me to subject myself to further humiliation. Besides, don’t you have some suspicion that he may be spying on us?”

	Simeon picked up a letter opener shaped like a miniature saber. He twisted it between his fingers. “It is for precisely that reason that I want to send him away.” He scraped at imaginary dust on his desk with the tiny sword. “When he gets to Toronto and disappears, no suspicion will fall on us. Canada is a foreign country. By the time anyone misses him, it will have been too late to conduct an investigation. He’ll be just one more vagabond lost and unaccounted for. The Canadians won’t expend a great deal of effort to investigate his disappearance. You my dear will inform the appropriate authorities up there of the exact nature of this scoundrel’s treachery. He will be dealt with accordingly.”

	Letitia slumped back into her chair. Spasms of conflict flickered across her face. Simeon, busy shuffling papers on his desk, missed her facial expressions of uncertainty. 

	“There isn’t any room for discussion, Letty,” he said, looking up from his momentary distraction. “We’re at war and difficult decisions have to be made. We all face a dreadful fate if we fail and God forbid, lose this war. Our cause is in a perilous position now. The one hope is to cause other states to split away from the Union and to fragment it even further. Bringing this money to Canada is part of our effort to those ends.”

	“But, Grandfather, I’m not sure I can be complicit in a murder.”

	“An enemy is an enemy, my dear. If that young man poses a danger to us he must be eliminated. Don’t let sentiment get in the way of your duty. We’re in a desperate struggle with these Yankees. Remember, your own father is engaged in mortal combat with the self-same people we fight. We just use different weapons. You may have another motivation to carry out this task.”

	“Yes, Grandfather …”

	“Prentice Grimes …” Simeon began.

	 “You have word of Prentice?” Letitia asked with a derisive edge to her voice.

	“Yes, my dear, the man who had proposed marriage to you those long months ago.”

	“So he’s alive? Not that I care much.”

	Simeon ignored her contemptuous tone and riffled through a stack of correspondence on his desk. “Yes, he had been tasked to join our network in Canada. I have just received word of his capture after a bank robbery in Vermont. Some of this money may be used to pay for lawyers, since he was arrested by local authorities in Montreal and an extradition hearing is set. If the Canadians return those men to the Yankees they face execution” 

	Letitia sighed and looked off into the distance. “Very well, Grandfather, when do we leave?”

	“My dear, don’t think ill of him, he was sent to perform his duty.”

	“He abandoned me on the eve of our planned marriage. Why should I spend a moment concerned about him?”

	“Still, we must make the necessary arrangements to seek his release.”

	“That worm took advantage of my innocence and left without so much as a backward glance.”

	“Please, Letitia, this is no time for recriminations. Let’s get on with the business at hand.”

	“Very well, Grandfather. What must I do?”

	“I have made the necessary preparations. Go and pack for the journey. I’ll instruct Sullivan myself. When you are ready I will furnish you with the railroad tickets.”

	 

	 

	After Simeon informed Johnny of his proposal to send him to Canada as an escort for Letitia, Johnny’s quandary intensified. Aware that Nate had followed him to one of the dead drops and intercepted a message for his back-up team, Johnny agonized over how to alert the detectives of his impending trip to Canada. He needed to impart the important information quickly, since the train departed in two days. During a lull between shipments to unload, Johnny sat at the edge of the pier outside the warehouse attempting to devise a method of communication that would not attract the attention of the watchful foreman or Letitia, who now seemed to pay him closer scrutiny.

	Spike, his co-worker and newly-minted friend, sat next to him on the loading dock and lit a cheroot. He offered one to Johnny, who politely refused saying the smoke made him ill. Just then an idea began to formulate in his mind.

	“Say, Spike,” Johnny asked, “how’d you like to earn an easy twenty-five cents?” 

	“Sure, Johnny, what’d I need to do?”

	“Just down the road there’s a man in a one-horse carriage, down there, outside the greengrocer. He’s wearin’ a top hat and has a curled moustache. Can you see him?”

	“Yeah, I see the one you mean.”

	Johnny scribbled quickly on a scrap of paper, folded it and reached in his pocket for the coin. He handed them both to Spike. “Just run down there before the next shipment comes in. That guy has been watching me. I need to tell him to skedaddle. He’s up to no good, know what I mean?”

	“You bet, Johnny. I’ll tell him to giddyap outta here.”

	“Just hand him the note, tell him Johnny sent it. That’ll be enough.”

	“What’s a guy dressed swell like him want to watch you for?”

	Johnny searched for an answer to satisfy Spike’s curiosity.

	“I’ve been tryin’ to meet his daughter, see. He’s watchin’ me so’s I don’t. This note’ll tell him I ain’t interested no more.” 

	 “Thanks for the quarter, Johnny. I’ll be right back. I’ll give him the note and run back, quick as I can.”

	Nate Boyer appeared at the entrance and announced, “Let’s go everyone. Next wagon’s comin’ in. Hey, where’d Spike go?”

	Johnny levered himself up onto the ramp and said: “He just ran down to grab an apple from the stand down there. He’ll be back in a flash.”

	Nate grumbled something unintelligible and called out for the rest of the crew to assemble quickly. Spike returned, grinning and out of breath. He winked at Johnny and gave him a hand sign to indicate he had delivered the message. A glance down the street told Johnny that Detective Donellan had left his position of observation. Johnny began to plan his next evasion.

	 

	When the last wagon load of the day had cleared, Letitia appeared at the entrance to dismiss the crew. She called out to Johnny: “Sullivan,” she said in a peremptory tone, “I need to speak with you.”

	Johnny doffed his cap as he approached her. “Yes, Miss Letty.”

	“My grandfather has already told you that you are to accompany me on a long journey. This is against my better judgment. However, since he has ordered it, I must make the best of it.”

	“Yes, Miss Letty,” Johnny said trying to sound ingratiating in the face of the woman’s overweaning manner. He understood her personality better now, witnessing her vacillation between attempts to beguile and assertions of her superiority. Instinct told him that Letitia bore a burden of conflict beyond his comprehension, and compensated for her troubled heart by alternately bullying and cajoling him. Johnny guessed that someone in her past had hurt her romantically. 

	“You must understand,” she went on, “that this means nothing more than both of us carrying out a task assigned to us.”

	“Yes, Ma’am, I do understand.” Johnny bowed his head assuming a suitable pose of subservience. 

	“Bring your belongings tomorrow, packed for a train trip. You’ll spend the night here and be prepared to leave for the station early the next morning. We can’t spend time waiting for you when it’s time to go.”

	“I’ll be here, Ma’am.”

	Johnny waited for Nate to busy himself with the last details of the day and walked at a fast pace around the corner and out of sight. He headed for Houston and Lafayette, dodging up side streets and down alleys checking frequently behind him for anyone following. At the tree used as an alternate dead drop he sat and coded a message indicating he needed an urgent meeting with the detectives that same night.

	Donellan, having received the note from Spike which asked him to clear the alternate dead drop that evening, retrieved Johnny’s coded message. He notified Philips and both headed for Johnny’s rooming house. They found Johnny stuffing what few clothes he had into his wooden-handled carry bag. 

	“What’s going on?” Donellan asked.

	“They’re sending Letitia to Toronto to deliver money to their network there. They want me to escort her because she is carrying so much cash. They know I have a gun. They think I can protect her.”

	“I don’t think this is a good idea,” Philips said. “You’d be completely exposed without back-up. They already suspect you.”

	Donellan added: “They may be setting you up. You’d be in a foreign country with no way out if they mean you harm.”

	“I could do a lot of good if I went. But if I back out now our whole operation would end.” Johnny tried to reason. 

	“It’s over if you’re dead, too,” Donellan said with emphasis on the word dead.

	Johnny sat on the edge of the bed and thought for a moment. “If I take extra money with me and get away as soon as I deliver Letitia, I could get the first train south. Besides, the mysterious visitor is due at any time. That’s what I meant by ‘aunt and uncle are expected soon’ in my note. I wanted the note to sound harmless and at the same time let you know something important is up”

	“No one in Canada is going know or care if you disappear up there,” Philips said.

	“Let me explain what I mean,” Johnny continued. “If while I’m away, you raid the warehouse, you can round up everyone involved in the counterfeiting. You already know most of the places where the phony money is bought. On the other hand if you wait, we may be able to snag a big fish. If I get back I can tell you something about the underground ring in Canada.”

	“Did you hear yourself?” Donellan asked. “You said ‘if I get back’.”

	“I know enough to bolt before anything happens. I just have to get the girl to the hotel where they operate from. I‘m a soldier; would I stand a better chance at someplace like Spotsylvania Courthouse or Gettysburg or one of those places?”

	Donellan and Philips glanced at each other. Each understood the risks to their young agent weighed against the benefit of shutting down the counterfeiting ring and possibly gaining valuable information about the Rebels’ Canadian operation. Neither detective would articulate the truth, that they neared completion of their original mission and stood to gain a bonus in valuable knowledge if Johnny succeeded with his idea. In their intricate game of chess, they might have to sacrifice a pawn to capture a bigger piece from the board. 

	Johnny broke the long silence: “If I don’t go on this trip, you could lose the whole ring. They would know for sure I was with the police.”

	Both detectives shrugged, conceding the validity of Johnny’s words. 

	“I guess you’re off to Toronto, then,” Philips said, exhaling in resignation.

	“Stay alert, young man,” Donellan said.

	Both turned to leave the room. They now needed to send a telegraph message to General Baker. He had to know the gamble they took with Johnny’s life. 

	 


 

	Chapter Fifteen

	 

	Nate Boyer stood across the desk from Simeon. He returned to his argument that Johnny had lost their trust and posed a risk to the counterfeiting enterprise. “Who knows what he’s told this girl he meets?”

	“Go easy, Nate. You know I’m sending word to Toronto to dispose of him in case he is some sort of spy for the police.”

	“We need a back-up plan, Simeon. Suppose he gets away from the people up there?”

	“What are you proposing?”

	“I have an idea what the girl he meets with looks like, and about where she lives. We could grab her as a hostage, use her as bait, in case we need to dispose of him ourselves. That’ll smoke him out, but only in case we need to.”

	“That’s a little extreme, don’t you think?”

	“We’ve got to find out what she knows and need bait to trap this Johnny kid, if he makes it back from Canada. I’ll do some snoopin’ around her neighborhood. Your granddaughter says she lives on Mulberry Street. I have a good idea what she looks like. I’ll find her.”

	Simeon started to object: “I don’t know, Nate …”

	“If the police had all they need, they’d’ve rounded us up by now. When that kid is gone we’ll shift the machinery to another location. If we need to, we can arrange it so no one’ll ever find his body, if he comes back.”

	“Let’s wait and see. If he disappears in Canada, our worries are over.”

	 “I’m gonna track her down just in case …”

	Simeon fidgeted in his chair. “We don’t need any more violence, Nate. Things like that could go horribly wrong.”

	“Would you rather end up in a rat hole of a Federal prison?” Nate asked with a vicious snarl in his voice. 

	Simeon dismissed him with a wave of his hand. “Find Letitia for me, and tell her I want to see her.”

	Letitia received the railroad tickets and the cash needed for incidentals on her journey from her grandfather. Simeon recited the instructions: “This satchel contains the cash you are to deliver. Here’s the address of the hotel in Toronto and the name of the man to whom you are to report. It’s on Queens Street, not far from the Lake Ontario waterfront, and it has a reputation of being a first-class accommodation. They’ll be ready for your visit. I hope their arrangements are suitable for you. When you have completed your purpose, tell the man in charge that Johnny is a threat to our organization. We don’t want him making the return trip.”

	She acknowledged her grandfather’s instructions and told him she had already arranged for Johnny to present himself at the warehouse packed for the trip and prepared to spend the night. 

	When he arrived, she told him to leave his belongings and get something to eat. “You’ll sleep here,” she said, pointing to a corner with a rough cot. “We have to make the early train, don’t want you wandering away.”

	 

	 

	Deirdre set out on an early morning shopping trip with her friend Maureen to the markets on the east side of the train terminal on Bowery and Centre Street. She carried the list of items to buy from the greengrocer her mother had given her. Deirdre placed the list and the carefully folded money in the pocket of her cloth overcoat and the two girls negotiated a path through the throngs of people headed for the station. The passengers to board the train north mingled with the crowd making their way to market for their day’s supply of groceries. The locomotive, coupled to its line of passenger cars, waited to begin the journey to the New York State border and beyond to Canada. The girls had just crossed the tracks at the Bowery near City Hall Park when Deirdre stopped to look along the crowded platform. Conductors helped passengers aboard with their luggage, while well-wishers lined the siding bidding their farewells. 

	“It was right here that I said goodbye to Johnny so many months ago,” Deirdre said to her friend. “That was the saddest thing I ever did.”

	“I would really be heartbroken if I had to say goodbye to someone going off to war, Maureen said. “Have you seen him since he left?”

	Deirdre hesitated, still looking wistfully along the train platform. She caught herself before saying too much. “Once a few months ago, he came home for a short while–but not since.” 

	“Do you hear from him?” Maureen asked.

	Deirdre had to stop and consider her answer once again. “I get a letter from him occasionally. At least I know he’s still alive.”

	Deirdre’s gaze followed a horse and carriage that clattered over the cobblestoned street and drew up at the station. A sudden glint of recognition sparked in her eyes. A gasp caught in her throat. 

	Maureen startled: “What’s wrong?”

	Deirdre had to strain her sight to be sure, then remembered once again that she could not confide in her friend. Johnny alighted from the carriage with his travel bag and helped a young woman with honey-blond hair down from the seat and took her piece of luggage. Disbelief flashed across Deirdre’s face. 

	Her friend tried to follow her line of sight. “Did you see someone, Deedee?” she asked using the familiar nickname she had given her friend.

	Deirdre brought her hand up to her mouth, pressed her lips to keep from crying out, and said: “It’s nothing, Maureen. Just thought I saw someone I knew. It’s nobody.”

	Maureen studied her friend’s face, turned to look back down the platform, but saw nothing that would have given Deirdre pause.

	“C’mon, let’s go,” Deirdre said, grasping her friend’s hand. “There’ll be a line at the grocer’s.”

	Maureen held her quizzical expression for a few moments, shrugged and started toward the market with the stricken Deirdre. Nate Boyer, driving the carriage, spied the girls looking in his direction. From his seat elevated above the crowd of pedestrians he had a clear view to the end of the platform and beyond. He bid a safe journey to Letitia, ignored Johnny and concentrated his attention on the two girls walking toward the market stalls. Certainty dawned in his mind that he had seen the girl with the red hair with Johnny. Nate could make out the look of consternation on her face. Smiling inwardly, he recognized the signs of jealousy and disappointment. He pulled the horse and carriage around to face the market and watch the girls. Now would be a good time to find out where she lives.

	 

	 

	Johnny and Letitia found their seats and settled in for the long, tedious train ride. Johnny stowed Letitia’s valise on the baggage rack and threw his own travel bag up next to it. Letitia sat erect and prim, her eyes focused on the platform. She held the voluminous hand bag securely on her lap. Johnny eased into the seat next to her, half expecting her to order him to move to another seat. Letitia said nothing. The train began to move as the conductor walked along the aisle calling for tickets. 

	“What’s the purpose of our trip, Letty?” Johnny asked, feigning casual curiosity.

	Without turning her head, she patted the purse. “My grandfather has asked me to deliver a sum of money to certain people in Canada. You’re along to escort me.”

	“A great deal of money?”

	Letitia regarded him finally with her icy stare. “There’s sufficient here that he would be concerned to lose it. A woman alone might be vulnerable to theft.”

	Johnny nodded in understanding, rested his head back, slipped his cap over his eyes and tried to take a nap. When the train pulled away from the station, Letitia turned back to the window to watch the scenery fly by.  

	 

	 

	Nate kept observation on the market from a distance while Deirdre and Maureen went about their shopping, selecting and paying for fresh produce. When they started back across the railroad tracks Nate paused, then urged his horse forward with a tap of the reins. The girls headed east on Canal while Nate maintained a discreet distance behind them until they turned into Mulberry Street. He slowed the horse’s pace into the teeming side street, waited to see where they went and sped past when both girls entered a tenement in the middle of the block. Sure now he knew where the red-haired girl lived, and with a better idea of what she looked like, he headed back to the warehouse. 

	He handed the rig over to a stableman and admitted himself to Simeon’s office. He noticed immediately that Simeon’s countenance had blanched, his distress evident. Two men confronted him. 

	Nate asked: “Simeon, what’s the trouble here?”

	One of the grim-faced strangers looked around, pushed his coat back exposing a revolver holstered on his hip. He growled: “And who are you?”

	“I happen to be the foreman here, so I’ll ask you, who are you and what are you doing here?”

	“It’s all right, Nate,” Simeon made a conciliatory gesture hoping to defuse a potential confrontation.

	“What’s going on, Simeon?” Nate repeated.

	“We’re here looking for that boy who wrote the coded note,” the second stranger said.

	“We’re representatives of the Society in Baltimore. Kensington Overstreet sent us to find that kid. He’s a police spy,” the first man added.

	Simeon interjected himself into the conversation once again. “Gentlemen, please, no need for hostility. As it happens I just sent my granddaughter to Toronto with proceeds from my business to help support our cause in that city. I engaged that young man to accompany her. She has instructions to inform our people there of the danger the youngster poses to our organization. I don’t expect he will be making the return trip.”

	Nate and the two strangers glowered at each other. 

	“Perhaps introductions might be in order” Simeon offered. “Nate, this is Mr Gage and Mr Rhodes. As they said, they are sent from Baltimore to see after Johnny. Gentlemen, this is my foreman, Nate Boyer.”

	No one made an attempt at handshakes. The man called Gage regarded Nate with his pale blue eyes from under a wide-brimmed hat, his pointed goatee and waxed mustache gave him a curiously malevolent appearance. The revolver on his hip remained visible as he held his coat behind it.

	“There’s no need for anyone else,” Nate said, the atmosphere of antagonism growing. “We can take care of whatever has to be done. If that kid comes back from Canada, we’ll see to him ourselves.”

	Rhodes, his facial hair graying and unkempt, stepped forward. “What you’ll do, Nate, is what you’re told. You obey orders like everyone else. Seems to me you folks have allowed a Yankee infiltrator into your midst and endangered your whole operation.”

	Nate clenched his jaw and glared from one man to the other. Simeon came out from behind his desk. “Gentlemen please, all this can be worked out to everyone’s satisfaction. Johnny Sullivan will not return from Toronto and we will relocate our equipment in the dead of night before the police conduct a search. I suspect if they had enough to go on they would have been here by now. Arrangements will be made quickly.”

	“When the extent of the negligence that took place here is known in Richmond, there will be consequences,” Rhodes said with an air of menace. “Did you ever determine where this boy stays, just in case we need to find him?”

	Simeon paled once again. “No I never did ask Letitia. I’m sure she knows, though.”

	“Don’t you dare threaten anyone,” Nate said, with a raised voice.

	“Please, Nate,” Simeon pleaded, “go see to the crews. Tell them we may have a task for them tonight. The engraver and printer will be here to disassemble the machinery for transport.”

	Nate uttered an angry growl and backed toward the door.

	“Thank you, Nate.” Simeon managed a faint smile to usher him out. He turned to his visitors, “Gentlemen, may I offer you some liquid refreshment in the way of strong spirits?”

	Simeon busied himself pouring the drinks, barely able to keep his hand from shaking. Rhodes remained facing the door through which Nate had exited, the heel of his hand still resting on his pistol butt.

	 


 

	Chapter Sixteen

	 

	Johnny and Letitia spent most of the journey in silence. Letitia remained sullen and distracted while Johnny took catnaps and occasionally walked to the vestibule of their car to stretch his legs and ease the boredom. The closer the train got to the New York State border, the deeper Letitia appeared to sink into her withdrawal and moodiness.

	When the train neared the station at Albany the conductor announced that there would be a stopover for the passengers to change trains to continue the last leg of the journey. The passengers had an opportunity to disembark, refresh themselves and buy a meal. Johnny alighted from the passenger car first and reached up to offer his hand to Letitia. She accepted his assistance and bustled past him in her peremptory manner. Johnny shrugged and followed her into the station building.

	When they were seated on a bench, Letitia reached into her purse and extracted a sum of money.

	“Take this and go buy us something to eat and drink,” she ordered.

	Johnny complied and returned with bread, cold meat and tea. “May I ask what’s bothering you, Letty?”

	She whirled on him, “You dare ask that? You have betrayed our trust and friendship. You accepted our employment under false pretenses and all the while you conspired with the police behind our backs.”

	Johnny divided the food and began eating with a half-hearted appetite. He conceded her point by his silence. Thoughts raced through his mind. Letitia had now dropped all pretense. He realized that the coded note had given him away and that she knew his purpose. It occurred to him as well, that by lashing out at him she had, in a circuitous way, alerted him. If Simeon no longer trusted him perhaps they meant for him not to return from Toronto. Letitia’s ambivalence toward him became clear. Now on his guard, he had to plan an escape that wouldn’t endanger Letitia.

	She turned to him once again. “Well it’s true isn’t it? You were planted on us, weren’t you? How does someone as young as you are become involved in such terrible business?”

	He met her eyes directly, searching for a way to explain, hesitating to trust her completely. Anger and hurt combined in her face, he thought he saw a tear form at the corner of her eye. 

	Finally he said: “Letty, it’s such a long complicated story. Right now I feel awful that you are in this position. No matter what happens to me this is all going to end badly for you, for Simeon, maybe for the whole Southern cause. Right now, things aren’t going so well for the Confederacy. I can’t disclose my situation. I wish someday I could tell you everything, but just now I can’t.”

	“Don’t bother, you needn’t explain to me. I know enough about you that I never want to speak to you again.” 

	She turned her head away once more, reached into her purse, extracted a handkerchief, daubed at her nose and wiped a tear away from her cheek. 

	She hadn’t touched her food. Johnny gathered it up while the train crew announced the preparations to resume the journey north. Johnny offered her some of the tea. “Have something to drink at least. I’ll wrap up the bread and meat. You can eat it later.”

	Letitia accepted the cup and began to sip the lukewarm beverage, still staring out the window at the gathering dusk surrounding the grimy railroad station. 

	“Letty …” he began.

	“We have to get back on the train. Just leave me be. You’ve said enough already. Right now, you’re my sworn enemy, the enemy of everyone and everything I hold dear. Don’t speak to me.”

	 

	 

	Philips and Donellan discontinued their surveillance of the warehouse when Johnny left. They had planned to round up the entire enterprise in one raid, but wanted to ensnare the important personage Johnny had assured them would meet with all those involved in the day to day workings of the counterfeit ring. They did not see the disassembled printing presses loaded onto wagons in the dead of night and moved to a different location. Rhodes and Gage supervised the shipment and left Simeon wringing his hands and pacing alone in his office. They paid the laborers a bonus for working at night to load the heavy machinery. Nate stood apart watching, unseen by the two men sent by the Society. When the wagons left with their cargo covered with canvas tarpaulins, Nate followed at a discreet distance. The work crew off-loaded the machinery and brought it up an outside stairwell to the second story of a building on Courtland Street, a butcher shop occupied the ground level. Nate hurried back to the warehouse to alert Simeon to its location and rouse him from his blue funk.

	“Let’s get you out of here, Simeon. I don’t trust those thugs from Baltimore.”

	“Right, Nate, we’ll want to leave before the Federals swoop down on us. I’ll just go home, nothing more to be done here.”

	“I hate to say it, Simeon, but …”

	“You needn’t. I know we should have gotten rid of that kid. That will be taken care of soon. Their little spy will meet his end.”

	“Are you sure Letitia can be depended upon to carry out what you asked?”

	“She wouldn’t disobey me. Besides, she can’t return here with the message undelivered. That would be a terrible betrayal.”

	 

	 

	Letitia and Johnny arrived at the lakeside railroad station in Toronto early in the morning hours on a bitterly cold day. The gathering clouds in the black sky threatened snow. No hansom cabs waited at the station for paying fares. Johnny suggested they seek shelter from the wind in the heated building adjacent to the platform. Inside, they stood next to the pot-bellied stove, each of them lost in their own thoughts. Visibly upset during the journey, Letitia’s countenance had taken on a pinched and anxious appearance. Johnny maintained his silence, expecting she had no inclination to engage in conversation. After a long wait, a horse-drawn carriage stopped outside the station building. The driver alighted, pushed open the door and called out Letitia’s name. Johnny gathered up the luggage and they stepped into the carriage. 

	The driver asked: “Headed for the Queens Hotel?”

	Letitia acknowledged the question with a curt nod of her head. The driver looked at Johnny with a quizzical expression. 

	“This is my traveling companion, Johnny Sullivan. You have been alerted to expect two of us, have you not?” she said in a brusque tone of voice.

	“He’s a good deal younger than I expected, is all.”

	Johnny climbed in beside her and a sidelong glance at her profile told him idle chatter would not sit well. The driver offered them a heavy woolen blanket to warm themselves. Johnny passed it along to Letitia, declining to use it. She tucked it around her hips and legs. The carriage ride to Queens Street passed in stony silence as had most of the train ride. Letitia huddled against the far side and watched the dark streets slide by. The Confederate agent who greeted them in the lobby of the hotel where the carriage deposited them showed each to the separate rooms he had arranged in advance. 

	“We’ll have something prepared for you to eat in a short while,” he said. “Meantime, you may refresh yourselves in the water closet down the hallway from your rooms. We will call you when breakfast is ready.”

	Johnny slumped down on the cot in his room and stretched out, exhausted after the long trip during which he got little sleep. A knock at his door roused him just as he had slipped into a quick doze. He opened the door to admit Letitia. Still disheveled from the journey and distraught with worry, she stepped into the room and closed the door. The anguish of the decision she had made told in her eyes. 

	Her words tumbled out in a rapid torrent. “I must make a frightful disclosure which I am most reluctant to do. I am under instructions to betray you to these Confederate agents.” Letitia spat out the word Confederate with unaccustomed venom. “You are not intended to make the return trip to New York,” she added, finally revealing the secret that had gnawed at her since the trip started. 

	Johnny took her hand and they both sat on the edge of his cot. “Letitia, you mustn’t endanger yourself on my account.” He engaged her eyes to give evidence of his sincerity.

	All her emotion welled up in one spasmodic sob. Tears came in a torrent. She struggled to regain her composure, blotting her eyes with a handkerchief. “Johnny, what shall I do? I couldn’t bear for you to be hurt because of me. This is a moment I’ve dreaded for the past days. My grandfather doesn’t understand what I’ve come to feel about you. He’s ordered me to tell these people that you are a Yankee spy.”

	Johnny thought for a moment. “Letty, have you delivered the money yet?”

	“No, I still have it. But once they ask for it I must make sure it gets into the right hands. I must see that the head of the Canadian contingent receives it. I believe he’s away on some business.” 

	Another spate of weeping overwhelmed her. To stem the tears she pressed the handkerchief to her eyes with her knuckles, her body wracked with sobs. Johnny put an arm around her shoulder and held her close. She remained there for the briefest time, then Letitia sat up. “I’m making such a fool of myself. I’m so sick of all this intrigue, everything Grandfather’s involved in. I hate the people around him. I’m frightened something will happen to him. But somehow I sense you’re different. How did someone like you become mixed up in this sordid business?”

	Johnny paused again, released her hand and fixed his eyes on his shoes while he thought quickly. “Do these people know how much money to expect?”

	“No,” she said between gulps to steady her breathing, “they just know it’s a considerable sum. I don’t even know how much I’ve brought.”

	Johnny turned toward her again and took her hand in both of his. “I think I have an idea, but I can’t put you in any danger.”

	Letitia looked up through misty eyes. “What’s your idea?”

	Still uncertain about her sincerity and whether she wanted him to completely unmask himself, he said: “Take some of the money and conceal it in your purse. Then do as you have been ordered. Tell them you suspect me of being a Yankee infiltrator.”

	“Johnny, I can’t …”

	“Trust me. If we both want to escape, let me handle this.”

	“But they’ll kill you.”

	“I’ll take care of myself. If you try to double cross the gang you’ll only put yourself at risk. If you mean what you say, just do as I ask.”

	Letitia leaned over and kissed him gently on the lips. She looked into his eyes: “Johnny, I hope you believe what I’ve said is the truth.”

	“I do believe you. For both our sakes just do what I tell you. When you’ve delivered the money and given them your message, have them take you back to the train station. Wait for me there. If you’re still there when I arrive, I’ll be sure you care for me as you say. I must depend on you to pay for our tickets back to New York. If you leave ahead of me, I’ll be stranded in a foreign country with no means to escape.”

	Johnny, how will you …?”

	“Don’t worry about me. With the extra money we can plan our next step.”

	A knock on the door sounded, “Mr Sullivan, they’re about to start serving breakfast down stairs in the dining room,” the man spoke through the door. “Have you any idea where the young miss has got to?”

	Johnny placed his hand over Letitia’s mouth, to keep her from answering. “I’ll be right there. Give me a moment. I believe the lady is freshening up right now.”

	“Very well, we’ll see you both downstairs.”

	“Be right there.”

	“I hate this dreadful war and everything to do with it,” Letitia said, “all the violence and hatred around us. The riots in New York were horrible. I was so frightened during those days, for myself, for Grandfather. Were you in New York then?”

	“No,” Johnny said, “no I wasn’t. Let’s go downstairs to breakfast. Dry your tears. Don’t make them suspicious. When we’ve finished eating, I’ll come back to my room. You do what you have to. Go to your room and pack. Then ask for a carriage to take you back to the train station. Tell them it’s urgent you return to New York at once.”

	At breakfast, a Confederate operative sat with them and engaged in idle conversation. He asked about the temper of the workingmen in New York and whether they would rise up to throw off the shackles of a government that sought to promote the former Negro slaves to their jobs when they submitted to an unlawful conscription. Letitia ate in silence, while Johnny kept up the discussion, agreeing with the man about the surly, hostile mood of the impoverished Irish immigrants who hated Lincoln and the Republicans.

	The Rebel agent glanced over at Letitia. “Are you not well, Miss? You look somehow distraught.”

	“It was a long tiring journey from New York.” Letitia said. “I feel as if I might be coming down with a cold as well. I’ll be fine. I just have to get back to my Grandfather’s business right away. There’s so much to do.”

	“As soon as Captain Hines comes back, you can deliver your package and we’ll get you on the next train. Meantime, why don’t you go upstairs and get some rest. We’ll let you know when you may speak to him. The meal is provided compliments of the Confederate States of America, Ma’am.”

	Letitia thanked him, retired from the breakfast table holding her handkerchief to her mouth and scurried from the dining room.

	Johnny hurried through the rest of his meal and excused himself. “I’d better go back to my room and pack my things if we’re going to leave soon.”

	The man at the table poured himself a second cup of coffee from the carafe the waiter had left. He looked over at Johnny, “A flighty young lady, I must say, to be sent on such an important errand. I’m surprised her grandfather trusted her with the responsibility given her fragile disposition.”

	“It was a long tiring journey for her, not much chance to sleep on the train,” Johnny said. “She’ll be fine, soon as she gets back to New York.”

	Johnny returned to his room and surveyed his meager belongings. He changed into his only set of clean clothes, put anything portable he thought he would need in his pockets and made a determination to leave behind his tattered cloth bag and spare clothes. He knocked on Letitia’s door to check that she understood what she must do. A momentary qualm stole over him when he questioned his motive for visiting her in her own room. She opened the door quickly, standing in her bare feet: 

	“Johnny, come in. I’ve wanted to speak to you.”

	Johnny stepped over the threshold and began to say: “Are you sure you understand what we’re going to do?”

	Letitia flung her arms around his neck. 

	“Johnny, Johnny,” she murmured. “How can I tell you what I feel about you?” She kissed him with a lingering passion.

	Johnny’s face began to burn, flush with hot tingles. Never before had such raging arousal flashed through him. He answered her embrace, scarcely able to breathe. She pulled him toward the bed. Johnny’s heart pounded wildly in his chest. Her fragrance, her cool soft skin, her total vulnerability, thrust all rational thought from his brain. Still holding her, he lay down beside her, her skirts rustled when she rearranged herself. With her free hand she groped for him. 

	She whispered, “Johnny, Johnny, please love me.”

	An iron fist clenched his stomach. His body tensed, but the last of his resolve began to drain away. Her fingers on his trouser buttons released him. She reached for his hand and guided it to her warmth and moistness. All his resistance, all his scruples, all his doubt, melted away. There in her embrace, the anxiety, the uncertainty of the previous weeks no longer lingered in his consciousness. At that moment, as ecstatic pleasure rippled to his very toes, Johnny passed into full adulthood. Letitia’s eyes shone with tears. Johnny kissed them away and brushed the loose hair back from her face. They held each other gazing into each other’s eyes for a moment. 

	Letitia smiled, the anxiety eased from her face. 

	“They’ll be coming for the money soon, you’d better get back to your room,” she murmured. 

	A prolonged silence ensued, each of them weighing the effects of what had just happened between them. From their passion and the ease of their lovemaking, Johnny surmised correctly that she had once had a genuine romance. He suspected from overheard conversations that her betrothal had ended when her fiancé left for Canada to join the clandestine cell that now languished in a Montreal jail.

	Finally Johnny spoke: “Wait for me at the station, but if I’m not there when it’s about to depart you must get on board. There won’t be another train until tomorrow.” 

	“Hand me my purse, I’ll give you money for the return ticket if we miss each other at the station.”

	Johnny accepted her offer of money, still reluctant to take her too much into his confidence, not telling her that he had his own funds which he carried tucked into his socks. He had carried his money that way since he delivered the washed and ironed bed linens his mother took in to keep them both in rent and food before she died. Johnny opened the door to her room a crack to check the hallway. 

	Letitia came up behind him and pressed herself to him. “Johnny, please be careful.”

	Without looking back Johnny said: “Just tell them what you have to. I’ll be fine.” He closed the door behind him and left.

	 


 

	Chapter Seventeen

	 

	Johnny listened at the door of his room, holding it ajar. He heard the heavy tread of footsteps in the direction of Letitia’s room. When she opened it in response to the light rap on the door, the man’s voice carried to where Johnny stood listening. 

	“Ma’am, I’m Captain Partland, Confederate States of America. I understand you have a parcel to deliver.”

	Letitia’s muffled voice replied: “Yes, I do. Won’t you step inside for a moment?”

	The rest of the conversation took place in the privacy of Letitia’s quarters. Johnny closed his door and waited. Soon the same man’s voice sounded in the hallway. 

	“If you have an important message from New York to deliver, speak to Captain Hines when he returns. I’m just here to collect the money.”

	“Very well, I’ll do that,” Letitia said.

	The same heavy tread retreated back along the hallway. Moments later another voice announced that a cab driver hired to take her to the train station had come to collect her and her luggage. 

	“By the way, Miss,” the man said, “our chief, Captain Hines is down in the lobby. He would like to speak with you before you leave.” 

	Johnny anticipated what would come next. A fist pounding on his door prompted him to answer it. Two men in top hats and long overcoats stood there, one taller and heavier than the other. In his mind, Johnny named the taller man Hawknose because of his prominent bird-shaped beak. The other Johnny dubbed Fatman in keeping with his round physique. Each one wore a neatly trimmed Van Dyke style moustache and goatee. They pushed their way inside.

	“You Johnny Sullivan?” Fatman asked. 

	“Yeah,” he said, “that’s me.”

	“Get your coat and come with us,” Hawknose ordered.

	“Where exactly are we going?” he asked. “I have a train to catch.”

	“You ain’t catchin’ no train, sonny.”

	“Oh, why is that?” he asked, stalling for time.

	“Never mind, just do what you’re told.” 

	The taller man with the bird beak nose made a menacing gesture toward the pocket of his overcoat. Johnny went to the bed where his coat lay draped over the rest of his belongings. He started to pick up the cloth bag.

	“Leave that, you won’t need it where you’re going.”

	Johnny shrugged into his shabby coat and Fatman snarled, “Hold it right there. Get your hands away from your pockets.”

	Johnny held his hands out from his body, a gesture to show he held nothing in them. The hawk-nosed man reached in the right hand pocket of his coat and retrieved Johnny’s revolver. He slipped it into his waistband and gestured toward the door. “Down the hallway to the stairs and out through the lobby. Walk nice and slow and don’t try anything. We’re both armed and won’t hesitate to shoot.”

	Johnny made his way through the empty hotel lobby with the two gunmen flanking him. When they reached the street, Hawknose said: “Turn left, keep goin’ that way.”

	Johnny appeared hesitant. 

	“G’wan keep movin’” Hawknose said.

	The warehouses and wharves of the lakefront loomed in the distance. They turned down a deserted street, the screech of gulls and the distinctive odor of a waterfront signaled their approach to Lake Ontario. 

	After a few blocks Johnny slowed his pace even further. “I don’t think this is the way to the railroad. I’m not taking a boat home, am I?”

	“Y’all don’t worry ’bout a boat, sonny. Y’all might be goin’ for a little swim instead,” the hawk-nosed man sneered, his Southern drawl now becoming more pronounced.

	The fat gunman to his right seemed engrossed in finding their destination, not looking at Johnny or paying attention to the cynical conversation. Johnny stopped and doubled over. “No, no, you can’t do this. I don’t wanna die.”

	“Shut up and keep walkin’ or we’ll do ya right here. No more’n you deserve, damn Yankee spy,” Hawknose snarled.

	Fatman had gone a few steps ahead before he turned to look. Johnny emitted a pitiful wail and dropped to one knee. “No, please, you can’t do this.”

	Hawknose, the gunman nearest him, reached for the collar of Johnny’s coat to yank him upright. “Not so brave now are ya when you’re not sneakin’ around behind people’s backs. Get up and take it like a man, yeller-bellied Yankee.”

	The Bowie knife from the scabbard on Johnny’s ankle concealed by his trouser leg, flashed in the cold sunlight more quickly than the gunman’s eyes could follow. Still kneeling, Johnny slashed at the wrist that grasped his coat collar and stabbed upward at the face bending over him. Blood spurted from the deep cut on the gunman’s arm. With the speed of Johnny’s second thrust the point of the knife caught the injured man on the edge of his chin. He screamed in pain and outrage. Fatman, startled by the sudden attack, fumbled at his coat pocket to bring his pistol into play. Johnny dropped the knife, stepped behind the injured man and spun him to face the other assailant, who now gun in hand, tried to get a clear shot at Johnny. Hawknose thrashed to free himself from the hand gripping his coat. Reaching into the waistband of the bleeding man’s trousers Johnny retrieved his pistol and pushed the injured would-be kidnapper toward his fat partner. 

	Both Johnny and Fatman fired at the same time. Fatman ducked away from Johnny’s first shot which went wide of the mark. With his aim disrupted, the bullet the fat gunman fired struck Hawknose in the shoulder. The wounded man screamed in agony and slumped to the ground. Johnny stepped to his left, crouched and fired again. The bullet hit the fat assassin in the upper thigh. Johnny sensed from the way he collapsed to the ground that the shot had shattered his femur. Howling in pain laced with virulent hatred the Fatman tried to pull himself up to a sitting position to get another shot at Johnny who leapt toward him and kicked the gun free. The hawk-nosed gunman writhed on the ground groaning, his blood pooling underneath him. Johnny returned to him, yanked the man’s pistol free from his overcoat pocket and let him pitch face forward again on the pavement. The kidnapper with the thigh wound once more tried to drag himself to where his weapon lay several feet away. 

	Johnny placed the barrel of his gun at the man’s temple. 

	“Don’t make me kill you” he said.

	The man looked up and tried to speak. Pain constricted his voice. 

	“You can thank me later,” Johnny whispered. 

	He slid his own weapon into his coat pocket, kicked the pistol that lay on the ground a few feet further away from Fatman. With the revolver he had wrested from Hawknose’s pocket Johnny fired one shot into the ground, then dropped the weapon several feet behind the bleeding Hawknose. The pain from the knife wounds and the bullet in his shoulder caused him to make feral noises from deep in his throat. Johnny picked up the blood-stained knife, wiped it on Hawknose’s overcoat, returned it to its scabbard and set out in haste to the railroad depot to catch up with Letitia. 

	Johnny took a circuitous route to the train depot to evade anyone who might have followed him. Satisfied he had no one behind him, police or Confederate agents, he arrived at the station as the south-bound train pulled in. From a distance, he looked for Letitia among the passengers waiting to board. Finally Letitia appeared from the platform building, a man with her carried her luggage. They two seemed to engage in a quarrel. The man took her by the arm and pulled her toward the steps to a passenger car. Letitia resisted but a quiet word whispered in her ear overcame her reluctance. Both stepped aboard the train.

	Satisfied that all the passengers had boarded the conductor gave a wave of his hand to the engineer in the locomotive. Johnny edged from his cover when the hiss of the air from the brakes releasing told him the train had begun to move. He crossed the tracks, sprinted along the road bed on the opposite side of the train from the platform. Grasping the railing of the rearmost car he vaulted himself aboard, then yanked the door to the car open, burst inside and slammed it shut behind him. A crewman and a conductor sat at a small table, when Johnny entered. 

	“Hey, sonny,” the conductor shouted, “this car is for crew only.”

	“Sorry, almost missed it. I’ll find a seat and pay for my ticket when the conductor comes by.” 

	He started for the next door when the conductor seated there called to him, “You ain’t supposed to board the train like that.”

	Panting with exertion, Johnny said: “I just got here,” and hurried into the adjoining car. 

	Johnny pushed his way through the next few cars until he came to where he could see Letitia’s distinctive flowered hat next to the man who had apparently bullied her onto the train. Johnny stopped, slid the connecting door closed and found a seat halfway back in the car just behind where Letitia sat. The conductor came to collect tickets. With the money he had stashed in his sock Johnny paid for his fare plus the surcharge for buying the ticket on the train. He settled back, slipped his cap over his eyes and tried to sleep while the train sped southward to the New York State border.

	 

	 

	Donellan and Philips took turns strolling past Barr’s Warehouse at odd intervals during Johnny’s absence. The loading docks still had wagons ready for the delivery and off-loading of freight. The work gangs busied themselves with the routine activity the detectives had come to expect. Day three passed and they began to experience concern about Johnny’s safe return. Even though they reproached themselves for having permitted his departure, they assured each other that they stood more to gain by any information he might gather than if they had exposed him prematurely by denying permission for the trip to Canada. Each day either Donellan or Philips checked the arriving passengers at the Centre Street rail depot, neither of them saw Johnny return. 

	Simeon, meanwhile, tried to restore some normalcy to his usual business while his printing presses remained concealed in the loft on Courtland Street where the thugs from the Society had ordered them secreted. He fretted for Letitia, so far away and with a risky mission to complete. Terrible fantasies of a misstep on her part which could lead to disaster, flashed through his mind. On the morning of the fourth day after her departure, Letitia drove up to their house on Fifth Avenue in a hansom cab accompanied by the man called Captain Partland. He saw her to the door and returned to the cab to proceed to his own destination. Drawn and haggard from the stress she had undergone and the tiring train ride, she hurried to her bedroom and slid the doors closed behind her.

	Simeon rapped lightly on the wooden door. “Letitia, are you all right?”

	“I’ll be out presently, Grandfather. I must heat some water and bathe after the train ride.”

	“It was nice for that gentleman to see you home like he did.”

	“Yes, Grandfather.”

	“Did you deliver the message I gave you?”

	“Yes, I did, Grandfather,” she answered, trying to keep the emotion from her voice.

	“Very well, dear,” he said. “I’ll be at the warehouse. Have Henry drive you there when you feel up to it.” 

	 

	 

	Deirdre made a stern effort to conceal her sense of betrayal by Johnny from her mother. She dreaded to hear the implication of, “I told you so” she knew would creep into Maggie’s tone of voice if she admitted that Johnny had destroyed all her faith in him. She visited her friend Maureen who chose not to question Deirdre about her obvious anguish since the day they crossed the train tracks to the greengrocer. Finally, Deirdre relented. She could no longer bear the sorrow that ate at her alone. “That day, when we were on our way to the market …” she began. The words caught in her throat.

	Maureen reached for Deirdre’s hand in silent testimony to her own trustworthy friendship. “You’ll feel better if you unburden yourself. This will be just between us.”

	“I saw Johnny – with a woman. They got out of a carriage with luggage. Then they both got on the train. He helped her up. I saw him with his own cloth bag. I know they were taking a trip together.”

	“Do you know why he’s in New York when he should be in the army?” Maureen asked.

	“I just don’t know,” Deirdre said. “Since he visited me here those months ago, he’s been so mysterious. He’s come back again, dressed in work clothes. He can’t tell me what he’s doing and swore me to secrecy. I’m so upset that there’s something about him that I never suspected. He’s different now than before he went away to the army. Now he’s with a woman …”

	“I’ll bet he’ll have an explanation when you see him again,” Maureen tried to console her friend.

	“I don’t think I’ll ever see him again. He’s left with that woman he was with. I can’t believe the army had anything to do with that.” She looked up suddenly, “You don’t suppose he’s deserted from the army?”

	“I’m sure he would have told you,” Maureen said. “After all, he did write and arrange to see you. He said it was all a secret. I think you should have faith. This war has taken some strange turns from all I’ve heard.” 

	Deirdre clung to a shred of hope that her friend had a better insight into what might have happened than she did. The anguish of having Johnny so close, seeing him so fleetingly and then his leaving with a woman on a train, shredded her emotions. 

	“Come what may,” she said, “I must pull myself together. I can’t let this spill over into my life at home. My mother must never know how much this has upset me.”

	“Deedee, you always have me to confide in. Talking about it will help you deal with the hurt. Just think, he’s not on the front lines getting killed or maimed. He’ll come back to you, you’ll see.”

	 


 

	Chapter Eighteen

	 

	Deirdre approached her mother with a proposal which she believed would not cause an objection.

	“Mama, I’ve saved a few dollars from the quilts I’ve sold. I’d like to use the money for a train ticket to visit the convent of the Sisters of Charity, the order of nuns that taught me in school. They accept postulants for formation before they enter the order. It’s up in the Bronx. They wrote to me and said I could come for a visit any time. Maureen said she would come with me.”

	“Of course, dear, that would be lovely. Now aren’t ye glad I started ye quiltin’ over to the Church?”

	“Yes, Mama, it will come in handy just now.”

	“Will ye be staying overnight, when ye go up to the convent?”

	“Yes, they offer overnight stays for girls who might be interested. Maureen would go along to keep me company. I don’t really think she’s interested in a vocation, but she said she would go with me.”

	Maggie with the innate wisdom of motherhood and her years of experience knew better than to question Deirdre’s sudden turnabout. She suspected that something had gone amiss with her daughter’s infatuation with her mysterious soldier-boy, but chose to remain silent on the matter. Her instinct told her that to bring up a sensitive subject at this point would only result in another emotional scene. 

	“When will ye be takin’ the train?” she asked to keep the conversation on a neutral plane.

	“We checked at the station, Mama. There’s a train to Kingsbridge on Friday afternoon. We’ll stay the weekend and be back after Mass on Sunday. That will give me a chance to see if it’s the right thing for me.”

	“That’s very nice, dear. I’ll help you pack a bag come Friday.”

	“Thank you, Mama.” 

	Deirdre went for a stroll along Canal Street with Maureen. Deep in thought, Deirdre kept her silence for several blocks as they weaved among the crowds of people and the heavy wagon traffic on the busy thoroughfare. 

	Finally, Maureen said: “I’m happy to keep you company on this visit, Deedee. But are you sure you aren’t being a little too hasty? Johnny might come back with a perfectly reasonable explanation.”

	 “I’m not sure about anything right now. That’s why I want to go someplace and try to sort out my feelings. If Johnny is gone then I need to know what I’ll do. He could be lost in the war. He may get sent someplace far away and I’d never see him again, or he could be off with that – that woman.”

	She said this last with a vehemence she had seldom before expressed.

	Maureen chose not to attempt to brighten her friend’s mood with any further words of encouragement that she knew might sound hollow at this moment. They walked along in silence until Maureen suggested that they stop and buy something to eat from one of the street vendors that proliferated on the busy street. Thus preoccupied, neither girl saw Nate Boyer pass by driving a wagon with a team of horses and slow down to peer intently at Deirdre in an effort to be sure he recognized her as the girl he had seen with Johnny.

	 

	 

	The passengers from Toronto continuing further south changed trains at Albany. Johnny remained unobtrusive during this transition and kept watch on Letitia and the man traveling with her. He noted the man’s appearance; tall, well-dressed with carefully groomed dark hair. Johnny made close observations of Letitia’s demeanor. In contrast to her resistance at the station in Toronto, she now seemed relaxed in the man’s company. The two chatted amiably, sharing food purchased at the Albany depot while awaiting the next southbound train to New York City. 

	Johnny’s hunger and fatigue began to overwhelm him. The tension and exertion of his confrontation with the two kidnappers near the hotel and his race to the Toronto rail station had taken their toll. He couldn’t remember the last time he had a meal. His legs turned to rubber and dizziness threatened to topple him over where he stood.

	When Letitia and her companion, deep in conversation, moved toward the opposite edge of the platform away from the ticket office building where the food vendor conducted his business, Johnny crept forward to buy a quick snack. He ate it in the shadows of the building. The conductor announced the next train, bound for New York City from Albany, with several stops in between. As soon as Letitia and the man with her boarded the train, Johnny ducked quickly into the car behind, found a seat near the window and drifted into a fitful sleep. 

	 

	A light snow had fallen when the train pulled into the City Hall Park stop. It glazed the cobblestones with a slippery gloss and soon turned to slush, muddied by the carriage and wagon traffic along the thoroughfares that branched out from the railway station. At the City Hall station Johnny waited until Letitia and the man with her left the train. They hailed one of the cabs waiting for fares at the station, loaded her luggage and set off north on the Bowery. He alighted from the train and headed on foot to his rooming house. Clad only in his light jacket, the raw, damp cold penetrated to his bones. A hot bath with water heated by the landlady and a night’s sleep seemed like the tonic he needed. Suddenly he realized that the gang at the warehouse might have found out from Letitia where he stayed. He decided to walk a block further along Prince Street and get a room in another boarding house. Tomorrow he could find Donellan and Philips, report what had happened in Canada, and get new instructions. 

	Nate Boyer waited at a distance in his carriage scanning the passengers. When Letitia and her escort climbed into the cab he paused to allow them to leave the station before he set out for the warehouse. Just about to urge his horse forward, Nate’s head snapped around. Not someone easily startled, he imagined for the briefest second that he saw a ghost. Johnny walked into his field of vision, without baggage but apparently unharmed. Nate reined his horse which stamped and shook its head at the sudden change in the command. He waited until Johnny disappeared into the busy traffic of Centre Street and started up the Bowery. Nate snapped the reins once again sending the horse into a fast trot. Simeon would need to know that Johnny had returned. He needed also to report that a well-dressed stranger had arrived with Letitia. Meanwhile, Johnny continued to trudge on foot to find new rooms hoping to catch up on his sleep. 

	 

	 

	The two Federal detectives began to make efforts to locate the counterfeiting machinery which the agents from the Society had moved. They went to Barr’s Warehouse during a time when the work crews seemed to have no wagon loads to transfer. The laborers sat on the loading dock smoking and chatting among themselves. Donellan approached while Philips waited across the street.

	“Good afternoon,” he said to the entire group, “I wonder if any of you can tell me if Mr Barr is in his office?”

	His inquiry met with stony silence on the part of the workmen.

	“Reason I’m asking, I have a message for Simeon Barr from friends of his. I thought perhaps you could tell me where to find him.”

	Not one of the workmen stirred or looked up to meet his gaze. They all stared pointedly in different directions. At that moment, Nate Boyer walked out onto the platform and barked at Detective Donellan: “Whaddya want askin’ these men anythin’?”

	Donellan’s eyes met and returned Boyer’s hostile glare. “And you are …?”

	“If it’s any concern of yers, I’m Nate Boyer, the foreman. Ya got no business here, just beat it. Leave my work crew be.”

	“I have a message for Simeon Barr, if it’s any business of yours.”

	“It is my business, so if ya got nothin’ to do around here, keep walkin’.”

	Donellan choose not to prolong the acrimonious exchange, certain that there would come a day soon when the tables would turn. For now he walked slowly away. Philips followed a short distance on other side of the road. Donellan crossed the road to join his partner. 

	“Not much gained from that conversation,” Donellan said with a rueful shake of his head. 

	 

	 

	Nate Boyer approached Bertie Swinton, a man from among his loading gang he knew had formerly occupied himself as a Bowery thug, a petty thief and lush-roller, robbing helpless drunks of their last few cents. His associates in crime had given him the uncomplimentary nickname ‘Pighead’ because of his broad face and squashed nose. Three months in the new city prison, ‘The Tombs’, so named for its architectural similarity to an ancient Egyptian temple, caused Pighead to rethink his chosen profession for a time. After Pighead had served his sentence, Boyer recruited him to join his loading crew. Now Nate needed an accomplice without a delicate conscience.

	Nate called Pighead aside. “Listen, I need a job done. There’s a couple of greenbacks in it for ya, ya get it done right.”

	“Yeah, how much is a couple?” Pighead asked.

	“I can make it worth yer while, say twenty-five dollars.”

	“What I gotta do to earn that much scratch?”

	Nate lowered his voice despite their distance from the nearest bystander. “We need to grab a girl, see. She lives around here …”

	Pighead’s beady eyes narrowed, a crooked leer crossed his lips.

	“Now, don’t go getting’ the wrong idea. Ain’t nothin’ like that. We don’t want her harmed. Just gonna use her as bait,” Nate said. “If ya can’t do as yer told, I’ll get somebody else.” He emphasized his point with a finger jabbed into Pighead’s chest.

	“Yeah, I got it,” Pighead snapped. “Just tell me what I gotta do and when.”

	“I’ll let ya know.” Nate answered. “Just stay available.”

	Pighead leered again. “Do we get to have fun after?”

	“Just do what yer told and ya get paid. There won’t be any ‘after’,” Nate snarled. 

	 

	 

	At the warehouse Nate burst into Simeon’s office without knocking, exhibiting unaccustomed discourtesy. Simeon began to criticize him for his rudeness. “Nate, I’m in the middle of something …”

	The two men with Simeon turned quickly at the sound of Nate’s abrupt entry. He recognized them as the men from the Society. One of them thrust his hand inside his coat and grasped a pistol concealed there.

	“Boss, there’s something ya gotta know right away,” he said breathing heavily. 

	The man with the pistol relaxed when he recognized Nate.

	“Nate, what’s so important it can’t wait ’til I’ve finished my meeting?” Simeon asked with a hint of impatience in his voice.

	“Well, try this on. Letitia’s back but she’s got somebody with her. Besides which, that Sullivan kid got off the train behind her. He’s back and I don’t think they were together.”

	“That Sullivan kid,” Simeon snorted in frustration. “He must have gotten away from those people in Canada. Now we’ll have to do something here. I was hoping to avoid that. Those Federal detectives have been sniffing around, haven’t they, Nate?”

	“Yeah, I had to run one of them off the other day,” Nate said. “I got this idea to make that kid come runnin’. He must know we’re onto him by now. If we grab this girl he meets, maybe we can use her as bait.”

	“Ain’t that gonna cause an unnecessary ruckus with the police?” Gage asked.

	“Nah, they’ll both disappear. In a town like this, who’s gonna know what happened to them? The cops may think they run off together.”

	“I don’t know, Nate …” Simeon began to object. 

	“Ya can’t lose yer nerve now, Simeon. Who knows how much he’s told that girl? Besides, we got bigger fish to fry,” Nate argued. “We can’t let a couple of pipsqueaks ruin what we got planned.”

	Rhodes, the other man from the Society joined in, directing his comments to Simeon: “We’d have to do it fast before any cops get wind of our scheme. That man came down from Canada with your granddaughter; he’s a Confederate officer, the one we’ve been waiting for.”

	“What about them two Federals always snoopin’ around’?” Nate asked. “How’re we gonna keep them from messin’ with our plans?”

	“We just steer them wrong, is all,” Gage said.

	“How we do that?” Nate asked.

	“We put the word out someone knows where the counterfeitin’ machinery is, but in the wrong place. They come lookin’, nobody’s there. Meantime, we get rid of the kid and the girl and put our big plan into action.”

	 


 

	Chapter Nineteen

	 

	Philips spotted Johnny walking toward Prince Street after his young agent had alighted from the train at City Hall Park. The detective followed Johnny and watched him check in to a different rooming house. Noting his slouched demeanor and the fatigue in the way he walked, the detective decided to let Johnny get some rest. Philips headed for their agreed upon meeting place in the back room of the brothel, to notify his partner of Johnny’s arrival. They would both question him in the morning. 

	Johnny asked the landlady of his latest dwelling for hot water to bathe and sent her young son to the tavern nearby for a container of draft beer and a couple of ham sandwiches. He bathed, finished his meal and lapsed into a deep sleep. A firm knock on his door roused him in the morning when the two detectives came to question him about his trip to Canada and what he had learned there. 

	“You found me,” Johnny said. “I was going to leave you a message.”

	“I followed you from the train,” Philips said in a brusque tone of voice. “Get to the point, tell us about Canada.”

	Johnny told them of his escape from the potential killers and his race for the train to leave Toronto. “Barr’s granddaughter is disillusioned with her role in the counterfeiting ring and everything to do with the activities around the warehouse,” he continued.

	“How did you come to learn that?” Donellan asked. “Didn’t she give you up to the Rebel ring up there, set you up to be killed?”

	“No, it wasn’t like that,” Johnny said. “She tipped me off before we got there. I told her not to put herself at risk. Once she warned me, I was ready for the two killers. It was close, but I got away.”

	“So how intimate did you two get, up there alone in a hotel?” Philips asked, with his accustomed manner of seeing through people’s evasions.

	Johnny sat on the edge of his bed, his eyes focused on the floor, contrite and guilty, as evidenced by his posture.

	“We told you not to get involved with that woman, didn’t we?’ Donellan snapped.

	Johnny just nodded meekly, still hanging his head. He tried to maintain some of his customary personal dignity by justifying his behavior. “She was – well – in an emotional state. Just something that happened. I didn’t tell her anything I shouldn’t have.”
 

	“Now that you’re exposed,” Philips said, “your involvement here is over. I’m sure she got what she needed from you.”

	Johnny jumped to his own defense. “I said it wasn’t like that. I told her nothing. It was her idea to confide in me. She warned me because she no longer wants to be involved. She told me they already suspected me as a spy and sent me with her to be killed up there. I was ready for them …”

	“All right, all right, take a breath,” Donellan said.

	“Wait,” Johnny said, holding up his hand. “There’s another thing. Remember I told you Simeon and Nate were both waiting for someone important? There’s going to be something else happen. An agent from the ring in Toronto got on the train with Letitia and rode with her to New York. I watched them from another car. They sat together the whole way. I think he’s the one they were waiting for.”

	“Our first priority is to seize the printing presses and arrest Barr, the foreman and whoever else is involved in the counterfeiting business,” Donellan said.

	“If we snatch this other guy along with them, so much the better,” Philips added.

	“The work crew is too frightened of Boyer to say anything to be of much help,” Donellan continued. “You got any ideas?”

	“There is one of the crew who will still speak to me if I can find him alone,” Johnny said.

	“Which one is that?” Philips asked.

	“There’s a guy called Spike, we used to talk to each other. He was one of the only ones who would speak to me. He’s done me favors in the past and I’ve given him money. If I can catch him alone I think he can find out for me.”

	Donellan’s expression displayed his annoyance with their young operative, but they needed to wrap up the investigation soon. It had dragged on too long and they had come too close to losing Johnny in Canada. “Go find this guy, but be careful. If the foreman spots you, you could be in danger again.”

	“I’ll use the same tree trunk on Houston Street to leave you a message. I’ll find Spike and talk to him alone.”

	 Philips allowed himself a sly grin. “When we have more time you have to tell us how you got shed of those two thugs up in Canada.”

	“Yeah,” Johnny sighed, “it’s a long story.”

	 

	 

	Johnny knew where he could locate Spike alone in the evening after the work day. That gave him the rest of the day to find Deirdre and visit with her after his lack of contact for several days. Now that he no longer needed his accustomed secrecy when speaking with her, he would call on her at her home believing he could face her mother without the necessity of equivocation and pretense

	 

	 

	Fortified by a quick breakfast of coffee and rolls purchased from his landlady, Johnny started out on the long walk to Mulberry Street. A sharp wind from the East River scattered the litter abandoned by careless pedestrians and shopkeepers along Canal Street. The bone-wracking cold reminded him to buy a warmer coat to ward off the chill of New York winters. Head down, hands thrust in pockets, Johnny turned into Mulberry and climbed the steps to the tenement where Deirdre lived. He rapped lightly on her apartment door. After a few moments the door opened and Deirdre’s younger brother Aidan stood in the doorway.

	“Can I help you with something?” he asked, failing to recognize Johnny at first.

	Johnny smiled. “Hi Aidan, it’s me, Johnny, Deirdre’s friend.”

	“Oh yeah, hi, Deirdre ain’t home just now.”

	“Can you tell me when she’ll be back?”

	“I don’t know right off,” Aidan said. “She’s gone up to the Bronx with a friend.”

	“Is your Mama home? Can I talk to her?”

	“Mama’s not home neither, she’s out at the church, quilting.”

	“Where in the Bronx did Deirdre go? Has she been gone long?” A faint twinge of apprehension crept up Johnny’s spine.

	“She’s visiting a convent or something. I don’t know when she’ll be back,” Aidan’s sneer seemed to indicate he took a mild delight in Johnny’s discomfort.

	“Well …” Johnny paused. “When she gets back just tell her I came by.”

	Aidan’s impish grin grew wider: “Who, Deirdre or my mother?”

	“Just tell your sister I was here, ok?”

	“Yeah sure, Johnny, when she gets back I’ll tell her. Nice talking to you.”

	Aidan closed the door before Johnny turned to leave. Disconsolate and unsure what Deirdre’s visit to a convent might mean, Johnny left the building and turned his collar up against the gusting wind, which together with an ominous gray sky, seemed to presage more snow.

	While Johnny plodded back along the Bowery, Deirdre and Maureen alighted from the train from the Bronx at City Hall Park and started for Mulberry Street. Nate Boyer, on one of his frequent trips west along Canal, slowed his carriage and peered at the girls scuttling along, heads bowed against the biting cold wind. He recognized the girl with the red hair and freckles. Ready to put his plan into effect, he continued on his errand and made a decision to bring Pighead with him the next day to wait for an opportunity when he could find the girl alone on the street.

	Johnny walked the entire way back to the warehouse hoping to see if Spike had a moment to speak to him. Remaining in the shadows, he stood across the road from Barr’s place of business and watched the loading crew busy emptying a wagon laden with textiles. Moving further along the crowded Bowery at a slow pace, unwilling to risk running into Nate, Johnny glanced back. Spike stood atop the wagon, shifting the bales of material to the men on the loading pier.  

	Thoughts of his brief liaison with Letitia drifted through his mind. The sight of her with the handsome, well-groomed man on the train from Toronto gave him a pang of jealousy. He fought that feeling off as nonsense. Both he and the woman had yielded to the stress of finding themselves alone in a hotel room, caught up in a vicious and dangerous web of betrayal and intrigue. Harboring romantic preoccupations now, he dismissed as foolish. Head down, shoulders hunched against the penetrating chill, he found himself at the corner of Houston Street. The need to examine his feelings for Deirdre caused a nagging guilt to creep through his mind. His moments with Letitia had given him an entirely new perspective on life and uncertainty about what he and Deirdre really meant to each other. Had she succumbed to her mother’s urging to enter the convent, and why would she even entertain such thoughts without including him in her decision?

	Donellan and Philips had expressed their displeasure that he had fallen prey to what they perceived as the wiles of not only an enemy, but a participant in a criminal enterprise as well. Remembering their implied criticism caused a sense of disappointment in himself. Doubts about Letitia’s sincerity filtered back into his mind, but he determined to discount them. He somehow believed her when she said she had become disillusioned with the crimes her grandfather and his associates committed. Perhaps her attraction for him had caused her to reevaluate her involvement. Finally, he realized that their age difference, the gap in their backgrounds and station in society, precluded any serious future for them. The only answer for him now, until all his questions became sorted out, meant seeing the investigation through to its conclusion. Both romances could wait.

	 

	 

	At the close of the work day Johnny stationed himself a block away from the warehouse and out of sight. Spike began his slow stroll to his lodgings on Spring Street. When Johnny had satisfied himself that no one could watch their meeting, he stepped out and hailed the gnomish warehouse hand. Mostly a loner, without many friends, Spike maintained an innocent cheerfulness and willingness to accommodate Johnny’s request for favors, welcoming any sociable contact.

	“Spike,” Johnny called out, “slow down a moment, it’s me, Johnny.”

	“Johnny,” Spike said, turning in the direction of the voice that beckoned him. “I ain’t seen you in a dog’s age. Where ya been, Johnny?”

	 “I been here and there, how’re you doin’ at the warehouse?”

	“I can’t complain. It’s a job, pays the rent. Whaddya been up to? Didja quit workin’ for Mr Barr?”

	“Yeah sort of, but listen, Spike, I need to ask you something. Did they move the printing presses a while back, take it somewhere else? You got any idea where they might’a stashed it?”

	“Sure, I was one of the guys helped move it. They put it over on Courtland Street, in an empty loft, over the butcher shop. The loft’s got a door, top of the outside stairs.”

	“Thanks, Spike. Say, do me a favor.”

	“Sure, Johnny.”

	“Anybody asks you about me, don’t say nothin’. Like you never seen me. I’m hidin’ out, see”

	“Yeah sure, Johnny,” Spike said with a conspiratorial wink. “I get it, you’re hidin’ out.”

	They parted and Johnny headed back to Houston Street to leave a coded note for his back-up team.

	 


 

	Chapter Twenty

	 

	The two Federal detectives decided to pay a call on Letitia Barr in an effort to uncover what she may know about the conspiracies that swirled about her grandfather’s warehouse and her involvement with Johnny. They expected her to greet them with cold reserve at best, but often subjects of interrogation blurted out things under the stress of questioning they hadn’t intended to reveal.

	At the town house on Fifth Avenue where Johnny had told them she and her grandfather lived loud raps on the brass door-knocker brought Henry, the servant, to answer the sound. He peered around the partial opening, displaying only the right side of his face. 

	“May I help you, gentlemen?”

	Donellan stepped closer to the door against the possibility that Henry might slam it shut. He displayed the star pinned to his vest under the jacket and overcoat he wore. “We’re Federal detectives. We’d like to speak to Miss Letitia Barr about an important matter.”

	Henry seemed to hesitate a moment. “Will you Gentlemen wait? I’ll see if Miss Barr is receiving visitors.”

	Philips placed his palm firmly on the door and pushed it open. Both men stepped across the threshold. “Thank you, we’ll wait in the foyer. You go tell Miss Barr we’re here to see her.”

	“Certainly, sir, I won’t be a moment,” Henry said, backing away from the two imposing lawmen. 

	He disappeared into the adjoining room, closing the door behind him. Moments passed. Henry reappeared and Letitia swept into the foyer from behind him. 

	“What is it you want to talk about?” she said, struggling to remain self-possessed.

	“May we continue this conversation in your parlor, Miss Barr?” Philips asked, indicating the room through which she had just come.

	She turned, held the door open and said: “Won’t you have seats in here?”

	“Thank you, Ma’am,” Donellan said. Both men removed their top hats. They all took seats in comfortable chairs. 

	“We are aware, Miss,” Philips began, “that your grandfather runs a criminal enterprise from his warehouse and that you may be complicit in the day-to-day operation of this business.”

	The color faded from Letitia’s cheeks, she took a handkerchief from the pocket of her gown and held it to her mouth.

	“We are also aware, that you recently made a trip to Canada to deliver certain funds to Confederate conspirators in Toronto,” he continued.

	Letitia began to tremble visibly. The first tears appeared in her eyes.

	“Ma’am,” Donellan said, “We will require a full statement of the activities in and around Barr’s Warehouse and who you contacted in Canada. It would be well for you to begin to cooperate now.”

	“Johnny,” she sobbed. “He’s with the police. That’s how you know so much about everything.”

	“Forget Johnny for the moment, we need to know what else besides counterfeiting and funding rebel espionage goes on in that warehouse,” Donellan’s voice became harsh. “Who is the man that accompanied you from Toronto?”

	Letitia tried to gather herself. “I only know him by the name he used when he introduced himself, Captain Partland of the Confederate States of America. He put me on the train in Toronto forcibly while I was waiting for Johnny. He didn’t tell me what he is doing in New York. I haven’t seen him since I arrived back here at home. We took a cab from the train, he saw me to the door and left.”

	“What did he tell you about the activities at the warehouse and his connection to the Copperhead movement?” Donellan asked.

	“We didn’t discuss anything like that,” Letitia replied. “He was polite. We talked about everything but the war, and why he was coming to New York. Can I ask about Johnny? I’ve been so worried about him. I hope he’s all right.”

	“Johnny came back on the same train you did. He rode in a separate car when he saw you with the man you call Captain Partland,” Philips said.

	Letitia heaved a long sob. “I’m so relieved that he’s come back. I feared he would be killed. He cared for my safety more than his. I can’t believe someone like him is involved with detectives and uncovering crime.”

	“Suffice to say, Johnny is performing his duty on behalf of the United States government,” Donellan said. 

	“What will happen to Grandfather now?” Letitia asked in a timorous voice.

	“That will be for later decisions. Just now, for your own sake, you must tell us whatever you know about the counterfeiting ring Mr Barr heads. The more cooperation you provide, the easier it will go for you later.”

	Letitia buried her face in her hands, her elbows resting on her knees. “I can’t betray Grandfather, I just can’t.”

	“Miss Barr,” Philips said, taking a more persuasive tone, “We are giving you an opportunity to help yourself. Mr Barr will be given the same chance. Bear in mind that the citizen’s right to habeas corpus and speedy trial has been suspended for the duration of this war. That means you may be held indefinitely in one of our prisons. They are decidedly unpleasant places. You can spare yourself all that.”

	Letitia’s spate of weeping began to verge on hysterics. 

	“Miss Barr,” Donellan tried to stem his impatience, “we don’t have a great deal of time. We need to know immediately what an agent of the Confederacy is doing in New York, presumably plotting with Mr Barr and others in that warehouse. Johnny may be in danger. Now is your opportunity to avoid much unnecessary suffering and possibly violence.”

	Letitia took a moment to dry her tears and stifle her uncontrollable sobbing. “All I know is that Grandfather has counterfeit money printed in a back room at the warehouse. We trusted Johnny to deliver packages to people who purchased them. Grandfather and the foreman Nate became suspicious of him. They sent him to Canada with me and gave me instructions to betray him to the Confederate spy ring up there. What else they have planned, I have no idea. They never confided more than that to me.”

	“Where did they move the printing machinery?” Donellan asked.

	“I honestly don’t know. I wasn’t here when they did that and Grandfather never told me. He’ll be angry when he finds out Johnny escaped being killed in Toronto, which is what was supposed to happen.”

	Both detectives stood. 

	“Miss Barr, may we have your parole that you will remain here in this house until we complete our investigation?” Philips asked. “We will discuss your involvement with our superiors at a later time.”

	Letitia groped for an answer. Her composure shattered, the words spilled out between convulsive gasps: “I have nowhere to go, now. I give you my word I will stay here.”

	 

	 

	Nate and Bertie Swinton waited on Mulberry Street in the surrey with the collapsible top drawn up, watching the tenement building where Nate had determined that Deirdre lived. The horse stood patiently, its nose immersed in its feed bag. They hoped that Deirdre would have an errand to run and appear alone on the crowded street.

	Two hours passed and Pighead became anxious. “I don’t think nuthin’s gonna happen. Suppose she don’t come out?”

	“Keep yer shirt on, will ya?” Nate snapped, “she’s always doin’ stuff like goin’ to the market. I’ve watched her comin’ and goin’. Y’ll see. ’Sides ya wanna earn yer twenty-five bucks don’tcha?”

	“Yeah, I guess. Just sittin’ here is startin’ to get to me.”

	Nate noticed the horse had stopped feeding. “Pighead,” he said, “jump down and take the feed bag off the horse.”

	Pighead slipped the harness of the feed bag from the neck of the animal just as Nate barked at him: “Quick, get back up here, there she is.”

	Pighead stopped to look around.

	“C’mon, will ya? Hurry, let’s go. She’s headed for the train tracks and the market. Get up here, now.”

	Pighead scrambled into the seat next to Nate who flicked the reins and started the horse down the street. “That’s her, the one in the white bonnet and blue overcoat. She’s headed for that open space behind the train station where the greengrocer is. When we get next to her, jump down and take that blanket I brought. Throw it over her, pick her up and toss her in the back of the surrey. She ain’t that big. If she puts up too much of a fuss, whack her one in the head.”

	Pighead’s close-set porcine eyes glittered in anticipation. “That the one, the one with the red hair stickin’ outta her hat?”

	“Yeah, that’s her. We gotta be fast. Don’t want to draw a crowd. Just grab her, throw the blanket over her and yank her up into the back.”

	“Aw, this is gonna be fun, Nate.”

	“Never mind fun, this is business. Ya do this, that’s all I need. Then I give ya the money. Ya don’t have nuthin’ more to do with it. And keep yer mouth shut after. Too much loose talk and we’ll have the cops on us.”

	Nate urged the horse to pick up its pace, east on Canal, across the Bowery and over the tracks. Deirdre scurried on her way oblivious to the horse-drawn rig closing up behind her. When she reached the open area behind the train station Nate slewed the surrey around in front of her and Pighead jumped down with the blanket. 

	“C’mere girlie,” he cackled, and threw the foul smelling covering over the girl’s head and shoulders. 

	Deirdre screamed, but the coarse woolen wrap muffled the sound. She started to slip to her knees to escape the blanket and Pighead’s powerful arms encircling her. Pighead punched her once in the side of her head and she went limp in his grip. Picking her up, he levered himself onto the carriage and dumped her roughly behind the seats. She started to cry out again. He wrapped the blanket tightly around her and snarled: “Shaddap, girlie or I give ya another whack.” 

	He held her down and she began to squirm and thrash against the suffocating wool. He hit her head against a brace bar in the rear of the carriage and she became motionless once again. 

	“Hey, go easy.” Nate said. “We need her in one piece.”

	Pighead leered. “Ya told me to give her a whack, didn’t ya?”

	“Just make sure she doesn’t get loose is all,” Nate said, while the horse trotted at a rapid pace north toward the warehouse.

	Nate drove the surrey around to a side entrance to the warehouse, tethered the horse and together he and Pighead bundled the unconscious girl through the door, down a long musty corridor past stacks of goods awaiting delivery to Barr’s customers. Deirdre began to moan and then emitted a long shriek. She writhed against the restraint of Pighead’s powerful arms grasping her firmly. He gripped her more tightly as she struggled. Nate slid back a false front set of shelving on greased skids, took a set of keys from his pocket and used one to open the lock that secured the hidden door. The shelving concealed the only admittance to the inner recesses of the warehouse, a place where none of the workmen had access or even knew about. 

	“Take the blanket off her,” Nate told Pighead, “but cover her mouth until we get her inside.”

	Pighead whipped the blanket from around Deirdre’s head and stifled her outcry. 

	“Let’s go, girlie,” he sneered. “In ya go.”

	Both men dragged her into the storage room. Nate slammed the door and pointed to chair in a corner. 

	“Sit her over there,” he instructed his accomplice.

	Now hysterical, Deirdre verged on the brink of collapse. Pighead stood over her expectantly. Nate turned to him: “Ya go wait outside with the rest of the crew. Not a word to anyone, ya hear? The cops’ll be all over the place lookin’ for her.” 

	Pighead hesitated, looking from Nate to the terrified girl. 

	“G’wan scram, I told ya. And stay nearby. I got somethin’ else for ya to do,” Nate snarled.

	Pighead backed toward the door, still hesitant. 

	Nate repeated with a harsh growl: “Git, I said. No harm is gonna come to her. We’re just usin’ her as bait. Wait outside ’til I tell ya what to do.” 

	When Pighead closed the door behind him, Nate turned to Deirdre. “We don’t intend any injury to ya, Miss. We just wanna talk to yer friend Johnny. Now you sit still and I’ll get ya a drink of water and somethin’ to eat. Ya’ll be in here for awhile. There’s no way out ’cept through that door and when I leave it’ll be locked.”

	Deirdre struggled to speak through her convulsive sobs: “Why do you want Johnny? What’s he done?”

	“Never mind, Miss. We just wanna talk to him, is all. Just don’t carry on like this. It’ll be a lot easier on ya.”

	“Why have you kidnapped me?” 

	“Like I said, we need to talk to yer friend Johnny. When he gets here, ya can go.”

	Deirdre’s whole body wracked with tremors, the piteous sound of her weeping made no impression on Nate. He walked to the door and opened it.

	“Just stay still, ya hear me?”

	“Don’t leave me in here,” the girl screamed.

	Nate closed the door behind him and set the lock through the hasp. He slid the shelving back into place. Deirdre leapt to her feet and ran to the locked door, pounding on it while emitting shrieks of terror. No one else could hear the noise. Nate ignored it and walked down the corridor to Simeon’s office. Both Gage and Rhodes sat near his desk discussing the next phase of their strategy. Nate knocked once and entered. “Boss, is yer granddaughter comin’ in today?”

	“Why do you ask and why do you need her?”

	“Me and Pighead just snatched the girl, that friend of Johnny’s. I was hopin’ Letitia could sorta sit with her for a while. She’s gettin’ a case of hysterics back there.”

	“Far as I know, she won’t be here today. She’s in a kind of bad way herself after the trip to Canada.”

	“No matter, I’m gonna send Pighead out, see can he find that rat police spy. Have him come runnin’. Then we take care of him – permanently.”

	Nate found Pighead out near the loading pier and called him aside. “Here’s what I want’cha to do. Ya know what that Sullivan kid looks like. Ya nose around tomorrow, see can ya find him. Tell him we got the girl. Tell him he doesn’t get here soon, we gonna dump his little friend in the river. Ya tell him he don’t have a lotta time.”

	“Sure Nate, I’ll scare him good. He’ll be here.”

	 

	 

	The two detectives left the Barr house and drove to Houston Street and the hollow tree trunk which they and Johnny had occasionally used as a repository for written communications. They found his coded note which told them the location of the printing machinery. Uncertain whether the loft would have a guard from the gang posted, they made a decision to involve the local police in the event they needed additional manpower. At the local stationhouse the precinct detectives had gone out on investigations. The Federal men left word with the uniform desk sergeant that they would return in the morning. 

	 

	 

	Johnny spent an anxious night and arose early to pay another visit to Deirdre or speak with her mother about when she might return. The weather brightened somewhat and the wind abated. He headed for Mulberry Street hoping that Deirdre had come back from her visit to the convent in the Bronx. When he turned into Deirdre’s street he noticed a milling crowd in front of her tenement building. He approached the group, his instinctive sense of alarm growing in his belly. The people murmured among themselves, some of the women wept openly.

	One of the voices said: “I feel so badly for the mother. Poor dear is nearly beside herself.”

	Another said: “That poor girl, walkin’ about alone in this neighborhood, all these ruffians runnin’ loose around here. A body’s not safe any time of day or night.”

	Johnny asked a man closest to him: “Something wrong?”

	“Ah dear God, a poor girl’s gone missin’, so she has. Her mother sent her to buy groceries and she’s never come back.”

	Panic immobilized Johnny for that moment. Looking around quickly he saw two detectives from the precinct he recognized as Stafford and Williams. He pushed through the crowd and asked the detectives: “Can I ask who it is went missing?” fearing in his bones he knew the answer.

	“Is it any of your business?” Stafford snapped.

	“I might know her, is all,” Johnny said, with all his effort directed toward not letting his utter dread show on his face.

	“You know someone named Deirdre Loughlin?” Williams asked. “You know something about her disappearance?”

	“Deirdre?” he asked, “oh my God, not Deirdre. No, I have no idea what might have happened, but I know her, I know her very well. I was just coming to call on her.”

	“Well,” Stafford said, “if you hear anything let us know quick as you can. She didn’t come home yesterday afternoon when she went shopping.”

	Johnny muttered: “Thanks,” and bolted from Mulberry Street headed for the warehouse. 

	Frantic and out of breath, Johnny raced up to the loading pier outside Barr’s building. He searched the faces of the men idling there waiting for the next wagon to unload. A few of them greeted him perfunctorily, most pointedly ignored him. 

	He noticed Spike. “Can I have a quick word with you,” he said, and gestured for the diminutive man to step a few paces away from the prying ears of the other workmen.

	“What’s wrong, Johnny? Ya look all worked up. Somethin’ bad happen?” 

	“Spike, you didn’t happen to hear about anything out of the ordinary happening around here?”

	“Like what? Nothin’ I know about goin’ on around the old shop, ’cept a’ course the usual stuff.”

	“There’s a girl I know missing from the neighborhood up the ways around Mulberry …”

	“Missin’? Gee John, I ain’t heard nothin’ like that. That’s awful. If I hear anythin’ I’d sure let ya know. She a friend of yer’s?” asked Spike, unwilling to discuss what he had inadvertently seen Nate and Pighead carry into the warehouse. Fearful of retribution, he cast an anxious glance back at the men watching him from the loading pier.

	“Yeah, she a good friend, I gotta find her fast.” Johnny’s voice broke at the mention of Deirdre’s relationship with him. A tidal wave of guilt and regret swamped his spirit. He realized he should have waited to get in touch with Deirdre until he had completed his task for the Detective Service. Months before he had placed her in a dangerous situation when confronted together on the East River docks by Ned Crandall and the Baxter Street Boys. He had to shoot Ned then to prevent a terrible crime against both him and Deirdre. That night she had lost control of her fragile emotions out of fright, witnessing violence first-hand.

	Now, because he had arranged to meet her in public during the past few weeks, they had been seen together. This gave Johnny a strong suspicion that Nate Boyer had lashed out in a final effort to capture and kill him.

	“Keep your ears open, Spike, let me know fast if you get wind of anything. I think these people,” he said, gesturing toward the warehouse, “are somehow involved.”

	“Ya bet, pal. Soon as I get any whisper I’ll go find ya.”

	“Thanks Spike,” Johnny said and walked away, his mind churning. He needed to find some clue that would lead him to where the girl might be hidden. 

	 

	 

	Detectives from the precinct squad fanned out into the teeming neighborhood stopping people at random, asking for any indication of where, when or how the girl might have disappeared. They acted from a certainty that Deirdre would never just leave home on an impulse. On information from her mother, Stafford and Williams took the train to the Sisters of Charity convent that Deirdre had visited to inquire whether she had returned there. Other members of the squad concentrated on the area around the greengrocer and the train station. No one would or could say they saw anything that might have indicated the forcible removal of a girl from the street. When their trip to the convent in the Bronx produced no results they returned to re-interview Mrs Loughlin. 

	Detective Stafford asked: “Ma’am, we’re sorry to bother you again, but we wanted to ask if you could remember anything else, someone your daughter may have spoken to or met.”

	Maggie, stricken with grief and fear for her daughter, could barely compose herself. Detective Williams asked her to sit down and take a moment to gather her thoughts. They took seats on the sofa in the parlor opposite her and waited for her to speak.

	“Of course,” Maggie said, “I should have mentioned it before. I had forgotten for the moment when this first happened. There’s a soldier Deirdre has been meetin’ hereabout.”

	“A soldier,” Williams repeated with a look of incredulity, “around here?”

	He and Stafford exchanged puzzled looks.

	“I’m not sure what it’s all about meself, she’s always so secretive about him. She says he doesn’t wear a uniform.”

	Sudden awareness dawned on both policemen at the same time. They stood to take their leave. Maggie rose to see them to the door.

	At the door Stafford said, “Thank you, Mrs Loughlin, you’ve been helpful. We’ll let you know of any developments.”

	Maggie collapsed in tears once again on the chair where she sat staring out the tenement window, trying to will her daughter back home.

	Outside on the street, Stafford said: “That’s the kid making inquiries when we were here the last time. He keeps popping up like a bad penny.”

	 

	 

	Donellan and Philips went to the stationhouse and asked to speak to a superior officer of detectives. The sergeant in uniform at the desk told them all the members of the squad on duty at that moment had responded to a report of a missing teen-aged girl. She had vanished earlier in the day while out running an errand. The Federal investigators left the precinct house and set out to look for Johnny. They tried his rooming house and the landlady said she hadn’t seen him. A knock on his door elicited no response. They doubted he had gone back to his place of employment, so they drove in their carriage to the dead drop locations in case he had left a message for them. Not finding any they paused to consider where he might have gone. 

	“You don’t suppose this girl that disappeared has anything to do with Johnny, do you?” Philips asked his partner. 

	Donellan thought for a moment. “Could be, maybe the gang has lashed out, it could be a trap for him if they hold her as a hostage.”

	“If that’s so, he’s made a bad mistake against all our advice,” Philips said with an edge of chagrin in his voice.

	“We’ve got to make sure he doesn’t do anything foolish. I wish I knew where to find him,” Donellan said.

	 


 

	Chapter Twenty-one

	 

	The man who called himself Captain Partland rode up to Barr’s Warehouse in a one-horse trap and tethered the animal to a railing alongside the building. A tan three-quarter length jacket set off by a fashionable dark cravat, a wide-brimmed flat-crowned hat, riding breeches and boots completed his well-designed attire. He found his way to Simeon’s office and rapped lightly on the closed door. Simeon still conferred with Gage and Rhodes in his office. 

	“Come in,” he said.

	“Mr Barr, I’m Captain Partland, Confederate States of America, pleased to make you acquaintance.”

	Simeon rose and the two men shook hands. “Allow me to introduce visitors from the Society in Baltimore, Captain. This is Mr Gage and Mr Rhodes.”

	Both men rose to offer perfunctory handshakes and resumed their seats.

	“As you may know, sir,” Partland addressed Simeon, “I accompanied Letitia, your granddaughter, back from Toronto.”

	“Yes, I am aware of that and thank you for your courtesy, Captain, most appreciated. Please take a seat. We were just discussing the plans for our most important new venture.”

	“Please continue, gentlemen. I’ll just listen for a few moments to catch up on your proposal.”

	“You may be aware that our, shall we say, printing business,” Simeon began, “has experienced a temporary interruption. We recently discovered a police informant in our midst. We hired him as a common laborer several weeks back having been taken in by his age and his claim to be a member of the Sons of Liberty. When we uncovered his foul purpose we sent him to Canada with my granddaughter ostensibly to be her escort, since she carried a large sum of money. He was supposed to have been disposed of up there. However, it seems he eluded the men assigned to that task. We understand he’s back. We are taking steps to end this charade now. I had hoped to accomplish that in Toronto and avoid drawing unnecessary attention to ourselves here.”

	“And this young spy or informant as you call him, where is he now?” Partland asked.

	He glanced over at the two operatives from Baltimore who seemed to regard him with a mixture of suspicion and disdain.

	Simeon explained: “My foreman Nate is now in the process of formulating plans to eliminate this interloper. Our immediate concern is to assure ourselves that he is never to testify against us should we ever face prosecution, however unlikely that prospect.”

	Gage broke into the conversation and asked in a harsh voice: “Just what role are you to play in our scheme?”

	Partland crossed one booted leg over the other and turned slightly to address Gage directly. He brushed an imaginary mote of dust from his carefully creased riding breeches. “I am under orders from Richmond to oversee this most important undertaking, being a man of some military experience.”

	“Just what experience is that?” Rhodes snapped.

	Simeon interposed himself before the hostility completely disrupted their meeting. “Gentlemen, the Captain comes from the clandestine Confederate organization in Toronto. Only the most trusted agents are tasked with these important matters. As we were discussing before the Captain came, let’s finalize what is to take place and what part each of us will play.”

	Gage and Rhodes turned their attention grudgingly to Simeon. Partland barely suppressed a sly smile. The conversation continued into the evening hours, after which Simeon invited the little group to a nearby tavern for a late supper.

	Before they left Nate returned to the locked room where Deirdre languished, a prisoner with no idea of when, if ever, she could expect release. He brought a pitcher of water, a tin cup and a loaf of bread on a wooden tray.  “Have some of this, Missie. It’ll at least take yer appetite away until we find yer friend. Here’s a bucket case ya need it, too. Hate to be so crude but we gotta keep ya here for a while.”

	Deirdre had regained some of her composure, her hysterics had subsided. She stared into space while Nate placed the tray with the pitcher of water and the loaf of bread he had brought on a table near the chair where she sat. Faint daylight filtered through windows high up on the walls hazed over by countless years of grime. Not wishing to leave his hostage in total darkness when the sun set, Nate returned with kerosene lamps which he hung on hooks on the wall.

	He paused before leaving and locking the door once more: 

	“Don’t want to talk?” he asked. “It’s all right, I understand. Glad to see ya stopped caterwaulin’ anyway.” 

	Choosing not to respond, she remained tight-lipped until Nate left the storage area and relocked the door. Her head still ached from the blows she had received and her legs began to cramp from sitting on a wooden chair. She stood to stretch her legs and wandered around the confined, musty area. To distract herself from the terror that threatened to engulf her, Deirdre examined the stacks of stenciled crates crammed against the walls and the inscriptions on the metal boxes piled in one corner. A drink of the water Nate had brought relieved the thirst that had become magnified by the terror that clenched her throat and the rawness brought on by her screaming and uncontrolled sobbing. Resuming her seat, she reached into her overcoat pocket, extracted her rosary, closed her eyes and began to invoke the Blessed Virgin Mary and Saint Bridget in prayer. Deirdre had an abiding faith in the efficacy of prayer in perilous moments and began reciting the rosary starting with the Five Sorrowful Mysteries, the trials the Blessed Mother had undergone and borne with equanimity. She stood again and paced across the wooden floor in the room which to her seemed filled with sinister shadows. She fingered the beads and murmured the prayers aloud. Dusk brought an oppressive gloom to the silent storage area.   

	 

	 

	Early the following morning the two Federal detectives set off for a second visit to the stationhouse to obtain the assistance of the local police and tell them of their suspicion that the girl’s kidnapping may somehow have a link to their counterfeiting investigation. Detective Sergeant Cantly greeted them in his second floor office: “How may I help you, gentlemen?”

	Donellan said: “We may have located the place where the counterfeiting machinery from Barr’s warehouse is stored.”

	The sergeant interrupted: “My squad has a serious matter on its hands. A young girl has gone missing from a shopping errand she was to run for her mother. Right now all our resources are focused on finding her. We’d like to help but …”

	Philips cut him off: “We know about the missing girl, but we think there may be a connection between our investigation and her disappearance.”

	“How so, what do you mean?” Sergeant Cantly asked.

	Philips continued: “It’s no secret anymore. We’ve had an undercover working at the warehouse where the fake money is printed. He’s a young soldier on loan to our unit. He was able to get himself hired there as a workman. We believe that the counterfeiting gang got wise to him.”

	“What’s that got to do with the girl?”

	“We have a suspicion that the girl is someone this boy has been seeing while he was working at the warehouse. He was told not to do that, but youngsters being what they are … Anyway, it occurred to us that the gang might have snatched the girl to use as a hostage, as bait to get him to try to find her. We think they plan to kill him, if not both of them.”

	“That’s an interesting idea,” the sergeant said. “But where do you think they might be hiding her?”

	“That’s just it,” Philips said, “we suspect they may be using the same place where the machinery is hidden. We got a tip that there’s a loft over on Courtland Street above a butcher shop where the printing presses are secreted. There’s good chance they would use that same place to hide the girl. They don’t know we’re aware of that location.”

	Donellan added: “Reason we’re asking for help, we don’t know how many there are or what we might run into in numbers of armed men. We could risk the girl’s life if we just go busting in.”

	“I see, the more people you have to raid this place, the faster we could wrap up the whole thing,” the sergeant mused.

	“Two men smashing in there could lead to more trouble than we need,” Donellan continued. “We thought having a back-up team is the wisest course. It could be a bad lead, but then it’s all we have. If it doesn’t work out we haven’t lost anything.”

	“Except lose some time we could use looking for this girl. Well, we don’t have anything else solid right now, may be worth the gamble,” Cantly said. “It’s going to take a while to assemble a squad of men. We’ll need uniformed people as well as a team of detectives. Give me an hour or so until the uniformed day shift comes on and I’ll see what I can put together.”

	Donellan turned to Philips: “I wish I knew where Johnny was.”

	“We can’t look for him now. We’ve got to raid this loft as quickly as possible. The girl might be there,” Philips answered. “Let’s wait for the sergeant here to organize his men to do this right.”

	 

	 

	The weight of his guilt and helplessness bore down on Johnny until the pain in his soul became unbearable. He walked the area in the vicinity of the warehouse all morning, uncertain of a course of action and hoping in vain that something would occur to him to help him find the girl. His one faint consolation became the memory of the dangerous situations he had faced before and survived. The revolver he remembered to carry with him since his return from Canada became a reassuring weight in his pocket. Fear crept through his mind nearly immobilizing his movements. Black storm clouds gathered overhead which seemed to threaten another snowfall. Standing a block away from the warehouse, quiet since the work crews had left, dismissed by Simeon’s orders, he sensed somehow that Deirdre languished as a prisoner there.

	Pighead waited until the entire crew had gone. He sauntered out onto the loading dock and scanned the street in both directions. In the distance a figure stood alone looking back toward him. A glimmer of recognition dawned in his mind. It looked like Johnny waiting there, hands thrust in pockets, shoulders hunched against the cold. He jumped from the platform and began to walk in the direction of the solitary man who remained motionless, watching the warehouse. Drawing closer, Pighead became certain he saw Johnny. He rehearsed in his mind what he would say to lure him to the room where Nate held the girl hostage. 

	“Say, Johnny, how are ya? It’s me Bertie Swinton, watcha doin’ standin’ here all alone?”

	 “Hi, Bertie, work done for the day?” Johnny asked.

	“Nah, just ain’t much to do today. Business is slow. They let everybody go home. Nobody left in the old shop, all closed up. Say, listen Johnny, I just got wind of somethin’ goin’ on in the back of the warehouse. Somethin’ ya might wanna hear.”

	“Yeah, what’s that, Bertie?”

	“I think they got a girl locked up in the back. There’s a storage room, can’t see it from the main part of the building. Nobody’s ever been back there. They said somethin’ don’t happen soon they might just toss her in the river. Not sure what they meant, but it’s just somethin’ I heard by accident, like.”

	“Who’s this ‘they’ you’re talking about?” Johnny asked. 

	“It’s Nate and some guys I ain’t never seen before, not from around here, judgin’ by the way they talk.”

	Conflicting thoughts raced through Johnny’s mind. How much of this had a ring of truth? Had the people in Simeon’s employ set a trap for him?

	“I gotta tell ya, Johnny, if ya get there real soon, ya could maybe help her. I can show ya where she is. Nobody’s there now. Y’d never find this room by yerself. But I could show ya real quick.”

	“Do you know who she is or why they locked her up?”

	“Don’t know, Johnny but I think yer a right kind’a guy, would go to help a girl in trouble.”

	“Do you know if Simeon is in his office or if Nate’s around the building?” Johnny asked, torn between suspicion and an impulse to check out Pighead’s lead.

	“Like I said, ain’t nobody’s there now. Ya get in real quick, ya could let the girl go. Time goes by, no tellin’ what they might do.”

	Johnny had an instinctive mistrust of Pighead Swinton, they never had much to say to one another, but if what he told Johnny proved true and he acted immediately, he could free the girl.

	Johnny hesitated, “Maybe I should get the police, going in there alone …”

	“I don’t wanna have nothin’ to do with no police, Johnny. ’Sides they may never find her without me to show them. I don’t wanna get caught up explainin’ how I come to know all this. I’ve had enough trouble with them cops. I know how they operate. No siree, I can show ya, but no cops. We’d better hurry, too. No tellin’ when Nate and them might come back.” 

	Johnny tried to read the thug’s face for signs of falsehood. Pighead’s eyes shifted constantly, but Johnny attributed that to the man’s inherently dishonest nature. Finally he agreed to check out Pighead’s story, but vowed silently to do him grievous bodily harm if this lead proved false or a trap waited for him behind the hidden door in the warehouse.  

	Pighead looked at Johnny expectantly. “Well, whaddya say, we gonna go or not?”

	 


 

	Chapter Twenty-two

	 

	Deirdre had spent the entire night riven with dread, haunted by visions of the horrors that could befall her. She dozed fitfully, sitting in the hard wooden chair and resting her head with her arm for a pillow on the table, the only other piece of furniture in the storeroom that had become her prison. She sipped the tepid water Nate had left but could not swallow much of the stale bread. Worry about Johnny wore on her brittle nerves. Aware that the men held her as a hostage and bait in a trap for him, a pervasive sense of guilt rose like bile from her stomach. She reproached herself with agonizing regret that she had not taken more precautions when abroad alone as her mother had often warned her.

	Her concern for Johnny made her realize the true depths of her feelings for him. When her brother told her that Johnny had come to call on her while she had gone to visit the convent some of her doubts about Johnny, and she had to admit, jealousy, began to fade.

	Finally dawn began to cast a dim, sepia light through the filth-encrusted windows high on the walls of the storage room. Dust motes floated in the faint illumination filtered through the glass caked with dirt from years of neglect. The lanterns left by her captor began to gutter as their feeble light seemed about to extinguish completely. Dread pressed upon dread with the anxiety that complete darkness would soon envelop her. Fear, like a palpable presence in the room, began to enshroud her mind. The dismal surroundings, the utter quiet, the unknown future, crowded into her consciousness and threatened to unhinge her totally. Deirdre began to imagine this cramped chamber as a ghastly dungeon where she would remain captive forever.

	She reached once again for her rosary and forced herself to remember the next five mysteries she had memorized as a child in Transfiguration elementary school taught by the Sisters of Charity. Tears welled up once again, the control of her emotions loosening by the hour. 

	“Mama will be beside herself with panic. She always worried about me going out alone. Now all her fears turned out to be well-founded. Da will be sick with worry himself. I feel so dreadful causing them so much anxiety. I just know Mama will want to blame Johnny. Dear Blessed Mother Mary, help me in my hour of need.”

	Deirdre shuddered at the memory of her rough handling at the hands of the thug with the piggish eyes and seemingly abnormal strength. She had only caught a glimpse of him before he slung the blanket over her head and threw her into the carriage, but the vision of that glimpse alone, of the ugly snout and close-set eyes filled her with horror. Deirdre prayed fervently that the same foul-smelling man who seized her wouldn’t return. She feared as well, the man who brought her the water and the bucket. The crazed look in his eyes gave her the sense that he would have no compunction about murder or other acts of base evil. She consoled herself with the thought that he had the decency to bring her a meager something to drink, a bite to eat and the lanterns that provided scant light. 

	“He could have left me here alone and in the dark, I suppose he has some scrap of humanity in him.”

	Johnny’s face filtered back into her consciousness. She supposed that when she had spotted Johnny boarding the train with that woman she could accept it as a sign that perhaps they didn’t have a future together. Maybe the Blessed Virgin wants me to join a religious order and devote my life to prayer and works of mercy.

	 

	 

	With Simeon engaged at the warehouse, Letitia languished in the parlor of the townhouse trying to recover from the harrowing trip to Toronto and the disturbing visit from the two Federal detectives. She made efforts to read while she reclined on a sofa in the parlor but found distractions soon crept in. The memory of her brief liaison with Johnny in the hotel room made her question the wisdom of her decisions. What had prompted such a rash moment? Did her feelings for the young man run that deep? Then a sense of foreboding crowded in. Events at the warehouse seemed to have accelerated in a dangerous direction. Johnny might face a perilous future now that he had apparently escaped the efforts to kill him in Canada. With the Federal police closing in, her own prospects had taken a distinctly unpleasant turn. Henry rapped lightly on the door to the parlor and opened it. Letitia looked up from her book. “Yes Henry?”

	“Ma’am, you have a visitor. Shall I show him in?”

	“Who is it, Henry?”

	“He says his name is Captain Partland, Ma’am.”

	“Of course, please show him in.”

	Elegantly attired in his riding boots, tan breeches and three-quarter length jacket, the man who called himself Captain Partland entered the room carrying his wide-brimmed flat crowned hat. His clean shaven appearance gave him an air of distinction. “Good day to you, Miss Barr. I hope you remember me.” 

	Struck once again with how handsome her traveling companion from Canada appeared to her, Letitia rose from her seat and extended her hand in greeting. “Why yes I do, Captain. This is certainly an unexpected surprise.”

	Partland took her proffered hand, bowed slightly and brushed her fingers lightly with his lips. “I hope you don’t mind this visit. I’m not interrupting am I?”

	“No not at all, I was just reading. Please have a seat. To what do I owe the honor of your visit?”

	Partland seated himself in a deeply upholstered wing chair and Letitia arranged herself on the sofa once again. The man’s carefully groomed brown hair and clean shaven face caused Letitia a momentary shiver that coursed quickly through her. “May I offer you something, coffee, perhaps?”

	“No thank you, Ma’am, I can’t stay that long. I have an important meeting to attend at your grandfather’s warehouse. But I feel obligated to offer you some words of caution. I am told that the young man who accompanied you to Toronto was supposed not to return to New York. Apparently he is a police functionary of some sort.”

	“Yes,” she said in reply. “We became aware of that not long ago. I did tell the appropriate authorities as my grandfather instructed me.”

	“Yes, Ma’am, I’m sure you did, but he seemed to have been ready for them. In any event, he managed to escape. There may be some feeling among Mr Barr’s associates that you were somehow instrumental in his preparedness. There was a dreadful uproar at the hotel when they found out that Johnny had left the two men assigned to kill him badly wounded.”

	Letitia attempted to deflect what she perceived as his implied accusation. “I had nothing to do with events around that hotel before I left.”

	“I’m sure you didn’t, but that’s not the purpose of my visit. Because a certain suspicion has fallen upon you, may I strongly suggest you do not go to the warehouse for the foreseeable future? The men with whom Mr Barr is now in league are dangerous and ruthless in the extreme. They are capable of anything Miss Barr, including murder. Since we’ve met …” he paused and looked away for a moment.

	Letitia tried to reengage his deep brown eyes which imparted an earnest sincerity. “Yes Captain?” 

	 “Since we’ve met,” he began again, “I have found it difficult to forget our journey together from Toronto.” He took a deep breath and said quickly, “Letitia, I find it would grieve me mightily should any harm befall you.”

	An otherwise self-assured military officer, he began to stare fixedly at the toes of his boots, somewhat abashed at having to make such a revealing admission.

	 

	 

	Sergeant Cantly spoke to the uniform desk sergeant and asked for a squad of men from the out-going eight a.m. tour to accompany him, his detectives and the Federal investigators to conduct a raid on a suspected location where contraband items might be stashed. After calling the roll of the outgoing duty roster the desk sergeant detailed six patrolmen, who together with Cantly and two of his detectives piled into a horse-drawn van. They followed Philips and Donellan who raced ahead in their carriage to the location on Courtland Street. The uniformed men took along a heavy ram to batter open a locked door should the need arise.

	The bell on the side of the driver’s seat of the police van alerted pedestrians and vehicles in their path that a police emergency existed and they needed to clear the way for the van thundering over the paving stones. The team of horses urged on by the police driver raced up the Bowery behind the two Federal investigators anxious now to complete their seizure of the printing machinery and close their case with arrests.

	When the police detail arrived at the building where the Federal men believed the counterfeiters had hidden the presses, Sergeant Cantly sent two uniformed men and one of his detectives to the alley-way in the back of the building. He directed them to prevent anyone from attempting an escape when the rest of his officers burst through the front door. Two other uniformed men hefted the door ram and led the way up the exterior stairs. Everyone else charged up the stairs behind them. No one inside answered the fists pounding on the door, double-locked on the outside. One swing of the ram shattered the door which crashed inward. The cops wielding the ram stepped aside to allow the detectives to burst in, guns drawn. They found no one in the loft but the machinery sat in a corner covered with a canvas tarpaulin. Sergeant Cantly directed the uniform detail to stand by to await further orders. He sent one of his detectives to a local drayman to commandeer a wagon and team of horses with a crew of men to load the machinery. 

	Donellan and Philips felt partial satisfaction having seized the illegally used printers but now needed to proceed to the next phase and arrest Simeon and the rest of his organization. They remained in the loft with Sergeant Cantly to supervise the confiscation of the machines and began to plan their next strategy. 

	“Will you need us after this?” Cantly asked.

	“We may very well need additional assistance,” Philips said. “We’re not sure whether these men we are hoping to arrest are armed, whether they would resist, or how many of them we might encounter. There is also the question of our undercover. We don’t know where he is or whether he’s looking for this missing girl.”

	“Speaking of which,” Cantly said, “That’s got to be our number one priority right now. She’s obviously not here as you suspected, and her disappearance may not be connected to this counterfeiting ring or your undercover man.”

	“You’re right,” Donellan said. “We have to plan our next step carefully. If we miss the people we’re after all our work up ’til now goes to waste.”

	“Soon as this stuff is secured at the stationhouse, we’re going to get back to looking for the missing girl,” Cantly said, barely disguising his annoyance at the time spent seizing machinery.

	“We thought we had a good lead here, sorry it turned out the way it did. At least we’ll put the counterfeiters out of business for a while,” Donellan said. “There is however, one major piece missing.”

	“What piece is that?” Cantly asked.

	“The engraved plates used to print the phony money; they’re not with the presses. With a new machine they could set up business somewhere else. I’ll wager if we find old man Barr we’ll find the plates.”

	“I can see your dilemma, but just now we have to turn our attention to finding that girl.”

	The precinct detective returned with a wagon and a group of men to load the presses. “We’ll slip you a couple of dollars,” Cantly told them, “you get this done fast as you can.”

	The workmen grumbled but knew not to antagonize the local police in the event they might need future consideration for some minor offense. 

	“Time we find Johnny now,” Philips murmured to his partner. “I’m not totally pleased with him at this moment.”

	“He’s still only a kid. I admit the idea of using him worked out up to a point. We should have been firmer with him about meeting this girl. If she’s the one missing we have a serious problem on our hands,” Donellan replied.

	“I doubt he’s at his rooming house, probably running all over town in a panic,” Philips mused aloud.

	Donellan nodded in agreement, “You might be right.” 

	Spike stood across the street from the activity above the butcher shop while the uniformed police milled around at the bottom of the stairs leading to the loft. Men in civilian clothes directed the loading of a wagon with what looked like the machines he had helped move. The appearance of one of the men directing the activity ignited a spark of recognition in Spike after examining the faces carefully. He remembered the man to whom he had delivered the note from Johnny. Now Spike believed he had an even more important message to give to the police. 

	He had caught a glimpse of Nate and the hoodlum Pighead pull up to the warehouse in a rig and carry something inside that looked like a person struggling under a blanket. He then heard muffled screams. At first he decided to mind his own business. Seeing the cops he tried to screw up his courage to approach the detectives. Spike knew vaguely that some illicit enterprise operated out of Barr’s Warehouse involving the machines he had helped bring to this loft building. His mind worked slowly. Now that the cops had found the hidden machines above the butcher shop on Courtland Street, maybe he should tell them that Nate and at least one accomplice might have taken a girl into the dark recesses of the building where he worked. Spike understood that the police should know about what he had seen. His lying to Johnny about the whereabouts of the girl weighed on his mind. He started across the street, torn between his reluctance to speak to the police and his revulsion at the idea that the people at the warehouse held a defenseless girl captive for some unknown reason. 

	Detective Philips saw him edging toward the group around the wagon with the machinery loaded aboard. 

	“Can we help you?” he called out.

	“I guess yer the cops, ain’t that so?” Spike ventured.

	“Yes, we’re policemen. What can we do for you?” Philips answered.

	“I work at the warehouse on the Bowery for Mr Barr.”

	Donellan turned toward him. “What about the warehouse? Is there something we should know?”

	“Well, yeah,” Spike glanced around furtively. “I seen a girl being dragged in there yesterday. They carried her covered with a blanket and I thought I heard her scream. Ain’t none o’ my business, but it give me the shakes just seein’ that, and hearin’ her cry out the way she did. They took her way in the back, looked sorta bad to me.”

	Sergeant Cantly standing nearby overheard the part about a girl taken into a building seemingly against her will. “Where did you say this was and how long ago?”

	“It’s at Barr’s Warehouse over on the Bowery, happened yesterday.”

	“Yesterday, and you’re just telling somebody now?” the sergeant shouted.

	 Spike recoiled from the sergeant’s loud criticism, but tried to explain: “I didn’t know what to do, whether it was any of my business. I just seen you guys loadin’ up these machines from the loft up there. I’m Spike, by the way.”

	Sergeant Cantly turned to the cops standing nearby with sudden urgency. “Couple of you take the wagon back to the precinct. Find Detectives Stafford and Williams and tell them to meet us at Barr’s Warehouse quick as they can. Take these workers with you to unload the wagon and store this stuff in the precinct stable for now. The rest of you come with me, pile into the van and we’ll head for Barr’s Warehouse on the Bowery.” 

	Spike started to walk away. Philips caught him by the sleeve: “You come with us. You’re going to show us exactly where this girl is hidden. If you’re implicated in any way, we don’t want you far away.”

	“Hey, I don’t know what imp’lated means, but I ain’t got nothin’ to do with snatchin’ the girl. I can show ya where she is, only because I seen where they put her.”

	“In any case, you’re coming with us,” the detective ordered.

	 

	 

	Simeon Barr ate breakfast alone at the dining room table, served by Henry his servant. His granddaughter Letitia emerged from her bedroom, her eyes heavy with sleep, attired in a silk dressing gown worn over her nightclothes. 

	“Good morning, my dear,” Simeon greeted her. “Would you care for some breakfast? I’ll have Henry bring you some.”

	“I’m not hungry, Grandfather,” she replied, sliding herself into a seat at the opposite end of the table.

	“A cup of coffee, perhaps?”

	“Yes, just coffee.” Letitia’s voice and demeanor exhibited her morose state of mind.

	“Didn’t sleep well, my dear?” Simeon asked.

	Letitia took a tentative sip of the hot coffee. “I spent a restless night.”

	“Letitia,” Simeon began, “there is a matter we must discuss. I appreciate that you may not be in the mood for serious talk, but it’s a subject I must broach at once.” 

	“Must we, Grandfather? It’s still too early in the day for a business discussion.”

	“I’m afraid this is much too important to postpone.” Simeon’s tone became grave.

	Letitia toyed with her cup, refused to meet his eyes, anticipating the subject of Simeon’s need to speak to her. 

	“You may be aware by now that Johnny Sullivan has made his way back here.”

	Letitia looked up, her eyes flashed with unaccustomed vehemence. “I’ve had a visit from the police. They did inform me of that fact.”

	“This is most unfortunate, my dear. It places us in a difficult position. I have a strong suspicion that you allowed your emotions to overrule your good sense …”

	She flared up at him, “I chose not to be complicit in a murder, Grandfather. So yes, I did warn him.”

	“Letitia, we are all imperiled by this turn of events. We cannot allow him to become a threat to us and our enterprise. Because of all this turmoil and the attention we have received from the authorities I have temporarily furloughed the men who do the actual printing of the bogus money. Now that the boy has returned he poses an additional threat.”

	Quivering with emotion, Letitia rose abruptly from her chair. She leaned forward on the table.

	“I did as I was instructed,” she snapped. ” I told the appropriate people what I was supposed to tell them. It’s not my fault they allowed him to escape. I felt bound in conscience to warn him in advance. I simply could not let him walk into a trap unawares.”

	“What’s done is done, Letitia.” Simeon tried to introduce calm into the conversation. He gestured to her to resume her seat. “Your feelings for that Yankee scoundrel have exceeded anything I would have imagined. But now we will need to dispose of him ourselves. Having to do that here will put us all at greater risk.”

	Angry now at her grandfather’s implied criticism, she remained standing, her voice rose with each word: “I can’t bear any more of this. I’ve been questioned by the police. A distinctly embarrassing moment for me, one I do not wish to repeat. Leave me out of any future plots or schemes. I want to be shut of this whole business.” She turned, left the dining room and slammed her bedroom door behind her.

	Simeon called to her: “Letitia …” the name fell uselessly on the mahogany sliding doors to her bedroom.

	He waited a suitable length of time for her anger to subside, then summoned Henry to clear away the breakfast dishes. Finally he approached the door to her bedroom and rapped lightly. “Letitia, please listen to me for a moment.” Silence greeted his plea. “Letitia, there is something you can do. It would have nothing to do with my business. I am asking you to perform a humane act, something that would need a woman’s touch. Dear, can you hear me? I need you to undertake an act of kindness, albeit for someone you do not know.”

	The bedroom doors slid open. 

	“Kindness?” she sneered. “What act of kindness would you and your gang be capable of?”

	“I need you to get dressed quickly and come with me. Nate tells me that he has kidnapped a young girl. She is being held at the warehouse.”

	“Why on earth would those ruffians kidnap a girl, and what am I supposed to do?”

	“Your presence might serve to defuse an otherwise scandalous situation.”

	“I’m supposed to interpose myself into another dangerous predicament?”

	“You might be able to comfort a girl who must be terrified out of her wits by now,” Simeon pleaded.

	“Until what? They decide to kill her?” Letitia asked, her tone rife with sarcasm. She paused. “Just a moment, does this have anything to do with Johnny Sullivan?”

	“Perhaps,” Simeon answered. “We won’t know until we get there. But please hurry, we must arrive before anything happens.”

	Letitia weighed his words for a long moment. “Let me get dressed, I’ll be out in a few minutes.”

	She began to select a dress to wear and then remembered the two detectives granting her conditional parole and Captain Partland’s words of warning putting her on her honor to remain at home. In the parlor, Simeon slumped heavily into a chair. With his head buried in his hands, he contemplated the most grievous decision he would ever have to make.

	 


 

	Chapter Twenty-three

	 

	Nate led Rhodes, Gage and Captain Partland to the rear of the warehouse. He pushed aside the shelving rigged to appear as if stacked with goods, the skids greased for easy movement. All four men passed through and Nate pushed the apparatus back into place. Carrying a length of rope slung over his shoulder, Nate unlocked the door. When the men entered the storage space, Deirdre emitted a gasp and shrank back from the table scraping her chair on the wooden floor. She began to sob in terror once again. 

	“We’re not gonna harm ya, Missy,” Nate said.

	He uncoiled the rope and lashed her to the chair. 

	“For your own good, Missy, can’t have ya flailin’ around while we’re busy here.”

	Deirdre emitted another sound between a wail and a sob.

	“Just hold still,” Nate growled. “When we’re done here we’ll untie ya again. Ya better hope yer Johnny Sullivan gets here soon.”

	Deirdre gasped out her words: “I don’t know any Johnny Sullivan.”

	“Never mind, girlie, we know better,” Nate said.

	Watching this scene, the man known as Captain Partland challenged Nate: “What in the devil is a girl doing in here, and why is she being kept confined?”

	Nate turned toward Partland when he finished knotting the rope around Deirdre securing her firmly. 

	“I’ll explain in a moment, Captain. Just let me make sure this rope is tight enough.”

	Nate herded the three men to a corner of the storage space. He spoke in a subdued voice.

	“This girl is a friend of that Yankee spy we told ya about. We’re using her as bait, tryin’ to get him here so we can finish him off. He got away from the people in Canada. We gotta shut him up ’fore he does any more damage.”

	“This is ridiculous,” Partland stormed.

	“Shush, not so loud,” Nate snapped.

	Gage spoke: “Far as I’m concerned, no one leaves here alive after seein’ all this.” He gestured around at the cases and metal boxes stenciled with the legend: Property of the United States Army.

	“You can’t possibly mean …” the Captain began.

	Nate interrupted him with a fierce glare. “We’ll conduct our business way we see fit. Yer job is to organize the men gonna use these rifles and munitions, seein’ as how yer military trained and all.” He gestured at the store of pilfered weapons hidden in the secret area of Barr’s Warehouse.

	“I can’t be a party to cold-blooded murder,” Partland said in a hoarse whisper.

	“Plenty of people are gonna die when our underground militia are called out,” Rhodes interjected. “One or two more make no difference. We gotta start the uprising here in the city, and soon. Our cause is being pushed back on every front. We need to create a diversion. Don’t make any sense worryin’ ’bout a few more bodies here or there.”

	“’Sides,” Nate added, “She knows what we look like now and what’s stored here and God knows what that police spy Sullivan has told her.”

	Partland bridled at the suggestion that an innocent girl should be murdered after they ambushed the boy that had accompanied Letitia to Canada. He glanced around at the hard and calloused expressions on the faces of the three fanatics now plotting an uprising in a crowded city. Partland understood that they waited with eager anticipation to begin the wholesale slaughter intended to draw off Union soldiers from the battlefield. He knew they had learned from the government’s reaction when Washington had ordered troops fresh from the killing ground at Gettysburg to New York, as the draft riots tore the city apart. This time, these conspirators hoped, the death toll among the Union troops would mount higher having the mob equipped with modern Spencer rifles.

	Partland forced himself to display a look of quiet resignation. 

	“Let’s get on with it then,” he said. “When are the secret Copperhead militia supposed to arrive and do we arm them here from the warehouse?”

	Nate said: “It’ll start early tomorrow morning. We’ll distribute the guns and ammo from out on the loading dock. I’ll slip the cop on post nearby a few bucks; make sure he takes himself someplace else. The idea is, first place we attack is the police station and kill every uniformed cop we find, unless they join with us right off. Then we’ll hit the State Militia Armory. We’ll grab their weapons and arm even more people. Soon we’ll be in control of the city. They’ll have to send trainloads of bluebellies up here to try to take it back. By then it’ll be too late. The uprising will spread to other cities.”

	“Just curious,” Partland said, “How is this spy, as you call him, going to know where to look for the girl?”

	“One of my workers will find him and scare him into come runnin’ to save the girl.” 

	Deirdre sensing that the conversation involved her fate and that of Johnny began to sob uncontrollably. 

	Still speaking in hushed tones, Nate said: “Just ignore her. She’s been like that since we snatched her.”

	“Must we leave her in these gloomy surroundings?” the Captain asked.

	“Got no place else to keep her,” Nate answered. “’Sides she ain’t gonna be here long,” he added with a villainous sneer. “Let’s get to work, we got plannin’ to do and gotta start unpackin’ these crates, get these rifles ready to hand out when the time comes.”

	Opening a notepad he had brought with him and using a cedar wood pencil, Partland began to inventory the contents of the storage room. He counted twenty-five wooden crates, twenty rifles in each, plus thousands of rounds of percussion-capped ammunition, enough to arm five hundred men. In the hands of these fanatics, even a disorganized mob could inflict sever damage with this armament, especially on an unsuspecting and under equipped police force and a largely ornamental State Militia. 

	While he counted the boxes and listed the serial numbers marked on them, Nate and the two men from the Society began to unpile and pry open the crates with crowbars. One by one they lifted the rifles packed in heavy oiled paper out of their containers, unwrapped them, then wiped each one with a cotton cloth and caressed it lovingly. They stacked them in the military manner, attached to each other by the swivels mounted on the upper end of the wooden stocks. The rifles formed little pyramids, three to a group, butt plates to the floor.

	Partland turned his attention to the steel ammunition boxes, counting them methodically and copying the manufacturer’s shipping and identification code into his notepad.

	“While yer doin’ all that writin’, Captain, ya could come and help us unpack these rifles,” Nate said.

	“Richmond will want a detailed account of the disposition of the weapons and ammunition,” Partland replied. “I’ll be with you in a few minutes.”

	He glanced over at Deirdre, who watched, her eyes wide with terror, while the men went about preparing for the bloodbath the stolen weapons would cause. Stepping over to the chair where she sat, Partland said: “Don’t worry, Miss. It’ll be all right. Are you uncomfortable?”

	She nodded her head, unable to speak with her throat constricted with fear. 

	“These ropes are too tight,” Partland called out to Nate. “I’m going to loosen them a bit.”

	“Never mind the rope. Come and help us with opening the crates,” Nate shouted back.

	Partland flared in anger. “I’m a military officer sent by my government to oversee this operation. I will not have civilians abused in the process, especially women.”

	Nate turned to reply to the implicit challenge to his authority. “Around here I’m in charge,” he bellowed. “When the shootin’ starts ya can direct the fire like the soldier y’say ya are. For now the girl stays the way she is.”

	Partland bent over Deirdre, placed his hand lightly on her shoulder and whispered: “Take heart, miss. I’ll see you shan’t be harmed.”

	She turned her head with tear stained cheeks to look up at him. He took a kerchief from his pocket and dried her face.

	Nate yelled: “Stop fussin’ with that girl. We got work to do.”

	Partland called back to him: “The least you could do is let her have a sip of water.”

	“Well, get on with it then and come over here to help uncrating these things,” Nate snapped. “We gotta have these rifles ready when the call goes out for our boys to assemble.”

	 

	 

	Pighead Swinton beckoned Johnny to follow him to the seldom used side entrance of the warehouse. They stood in the shadows and listened for sounds from inside the building. 

	“Ain’t nobody there, like I told ya,” he said.

	“You better be right, Bertie,” Johnny spat through gritted teeth.

	“Or what, Johnny, ya gonna do somethin’?” Pighead sneered, anticipating Johnny’s fate. “I’m doin’ ya a favor and here ya are threatenin’ me.”

	“Just get on with it, will you?” Johnny said, his impatience growing by the minute.

	Pighead cast his eyes furtively in both directions to check for stray onlookers. 

	“C’mon,” he said, “through here. The door’s open.”

	He led Johnny down narrow passageways. Shelves with goods stored and ready for delivery lined either side. Reaching the end of the corridor, Pighead turned and said: “There, right through there. She’s inside.”

	“I don’t see any door or room where someone would be kept,” Johnny said.

	“Like I told ya see, it’s behind these stacks. I’ll show ya how to move them, then I gotta skedaddle.”

	“You know exactly where she is because you helped put her here, didn’t you?”

	“Nah, like I told ya, I just seen what they did, Nate and them.”

	“Well, don’t leave until I make sure the girl is here,” Johnny ordered.

	Ignoring Johnny’s peremptory tone, Pighead started to shove the false front aside. “Just push on it like that. It’ll move real easy. Go on, ya can try it.”

	He stepped back a pace and pointed to where he had begun to move the shelves. Johnny moved forward and leaned all his weight on the false front. It slid aside almost soundlessly. With Johnny’s attention focused on widening the opening, Pighead backed away, bolted down the aisle they had just traversed, and disappeared from sight. Johnny pressed on, anxious to free the girl held prisoner. He had put her in danger because of his intense desire to see and speak with her. Heedless of the warnings given him by the experienced detectives who supervised him, he had succumbed to his feelings for the girl. The full realization of the consequences of his actions overwhelmed rational thought. Now in desperation, he gambled and placed his trust in the thug Bertie Swinton. Everything depended on Pighead having told the truth.

	 

	 

	Simeon called out through Letitia’s bedroom doors, “Please hurry, dear. We must make haste.”

	Letitia remembered the admonition of the two Federal detectives not to leave the house. Then the words of warning given her by Captain Partland echoed in her mind. She sat at her dressing table and faced herself in the mirror. A cold premonition stole over her, a foreboding of something evil about to occur involving her grandfather and his henchmen. 

	“Why don’t you go on ahead, Grandfather? I’m taking so long to get ready; you should attend to your business. I’ll have Henry drive me there in a little while.” 

	“No, I’ll wait for you. I believe you’ll be needed at the warehouse to tend to the girl.”

	These men had set a trap for Johnny, she reasoned. They’re becoming desperate with the police closing in. How did Grandfather allow the criminals in his employ planned to kidnap a girl and hold her hostage to lure Johnny to his destruction? She could not participate in such a vile plot and sensing herself in peril, seemed helpless to prevent it.

	“I can’t go with you just now,” she called out. “I’ve developed a sudden headache. I’ll take something for it, perhaps a bicarbonate. I’ll be better in a while.” 

	Simeon lost patience with her and stormed from the house. Letitia heard the front door slam and the horse and carriage clatter away from the house. She began to dress hurriedly and called for Henry, the servant.

	“Yes, Miss Letty,” he answered.

	She slid her bedroom door open a few inches. “Henry, go to the hotel a few blocks up Fifth Avenue. There’s usually a cab rank there. Here’s some money, hire a hansom and have it driven to the front of the house.”

	“Certainly, Miss Letty,” he said, donned his hat and coat and rushed to do her bidding.

	 


 

	Chapter Twenty-four

	 

	Johnny pushed on the unlocked door to the hidden storeroom. He inched forward with cautious movements, hearing muffled voices from within. His ears caught only a fragment of the conversation – old Rosemont Mansion in Baltimore – spoken by a man whose voice he did not recognize .The hinges creaked when he opened the door. Reaching for the pistol in his jacket he stepped into the room. Deirdre sat tied to the chair, her eyes wide with terror. Before she could utter a sound, Nate slammed the door shut behind him and shoved the barrel of a gun to the back of Johnny’s head. Johnny released his grip on his own weapon letting it slip back into his pocket. 

	“Nice and easy, bluebelly,” Nate snarled. “Step into the room and keep yer hands where I can see them.”

	Johnny extended his arms as ordered and quickly scanned the room to count the other occupants. Two men he had never seen before stood off to his left. Back near the wall on his right the well-dressed man who had boarded the train with Letitia in Toronto stared at Nate and Johnny with a startled expression. A haphazard pile of discarded crates littered one side of the room. Rifles stacked in the military fashion stood on the floor in neat rows and behind them more wooden boxes with the U.S. Army stencil awaited the men with the pry bars to empty their contents. 

	Nate shoved Johnny further into the room. He reached with his free hand to pat his clothing.  “Brought a gun to the proceedings, did’ja?” Nate sneered, feeling the pistol in Johnny’s jacket. “I’ll just take that from ya …”

	The sound of the pistol shot reverberated with a deafening blast in the enclosed storage space. Blood sprayed across Johnny’s face as Nate crashed to the floor, his head partially torn away. Captain Partland, the man on his right, with the pistol still smoking in his hand motioned to Johnny to move out of his line of aim. Rhodes and Gage, stunned for the moment by the sudden attack from an unexpected quarter, both drew weapons. Deirdre screamed in fright at the sound of the gunshot and the sight of Nate’s bloody corpse now sprawled, arms outstretched, just feet from where she sat bound and helpless. Johnny, sensing another fusillade of shots about to erupt, dove across the room to shove Deirdre from the danger of the cross-fire sure to follow. 

	When he started to cover the short distance across the room toward the girl held helpless in the chair by the rope, Gage whirled and fired at him once. A blow in the back of his upper thigh, like the kick of a mule, propelled Johnny into Deirdre. They both crashed to the floor, him on top of her. A second shot from Captain Partland, slammed Gage backward against the table that had stood in the middle of the room with the water and bread Nate had provided for Deirdre. Gage shouted in pain. He staggered and fell, the impact of his body upending the table. The pitcher, cup and plate clattered into a far corner. Gage’s gun skittered across the floor, while he writhed in agony just feet from Deirdre, with Johnny sprawled across her. Rhodes ducked behind the overturned table and fired once back at Partland. Taking refuge behind crates stacked near the far wall, Partland emptied his revolver at Rhodes. The rounds he fired splintered holes in the heavy wood but left Rhodes unharmed.  

	Johnny ground his teeth against the fiery agony in his leg and thrashed for a moment, blood streaming from the wound. He levered his body away from Deirdre, pinned on her side beneath him. Rhodes heard the tell-tale sound of the hammer of Partland’s pistol falling on spent cartridges in the cylinder of his weapon. The Confederate agent rose from his cover behind the bullet-riddled table. “I don’t know who you are, mister. You ain’t who you said you was. Now I’m gonna finish you off, whatever flag you fly. Another Yankee spy, I’ll wager.”

	Partland, hidden behind the stack of rifle boxes, remained silent. Johnny twisted around to free his own pistol, jammed under him when he fell across Deirdre. Still gnashing his teeth trying to shake off the shock of the gunshot wound, he groped in his pocket to wrench his gun loose. Lying on her side, pinioned and helpless, Deirdre sobbed and squirmed in her discomfort. 

	Rhodes came out from behind the table and took a cautious step forward, trying to determine whether Partland had reloaded his pistol. Inching ahead with his weapon held in front of him, Rhodes crept forward to peer around the stack of rifle crates. He craned his neck to find the still hidden captain. Johnny freed his pistol and wriggled painfully to get a clear shot at the man readying to kill the agent who had saved Johnny’s life. Rhodes detected Johnny’s movement and began to turn toward him. 

	With his pistol gripped in both hands, his eyes blurry from the tears that streamed unbidden from his eyes caused by the searing, burning torment that emanated from his leg, Johnny fired. The shot caught Rhodes high in the left shoulder and spun him a half turn. He staggered a few steps and recovered his balance. Bringing his pistol to bear, he aimed at Johnny now trying to sit upright. Johnny fired again. Rhodes, propelled backward with the impact of the bullet in his chest, discharged his next shot into the ceiling and toppled over. Johnny slumped back onto the floor, all his energy spent. The firm sound of heavy footsteps approached and a pair of polished riding boots stood above him. One of the boots stepped on Johnny’s gun. Its owner said: “I’ll take that son, before you shoot me by accident.”

	In too much pain to struggle, Johnny acquiesced. The man retrieved the pistol from Johnny’s hand and turned to Gage, still alive and trying to reach his own weapon which had fallen a few feet away from him when Partland’s shot had driven him backward into the table. The Captain bent to pick up Gage’s weapon from the floor. At that moment, the door to the storeroom burst open. Donellan, Philips and Detective Sergeant Cantly with his detail of men arrived, led to the scene by the reluctant Spike. The frightened laborer bolted from the building when the police found the secret door he showed them.

	The detectives and the uniformed detail charged into the storage area, guns drawn. Momentarily taken aback by the bodies strewn on the floor, they shouted at Partland, who remained motionless, his back to the detectives with a gun in each hand. 

	Donellan yelled: “Drop those guns and put your hands in the air.”

	Partland obeyed immediately, the pistols clattered to the floor. The investigators saw Johnny lying next to the missing girl, Nate Boyer obviously dead, Gage moaning in pain and Rhodes staring sightless at the ceiling. A uniformed officer rushed to sit Deirdre upright and called out: “I need a knife to cut this rope.”

	Johnny answered feebly: “I have one; it’s strapped to my leg.”

	The cop found it, severed the bonds tying Deirdre to the chair and helped her to her feet. Too distressed and weak from her ordeal to walk at first, she clung shakily to the cop.

	“Johnny’s been hurt,” Deirdre cried out. “He needs help.”

	“Johnny, are you injured?’ Philips asked. 

	“Been shot, my leg hurts like hell.”

	Partland remained still, hands held over his head, silent until the confusion subsided.

	Donellan approached him: “Just who are you and who’s responsible for shooting all these people?”

	“My identification documents are in my inside coat pocket. My name is Lieutenant Roger Osborne. I’m with the United States Army on a secret assignment from General Sharpe’s staff.”

	Sergeant Cantly righted the chair in which Deirdre had languished for so many hours. He shoved it toward the man who claimed an identity as a Union Army officer and directed him to take a seat. The sergeant reached into the jacket of the man now calling himself Lieutenant Osborne, and retrieved the document from Osborne’s pocket. It bore the official authorization of the Chief Provost of The United States Army, General Marsena Patrick, verifying Osborne’s correct identity as a Union officer.

	“Maybe you’d like to begin explaining what just happened here,” Cantly said.

	“I will, just see to the injured people. That one there,” he said pointing to Gage the wounded man, “is a Confederate agent. He should be placed under arrest and his wound seen to. The youngster,” he added, indicating Johnny, “needs immediate medical attention, as well. He saved my life, by the way.”

	Meanwhile, a uniformed policeman supported Deirdre, who shuffled slowly from the warehouse. He helped her into the carriage in which the Federal detectives had arrived; then went back to ask the sergeant whether he could use the carriage to drive the girl home. 

	“Do you want to speak to her first?” the cop asked.

	Having understood that Deirdre seemed too distressed to answer questions, the sergeant said: “We’ll take her statement later. Just now the girl needs to get home. First, make sure she’s not injured.”

	“She seems fine physically, Sarge,” the cop said, “very shaken, though.”

	“That’s good, take another cop with you, drive her home and bring the carriage back.”

	 Other uniformed officers brought an emergency stretcher from the police van and shifted Johnny onto it. One of them said: “We’ll be back for the others, Sarge. Let’s get the boy to Bellevue first since he seems to be on our side.”

	“What about me?” Gage shouted. “I’m gonna die here.”

	“Ah, shut up” the sergeant growled, “you ain’t gonna die. Just stay there and be quiet until we get more people in to help us.”

	Cantly shouted to the cops carrying Johnny: “When you get to Bellevue, have them send an ambulance for this one,” pointing to Gage. “Then somebody stay with him there until I arrange a relief. Don’t leave him, he’s under arrest. While you’re at the hospital ask for a morgue wagon for these two,” indicating the dead bodies. 

	The cops slid the stretcher with Johnny into the horse-drawn police van. Donellan followed them outside to ask Johnny a few questions before they carted him to the hospital. He needed to verify that Johnny’s version of the events in the storage room and that of Lieutenant Osborne squared with each other.

	“Johnny, give me a quick idea, who shot who in there?”

	Grinding his teeth against the fiery pain radiating from his thigh he said: “That snake Bertie Swinton, I think they call him Pighead, led me into a trap. He told me Deirdre was alone in there. When I opened the door looking for her, Nate stopped me at gunpoint. That guy with the riding boots, what’s his name? The one says he’s a Union officer, he shot Nate. 

	“His papers say his name is Lieutenant Roger Osborne, an agent on General Sharpe’s staff.”

	Johnny continued: “The first guy shot me and I landed on top of Deirdre. Then Osborne shot him, I don’t know the bad guys’ names. After that the second Rebel ducked to hide behind the table and Osborne fired the rest of his rounds. They all hit the table. The man behind the table stood up to find Osborne who was hiding behind some of the rifle crates. Osborne’s gun snapped around the cylinder like it was out of bullets. I got my gun free and fired at the second Rebel before he could kill Osborne. Is the one I shot dead?”

	“Yeah, he’s dead. The other one is still alive but badly wounded,” Donellan said.

	“Is Deirdre all right?” Johnny asked.

	“Yes, they’re taking her home. She wasn’t hurt. 

	Johnny sighed: “It’s all my fault, too.”

	“Enough talk, now,” Donellan said. “Let’s get you to the hospital.”

	The cop driving the van unhitched the horses from post outside the building, climbed up into his seat and prepared to snap the reins. Detective Stafford raced out of the warehouse to have one last word with Johnny. He climbed into the van and bent over to speak to the wounded boy. 

	“Son, do me a huge favor, please find someplace else to shoot people.”

	Johnny smiled wanly, then screwed up his face as another spasm of agony gripped him.

	Stafford just alighting from the van turned to Donellan and said with a sardonic grin: “Do us all here a service. Look for another city for him to investigate.”

	“I think his days of undercover work are pretty much finished,” Donellan said. “I have a feeling we’re going to send him back to the army after this. That’ll depend on how badly hurt he is.”

	“That kid’s got more lives than a cat with nine of them,” Stafford sighed and shook his head, indicating near exasperation.

	“Yeah,” Donellan nodded, “you don’t know the half of it, and that’s not the first time he’s been shot, either.”

	“Somehow that doesn’t surprise me,” Stafford said, turning to walk back inside the warehouse.

	Both Stafford and Donellan joined the group inside the storage room. Philips, Sergeant Cantly and Detective Williams stood clustered in a corner. They spoke in low voices to prevent the wounded Gage from hearing their conversation. Gage meanwhile, lapsed into semi-consciousness.

	Lieutenant Osborne began his explanation: “When the shipment of rifles was stolen from the train upstate, Washington was sure they were headed for Canada. They sent me north with a set of phony Confederate identification papers to make contact with their ring in Toronto to see if I could locate the rifles. Since I was given the military rank of captain in their army, they treated me with some deference.”

	“What made you decide to come back here?” Philips asked.

	“When the girl arrived with the counterfeiter’s money, I had an opportunity to speak to her briefly. She mentioned a warehouse and said that they were expecting a Confederate big shot to lead an uprising. I knew by then the rifles weren’t in Canada. Guessing where they had gone, I offered to head for New York and take charge of the revolt.”

	“What about our man, the youngster who was with her?” Donellan asked.

	“She told me she had orders to betray him. It just wasn’t possible to get away on the train with both of them. I had to leave him to his own devices. I let her tell the man in charge of the gang up there that the boy was a Union plant. She said she had warned him beforehand, but that she was obliged to follow her instructions. We both hoped he would escape. I guess he did,” Osborne said with a shrug.

	 


 

	Chapter Twenty-five

	 

	The door to the storage room swung open, Letitia stood there frozen, staring in horror at the bodies strewn on the floor.

	“Ma’am,” Sergeant Cantly said, starting toward her, “this is no place for a woman.”

	A uniformed officer entered right behind her. “Sorry, Sarge, she said she was desperate to find her grandfather and she just brushed past me, I tried to stop her …”

	Letitia braced herself against the door frame, in a near faint. “Where’s my grandfather, Simeon Barr? Is he ...”

	Lieutenant Osborne stepped forward and grasped her arm. “Your grandfather isn’t here, Miss Barr. We haven’t seen him. Come away. Don’t stay in here.”

	“Are those men …?” she gasped.

	“Yes, two of them are dead, the other one is badly hurt,” he said, placing an arm around her shoulder. “We’re waiting for ambulances for them. Why don’t we let you sit in your grandfather’s office until we get this all sorted out?”

	“What – what about Johnny?” she stammered. 

	The lieutenant turned her to walk back to Simeon’s office. “Johnny’s on his way to the hospital. He’s been shot.”

	Letitia began to sob. Her shoulders shook with the spasms of her weeping.

	“Don’t worry, Ma’am,” Lieutenant Osborne said, “he’s been wounded but we don’t think it’s serious.”

	He sat her in a chair in Simeon’s office and asked one of the uniformed policemen to fetch a glass of water for her.

	“This is all so terrible,” she cried. “I never expected my grandfather to become involved with men like those. And boxes of rifles, where did they come from?”

	“They were stolen from a train in upstate New York,” Lieutenant Osborne said. “They belong to the Union Army. When did you last see your grandfather?”

	The group of detectives entered the room in time to hear Osborne’s question.

	“He said he was on his way here when he left the house,” Letitia answered.

	Sergeant Cantly stepped outside the office and called to the uniformed detail guarding the warehouse and the bodies in the storage room. “Did anyone see an elderly man drive up to this place while we were here?”

	One of the cops answered him, “Just after we got here, Sarge, a carriage pulled up to the loading pier. It looked like there might have been an old man driving. When he saw us he just skedaddled. Maybe he’s the one you mean.”

	“Did you see which way he went?” the sergeant asked.

	“He went hell bent up the Bowery, haven’t seen him since,” the officer replied.

	“We’ll have a Federal warrant issued for him,” Donellan said. “He’ll be facing significant criminal charges when we catch him.”

	Letitia slumped sideways burying her face in her arm on the desk. She could no longer control her emotions; her weeping began to border on hysterics. Lieutenant Osborne made an effort to console her with an arm across her shoulders. “Miss, please have a sip of this water.”

	She sat upright and took the glass from him. He used his kerchief to wipe her tears.

	Sergeant Cantly and the four detectives exchanged knowing glances. 

	“Miss Barr, let me speak to you in all sincerity for a moment,” Osborne said. “You realize your involvement places you in a serious situation.” 

	She nodded weakly, holding the kerchief to her mouth. 

	“What will become of me?” she gasped through her sobs.

	Osborne looked up at the four men, then back at her. “I know this has all been a shock to you, but please listen. We may need you as a witness, perhaps a source of information. If you’ll agree to cooperate with the authorities you may be able to save yourself a mountain of grief.”

	“But my grandfather …”

	“Understand, Miss, your grandfather has run off. He’s left you to face this alone. After the undercover man, Johnny, came back from Canada alive, you have been in danger. When we last spoke I believe I asked you to remain at home. What did your grandfather tell you to convince you to come here?”

	“He told me there was a girl being held prisoner here. He wanted me to look after her.”

	“I’m sure he told you that to lure you to this place,” Osborne said. “They had no intention of releasing the girl after she had seen the contents of the storage room. It appears now, once he realized you had warned Johnny – well, God knows what he would have done if these policemen hadn’t arrived when they did.” 

	Letitia stared at him with horror. “You can’t mean …”

	“No one knows, but think about it. Those men in there were murderers. They intended to kill Johnny and then the girl. You posed a danger to their operation and all their plans, as well.” 

	The woman clenched both fists to her face and seemed ready to faint. “I can’t believe …”

	The lieutenant took her hands in his. “Let me take you home until decisions are made. You can’t stay here.”

	He stood and spoke to the detectives. “Let me escort her to her home. She hasn’t the wherewithal that would permit her to abscond.”

	With a hint of a wry smile on his face Philips said: “Certainly Lieutenant, we’re sure you’ll take good care of the young lady.”

	Osborne stiffened. 

	“May we all speak outside for a moment?” he said and gestured toward the door.

	The group filed out of the office into the corridor. “I’m in deadly earnest about this, men.”

	Sergeant Cantly said with a sarcastic edge to his voice: “We’re sure you are, Lieutenant.”

	“Bear with me just now,” the lieutenant said, struggling to control his tone of voice. “I have no intention of taking advantage of a woman in such a predicament. However, you do understand she could provide us with valuable information and potential testimony when her grandfather is captured and tried. She would be of more use as an asset to our secret service than languishing in jail.”

	Detective Stafford almost laughed aloud. “Yeah, that would be a terrible waste.”

	Osborne bridled in anger. Sergeant Cantly spoke up to intervene: “Easy does it, Lieutenant. We get your meaning. Go ahead, escort her home. Please come down to the stationhouse immediately afterwards, though. There will be reports to prepare. We’ll all have a great deal of work to do.”

	They all re-entered Simeon’s office. Osborne took Letitia by the hand and said: “Let me escort you home, Ma’am. I have a carriage outside. All this must have been a dreadful ordeal. You must go home and rest.”

	Letitia rose from her chair slowly. She cast an apprehensive glance around at the detectives crowding into the small office. They stepped aside to permit her to pass. Taking a firm grasp on the lieutenant’s hand, she left the office and hurried along the short corridor to the loading dock. Osborne helped her into the waiting carriage, unhitched the horses from the post and began the drive north toward Letitia’s town house.

	The ambulance arrived for the wounded Gage and the morgue wagon for the bodies of Nate and the Confederate agent Rhodes. The uniformed cops loaded the stretchers onto the vehicles. Sergeant Cantly repeated his instructions that one officer must remain with Gage until the desk officer in charge could arrange a relief from the next shift. Meanwhile, the detectives under the supervision of the two Federal investigators began a thorough search of Barr’s office. They seized his records and started an inventory of the contents of the warehouse including the stolen weapons in the secret storage room. Sergeant Cantly sent word to the stationhouse of the shootings and the recovery of the munitions. He notified the precinct commander of his intention to secure the entire building. He suggested that the Captain post an around-the-clock detail of men to guard the contents until the government could plan for the removal of the weapons and obtain a court order for the seizure of the legitimate goods stored there. He further mentioned that the cordon of police assigned to the warehouse would require sufficient strength to deter a large body of unruly people expected to converge on the warehouse the following morning looking for the guns and leadership to begin their attacks.

	 

	 

	Donellan and Philips used the police telegraph to notify their superiors in Washington of the events of the day, the successful termination of the counterfeiting business and the recovery of the cache of stolen weapons. General Baker would require a complete account of the proceedings including an explanation of how one of his staff had suffered a gunshot wound. 

	Osborne returned from escorting Letitia to her home. Since she had now become a suspect in a Federal crime, he urged her most strongly not to complicate her situation by leaving New York. At the police station he set about sending a message to his own superiors through Army Command informing them of the recovery of the stolen weapons. He also reported the disruption of a planned armed insurrection, and incidental to his role, the cessation of a currency counterfeiting operation. The ultimate fate of Letitia Barr would await the decisions of higher authorities.

	 

	 

	The carriage with the two policemen bringing Deirdre home arrived in front of her tenement on Mulberry Street. Immediately, a crowd began to collect upon seeing the police and recognizing Deirdre with them. Deirdre’s friend Maureen, just then on her way home and spotting her friend alighting from the carriage, ran to greet her with a loud screech. “Deedee, thank God you’re safe.”

	Deirdre managed a wan smile when they embraced. One of the cops asked: “Are you a friend of the girl?”

	“Oh yes, yes I am,” Maureen said, so excited and relieved she could hardly breathe.

	“Come with us, Miss. We’re to take her home. We’d like to have someone she knows with her when she gets there.”

	Maureen placed a protective arm around her friend and walked with her up the flights of stairs to her apartment, the policeman along behind them while his partner stayed with the horse, restless in the milling crowd.

	Before they reached Deirdre’s landing, Maggie, hearing the commotion tore open her door and started down the stairs. They met mid-flight. 

	“Oh dear Jesus, God in heaven, Deirdre child, yer safe and home again.”

	“Mama,” the only word Deirdre could choke out before she burst into tears of joy and relief. The mother and daughter embraced fervently, their balance on the narrow stairs precarious and supported by Maureen and the accompanying policeman.

	A congregation of happy and curious neighbors crammed into the stairwell behind them.

	“Ma’am,” the cop said, “may we move this reunion into your apartment before someone falls.”

	Maggie took her daughter by the waist and started back up the steps to her apartment. 

	“Come along, Maureen,” she said. “Ye’ll be welcome in our house to see yer friend home.”

	The cop turned to the eager people crowding the stairs. He gestured for them to stop. “Let the child get into her house. Everyone can visit with her when she gets settled.”

	Maggie fluttered around her daughter, taking her bonnet and coat. 

	“You poor dear, you must near starvin’” she said. “Can I make ye a cup of tea and some bite to eat along with it?”

	“Yes, Mama, tea would be nice and just a slice of bread and jam for now.”

	“Maureen, a cup of tea as well?” Maggie asked.

	“Yes, Mrs Loughlin, thank you.”

	Maggie hesitated to inquire of her daughter as to her well-being. She groped around for a way to broach the subject. She cast anxious glances at Deirdre, reluctant to ask and not wanting to embarrass her in front of her friend.

	Deirdre knew her mother’s expressions well. “I’m fine, Mama. It was just very scary being alone in a store room in a warehouse. Two men snatched me off the street near the green grocer.” 

	“A warehouse, what in the name of heaven …?” Maggie interrupted.  

	Deirdre went on: “They wanted to lure Johnny there. When he did get to where I was a lot of shooting started. Johnny got shot trying to protect me.”

	Maggie nearly dropped the tea pot. 

	“Oh, sweet Jesus in heaven, you poor darlin’. Shootin’ was it? And the young man hurt into the bargain. He’s not …?”

	“No, Mama, the policemen said he’s just wounded. They took him to the hospital.”

	Maggie served the two girls their tea and slumped into a wing chair. Her tears started again. 

	“At least yer safe and thank the good Lord and all the saints in heaven for that.”

	“You’d have been proud of me, Mama. I said three rosaries and prayers to Saint Bridget while I was there. They only tied me up when they came back to unpack the guns they had hidden where I was.”

	“Glory be to God, guns? And those divils getting’ ready to unpack them?” Maggie gasped.

	“I think they were stolen from the Army.” Deirdre continued. “The boxes were stamped with the words ‘U.S. Army’. There was a well-dressed man with them, but he shot some of the other men and I think Johnny shot one of them too, even though he was wounded. Mama, he’s so brave,” Deirdre said in a breathless rush.

	Maureen stared at her friend in admiration. “You’re brave yourself, Deedee to be able to go through all that and still have your sanity.” 

	Deirdre blushed at her friend’s praise. She murmured: “Not so brave really, I was scared witless.”

	The pallor of her complexion, the haunted expression in her eyes and her disheveled dress gave evidence of her ordeal. Maggie not willing to further upset her daughter at such a time wisely refrained from launching into a bitter tirade against Johnny. 

	Maureen rose to leave. “I’ll speak to you again tomorrow, Deedee. Go get some sleep now.”

	The girls embraced once again and Maureen took her leave. Deirdre slumped wearily back onto the sofa. Maggie stood and crossed the short distance to where Deirdre sat with her head bowed, her shoulders rounded. She knelt and embraced her daughter. Both women let the silent tears flow freely. 

	Finally, Deirdre said in a hushed voice: “I’d like to get some rest now, Mama. I didn’t get much sleep while I was locked in that room.”

	With her mother’s arms around her Deirdre shuffled into the bedroom to fall across the covering quilt and into a dreamless slumber without stopping to take off her clothing. 

	 

	At Bellevue Hospital Johnny reclined on an examining table. He gripped the sides in response to the flame-like spasms of pain which radiated from the wound in his thigh. A doctor stood beside him holding a forceps to show Johnny the spent slug that had torn through his flesh.

	“Here’s what went through your leg, young man,” he said. “If you didn’t already know, you have a clean in-and-out through the posterior part of your upper left leg. I’m pretty sure it missed the bone. A few more inches higher and it would have gotten your gluteal muscle,” he ventured a wry grin. “Do you know what your gluteus is?”

	“I can pretty much guess,” Johnny answered, trying to manage a faint smile of his own.

	“We fished this out of your trousers when the nurse cut them away so we could get at the bullet holes. Would you like it as a souvenir?”

	“That’s okay, Doc. You can throw it away. I don’t think I want to be reminded of today’s events and how close I came to getting a bullet through the head.”

	“I’d like you to do something for me,” the doctor said. “Flex you foot and see if you can bend your knee at the same time.”

	Johnny groaned with the effort but raised his knee up a few inches from the table and moved his toes.

	“Very good, young man, being able to do that tells me it probably missed the main nerve in your leg.”

	Johnny relaxed his injured leg and said: “Oh, that hurts.”

	“I’m sure it does, but you’ve been extremely fortunate. That bullet could have done considerably more damage.” He beckoned for the nurse to begin the process of cleaning the wound. “By the way,” he continued in an attempt to distract Johnny from the stinging of the antiseptic for a moment, “the policemen that brought you here said you were on the side of the angels during a wild shootout with Confederate agents. I won’t ask what a youngster like you is doing in a situation such as that.”

	“I think,” Johnny said, choking out the words when another spasm of pain coursed through him, “the people I’m with would prefer I didn’t discuss it.”

	“I also noticed you have a fairly recent scar on your upper left abdomen – bullet – if I don’t miss my guess.”

	“Fredericksburg,” Johnny replied.

	“A soldier – well it becomes all the more mysterious. But I won’t pry. Anyway, here’s what we’re going to do for you,” the doctor explained. “The nurse is cleaning around your wounds with a solution of diluted carbolic to disinfect the area and then I’ll stick in a few stitches to close them up.” He patted Johnny’s arm. “You’ll be good as new after a few days in bed. We just have to be sure it doesn’t get infected. I’ll wager this is better care than you got at Fredericksburg.”

	Johnny grimaced at the memory and winced again as another wave of pain wracked him. 

	“After we’re finished we’ll give you something to help you sleep,” the doctor offered.

	“Thanks Doc,” Johnny said, “that’ll help a lot.”

	 

	 

	Letitia sat at her dressing table reviewing to herself the events of the past few days. She tried to come to terms with the near fatal betrayal by her grandfather who had placed his own safety and personal freedom above hers. She trusted Lieutenant Osborne’s shrewd assessment that she would probably not have left the warehouse alive. Upon reflection she finally admitted to herself that Simeon masterminded a criminal enterprise with her complicity, and managed it with a ruthlessness she had hitherto not recognized. She guessed he would use every resource at his disposal to find his way south since he faced substantial consequences if arrested. He would feel a sense of desperation now that his counterfeiting business had collapsed, his machinery gone and his closest associate dead at the hands of Yankee agents. 

	Staring at her reflection in the ornately framed looking glass, she saw that the countenance looking back at her had become a ruin from the tears she had shed. She began to wipe away the streaked face powder and the home-made mascara she used to lengthen her lashes which had smeared under her eyes. Letitia could not yet quite come to terms with how quickly she had become expendable when the authorities closed in. Taking deep breaths, she forced herself to fight off the bitterness that welled up when the uncertainty of the future intruded into her consciousness. At an intuitive level Letitia believed that the handsome Lieutenant Osborne held the key to her freedom. She began to repair the damage to her make-up in the fervent hope that the lieutenant would pay her another visit. 

	Torn between her infatuation with Johnny with whom she had developed a strong physical attraction and her new-found attachment to the lieutenant, Letitia’s practical side told her where her best chance of escape lie. Their age difference and Johnny’s role with the police militated against her pursuing that romantic involvement. The Union officer who played a significant part in stopping the planned armed uprising perhaps afforded her a better chance of avoiding prosecution. Letitia ventured a half smile for the first time in days. Well-mannered, suave and gallant, in addition to his attractive physical attributes, the officer seemed the better prospect. She finished repairing her make-up and rang for Henry to fix her something to eat. 

	 


 

	Chapter Twenty-six

	 

	Early the following morning, as expected, a crowd did begin to collect near Barr’s warehouse. Seeing the police cordon they did not press closer than a block away. Soon a rumor began to circulate that Simeon Barr had fled and Nate Boyer had probably died, transported to Bellevue Hospital with a fatal gunshot wound. The sergeant in command of the uniformed detail at the warehouse approached the group and directed them to disperse. 

	“There’s nothing here for you, men. Best leave now for your own sakes, before something tragic happens.”

	A few of the more strident malcontents tried to stir up the crowd but the main body seeing that the weapons and anticipated leadership would not materialize drifted slowly away. High ranking officials from Police Headquarters, including the commissioner, arrived at the station house to receive a briefing from the precinct commander. He introduced Sergeant Cantly who had led the raid on the suspect building. Next he brought forward the two Federal detectives whose investigation uncovered the plot to start an insurrection in the city and the recovery of the cache of stolen arms. 

	He also mentioned that the Federal investigators had smashed a counterfeit ring and seized the printing presses used by them to turn out thousands of dollars in fake currency. Two men died in an exchange of gunfire with undercover operatives infiltrated into the conspiracy. One conspirator wounded in the shooting and arrested, received treatment at Bellevue where he continued in custody and under guard until well enough to face arraignment. In conclusion, the precinct captain asked that the agents remain anonymous temporarily for security reasons.

	Representatives of the mayor’s office did not attend. The mayor himself known as a political ally of the Peace Democrats or Copperheads, considered it unwise to draw attention to his allegiance with the movement whose crimes might have resulted in a major disturbance in the city. The leading newspapers had reporters at the briefing but questions about the identity of the undercover operatives and one particularly pointed inquiry as to whether a woman connected to the counterfeiting ring still remained at liberty went unanswered by the captain pending further investigation. 

	The flurry of telegraph traffic between Washington and New York and between Osborne and his superiors continued at a rapid pace into the following day. Osborne had no trouble communicating with his highly secret unit through the Army High Command because he transmitted from what they trusted as a secure location. A detail from the Army Quartermaster Corps set out to oversee the collection and transfer to the Army of the rifles recovered in the raid. The detectives secured the printing presses seized by the investigators by placing them in an evidence room at the newly-formed Police Property Office in Brooklyn. Donellan and Philips received orders to remain in New York until Private Madigan recovered sufficiently from his wound to travel. General Baker alerted his two detectives that since Madigan had come to the attention of Army High Command and especially the Chief Provost, General Patrick, the National Detective Service could expect his return to the military. The detectives understood that since Johnny had received so much notoriety, the press might learn his identity and his use to the Detective Service would certainly conclude.

	 

	When Osborne finished his reports to General Sharpe and contributed what he could to the police investigation, he took the time to visit Letitia.

	“Ma’am …” he began when he arrived at her home and took a comfortable seat in the drawing room.

	“Please, Lieutenant, call me Letty. I’m not old enough to be a ‘Ma’am’,” Letitia said with a demure smile. 

	“Certainly,” he said. “I didn’t want to take liberties, but I’m happy to call you Letty. Please call me Roger.”

	“I hope you have some news for me, Roger. I have been on a knife’s edge ever since those awful events at my grandfather’s warehouse.”

	“What I came to tell you, Letty, is that no firm decision has been made as to the disposition of your case.” 

	Letitia exhaled in frustration and sunk back in her seat.

	”Allow me to continue, please,” Osborne said.  “I have tried to make the argument that you would be as asset to any future prosecution and could provide first-hand information concerning your grandfather’s connection with the Confederate underground movement – such as that in Canada.”

	“Oh, I’m afraid I don’t have that much knowledge about such matters.”

	Osborne cleared his throat in an effort restrain himself from restating his suggestion more forcefully. Letitia had to arrive at the import of what he meant on her own. He did not know her or trust her sufficiently well to phrase his meaning more directly. 

	He began again: “If you were to maintain that posture when interviewed by those higher in authority than I, they may consider you just another participant in a criminal enterprise and deal with you accordingly.”

	“Just what is to become of me?” Letitia assumed her crestfallen demeanor. She daubed at her nose with a dainty handkerchief.

	Osborne stepped over to the settee on which Letitia sat, reclining against the cushions, exuding an air of defeat and resignation. “May I sit beside you, Letty?”

	She gazed up at him over the handkerchief she held to her nose, her eyes brimmed with tears ready to spill down her cheeks. She moved to make room and turned her profile away in a gesture designed to hide her anguish. 

	“You may sit here if you like,” her voice muffled by the lace-fringed handkerchief.

	The lieutenant eased into the seat beside her. 

	“Letty,” he began, “I will do the best I can for you. I want you to be aware of that. You must cooperate, though. There may be information – details of things you have learned during your time here with Simeon Barr – which may be of value to investigators.”

	He took her free hand in his. She turned back to him, her mind a-swim with questions, the need for assurances from him. “Roger, you will help me won’t you? I’m so frightened. I couldn’t bear prison. My feelings about Grandfather are so torn. He took me in when I had no one. It’s so hard to believe he meant me harm.”

	“That’s an assessment I made based on all the circumstances as I saw them. I came to the conclusion that you had placed yourself in danger by going to the warehouse. Certainly, those other men were evil characters; who knows what might have happened.” 

	He took her hand in both of his, brought it up to his lips and brushed it lightly with a kiss. She met his eyes in a lingering look, then placed her other hand over his. A tremor of emotion swept through her. She knew that she must exercise care in not letting her feelings get the upper hand. Roger appeared on the verge of making an admission of his own warmth towards her. Letitia restrained the impulse to kiss him just then. A tiny interior voice spoke, “too soon, too soon.”

	“Letitia, stay here in your house for now. I will exert my best efforts to dissuade the Federal men from taking you into custody. They’re busy with concluding their own investigation. Their young man they call Johnny is in the hospital, they have the stolen rifles to see to and they’ll want to begin an intensive search for Simeon. Arrangements will have to be made to decide what the higher-ups will want to do with you. You may have to be interrogated by military officials. If you appear cooperative they may consider leaving you at liberty.” 

	“I could never face all that alone, Roger. What shall I do?”

	Osborne paused for a moment to collect his thoughts. “There is a way – if you will believe in me.”

	“Yes, what’s that?”

	He took a deep breath and looked at Letitia earnestly. “My mother and sister live in Fairfax County, Virginia. They are strong supporters of the Union, as of course, am I. Come south with me. You could stay with them. When they understand your circumstances I’m sure they’ll be most hospitable. They are kind and generous people.”

	“Oh Roger, I couldn’t impose like that …”

	“It wouldn’t be an imposition. They would consider it a small gesture performed on behalf of their country.”

	“This house,” she said, gesturing around her. “What would I do …?”

	“Do you have the resources to maintain it if you stayed here?”

	“No, I suppose I don’t; not for very long in any event. And my servant Henry, what would I do about him? He’s been with us for so long and has been so loyal.”

	“Not a problem, bring him with you. Our slaves – really they were more like respected servants with our family – when they became emancipated they left to find their own way. There would be more than enough work to keep him busy and he would be paid for his labor.”

	“You would do all this for me, Roger?”

	“The thought of leaving you behind after all that has happened is more than I want to consider. You might be in danger if you stayed here. If you came with me I might have more influence over what befalls you.”

	Letitia hesitated before seeming to hasty. “Can you give me a day or two to think about it? There is so much to weigh before I decide.”

	“Of course, but I’ll be called back to my unit in a day or two. Please don’t take too much time to make up your mind.”

	Letitia gave her nose one final daub, she paused again. “Will you call on me before you must return to duty? Let me talk to Henry and think about what to do about the house.”

	“Certainly, whatever your decision I wouldn’t go without taking my leave. I do hope you see your way to come with me. Ever since our journey on the train from Canada you have been always in my thoughts.”

	“May I inquire about the young man who was journeyed with me there? Is he badly hurt? Is he still confined to the hospital? He called himself Johnny Sullivan, although I assume that’s not his real name.”

	“I’m not sure what his real name might be. He’ll be in the hospital for a few days yet as I understand it. Why do you ask? Do you have feelings for the youngster?”

	“No, no, not in that sense,” Letitia said somewhat too quickly. “That is – I’ve been concerned about him ever since our trip to Toronto. He’s been through so much. I had to betray him to the men up there and I have a certain uneasy guilt about doing that.”

	Osborne paused a moment to scrutinize Letitia’s eyes for a lack of candor about her attachment to the young soldier. 

	“I’m sure he’ll be fine,” he said. “His wounds will heal. I may receive orders for him from Army Command. I believe they want him back.”

	“So – he is a soldier. He wouldn’t tell me much about himself.” Letitia caught herself before she mentioned the scar she saw on Johnny’s abdomen and how she came to notice it.

	“Perhaps,” Osborne said, “if I receive orders from the army for him, you may come along and say good-bye, assuming you’ll be coming south with me, of course.”

	Letitia remained noncommittal, not willing to appear anxious about the lieutenant’s offer.

	Osborne rose to leave and Letitia stood as well. She saw him to the door and when he reached for the door handle, on an impulse she embraced him. He returned the warmth and smiled. 

	“Thank you for everything, Roger. I will consider your offer most carefully.”

	He opened the door, “I’ll see you again soon, Letty,” he said. 

	“Soon, Roger,” she murmured, and he left.

	 

	 

	Days passed before Maggie felt comfortable about allowing Deirdre out of her sight. Maureen visited every day and soon persuaded the mother to permit them to take daytime walks along the crowded Canal Street. 

	“No one else will bother me, Mama,” Deirdre pleaded.  “All those men who held me prisoner have been dealt with. The really bad one who kidnapped me is dead. Besides,” she said with a mischievous grin, “Maureen won’t let anything happen to me.”

	“It was a terrible fright for me, ye do know that,” Maggie said.

	 “I’m sure it was, Mama. It was for me, too. But I can’t stay cooped up forever.”

	Even though the weather had turned bitterly cold the girls enjoyed their strolls along the streets of their neighborhood. They often interrupted their wanderings with visits to Transfiguration. While there Deirdre’s thoughts would turn to Johnny and memories of the brief times they had spent together whispering quietly to one another in the last pew. She wondered with vague unease whether she would ever see him again and whether he still recuperated in the hospital from his bullet wound. Deirdre still believed she had a decision to make. Conflict roiled inside her about having a real vocation to become a nun, or whether her impulse to join the convent stemmed from her disappointment with Johnny. She knew she should pray about it and not come to a hasty decision. 

	 

	 

	Lieutenant Osborne called on Letitia with a horse and carriage. Henry announced him and he asked Letitia to don her warm clothing in preparation for a carriage ride. 

	“Where shall we go, Roger?”  

	“I have orders from my Commanding Officer for me to report to our headquarters in Fairfax Courthouse, Virginia. I also have a telegram with instructions for a Private John Madigan, who is nearly ready for release from the hospital.”

	“Is that the young man I knew as Johnny Sullivan?”

	“Yes, he’s being called back to the army.”

	“How awful for him, he’s just recovering from being hurt. How will he be able to function as a soldier after all that?”

	“Men do it all the time. They’re wounded, get better and are sent back into the fight. We need every soul now who can carry a gun. But I wouldn’t worry too much about your young man. I think fate has more in store for him than just going back in the infantry.”

	“How do you mean?” she asked.

	“Let’s wait until we see him,” Osborne answered. “I would rather give him the news first. Come, get your coat and hat, we’ll go to the hospital and give him his orders for his next assignment. I’m sure he’ll be glad for a visit from you and know that you are still at liberty.”

	 

	 

	Detectives Stafford and Williams, the team assigned to the kidnapping of Deirdre Loughlin, obtained from her a detailed description of the men who had abducted her. They already knew the main culprit, Nate Boyer, had died from a gunshot wound inflicted by the military undercover operative, Roger Osborne. The co-conspirator remained at large but based on the information received from the girl the two detectives scoured the Bowery taverns and brothels frequented by the thug nicknamed Pighead. Deirdre had overheard Nate Boyer refer to his accomplice by his uncomplimentary sobriquet. This gave the investigators a near certainty about whom to arrest. They questioned laborers formerly employed by Barr’s Warehouse to verify that Bertie Swinton worked there, which furthered the certainty that he assisted in the crime.

	They visited Johnny at Bellevue and learned from him that Pighead Swinton had indeed informed Johnny of the girl’s whereabouts and led Johnny into the trap set for him using the girl as bait. It didn’t take long for the ordinary thieves and petty thugs who congregated in the neighborhood and with whom Pighead associated to violate their usual reluctance to divulge information to the police. The concept that one of their cronies would engage in the kidnapping of a young girl solely for the purpose of using her as bait disgusted them to the point that they tipped off the detectives as to Pighead’s whereabouts, albeit quietly and out of the hearing of others of their ilk. As the police closed in on him, Pighead tried to persuade some of his erstwhile partners in crime to front him the money to buy a train ticket out of town. He soon discovered himself a pariah in his old haunts. He fled from hiding place to bolt hole but everywhere met with turned backs and refusal of help. 

	Finally, nearly out of patience, Stafford and Williams let word filter out into the underworld of Lower New York that if Pighead Swinton didn’t surrender soon, when they found him he might meet an untimely end – trying to escape. Sufficiently frightened and believing the detectives menacing threat, Swinton made arrangements to meet the detectives in daylight and on the well-trafficked corner of Canal Street and the Bowery. Once in custody, however, he refused to admit complicity in the girl’s abduction, counting on the victim’s reluctance to identify him and testify. 

	Deirdre, accompanied by her mother and her close friend Maureen, went to the stationhouse at the detectives’ request, and given a glimpse of the suspect, made a positive identification. Swinton, arraigned and remanded without bail, found himself once again in the City Prison with the ominous and descriptive name, the Tombs. 

	 


 

	Chapter Twenty-seven

	 

	Roger and Letitia made their way by carriage to Bellevue Hospital to visit Johnny. Directed to his ward from the reception desk in the lobby, they found him sitting up with his weight shifted to his right side. He smiled in greeting and indicated jokingly that he could not put any pressure on his upper left leg. 

	Roger turned to Letitia: “Please give me a few moments alone with Private Madigan to discuss military matters. You may have some time alone with him shortly, if you’d like.”

	Letitia agreed to await her turn in the corridor outside the ward until the men concluded their business. 

	“I have a telegram for you from the Office of the Chief Provost, General Marsena Patrick …” the lieutenant began. 

	“They’re sending me back to the army, aren’t they? Not a surprise, the way I’ve made a mess of things.”

	“Actually, the news isn’t that bad at all, John. Washington doesn’t believe you made a mess of anything. Looking at the results, they consider you instrumental in disrupting a plot to touch off an armed insurrection, recovering a cache of stolen arms, penetrating a counterfeiting ring, and last and perhaps least, you saved me from being killed even though you were wounded yourself. No, John, don’t be too hard on yourself. It’s the results that count. The local authorities weighed in with praise for your help in rescuing the girl as well.”

	“I guess my brief career in law enforcement has come to an end in any event,” Johnny said, without a tone of remorse in his voice.

	“Let me end the suspense for you. Here read the telegram I received. I’m going back to my unit with General Sharpe in Virginia. We may end up serving with one another.”

	Johnny took the paper and read it quickly. A look of surprise and pleasure suffused his face. “Is this true?” he asked in disbelief. “I’ve been promoted to corporal?”

	“Go on, keep reading,” the lieutenant said with a smile.

	Johnny read aloud: “You are hereby commanded to report to the headquarters of General George Sharpe, Commanding General of the Bureau of Military Information, in Fairfax Courthouse, Virginia …”

	He stopped reading and looked up at Osborne. “I can’t believe it, what a nice surprise, Lieutenant.”

	“My orders have promoted me, too. I’m a captain now …”

	“Sorry, I didn’t know, I’ll address you by your proper rank from now on, sir.”

	“It’s fine, but the important thing is that the higher ups have recognized your efforts.”

	“What will I be expected to do there?” Johnny asked.

	“General Sharpe and his staff collect detailed information on the strength and disposition of Confederate forces by use of field agents, mostly soldiers disguised as Rebels. Often runaway slaves are part of the network gathering that information. They need analysts to coordinate and digest the raw data into readable form for dissemination to commanders in the field. In addition, with your experience the General may want to use you in the capacity of undercover operative. For now you will work in the headquarters detachment to collate and analyze data.

	“This is an honor, sir.”

	“Well, you’ve earned it. The third part of the message is you are granted a short furlough to fully recuperate from your injury. After which you must find your way south and take up your duties.”

	“Certainly, sir, I’ll be fit really soon.”

	“Meantime,” Osborne said, “you have another visitor. I’ll give you a few moments alone with her. She’s coming south with me as well for her own safety. You may tell her about your promotion and just say that you have been assigned to clerical work. Nothing else concerning your new duties, understood?”

	“Yes, sir, by all means.”

	Letitia stood by Johnny’s bed side while the newly-minted Captain Osborne waited in the corridor to afford them a private moment. Letitia took Johnny’s hand in hers. Their eyes met. Johnny blushed furiously and looked away. 

	“So, you are Private John Madigan of the United States Army. Now I can guess where you received that bullet wound in your abdomen.”

	“Fredericksburg, actually, Miss Letty.”

	“Fortunate to have survived that at all, from what I’ve heard about that battle,” she said.

	Johnny looked away again: “More than fortunate, I think. More like a miracle.”

	“I wanted to come by and tell you I’m going south – to Virginia with Roger. He thinks I will be safer there after all that has happened. I must say you played your role to the hilt – Johnny Sullivan, indeed.”

	“I’ve been promoted to corporal. I assume Captain Osborne didn’t tell you.”

	“No he didn’t, and now he’s a captain,” Letitia said with a shake of her head. “My word, this whole episode has been quite a coup for both of you. And what will the Army have you do now, back to the fighting?”

	 “I don’t think so,” Johnny paused, “for now, probably just some clerical work.”

	“Johnny, about Canada …” Letitia’s eyes seemed ready to brim with tears.

	He squeezed her hand. “It will be a memory I shall always cherish, Letty. If you find a place in the Captain’s heart – well, I wish you much happiness.”

	Letitia brushed away a tear with a gloved hand. “Thank you for everything, Corporal Madigan,” she said, managing a wan smile. “Good-bye and good luck in your new adventures.”

	“Good luck to you, Miss Letty. Be safe.”

	She turned away before more emotion overcame her and hurried out of the ward. 

	Osborne returned to say that Johnny needed to stay in contact with the Army through the militia detachment in New York City and have headquarters keep his new unit apprised of his medical progress. He would have to report as soon as his wounds healed sufficiently to permit travel. Johnny fought back an emotion of his own when Letitia waved good-bye from the doorway as she left.

	 

	 

	When his wounds healed sufficiently for him to walk unaided, the doctors discharged Johnny who then hobbled back to his boarding house.

	“Some gentlemen in authority paid for your room in your absence. That’s why I held it for you,” the landlady said upon his return. “They left a calling card for you to get in touch with them.”

	“Thank you, Ma’am, I’ll have to call on them soon as I’m fit to walk any distance.” 

	Johnny shuffled up the stairs one painful step at a time. Halfway up the first flight the landlady called after him: “In a deal of pain are you?”

	“Yes, Ma’am, some. I’m just getting over being shot in the leg.”

	“I’ll be right up to your room with some weak solution of laudanum. I take it for my rheumatiz’. Be with you in a moment.”

	“Thank you, Ma’am, that’s real kind of you.” 

	 

	 

	Philips and Donellan checked at the hospital to learn that the doctors had deemed Johnny well enough to leave. They headed for the rooming house to learn from the landlady that she had given him something to make him sleep. Rather than disturb him they left a message with her that they would call again in the morning. 

	When he awoke and dressed, with a breakfast of the landlady’s coffee and a sweet roll, Johnny began to revive. The two detectives found him eating, sitting on a chair padded by a pillow favoring his injured leg. 

	“Glad to see you’re up and around,” Donellan said. “Still in some discomfort?”

	“Still hurts when I walk or try to sit up straight. I’ll be fine in a few days.”

	“Have you heard what’s in store for you?” Philips asked.

	“Lieutenant – that is, Captain Osborne now, came to the hospital and told me the news. He said I’ve been promoted and assigned to something called the Military Information Command in Virginia.”

	“We’ll be sorry to lose you but maybe you’ll get a respite from getting shot,” Donellan said with a grin.

	Philips added: “It’s a nice pat on the back for you. You lead a charmed life, but I think you take too many chances.”

	“Sorry if I gave you tense moments, sometimes I act too much on impulse.”

	“Luckily it all worked out for us and for you. We’re being called back to Washington. Many more plots afoot for us to investigate. The General sends his regards and his appreciation. Please do not discuss what you’ve done here with anyone.”

	“No, I know enough by now. By the way, any news about old Mr Barr?”

	“No, he’s disappeared with the engraving plates. We guess he’s headed for Baltimore. We’ll find him.”

	“Did you know that Miss Letitia is going back to Virginia with Osborne?” Johnny asked.

	“We didn’t know,” Donellan said, “but it comes as no surprise. We know the Captain is sweet on her. He’s trying to protect her from prosecution. Hope he won’t regret it someday.” 

	“Well, we’ll say goodbye, John,” Philips said, extending his hand for a warm handshake. “Good luck in your future endeavors. Stay in touch with the military while you’re here in New York, we don’t want to be sent back here to look for you if they lose track of you.”

	Johnny grinned. “I’ll report to the militia detachment right away. They can telegraph headquarters about my condition.”

	Donellan shook his hand as well. “Stay out of harm’s way, young man–much as you can.”

	Both detectives waved a last farewell. Johnny stood, wincing with pain. 

	“Thanks for everything. It’s been great working with you. You both take care of yourselves,” he said.

	 

	 

	Deirdre and Maureen knelt in a pew of Transfiguration Church where Deirdre had begun to make visits to say prayers during the day when few people frequented the empty worship space. 

	Racks of votive candles flickered in the quiet, their red light reflected against the walls. The still air carried the faint scent of incense from devotions the previous night. Maureen accompanied her to placate Deirdre’s mother who still fretted about allowing her daughter to walk about the neighborhood alone. Waiting with her friend, she said quiet prayers of her own. Deirdre had begun to experience deep conflict about whether she had a vocation to the convent or whether she should continue to hope that Johnny would return as he had promised so many months ago. The glimpse she had of him boarding the train with an attractive young woman still haunted her. Deirdre hoped the reason for the journey had to do with his duties in whatever tasks the military had ordered him to perform. The confusion about all this drove her to pray for some guidance before she made a life-changing decision. The question that preyed on her mind continued – do I love Johnny in a mature way or am I just holding onto a childhood crush?

	She had seen Johnny suffer a gunshot wound and nearly lose his life in his attempt to rescue her. That frightening scene with the screams of injured men, the gunfire, the spattered blood and the smell of burnt gunpowder, together with the terror she endured during her imprisonment all echoed constantly in her mind. These terrible memories haunting her thoughts made any decision more agonizing. Deirdre knelt in the pew head bowed, with the comfort of knowing that her friend sat close by. The sudden realization that she carried on an internal dialogue about her experiences instead of focusing on prayer gave her a momentary pang of conscience. 

	At that moment Maureen drew her attention with a gentle nudge. When she glanced at her friend a nod of Maureen’s head caused her to look over at the center aisle. A tall, youthful figure with tousled brown hair, his cloth cap held tightly in his hand, exited a confessional booth and limped slowly up the center aisle toward the altar rail. Deirdre’s heart pounded furiously against her ribs. Johnny – so close; and now out of the hospital. He still showed the effects of his injury. He made his way to the railing to say his penance, knelt gingerly on one knee and held his left leg away from his body in an effort not to put weight on it. A flash of intuition coursed through her, seeming to well up from a place deep inside. A gasp of surprise and pleasure escaped her lips. From the attitude of remorse in his demeanor, the way Johnny’s shoulders sagged and the sadness in his face, Deirdre knew that he had just rid himself of a heavy burden. 

	In one moment of understanding she dispelled any unworthy thoughts of reproach for whatever had transpired with that woman. If she guessed correctly, only a momentary lapse born of intense desire with a woman would cause Johnny now to appear so stricken with regret. She glanced quickly at Maureen with eyes widened in delight. Her friend nodded in his direction. Deirdre caught the subtle meaning of her friend’s gesture and rose from her pew.

	Tiptoeing quietly up the center aisle, Deirdre knelt at the altar railing beside Johnny who remained in a penitential posture, face buried in his hands. She gently placed a hand on the back of his neck and whispered his name. He startled from his reverie and turned toward her. Before he could utter a word Deirdre kissed him lightly on the cheek.

	 “Deirdre …” all he could manage in the joy and relief that sent shivers through his body.

	“Ssh, finish your penance. I’ll wait for you in the vestibule”

	Eyes moist and shining, she pressed her face to his cheek once again and stood to walk to the rear of the church. Johnny, smiling with happiness, blessed himself quickly and hobbled toward the vestibule as fast as his limp would allow. The two held their embrace for long moments, scarcely able to speak. 

	Finally Deirdre turned and said: “Johnny, this is my friend Maureen. Maureen, this is Johnny Madigan.”

	Maureen extended a hand, “I’ve heard so much about you, nice to meet you at last.”

	“I’m pleased to meet you, Maureen.” He stammered, unsure what to say. His awkwardness around another pretty girl became evident as he twisted his cloth hat in his hands. “I-I’ve just been to confession.”

	“We sort of guessed that, when we saw you come out of the confessional box,” Maureen said with a whimsical smile.

	Deirdre’s words tumbled out with a breathless rush. She clutched his arm. “Johnny, are you all right? How’s your leg? You’re still limping. Does it hurt?” 

	 “I’m fine,” he said. “Just a little stiff where the stitches are. The docs can take them out in a few days. Shall we walk? I can walk you home, if that’s where you’re both going.”

	“We live in the same building,” Deirdre said. “Please, come up and say hello to my mother.”

	“Are you sure she’ll want to speak to me after all the trouble I’ve caused?” 

	“I want you to come to our house and talk to her. I’d like her to be sure that what you are doing is official business for the army.”

	 “I’d love to speak to her to reassure her. She must think I’m an awful character.”

	“Mama doesn’t know what to think, she doesn’t understand.”

	“I can’t say much but I can tell her I’m still in the army. They’re sending me back as soon as I am well enough to walk without difficulty.”

	“Oh, Johnny, back to the fighting?”

	“I’m not sure where, but they need every man now.”

	The three started back toward Mulberry Street, Deirdre’s arm linked to Johnny’s. Maureen stopped at Canal Street. “You two go on ahead, I have an errand to run for my mother. Nice to meet you, Johnny, and I’ll talk to you later, Deedee.”

	“Glad to meet you too, Maureen,” Johnny said in reply.

	“I’ll see you tomorrow, Maureen,” Deirdre called after her friend.

	 He turned to Deirdre, “I’m happy for you to have a friend like her. She seems like a nice person.”

	“Yes, Maureen is a sweet girl and a good friend to have. She’s stayed with me when the police took me home after you came to that room and they got me out …” She paused, the words wouldn’t come. “She was the first person I saw that I knew when they brought me to my building. Johnny, I was so frightened …”

	He put a comforting arm around her shoulder, “Don’t think about it anymore. We’re together now and that’s what matters.”

	“But you’ll have to go back soon. I don’t think I can bear seeing you leave again. I want us to be together always.” She pressed close to him while they walked.

	“I have some time until my leg gets a little better, I can see you every day, if your mother will let me.”

	“Mama will be fine with it, she’s just so glad I’m safe. I should have been more careful. I shouldn’t have let those men sneak up on me.”

	“Not your fault – what is it Maureen calls you – Deedee?”

	“Yes, she gave me a nickname. I’ve never had anyone call me that before.”

	“Maybe I’ll call you that, too. Is that all right?”

	“Call me anything you like, just be with me.”

	They reached the entrance to her tenement, Johnny stopped. “I’ll have to brace myself to face your mother and I’ll be a little slow managing the stairs.”

	“Mama will be fine, she’s stopped scolding me. She knows how much I care for you.”

	Johnny turned and took both her hands. “I’m trying to find the words to tell you how much I care for you, Deirdre. I so hoped you hadn’t gone into the convent when I was away.”

	“Oh, I thought about it, but I don’t think it’s the life for me. Not when I know that you’re nearby.”

	“Deirdre, I …”

	“Yes, Johnny?”

	“Let’s go say hello to your mother, she’s probably starting to worry again.”

	“What were you going to say?”

	He took a deep breath. “I’m trying to work up the courage to say the word ‘love’.”

	“Love – really? About me? I think I feel the same way – about love I mean. It’s this strange feeling in my stomach all the time. I can’t describe it.”

	“Neither can I,” Johnny said. “I do want to be with you always.”

	Deirdre stood on tip-toes, threw her arms around him and kissed him full on the lips. She pressed her cheek against his chest. “I guess that seals it then, we’ve finally said those words to each other.” 

	 


 

	Chapter Twenty-eight

	 

	Donellan and Philips met with General Baker at their headquarters upon their return to Washington.

	The General, never lavish in his praise, said: “Gentlemen I must commend you for a job well done – almost.”

	The two investigators glanced at each other. 

	“Almost, General?” Donellan asked.

	“Indeed, the main culprit, Simeon Barr got away – and with the engraving plates to continue printing counterfeit currency.”

	“There was so much confusion, General,” Philips offered. “A missing girl the police were looking for, information that tied her disappearance to the criminal ring at the warehouse. People getting shot – it wasn’t any wonder something would slip through …”
 

	“I’m aware of all that,” the General interjected. “I merely meant that there’s more to do. The plates and the expert printers are at liberty with all the potential to set up shop again somewhere else. I’m gratified as well, that the military has recalled that boy, Madigan. He was close to becoming a liability.”

	“General, if I may – without him none of what was accomplished would have happened.”

	“Yes, yes,” Baker snapped with impatience. “He seems an impulsive youth – and weren’t there women involved in this somewhere?”

	“There were, General,” Donellan answered, “but having him sent to Canada with Barr’s granddaughter helped to uncover some of the workings of the spy ring in Toronto. It wasn’t just a careless dalliance on his part. Although, the kidnapped girl – the one he helped rescue – had been held as a hostage to trap him.”

	“His escape from the killers up there in Toronto was nothing short of miraculous,” Philips added, “give him credit for putting two more rebels out of the fight.”

	“It’s all tied in, sir. As for Simeon Barr, we’ll track him down,” Donellan continued.

	“I want Simeon Barr brought to justice,” Baker demanded. “Except for a few fortunate turn of events he could have caused the death of our undercover as well as that lieutenant posing as a Confederate operative. I want him found and imprisoned.”

	“Yes sir,” all the detectives could say. “We’ll get right on it, sir.”

	Donellan and Philips left Baker’s office. 

	“Baltimore might be a place to start to look for Simeon Barr,” Philips said.

	“I’m sure he’s connected to the group that calls themselves The Society,” Donellan answered. “We just don’t know precisely where they’re headquartered.”

	“I wonder if the granddaughter would know.” Philips speculated. “She’ll be down here in Virginia soon with that Captain Osborne. He’s like a love sick puppy around her. I hope for his sake that budding romance doesn’t blow up in his face.”

	“Right, something not quite trustworthy about her; maybe she’s just a little unstable,” Donellan said. “She probably had our young Johnny doing things he shouldn’t up there in Canada.” 

	Philips grinned. “She wouldn’t be a bad momentary diversion though, wouldn’t you say?” 

	Donellan snorted with derision. “Depends on your taste in women.”

	Philips continued: “And young Johnny landed on his feet after all that mess; although it could have ended badly for the three of us if we hadn’t found those rifles and one of our people had lost his life.”

	Donellan maintained his negative mood. “Career-wise, he may have; but he landed in the hospital first.” 

	“C’mon, Reggie, let’s go find old man Barr for the General,” Philips said, trying to brighten the mood with light-hearted banter.  

	“I’m hungry,” Donellan rejoined, “let’s go eat before anything else.”

	 

	 

	Deirdre burst through the door of her apartment with a breathless rush. “Mama, Mama, look who I found in church.”

	“Blessed be God, child, ye’d think it was the Virgin Mary herself the way ye carry on.” 

	She stepped away from the kitchen sink where she stood peeling potatoes to look down the narrow corridor toward the door. Johnny remained standing in the doorway, his cap twisted in his hands. 

	Deirdre turned toward him. “Come in, Johnny, come in, say hello to Mama.”

	“Hello, Mrs Loughlin,” he said in a subdued voice.

	“Deirdre, have yer young man come inside and not be standin’ there lookin’ like somethin’ dragged in from the poor house.”

	Maggie had long since resigned herself to her daughter’s infatuation with the young soldier even if she didn’t understand all his comings and goings. Too wise to cause her daughter hurt after her horrific ordeal, Maggie knew enough to let life play out what it would, rather than trigger unnecessary family discord. The days of agonizing over her missing child had given her an insight as to what a precious gift she had in the girl and the girl’s brother Aidan, both of whom she loved more than life itself.

	Johnny stepped over the threshold. A sheepish grin lit his now maturing face with its growth of manly stubble. “Hello, Mrs Loughlin.” 

	Maggie dried her hands on her apron and extended them to welcome Deirdre’s guest. “Come in, young man, have a seat in the parlor. Won’t you stay to dinner? I’ll peel another spud fer ye.”

	“Oh Johnny, do please,” Deirdre said.

	“I didn’t want to be a bother,” he mumbled.

	“Not at all, ye’d be no bother. Can I make ye a cup of tea while ye visit with her ladyship there?” Maggie said in feigned deference to her daughter.

	“That would be nice, Ma’am. I’d like that.”

	Maggie put the kettle on the stove and stepped back into the parlor. “When will ye be back to the army, may I ask?”

	Johnny still sat favoring his left side. “When my leg is a bit better; I need to have the stitches taken out soon. I’m not sure how long, a few weeks maybe.”

	Maggie served him the tea and said: “I’m goin’ back to me spuds. Deirdre’s Da will be home in a flash lookin’ for his supper.”

	Deirdre sat next to him on the divan, put her arm around him and rested her head on his shoulder. Johnny slipped an arm around her waist. Maggie called from the kitchen: “There’ll be none o’ that spoonin’ in here, you two, save that for when yer alone.”

	Deirdre sat upright. “Sorry, Mama.”

	She waited until Maggie once again occupied herself out of sight, then with an impish grin, stole a kiss and hugged Johnny quickly.

	“I do have some other news,” Johnny said.

	“What’s that? About the army, about what you do?”

	“They’ve promoted me to corporal. I’ll be working in some sort of headquarters down in Virginia.”

	“Johnny, that’s so great for you, I’d hoped you wouldn’t have to go back to the fighting,” Deirdre breathed, excitement in her voice.

	“For now, at least, I’m not sure what the work involves.” 

	Maggie returned to the parlor. 

	“I’ll be after forgettin’ the cabbage fer supper. I’ll go down to the store meself. I’m leavin’ you two alone for the moment. Don’t be getting’ into mischief whilst I’m gone, ye hear me?” she said with a playful twinkle in her eye.

	“We’ll behave, Mama, we promise.” Deirdre said, picking up on her mother’s breezy mood for the moment.

	When she left, Johnny said: “Your mother certainly has a new attitude toward me.”

	“She’s just so glad to have me home and safe, she can’t be bossy any more. She also knows you were responsible for getting me out of that horrid place.”

	“Well, at least partially responsible,” Johnny said. Then grasping both her hands in a tight grip he swallowed hard, became red in the face and began to stumble over his words. 

	“What is it?” Deirdre asked.

	He slipped off the sofa and knelt with one knee, his left leg extended to avoid putting pressure on it. “Deirdre – I well I – I’ve come to realize how much I care for you. I want us to be together always.” He paused.

	“Yes, Johnny, go on,” she said. A sense of expectation squeezed at her heart.

	“Do you think – I mean would you – someday – would you marry me?” He finally blurted out. “I do love you, Deirdre.”

	She threw her arms around him, “Oh yes, Johnny. Yes, yes and I do love you so.”

	He eased himself back onto the sofa. “I have some money saved from my salary. I haven’t had to spend it since I’ve been – well – working on these assignments. They pay all my expenses when I’m not in uniform. Before I go back, there’s a ring I’d like to get for you. I’ve seen it in a store window.”

	“If you’d like,” she said, “but you don’t have to, really. I’ll be yours forever, no matter what.”

	“My enlistment will be up in September, I’ll come back and we can plan a small wedding.”

	“Oh, I’m so happy. Yes, we can plan a wedding. The time until you get out of the army will give Mama a chance to have all this sink in.”

	“Should we wait to tell her? I hope she won’t be upset.”

	“Let’s wait until my father gets home this evening and we have supper. We can tell them both, or should I say, ask them. That would be the proper thing.” 

	“That will make it official,” Johnny grinned, “I’ll ask for your hand in marriage. I’ll be so nervous, though.”

	“Papa won’t bite your head off, he’s such a gentle man, Mama will have something to say, but I don’t think she try to stand in the way if it’s what I want.”

	They embraced with a lingering kiss until her brother Aidan interrupted them when he burst through the apartment door in his usual state of boundless energy and enthusiasm. Maggie followed soon after with her purchases. On her way through the parlor to the kitchen she cast them a suspicious glance upon seeing the happy glow on their faces. 

	 

	 

	Roger Osborne and Letitia took the train to Baltimore with a scheduled change from there to Washington, DC. When they left the train to await their connection, two shabbily dressed men stood apart at the end of the platform. They took careful note of the travels of Union soldiers. 

	“That’s a handsome looking woman with that captain, there, ain’t she?’ one of them said.

	Upon their return to the old Rosemont mansion, they mentioned in casual conversation that an attractive woman in company with a Union captain had changed trains at Baltimore. Kensington Overstreet paid keen attention to the conversation and inquired of his two spies as to a description of the attractive woman at the train station.

	When Roger and Letitia arrived in Washington he hired a driver with horse and buggy to take them to Fairfax Courthouse in Virginia where his mother and sisters lived. Having a son as an officer in the Union Army had saved the comfortable farm house from seizure by Union forces as a billet for officers as had happened to other homes in the surrounding countryside. They provided a small spare room for Letitia and did their best to make her comfortable. She asked for some time to freshen up and rest after the journey from New York. 

	Mrs Osborne sat Roger at the kitchen table and offered him a meal of smoked meat, bread and coffee from their meager hoard. Her graying hair, neatly swept back in a bun, gave evidence of her age which she bore with uncommon grace.

	“Roger, tell me about the young woman, what’s her name, Letitia?”

	“Yes, her name is Letitia Barr. I met her in New York. I mustn’t say too much about the whole affair. I’ll just ask that you be hospitable to her.”

	“Of course, Roger, but why is it necessary for you to bring her here? Doesn’t she have a family of her own?”

	“All I can say is that her mother is deceased, her father serves in the Confederate Army and her grandfather is a fugitive from justice up in New York.”

	“Roger,” Mrs Osborne exclaimed, “you are an officer in the United States Army. You brought a woman with rebel sympathies to our home? With a connection to a family with a criminal background; are you sure you have used sound judgment?”

	“Mother, please don’t be narrow about this, I have the tacit approval of my superiors. She may be an asset to a future prosecution and needs to be sequestered where she is out of harm’s way.”

	“It sounds to me as if you may have imperiled your sisters and me by harboring such a person here.”

	“I promise this will only be temporary, besides, no one but a few of my colleagues know where she might be staying. Secrecy is her best protection for now.”

	“She may stay here, son, because you’ve brought her, and we won’t send her away, but I’m afraid we won’t be comfortable with her living here.”

	“There’s so much more to this I can’t discuss right now, please try to be patient with her. She poses no threat.”

	“I’m sure she doesn’t, but what if her whereabouts are discovered by those who would do her harm?”

	“Mother …” the Captain’s voice took on an impatient tone.

	Mrs Osborne narrowed her eyes and focused them closely on her son. “Roger, are you involved with this woman? She’s quite attractive. That would be risky for you indeed, given your position.”

	Roger glanced away for a moment. 

	“We’re not romantically involved if that’s what you mean,” he snapped.

	“Not yet …” she countered.

	Just then Letitia entered the room accompanied by Adele, the older of Roger’s two sisters. 

	“Am I interrupting a family discussion?” Letitia asked.

	“Not at all, my dear,” Mrs Osborne said. “Please have a seat. I was just making Roger something to eat. Please join us; you must be hungry after your long trip.”

	Letitia took a chair to Roger’s right and fastened him with a withering look. He stood to greet his sister who had just joined them: “Adele, have you met Letitia?”

	Adele looked from him to her mother and back again. 

	“We just introduced ourselves as Letitia came down the stairs. Pleased to make your acquaintance, Miss,” she said with a perfunctory curtsey.

	“Likewise, I’m sure,” Letitia said with a brusque nod of her head.

	“I must report immediately to my command,” Roger said. “They’re not far away from here. They expect me right away.”

	Letitia glared at him again: “I mustn’t be a bother to your family, Roger. I’m sure they don’t need to be burdened with an extra mouth to feed.”

	Before he could reply Mrs Osborne said: “Not at all, my dear. You are welcome for as long as you like. Roger has told us a little about you. Make yourself at home. We want you to be comfortable here.” 

	“May I speak to you alone before you leave, Roger?” Letitia asked.

	“Certainly, Letty, I’ll be a moment. Just let me gather up my things. I have no time to extend my stay any further. I must report to my unit.”

	Standing by the front door, Letitia spoke in hushed tones: “Roger, you simply can’t leave me here. It’s obvious that you family is hostile. They’re Yankee sympathizers, and with an officer in the army. I overheard your mother speaking as I came down the stairs”

	“Letitia, please, I’ve brought you here for your own protection. It was too dangerous for you to remain in New York. Besides, you are still liable for prosecution by the Federal authorities. Your grandfather’s organization will think you are a threat, and unless I can persuade them otherwise, Baker’s people will want to arrest you for participation in the counterfeit ring.”

	“I did nothing to assist in that enterprise.”

	“You call that trip to Canada, nothing? That in itself is a prosecutable offense. ”

	“You know very well I was under duress. I had no choice.”

	“Letitia that might be a defense at trial. It wouldn’t prevent you from spending months in Federal detention. I may have some influence to keep that from happening, but you must remain here and out of sight. My mother will come around.”

	“Roger,” she said, “please don’t leave me here. Take me with you. I know there are women who live at the camps.” She stood on tip-toes, threw her arms around his neck and kissed him firmly on the lips.

	He embraced her warmly. “You know I have strong feelings for you, Letty. Let me see what arrangements can be made. For the present, please make the best of my family’s hospitality.”

	“Roger, I want to be with you always. Please come back for me soon,” she whispered with her cheek pressed against his.

	“I’ll make every effort, Letty. Now let me say my farewells to my mother and sisters.”

	 


 

	Chapter Twenty-nine

	 

	Johnny reported to the State Militia armory and asked them to telegraph Washington to release his accumulated salary to a bank near where he stayed. A return message told him a draft would arrive at a nearby bank within a few days and he would receive confirmation by telegraph at the armory. 

	He returned to the hospital to have his wounds checked. An examination disclosed that the injuries had become inflamed and suppurated pus.

	“You’re trying to do too much with these stitches still in your leg. We’ll have them cleaned again and rebandaged but you must give them a chance to heal before you go running around.”

	“I understand, doc. I was just so happy to not have been shot in a more serious place.”

	“Be careful for the next little while,” the doctor said. “Infection can kill you just as dead as a bullet through the heart. Come back in a few days, if the holes have closed sufficiently we’ll take the stitches out.” 

	The next day Johnny hobbled painfully the several blocks from his rooming house to the store on Broadway. The jade ring still sat in the same window display when he first saw it so many months before. A stone in a silver setting, it appeared flawless, shining a perfect green, the color of Deirdre’s eyes. When his bank draft arrived he returned to purchase it, his excitement mounted as he planned his next visit to Deirdre’s apartment to present her with the symbol of his love and promise to return to marry her. He found a tailor in a shop on Christie Street who agreed to make a new uniform for him. Stores of fabric for army uniforms had become available and a brisk business had sprung up for new enlistees who often wanted them tailored to fit and wear for photographs to give to families.

	He made his next stop a barber shop where he had his hair trimmed to a respectable length and his face shaven clean for the first time in weeks. After he picked up his uniform with the two gold corporal stripes emblazoned on its sleeves he bought bootblack from a street vendor and polished his shoes to complete his new suit of military attire. A hot bath at his rooming house after which he applied a clean bandage to his wound, refreshed him.

	Heads turned when he walked along Mulberry Street on the way to the tenement where Deirdre lived. His limp less pronounced since the wounds had begun to heal, Johnny strode head high with his precious gift carried in his trouser pocket. 

	Deirdre greeted him at the door and stood speechless for a moment. “Oh Johnny, how handsome you look.” They kissed briefly as he stepped across the threshold. Deirdre called out to her mother: “Mama, come look and see who’s at the door.”

	Maggie put down her sewing and looked down the hallway. “Well, saints preserve us, now I really do believe ye are a soldier, all dressed in yer get-up – and stripes into the bargain.”

	Deirdre led Johnny by the hand into the parlor. “I’m so proud of him, Mama.”

	“Hello, Mrs Loughlin. May I have a word with Deirdre for a moment? We’ll let you in on the surprise in just a minute.”

	“I’ll go put the tea on, you two have yer word.”

	Johnny and Deirdre sat on the divan. He produced the small gift box from his pocket and handed it to her. When she opened it she emitted a shrill screech of pleasure. “Johnny, I can’t believe it. It’s so beautiful. Oh, thank you.”

	With the sound of Deirdre’s voice Maggie stepped into the parlor. 

	“Mama, Mama, look what Johnny has just given me.” She displayed the ring on her left hand. “Isn’t it beautiful?”

	“I guess it’s official now,” Maggie said. “Ye two are to be married.” She examined the ring more closely “Yes, darlin’” she said to her daughter. “It is a smashin’ piece of jewelry.” She turned to Johnny, “It must have set you back every penny ye had in the world.”

	“I had money saved from my salary, Mrs Loughlin. I’ve had my eye on this ring since I first saw it. It matches Deirdre’s eyes.”

	Maggie looked at it again. “It does indeed. Well, good luck to both of ye. I suppose ye’ll wait until the war’s over to be married.”

	“Yes, Mama, we’ll wait. There’s no time to plan all that now, Johnny has to go back to the army soon.”

	 

	 

	Detectives Donellan and Philips ate together in one of the better taverns in Washington enjoying a meal of steak, potatoes and mugs of ale. 

	“Arthur,” Reggie Donellan said, “we have to plan how to find old man Barr. It just occurred to me, now that the excitement has died down, we don’t even know what this old goat looks like, let alone exactly where he is.”

	“I think I know who would have an answer to the first question and perhaps even the second,” Philips said, chewing thoughtfully on a mouthful of rare sirloin.

	“Are you thinking of his granddaughter? I don’t have any faith that she either knows or would be helpful if she did.”

	Philips continued: “No, not the woman. I don’t think she’s reliable enough. But Johnny certainly knows what he looks like …”

	“Right …” Donellan said. “Go on.”

	“Secondly, there’s a possibility that he heard something while he was at that warehouse that might give us a clue as to Barr’s location,” Philips added.

	“That would mean …” Donellan began.

	“Yes, we might have to take him with us to Baltimore.”

	“Oh, I don’t know if the army will be too prone to let him go again.” Donellan said.

	“I wouldn’t even go through Washington or through Baker for this,” Philips went on. “My idea would be to go to his immediate commanding officer and borrow Johnny for a short time. Remember, his new assignment, the Military Information Command, has to do with winkling out rebel secrets. We could just tell them that Corporal Madigan is privy to the identity of a Confederate agent, which is in a sense, what Barr has become.”

	“That seems somewhat risky, Arthur,” Donellan cautioned. “If anything were to happen to him …” 

	“My idea is to use him to identify Barr when we get to where the old thief might be. The boy will be in uniform so we can keep him under tight control. I don’t mean we should use him in any undercover role. In his present assignment that wouldn’t be possible.”

	“I see your point, if we were to borrow him as a witness; I think that would make sense to the army,” Donellan said. 

	“First,” Philips said, “let’s go collect Madigan. We know where to find his unit. He should be there soon.”

	 

	 

	Deirdre, with her mother and her brother accompanied Johnny to the Hudson River pier at the foot of Canal Street to await the ferry to Hoboken where he would board the southbound train. Aidan, finally convinced that Johnny actually served in the army, became more respectful toward him. 

	“I wish I was old enough to join the army,” he said.

	Maggie huffed. “That’ll be enough of that talk, young man.”

	Johnny smiled at Aidan. “It sounds glamorous, but it really isn’t.”

	The ferry’s whistle heralded its arrival at the pier. It maneuvered to dock and people began to crowd forward to board when the incoming passengers debarked.

	Deirdre clung to Johnny’s arm. “Please be careful, you have to come home so we can be married.”

	“I’ll be fine,” Johnny said. “I’ll be in a different kind of unit. We’ll keep writing to each other. The war should be over soon and I should be home for good.”

	He turned to Maggie. “Thank you for your hospitality, Mrs Loughlin. I really appreciate your kindness.”

	“Don’t mention it, youngster. We owe ye a debt for helpin’ get Deirdre out of that place.”

	He spoke to Aidan: “Stay in school and help you mother. The army will still be there when you get old enough.”

	They shook hands. Aidan said: “Good-bye, Johnny. See ya soon.”

	Deirdre and Johnny exchanged a long embrace. Words failed them both and Deirdre brushed away a tear as they parted, this time with much more hope for the future than Johnny’s previous departures. Johnny waved to them from the gangplank and went aboard the ferry to begin his return to the army and his new assignment.

	 

	 

	Early on a bitterly cold winter morning, Claudia Osborne, the Captain’s mother, had the coachman harness a horse to the family buggy and set out for her son’s headquarters. General George Sharpe’s Military Information Command had its encampment near the family home outside Fairfax Courthouse. She directed the elderly stableman to make all speed. Except that she believed in the importance of the news she had to bring, she would never have approached an army encampment. She told the sentry at the guard post that she bore an urgent message for Captain Roger Osborne. 

	“Wait here, Ma’am,” the soldier said. “I’ll try to send word to him. I’m afraid I can’t let you pass any further.”

	“I’m the Captain’s mother. I believe it is of the most extreme importance that Captain Osborne be told what news I bring.”

	The corporal of the guard dispatched another sentry on duty at the guard post to the Colonel’s tent to ask for Captain Osborne’s presence at the main camp entrance. “Say that a family member requests to speak to him.” 

	The corporal extended Mrs Osborne a courtesy and permitted her to dismount the buggy to wait in the guard tent out of the biting wind. Presently, Colonel Jerome Rathburn, General Sharpe’s adjutant, entered the guard tent.

	He said: “Captain Osborne is away from here on assignment, Ma’am. May I take a message for him?”

	“It’s dreadful I can’t speak with him personally,” she said. “When he returned from New York he brought a woman with him. He seemed to attach some importance to her being here.”

	“Well, I’m sure he did, Ma’am,” the colonel said with a hint of impatience. “When he returns, I’ll be sure to inform him.”

	“No, Colonel, you misapprehend me. Roger – that’s my son – Captain Osborne, thought that the woman held some significance beyond just the personal. I’ve come here today to tell him that two men came to our door last night and identified themselves as Federal agents. I had my doubts about their legitimacy as lawmen, but Miss Barr felt she had no choice but to go with them. They took the woman away with all her belongings. Roger – my son – did not expect that to happen. Somehow he believed that he brought her to remain here under his promise of protection from arrest. I’m sure he should be told.”

	“I’m sorry, Ma’am, but just now we wouldn’t be able to get him a message of any kind; when he returns I’ll be sure to inform him,” the Colonel said.

	“That is most unfortunate, Colonel. I don’t want to appear presumptuous, but may I suggest you investigate this matter?”

	“Not presumptuous at all, Ma’am, I’m sure this message is of some importance. I will assign someone to look into it. When the Captain comes back I’ll let him know.”

	“Well, I’ve done what I can. I’m not particularly fond of this woman, but for Roger’s sake – and since he attached so much importance to her – or whatever help she was supposed to provide …”

	The Colonel took a piece of paper and pen. “What’s the woman’s name?”

	“Her name is Barr, Letitia Barr.”

	He made his notes. “Thank you for your bringing this to our attention, we’ll look into it.”

	Mrs Osborne shrugged. “I’ve discharged my obligation to my son as regards this woman. Good day, Colonel.”

	“Good day to you, Ma’am,” he said as he helped her into the buggy. When she had seated herself the driver propped the carriage blanket around her and they drove off. 

	 

	 

	When Johnny arrived at the camp of the Military Information Command to which his telegraphed orders had directed him, he used that cabled message as identification. The sentry pointed him in the direction of the Colonel Rathburn’s command tent. The sergeant major on duty there sent him to the Quartermaster to draw equipment and a sidearm and then to a squad tent he would use as his sleeping quarters. While carrying out these tasks, walking through the camp, Johnny took note of the web of telegraph wires which crisscrossed the sprawling military enclosure. Quick glimpses of men dressed in Confederate uniforms moving about furtively but unchallenged gave Johnny momentary pause. He chose not to question the activity, believing that someone would explain when and if he needed to know. Upon his return to the command post the sergeant major brought him to a large tent which functioned as the communications hub of General Sharpe’s headquarters. An elaborate telegraph system clacked noisily and several soldiers sat busily sending signals. Others transcribed incoming messages them as they poured in. 

	“Ever seen a telegraph machine before?” the sergeant major asked.

	“I have once or twice, but I have no idea how they work,” Johnny answered, reluctant to disclose much of his recent background. “I do have a passing familiarity with ciphers and codes.” 

	“That’ll help you here. But first you’ll need to memorize the alphabet in Morse code.” The sergeant major brought Johnny to a table where a uniformed soldier focused his attention on the message he transmitted by taping the key in the rhythmic longs and shorts of Morse code. 

	“Sit with Private James here, listen and watch. Here’s a card with the dots and dashes and their corresponding letter of the alphabet. Each of the individual dahs and dits you hear, which are transmitted over wires by electric current, are long and short key touches, and when taken in combination represent a letter.” 

	Johnny watched the experienced telegrapher then in the process of accurately interpreting an incoming signal.

	The sergeant major went on: “You see how the letters will then spell out words. The operator – Private James in this case – will transcribe and decode the signals and bring them to the lieutenant over there at the large desk. The messages are routed to a clerk-analyst for further refinement and distribution to the appropriate unit for whatever action is required.”

	Johnny nodded, acknowledging the sergeant major’s instructions.

	He cautioned: “I don’t have to tell you that whatever you see or hear around this place is highly secret and is not to be discussed anywhere else. Because the enemy has often tampered with our telegraph wires we only accept messages from sources we recognize.”

	“I understand, Sar’n major. I’m sort of used to keeping secrets.”

	“I’ll leave you to it, then,” the sergeant major said as he departed. 

	Johnny sat next to Private James who focused his attention just then on another incoming transmission, the letters of which he decoded using his cipher template. He jotted the message on lined paper and rushed it to the lieutenant’s desk for further transmittal. 

	 

	 

	After stopping at a court in Washington to obtain a Federal warrant for the arrest of Simeon Barr, followed by the long journey to Fairfax Courthouse, Detectives Donellan and Philips found their way to the camp of the Military Information Command. An overcast winter sky began to dust the landscape with a light snowfall. The corporal of the guard at the main sentry post challenged them as their carriage drove up to the heavily-secured barrier. Two sentries armed with bayoneted rifles barred the entrance. 

	“Gentlemen, state your business,” the corporal ordered.

	The two detectives produced the warrant with their Federal identification. 

	“May we speak to your commanding officer, please? We’re here in an official government capacity.”

	The corporal, under orders to admit no one but authorized military personnel, asked them to pull their carriage to one side, tether their horses and dismount the vehicle. He dispatched a sentry to the command tent and offered shelter in the guard tent to the two men until a superior officer could verify their authenticity. A telegraphed message to the headquarters of the National Detective Service confirmed the identity of the two operatives, whereupon a captain approached the guard post where the two detectives waited.

	Donellan began: “There’s a corporal, newly arrived here, we’d like to speak with him. Until a short while ago he worked with us on cases. We’d like to borrow him again for a time. We believe he would be a witness in a case we’re working on.”

	“What’s this soldier’s name?” the Captain asked.

	“It’s Corporal John Madigan, he was recently assigned here when he left us,” Philips said.

	“Yes,” the Captain said, “He’s with the sergeant major now getting familiarized with his duties. Do you have written authorization from Army Command to take this soldier?”

	“No, we haven’t,” Philips answered. “Perhaps if you alert General Sharpe and tell him what we need, he will agree to confirm our requirements.”

	“Remain here,” the Captain said, “I’ll have to consult with General Sharpe on this.”

	After establishing the nature of the detectives’ purpose, the General sent the sergeant major to the tent where Johnny sat learning the techniques of telegraph communications. 

	“Corporal Madigan, you are wanted at the command tent,” the sergeant major ordered.

	Johnny rose immediately and followed the non-commissioned officer to the sprawling command tent where General Sharpe presided at a staff meeting. The General interrupted his meeting when Johnny arrived at the camp headquarters.

	Johnny stood at attention when General Sharpe pushed through the partition separating his meeting from the section of the huge tent where Johnny waited. 

	“Corporal Madigan, is that your name?”

	“Yes, General,” Johnny said with a crisp salute.

	“You’re newly assigned here, as I understand it.”

	“Yes, General,” Johnny repeated.

	“What was your previous assignment?”

	“Sir, I was on detached duty with the National Detective Service for several months.”

	“There are men at the main guard post asking to borrow you again. They claim to be Federal detectives.”

	“Sir, they would be Philips and Donellan.”

	“They claim to need you as a witness. Do you have any knowledge of this request?”

	 “No immediate knowledge, sir, but I expect it has to do with a case we worked on in New York City. They may need my testimony.”

	“I have telegraphed General Baker’s headquarters, the return message confirms your former association with his Service,” the General said. “The sergeant major will accompany you to the guard post where these men are waiting. Identify them to the sergeant major. If you are satisfied they are who they claim to be, you may leave with them. Be advised, you are to remain in uniform at all times and will perform no other tasks other than that of witness for these detectives. Is all that clear?”

	“Yes, sir.”

	“Very well, you’re dismissed. However, if your absence from this post will last longer than three days I want an explanation in writing from someone in authority with Baker’s staff.”

	“Yes, sir,” Johnny said, saluted again, executed a smart about face and left with the sergeant major.

	In the carriage seated between the two detectives Johnny asked: “What’s going on? Why do you need me again?”

	Donellan said: “We have to locate Simeon Barr. We think he may be in Baltimore. We have no idea where he is or what he looks like except that he’s an old man.”

	Philips chimed in: “When we find him we want to be sure we have the right man. You can help us. Did you hear anything at the warehouse that might give us a clue where to start looking?”

	“The only thing I heard about Baltimore is a place called the Old Rosemont Plantation. But I must tell you, I’m under orders to remain in uniform and report back in three days,” Johnny cautioned.

	“If you’re right about where Barr might be, we’ll find him,” Donellan said. “Don’t worry; we’ll try to get you back in time.” 

	“General Sharpe himself warned me to have telegraphed authorization sent if I’m delayed beyond that time.”

	“We’ll take care of it, should the need arise,” Philips said. “Hopefully, this will be over quickly.”

	After an overnight stay at a roadside inn on the way to Baltimore, the two detectives with Johnny in tow arrived at the outskirts of the city. A stop at the nearest railroad station and a conversation with the aging stationmaster disclosed that the Rosemont Plantation lay outside of town in the northern suburbs, a mile off the main highway. Not willing to attempt the capture of the fugitive at a location possibly guarded by armed men, Donellan and Philips made their way to the military detachment that patrolled the streets of Baltimore to prevent unrest among the populace, many of whom had pro-slavery sympathies. The colonel in command of the 8th Massachusetts Infantry Regiment requested the cavalry detachment serving with his regiment to detail a platoon of mounted soldiers to accompany the investigators.

	 


 

	Chapter Thirty

	 

	The lieutenant in charge of the mounted detail ordered his troopers to surround the Rosemont Mansion and disarm the men posted outside the building. Donellan and Philips with Johnny in tow pounded on the sturdy oak front doors but received no response. They displayed their warrant to the cavalry lieutenant with a request that the soldiers batter the doors open. Once inside the lobby of the plantation house, a man balding and stooped with age, his scarred face further marred by a bulbous nose, appeared descending the ornate stairway. 

	He demanded: “How dare you break into this house. Who are you?”

	Detective Philips, warrant in hand, showed his identification. “Federal officers, what’s your name?” 

	“You have no authority to burst in here. I insist you leave at once,” the elderly man shouted.

	“We asked you to identify yourself, sir. We’re here to arrest Simeon Barr. We have authority to search the premises until we find him.”

	“My name is Kensington Overstreet. I am the owner here. I have no knowledge of the person you say you are here to arrest. You have done damage to an expensive oak door. Who’s going to reimburse me for that?”

	A squad of soldiers came through the entrance where the door had once stood, dragging with them several unkempt men dressed in ragged clothing, their hands bound. Until disarmed and taken into custody, they had formed the protective cordon for the occupants of the mansion. The troopers crowded them into a corner of the large foyer and kept them under guard. 

	The detectives directed Overstreet to join the group of his erstwhile bodyguards now secured by the troops. Donellan began to organize the search for Simeon Barr. He asked the lieutenant to accompany him while he investigated every corner of the lower floor. Philips told Johnny to come with him to scour the upper level. During the preliminary search a sudden commotion outside on the grounds drew their attention. Roger Osborne, in full military uniform, pushed through the sentries. Breathless with anxiety he called to the men he recognized as the investigators from the warehouse incident in New York. 

	“Have you seen Letitia?”

	Johnny turned quickly, “Captain Osborne, do you think Letitia’s here? We just arrived. We haven’t seen her or her grandfather.”

	“I received the news from my Colonel that she’s been taken from my mother’s house under the guise of arrest on Federal charges. I’m sure she’s been kidnapped. I’m hoping she might be in this house. I rode all night with three changes of horses to get here to Baltimore, guessing her disappearance might be the work of the Society. The garrison commander who sent the soldiers with you told me you were heading to this mansion.”

	“We were about to continue our search of the building looking for the grandfather. Please come with us,” Donellan said.

	A voice from the landing at the top of the curved staircase caused everyone to look up. 

	“I believe it’s me you are seeking. Please don’t do any more damage to this house.”

	“And who might you be?” Detective Donellan asked.

	The elderly man started down the stairs, grasping the mahogany banister as he descended. “My name is Simeon Barr. I bear full responsibility for any conduct which brings you to this place. No one else here has any complicity in any of my activities.”

	Philips looked at Johnny for confirmation. Johnny stared at the man slowly making his way down the steps. 

	He nodded and said: “Yes, that’s him.”

	When Simeon reached the bottom of the stairwell Captain Osborne rushed forward. He seized the old man roughly by the collar. “Where’s Letitia, you old scoundrel?”

	 “Sir, please take your hands off me …”

	Donellan stepped forward, and grasped Osborne’s arm. 

	“Let him go, Roger. That won’t solve anything.”

	“This old thief knows where his granddaughter is,” the Captain shouted. Now in a blind rage he snarled: “If any harm has come to her …”

	“I assure you, Captain, no harm has come to my granddaughter. She is safe now and beyond your reach.”

	Once again Donellan intervened. “Let us handle this, Captain. We’ll find her.” Turning to Simeon he said: “Do we have to search this house from top to bottom …?”

	“That won’t be necessary. She isn’t here. I’ve had her transported to Richmond for her own safety; to keep her from the clutches of Yankee mongrels.”

	Philips spoke to Donellan: “Reg, you stay here with Barr. Johnny, Lieutenant, Captain Osborne, come with me, we’ll go through every corner of this house to see if he’s telling the truth.”

	An intensive search of Rosemont Mansion failed to disclose any information concerning the whereabouts of Letitia Barr. 

	A distraught Captain Osborne again threatened Overstreet and Barr: “I promise you both, if she is in any danger or has been injured, I will find you, wherever you may be …”

	Johnny’s own anxiety for the safety of the woman began to form a knot in his gut. He could empathize with the Captain having recently gone through a similar harrowing experience when Deirdre went missing.

	Detective Donellan interposed a calming word: “Roger, if she is in Richmond your organization would be in a better position to locate her. Since she is a witness in a Federal prosecution you may be able to persuade your commanding officer to provide some resources to help you find her.”

	Roger had difficulty taking control of his emotions. “Barr had already made plans once to have her killed, she was taken …” 

	“Believe me, Roger,” Donellan said, “if any harm has befallen Letitia, we will see to it personally that he hangs for it.”

	“Gentlemen,” Simeon interjected, “no harm has come to my granddaughter. I told you, I sent her to Richmond for her own protection.”

	“One more thing before we leave,” Donellan said. “Mr Barr, we will insist you surrender the engraving plates you used to print the counterfeit money.”

	“They’re upstairs in my dresser,” Simeon answered.

	Johnny offered. “I’ll go upstairs and find them.” 

	When he returned with the contraband engraving plates Johnny displayed them to the detectives.

	Captain Osborne, his anger now under control, said: “I’ll take Corporal Madigan back to our unit. We’ll requisition a horse from the stable outside.”

	Kensington Overstreet protested: “That animal is private property, Captain. You have no right …”

	“It is now the property of the United States Army. You wish to oppose lawful authority, you bear the consequences. I am seizing it as spoils of war. We have no time to waste. The corporal and I must attend to military business. Where you’re going you won’t have need for a horse.” He turned to Johnny who had located the plates and turned them over to the detectives. “Can you ride?” he asked.

	“I think I can manage, sir. I do have a limited time within which to report back.”

	“Come, let’s get this horse saddled for you. We’ll start for camp immediately. I can get you back there with one stop to rest, in time to satisfy the General’s deadline for your return.”

	The cavalry detail that accompanied the detectives found a wagon and a team of horses in the rear of the mansion and crammed their prisoners aboard. Osborne astride his own mount and Johnny seated uneasily on a docile mare set out for Fairfax Courthouse and the encampment of the Military Information Command.

	The mounted troopers took the entire contingent found at the Rosemont Mansion into custody and incarcerated them in a prisoner of war facility outside of Baltimore. The detectives brought Simeon Barr to Washington for interrogation and arraignment before a Federal magistrate. One of the important questions they required him to answer concerned the exact location of his granddaughter, if in fact he had sent her to Richmond.

	“She’s safe in the capital of the Confederacy, that’s all I will say.” Simeon insisted.

	The interrogators lost patience with him, “We intend to add a kidnapping charge to the list of offenses with which you will stand accused. If that woman is not located and found unharmed, this is what will happen to you. Under the present state of the law, kidnapping a federal witness is a capital offense. You may keep up the façade, but we will see to it that you hang for it.”

	“You can’t possibly …” Simeon blustered.

	“Try us and see, Mr Barr. You don’t have much time to decide. As it stands, your crimes are enough to merit a lengthy sentence or you can add death by hanging. Your choice is to seek some mitigation by telling us where your granddaughter is or suffer the maximum consequences.”

	The detectives’ bluff and the pressure of prolonged questioning caused Simeon’s false bravado to collapse. He gave them an address in Richmond where he believed Letitia stayed, together with the name of the woman who owned the house. The investigators assumed from what Simeon told them that Letitia had little chance to escape. Her total unfamiliarity with her surroundings in Richmond, in addition to having no resources at her disposal, required her to remain in the house to which her captors had brought her. The Confederate espionage service used the owner, Anna Gables, as a part-time courier. She met with rebel agents dressed in Union uniforms who passed messages to her at secret locations outside the city and which she delivered to headquarters. 

	Anna provided lodging and meals for Letitia, and polite conversation. Apart from those bare necessities Letitia could only avail herself of Miss Gables’ sparse library for diversion. Letitia busied herself by helping with household chores and enjoyed Anna’s genteel companionship when Anna had no messages to deliver for the rebel spy service. While occupied with her clandestine errands Gables asked her sister, married to a soldier serving with the Army of Northern Virginia and living nearby, to stay with Letitia to prevent her from wandering too far away.

	The investigators relayed what they had learned from Simeon to General Sharpe’s Military Information Command. When he heard of Letitia’s probable whereabouts, Roger began to formulate a plan to engage in a search for her while conducting one of his clandestine missions in enemy territory. Roger’s passion for Letitia began to overcome his innate good sense. With some rudimentary knowledge of the city of Richmond he hoped to locate her, free her and bring her north. He made himself believe in his own altruistic motives: that she could assist in the prosecution of the counterfeiting ring and provide any other information she had gleaned about Confederate espionage while working for her grandfather. 

	Roger knew that any attempt to rescue Letitia from her exile in Richmond could easily jeopardize not only his own life but the security of any genuine mission on which his unit would send him. A plan began to formulate in his mind that would combine an attempt to rescue Letitia with a genuine covert operation aimed at sowing confusion within the ranks of the Confederate spy service. His targets would include not only General Winder’s counter-espionage unit but the information-gathering functions the rebels had employed within Union lines with some success.  

	 

	 

	At a planning session held by Colonel Rathburn with several staff officers, Roger put forward his proposal. The plan involved intercepting the courier who acted as Letitia’s warder. While clad in rebel uniform and posing as an officer on the staff of the Confederate Secret Service, Roger would plant a bogus document on her. When taken in custody to the Chief Provost General Winder’s office, accused as a double-agent, the papers would cast doubt on her loyalty and buy enough time to take Letitia and smuggle her out of Richmond. 

	At first, several officers expressed doubts about the wisdom of such a mission and whether it would produce results worth the risk. Using all his powers of persuasion, Captain Osborne convinced the Colonel that an effort to sow disruption within Winder’s network would bear fruit in easing pressure on Union agents already at work in the Southern capital. The colonel ordered the captain to draw up a detailed staff memo outlining his ideas which the Colonel would submit to the General. After some debate, the assembled officers agreed to let memo go forward for the General’s consideration. Opposition to the plan arose from an understanding of the significance of the target of the ruse, Anna Gables. Her secondary role as temporary keeper of Letitia Barr and the personal relationship Letitia had with Osborne cast some doubt on Osborne’s genuine motivation. 

	Colonel Rathburn asked: “Do you propose to undertake this mission alone?”

	“My idea is to bring a soldier with some experience in undercover work to act as my aide. I believe it would be prudent to have a backup with me. Posing as an officer in a rebel uniform it would not seem unusual to have a soldier to act as an assistant.”

	“Do you have anyone in particular in mind?” Rathburn inquired. “All our best operatives are currently engaged in missions of their own.”

	“There’s a Corporal Madigan, sir. We just got him from the National Detective Service. I met him in New York when we recovered the stolen rifles. He did perform some outstanding work there.” 

	“Yes, I remember, we just sent him with those detectives to find that old counterfeiter.”

	“He’s pretty sharp sir, for someone his age. He would be an asset on any covert mission,” Osborne said. 

	The majority of the staff opposed the plan at first until presented to General Sharpe in an aide-memoir. The General then endorsed it with certain strict guidelines. In a hand-written addendum to the memo the General set forth the following restrictions: (1) the mission is to have limited duration. (2) Armed confrontation with the enemy is to be avoided except to prevent immediate loss of human life. (3) Upon retrieval of the female witness the mission is to be terminated and the operatives report back to headquarters forthwith. (4) The mission will abort immediately with any suspicion that the operatives are compromised.

	 


 

	Chapter Thirty-one

	 

	Johnny and Captain Osborne prepared for their journey south by drawing Confederate uniforms from the quartermaster and equipping themselves with sidearms and sabers carried by Confederate cavalry. False documents prepared by the trained forgers on the clerical staff would identify them as members of a rebel scout unit on special detail. Osborne became Major Leland of a Confederate secret reconnaissance unit, Johnny as Sergeant Hawkins, the major’s aide. These would provide safe passage through Confederate guard posts and encampments en route to Richmond. Roger received the uniform with the appropriate insignia of his assumed rank. Johnny found a gray cavalry uniform emblazoned with gold sergeant stripes. They began their journey wearing their regulation Union uniforms. Each packed his rebel grays in his saddle bag. Setting out on horseback, they hoped to cross the Rappahannock at Fredericksburg, now in Union hands after its capture by Sedgwick’s forces in May of 1863. Johnny, unaccustomed to horseback, still ached from the ride back to headquarters from Baltimore and residual pain from his wound, but bore the discomfort stoically.

	The one hundred mile journey to Richmond took more than two days. They stopped south of Fredericksburg to rest, water and feed their horses and made camp there, eating rations provided by the quartermaster at their home base in Fairfax Courthouse. When clear of Union lines they paused to change into Rebel gray assuming their bogus identities. South of Fredericksburg their forged document and authentic uniforms passed them successfully through rebel checkpoints along the way. Their cover story that they carried dispatches for Confederate Army headquarters in Richmond convinced any inquisitive patrols they encountered of the legitimacy of their mission. 

	Before arriving in Richmond they found a place to bivouac outside of town. At dawn after a meal of cold rations and water from their canteens, they set out to locate Anna Gables’ home on Marshall Street in the Chimborazo Hill section of the city. After scouting the area and finding an abandoned barn nearby, they kept watch from the hayloft until Anna left her house on foot carrying a basket to appear as if she had an errand to run. A petite woman with plain features, Anna wore a bonnet and a frequently-mended cloth coat. Leaving their horses tethered out of sight, with hay and a water trough nearby, Johnny and Roger followed her for some distance. When the woman neared the center of the city close to Confederate headquarters, Roger approached her. Johnny kept watch for anyone close who might express curiosity about what they did.

	“Ma’am, I’m Major Leland, Confederate Army,” Roger began. “I’d like to examine what you’re carrying in the basket.”

	“Sir,” she exclaimed, “What I carry is none of your business.”

	“We have information that you may be an agent of Northern spies.”

	“What nonsense, keep your hands off me. You have no idea of the secrecy of my errand. I’m on my way to headquarters right now. If you don’t leave me be I shall …”

	Roger seized the basket from her arm while Johnny stepped forward and took her other arm to distract her attention. A quick movement of Roger’s hands replaced the message she carried with a bogus paper they had prepared in advance. She pulled her arm away from Johnny in indignation.

	Roger pretended to scrutinize the switched document. 

	He said: “We’ll accompany you to the chief provost’s office. We’ll let him decide whether your errand is a legitimate one.”

	A few short blocks later, Roger and Johnny entered the provost’s headquarters building, into an office used as a reception area, dark and shabbily furnished. Roger asked to speak with General Winder. A uniformed clerk at a desk told them that the General had left on military business. “Then let us speak to an officer in charge.”

	An elderly officer, balding and stoop-shouldered, appeared, summoned from an inner office. “I’m Lieutenant Rice, the deputy provost in the General’s absence. How may I help you?”

	“We believe this woman was about to deliver a misleading message to army headquarters. We’ve brought her here to be questioned,” Osborne said, assuming his most official tone of voice with as much Southern inflection as he could muster. He produced the switched document and handed it to the lieutenant. “Please look into this. We have urgent business elsewhere. It may be that this woman is in the pay of the enemy.”

	The lieutenant, too old for duty in the field but pressed into service to perform clerical tasks in the provost’s office, took the document. 

	“Very well,” he said. “We’ll look into it. How did you come to discover this apparent treachery?”

	“We saw her accept this from a very disreputable looking villain whom we took to be a Yankee agent. He fled before we could apprehend him but not before he passed this suspicious report to this woman, so we brought her here.”

	Anna protested again. “Nothing of the kind happened. I was on my way to headquarters with an urgent dispatch.” The tone of her voice verged on panic. 

	The lieutenant took a writing tablet and a pen: “May I have your names, please?”

	“I’m Major Leland and this is my aide, Sergeant Hawkins,” Osborne replied.

	The lieutenant wrote each name with a halting hand.

	 “Thank you, Major,” the old lieutenant said. “We’ll contact someone at Army Command and get to the bottom of this.”

	“We can’t stay to await the outcome. The sergeant and I are on the way to the front on a scouting mission. I hope we’ve helped uncover a Yankee spy.”

	“This is nonsense,” Anna screamed.

	“There, there, miss,” Lieutenant Rice said. “We’ll get this straightened out if what you say is true.” 

	“Don’t let them leave,” Anna pleaded.

	The door to the tiny outer office slammed shut. 

	“They’ve already gone I’m afraid. When General Winder comes back we’ll sort this out,” the elderly officer assured her. 

	 

	 

	Walking briskly, Roger and Johnny hastened to Anna Gables house to find Letitia. When they reached the front door of the house Roger told Johnny to keep a watchful eye for any immediate pursuit. He stepped to the front door and knocked loudly. Anna’s sister Rosalie answered the knock. A tall, gaunt woman, she scarcely resembled her younger sister. 

	“May I help you, sir?” she asked.

	“I’d like to speak to Letitia Barr, if I may,” Roger announced, making the request sound as official as possible.

	A voice from within the house called out: “Who is it, Rosalie?”

	“It’s a major here to see you, Letty,” Rosalie answered.

	Roger recognized the sound of Letitia’s voice immediately. He pushed past the startled woman at the door just as Letitia came from the parlor to see for herself who had come to call.  Stepping into the dim foyer, Roger doffed his wide-brimmed Confederate campaign hat, festooned with a gold officer’s tassel. Johnny, still keeping watch on the street along which they had come, backed through the open door. Letitia gasped aloud and in her complete surprise had to lean for support against the door jamb of the doorway leading to the parlor. She looked from one uniformed figure to the other. She clutched at her throat and managed a question in a constricted voice: “Roger, Johnny, what are you doing here and dressed like that?”

	Rosalie stood to one side and scanned all the faces in bewilderment. “Letitia, do you know these men?” 

	“Just a moment Rosalie, let me catch my breath.” The shock was still evident on her face.

	“Shall I show your visitors into the parlor, Letty?” Rosalie asked, unsure what had taken place and groping for words.

	“Yes, yes, by all means. Get away from the door, both of you.” Letitia said, sensing that the two soldiers should remain out of sight.

	When all four assembled in the parlor and found seats, Letitia asked again: “What on earth are you doing and how did you find me? You must be mad running around in this city in that uniform.” 

	Roger began: “Your grandfather has been arrested and was pressured into revealing your whereabouts under questioning. He was threatened with dire consequences if he did not reveal where you had been taken.”

	While Roger spoke, Letitia stole a glance at Johnny seated across from her, maintaining his outwardly composed demeanor. Their eyes met. A volume of unspoken words passed between them in that short moment. Johnny averted his gaze and looked at his captain who twisted the brim of his hat in his hands while he spoke.

	“But why on earth are you here?” Letitia persisted. “You both have placed yourselves in grave danger”

	“Letitia, we’ve come to take you back with us,” Osborne finally said. His words tumbled out in a rush. 

	“Take me back …?” Letitia could barely manage to articulate her thoughts.

	“You will be needed as a witness in any trial of the counterfeiters and as a source of information concerning what you may have learned in Canada about rebel operations.”

	“Roger,” Letitia’s voice conveyed her own anguish. “Roger,” she repeated, “I have no intention of leaving here with you or anyone else.”

	The blood seemed to drain from Osborne’s face. “But Letitia, you’ve been taken here against your will. You must come back with us. You had a place to stay …”

	Letitia began to regain her composure. “First of all, Roger, I have no desire to testify against Grandfather. I know he might have had me killed but I choose to bear him no ill will. I have left all that behind and do not wish to relive that part of my life. I know your mother and sister meant to be hospitable but I am much more comfortable in these surroundings.”

	Roger tried to interpose a word, “But Letitia …” he started to say.

	“Please don’t interrupt me, Roger. Secondly, I want to leave memories of Canada behind as well.” She forced herself not to glance in Johnny’s direction. “Next,” she resumed, “how would you propose I make that trip? You don’t expect me to ride all that way behind you on a horse in the middle of winter. If I were caught with you, dressed as you are in those uniforms, my own life would be in jeopardy.”

	“If we leave immediately we would be far ahead of any pursuit. I noticed that Miss Gables has a carriage behind the house.”

	“I will not countenance your taking property that belongs to someone who has treated me so kindly. Don’t think I’m a prisoner here. For the first time that I can remember I am at peace. Anna shares her meager provisions with me and we are company for each other. I will not disrupt my life again.”

	Roger attempted another feeble protest: “Letitia, I thought – that is we …”

	“I understand your feelings, Roger, but I must insist that you leave me as you’ve found me. I cannot, will not go back. It would be too painful for me to relive those awful times, besides which I cannot see myself making a journey like that, in cold weather and especially during a hostile chase.”

	For the first time since he had met him, Johnny saw defeat on the face of his superior officer. His usual posture of self-assurance had drained away. A premonition crept over Johnny that once the enemy verified Anna’s version of events the vengeful pursuit would begin, and it would start at Anna’s house. Roger seemed rooted to his chair. Johnny cleared his throat, unsure how to rouse the Captain from his distress and begin their dash for safety. 

	“Captain Osborne, sir …”

	“Yes, John, I know,” Roger said in a subdued voice.

	He rose and stared for a long moment at Letitia. She stood, stepped forward and embraced him. “Don’t think I’m not grateful for your effort and the risk you’ve taken, both of you. I know you meant the best for me. I just cannot leave here. I have no desire …”

	On an impulse Roger kissed her. At once his eyes misted over and he had to turn away.

	“Please hurry.” she said. “If you are apprehended dressed in those uniforms you will face execution. Don’t make me responsible for that.”

	Rosalie held the front door open for them, her angular features a mask of distaste. Both men left the house hurriedly and sprinted to the barn. They untethered the horses, mounted quickly and began their ride north. The faint noise of a commotion at the house from which they had just departed reached their ears. The chase had begun.  

	 


 

	Chapter Thirty-two

	 

	Not long after they started Johnny began to realize that Roger had let his emotions distract him from his ability to retrace their path back to headquarters. Johnny sensed that they had become lost in enemy territory. He feared that keeping on the track on which they found themselves would mean riding in circles in a dense forest. Osborne seemed totally crushed by Letitia’s rebuff and paid little attention to where the road might take them. Up ahead through the trees a cluster of buildings came into view. 
 

	“Captain, we could stop up there and ask directions,” he said, pointing to the tiny farmstead.

	For the first time Roger snapped at him, impatience driving his sour mood. “First of all, Sergeant, while we’re dressed like this and still in rebel territory, address me as major. If you make a slip like that when we encounter a patrol that doesn’t know who we are you will arouse suspicion. Secondly, stopping to ask directions will only alert our pursuers to the direction we’ve taken if they question those people in that farm up ahead.”

	“Yes, sir,” Johnny said. He kept his face averted, his expression hidden from his superior officer.

	Roger paused for a moment, realized how he sounded. “I shouldn’t have barked at you. You’re right of course, we have lost our way. We’ll take the opportunity to ask someone. It strikes me though, that Confederate horsemen chasing us will expect us to be on the main road toward Fredericksburg. We’ll have to exercise caution from here on out. We’re liable to meet them on the way north. They may even be ahead of us by now.

	“I have an idea” Roger continued, after some thought. “Go to that farm house and pretend you need to water your horse. In casual conversation ask them how far to the main road to Fredericksburg. Point in a generally easterly direction, they’ll correct you if you’re wrong and set you on the right track. I’ll stay back. It would be unseemly for an officer to ask directions. They would expect I’d have a map.”

	Johnny took his horse by the bridle and walked the distance to the cluster of farm buildings. A hard-faced middle-aged woman stepped out onto the porch of the main house.

	“I hope you ain’t lookin’ fer vittles to take. We been ’bout cleaned out.”

	“No, Ma’am.” Johnny said, “I just need to water the horse, wouldn’t mind a sip myself, though.”

	“That’s all you want, go git some from the pump over there. I got barely enough food to do fer my little ’uns, can’t spare no more.”

	“No, Ma’am, just water. But I do have a question. Am I headed right for Fredericksburg going that way?” he asked, pointing in an easterly direction.

	The woman looked at him quizzically. “You talk kinda funny. You ain’t from these parts are ya?”

	“I’m not, but how I got into this army is a long story. I been partial to the Southern cause all along. I got separated from my unit a ways back. Just now I kind’a need to get a steer in the right direction.” 

	“Well,” she said, “go past the farm a ways, come to a fork, take the right turn. The main road north is up there a good couple’a miles.”

	“Thank you kindly, Ma’am.”

	“Don’t mention it, hope ya find yer army.”

	“I’m sure I will,” Johnny said, tipped his cap and rode back to locate Osborne.

	 

	 

	They traveled several miles along the road pointed out by the woman at the farm. Roger seemed to have regained some of his usual self-assurance. Moving at a modest pace along a tree-lined road, the crack of a pistol shot disrupted the stillness of the forest through which they rode. The bullet hissed between them and nearly dismounted Roger with its suddenness. 

	Johnny reined his horse. “You all right, Captain?”

	“Major, remember John, Major? And no I’m not hit.”

	“Right sir, sorry. I mean it’s good you’re not hurt.”

	A Union cavalry patrol burst from the underbrush. An officer brandishing a pistol shouted: “Hands up, Rebs and dismount. Don’t touch a weapon.”

	Both Johnny and Roger offered the gesture of surrender and slid from their saddles. The blue-uniformed officer gave an order to one of his men: “Corporal, disarm these two and bind their hands.”

	The soldier came forward stripped both of their sidearms and sabers. He took some short lengths of rope and bound their hands quickly.

	“Well, we got us a major and a sergeant,” the Union officer announced with an air of triumph. “You boys lost? What regiment are you with?”

	“Actually, Lieutenant,” Roger began, “we’re Union reconnaissance men. We’re on our way back from a mission for General Sharpe.”

	“Yeah sure you are. And I’m Abe Lincoln.”

	“Check our saddle bags,” Roger said. “Our Federal uniforms are in there.”

	The lieutenant opened the bags, extracted the blue uniforms and held them up to display to his men. “We’ll just take you two back to the colonel and see which side you’re on. Get shot as spies, more likely.”

	 

	 

	Roger and Johnny stood, their hands bound, before a Union cavalry colonel in his tent at an encampment near Culpeper, Virginia. The lieutenant from the patrol that had taken them into custody presented the Union uniforms and the saddle bags stripped from their horses.  

	“We searched them as well, Colonel. We found these documents in the Major’s inside pocket.”

	He handed the Colonel the papers and stepped back. The Colonel read it with a grave expression on his bearded face. “Tell us again why you say you’re in Confederate uniforms and carrying Union blue in your saddle bags, and why you carry identification from both armies”

	“Colonel,” Roger began, “I’m Captain Roger Osborne and this is Corporal John Madigan. We’re on a secret mission from General Sharpe. We’ve just returned from Richmond where we disrupted a Confederate spy ring. If you would send a telegraph message to the General’s headquarters, they’ll confirm our story.”

	“Why then, are you carrying a detailed report of Union troop movements?”

	“That was a document we seized from a woman courier in Richmond. We handed her over to the Chief Provost’s office …”

	“You brought a Confederate courier to their own counter-spy people and you expect us to believe this tall tale?”

	“It was ruse to distract them …”

	“If I find that you are deliberately trying to mislead me, Major, I will have you summarily shot as Rebel spies.” He turned to the patrol lieutenant, “Have our telegraph clerk send a message to General Sharpe’s headquarters and ask if they know who these men are. In the meantime, have them kept under close watch. If we don’t get a satisfactory answer confirming their identity, direct a firing squad to be assembled.”

	“Yes, sir,” the lieutenant answered, and left the tent. 

	A sergeant and a squad of men took Johnny and Roger to a security tent where they remained under guard. Hours passed before Roger and Johnny found themselves brought once again to the colonel’s tent. 

	“You men are in serious trouble,” the Colonel said. “The telegraph operator at Sharpe’s headquarters refuses to acknowledge our signal. It appears to me, Major,” he said addressing Osborne, “That you are trying to delay my investigation into your true identity. If you are rebel spies you won’t even merit prisoner of war status. I don’t have time for this kind of dissembling. Your side of this war has dealt quite ruthlessly with our espionage people. Retribution is the only lesson to be taught here. A firing squad will likewise deal with you both in the morning.”

	“Sir,” Johnny said, “May I ask why they rejected your signal?”

	“Apparently they will not respond to messages sent from machines they don’t recognize. Too often telegraph wires have been tampered with to send false messages or intercept our telegraph traffic. It is a security precaution. We have no choice but to treat you as spies intending to masquerade as Union soldiers. I will issue the order for your executions forthwith.”

	Johnny became suddenly light-headed with the prospect of a mistaken execution. Roger began to protest: “Sir, believe me, we are members of your army. Our mission went awry …”

	“Having no way to verify your fanciful story, I intend to proceed as ordered,” the colonel said.

	Johnny made one last effort to correct the misunderstanding. “Colonel, if I may. I should have mentioned it earlier but it slipped my mind.”

	“What is it, now?” the colonel snapped. “Don’t waste any more of my time.”

	“Sir, there is a code word and a recipient you can use to verify our identity. I apologize for not telling you sooner.”

	“Well, what is it?”

	“The National Detective Service in Washington should acknowledge this code name. May I write it out for your telegrapher?”

	“I’ll afford you one last chance,” the colonel said. “Write it on this slip of paper.”

	The Colonel took the written message, read it quickly and handed it to the sergeant in charge of the escort detail with instructions to take it to the telegrapher. “Return these men to the security tent to await execution, Sergeant. Then deliver this message to our telegraph operator. It’s probably just another stall. In any case, have it sent just to be sure we aren’t mistaken.”

	 

	 

	Early the following morning, Roger and Johnny arose to the sound of the harsh voice of the sergeant who had charge of the guard mounted over them through the long dark hours of their captivity. Both prisoners had spent a sleepless night.

	“Let’s go you two, time to say good-bye.”

	The troopers had dug two graves side by side a short distance outside the tent encampment. Johnny and Roger stumbled toward them with their hands bound, staring in horror at the burial sites. The terror of an inescapable fate gripped each one; their despair intensified by the knowledge that a grievous mistake would soon take place with them as victims. The lieutenant who had captured them stood facing the yawning burial pits with a detail of fifteen troopers staring fixedly ahead. They stood in the position of parade rest, rifles at order arms, butts touching the ground. The escort sergeant placed Johnny and Roger roughly before each excavation.

	Johnny asked: “Was a message sent to Washington last night?”

	“Don’t ask me, sonny. I ain’t the telegrapher. Hold still while I fix these blindfolds.”

	The lieutenant drew his saber and called the firing squad detail to attention. Before he could give the next order another voice echoed over the open ground. 

	“Lieutenant, Lieutenant, hold it, wait.” A messenger from the telegrapher’s tent raced across to where the lieutenant stood with his firing detail at the ready.

	“What is it?” the lieutenant asked with impatience.

	“Sir,” the messenger said, “they’re ours.”

	“What,” the lieutenant snarled, “who’s ours?”

	“These two,” the soldier pointed at Roger and Johnny. “We received an answer from Washington. They are who they say they are. The colonel canceled the execution.”

	The lieutenant, barely concealing his exasperation, gave an order and the execution detail came to attention and marched away. The sergeant removed the blindfolds and hand restraints.

	Roger exhaled loudly and rubbed his wrists. “That’s as close as I ever want to come to dying for no reason.”

	Johnny paused for a moment to allow the circulation to return to his hands and the color to seep back into his cheeks. “There have been too many close calls for me, Captain. I hope this war ends soon.” 

	“Let’s get out of these dreadful uniforms,” Roger said. “I’ll have to take the blame for this near disaster. I didn’t pay attention to where we were going.”

	“Do you think they’d stake us to breakfast, after almost shooting us?” Johnny asked.

	“That’s the least they could do,” Roger said with a rueful shake of his head. “By the way, John, that was quick thinking on your part last night. What did you tell them your code word is?”

	“It’s Caleb 13.”

	“How did you come to use that?”

	“It was my code name with the detective’s when I sent coded messages.”

	“Does it have a particular significance?”

	Changing into their proper uniforms Johnny explained the Biblical origin of the code signal. “I remembered it just in time.”

	“This was altogether too close for any comfort,” Roger said. “My knees turned to jelly back there.”

	“Mine too,” Johnny said.

	 

	 

	When they returned to General Sharpe’s headquarters Captain Osborne and Johnny received orders to report to the General. The General and his staff, assembled as a board of inquiry, demanded a full explanation. Hearing Johnny first, they emphasized their requirement for a report from him with nothing but the absolute truth. He gave a full account of their mission but omitted to mention the reason he believed the Captain had gotten them lost.

	They summoned Osborne next and inquired as to the whereabouts of the woman he set out to rescue and how the near fatal capture of him and his corporal took place. Roger tried to maintain his bearing as a soldier and an officer. He gave as detailed and truthful a report as he could manage. 

	“That was an ill-advised mission, Captain,” General Sharpe said. “It almost cost you and your corporal your lives. I regret permitting you to convince me of the validity of such an undertaking. I don’t wish to destroy your career completely but after this your usefulness as an undercover operative has ceased. Your work up until now has been exemplary but I think you pose a risk to future operations. I have authorized your immediate transfer to General Grant’s staff. You may be of some use to him in evaluating enemy dispositions in the field. You know I could have you sent to the infantry, but in acknowledgement of your past service, I’m recommending you as a capable staff officer. That is all, dismissed.”

	Johnny returned to the telegraphers’ tent and began anew his training as a clerk and telegraph operator. While on duty he read an intercepted and decoded message sent from the Confederate spy service in Richmond to President Davis which came across their wire: An effort by enemy infiltrators to kidnap a citizen of Richmond and discredit a valiant courier in our service has been thwarted. The enemy agents escaped but no damage has occurred to our espionage network. Signed, John H. Winder, Brigadier General, C. S. A.

	 

	 

	 


 

	Historical Note

	 

	This fictional story takes place in late 1863 and early 1864. The catastrophic savagery that epitomized the internecine madness which became known as the American Civil War would grind on for more than another year. The butchery would continue until the Confederate States had virtually depleted its available manpower of fighting age, and its economic ability to arm, equip and feed its troops. It had become a desperate war of attrition for both sides, the South just ran out of replacements for their insupportable number of casualties first.

	The Copperhead movement, the branch of the Democratic Party which had named itself Peace Democrats, bent every effort through political agitation, print media, election campaigning, interference with military recruitment and any other means available, to stop the war and declare peace. Historians disagree about how virulent and unpatriotic they seemed, some dismissing as Republican propaganda the vilification heaped upon the Copperheads. The fact remains that the Secessionist government in Richmond sought to profit from the widespread dissent and opposition to the war by siphoning off Union troops from the battle front to defend against upheaval in the North. There exists no doubt that strong secessionist sentiment flourished in some areas of the upper Midwestern states.

	Violence against enforcers of the new and unpopular conscription law became commonplace. Northern politicians on both sides of the conflict often found themselves victims of physical aggression and threats of bodily harm. The mayor of New York City, Fernando Wood, ran for election as a self-proclaimed Peace Democrat, or Copperhead. The governor of the State of New York until November of 1864, a Democrat named Horatio Seymour, held similar political beliefs. The back-lash among the populace against the Copperheads’ obstructionist activities and the overwhelmingly Republican military vote, elected the Republican candidate by a narrow margin. However, New York City seethed with unrest. The toll of those killed in the draft riots among the protesters still rankled with the immigrant and working class people upon whom had fallen the burden of poverty, higher taxes and conscription. 

	In Canada, the cities of Montreal and Toronto harbored groups of Confederate operatives who launched cross-border raids to create unrest in the North and cause distractions in the hope of drawing off Union troops to quell uprisings they sought to incite. They sheltered escaped Confederate prisoners of war and attempted to hijack Union gunboats on the Great Lakes for the purpose of raiding Northern prisons to free their captured military personnel. 

	Women became involved in the business of spying for both sides, most acting out of a spirit of loyalty to the cause they favored and volunteering their services. Some few were actually recruited and along with those who freely offered their assistance, operated in enemy territory at great personal risk. Several women on both sides of the conflict underwent capture and imprisonment. Because of their gender and the prevalence of mid-Victorian chivalry, almost all found their way to freedom by virtue of prisoner exchanges or outright release. However, after cessation of hostilities the full force and fury of the highest levels of the Union government fell upon the hapless Mary Surratt convicted of participation in the conspiracy to assassinate President Lincoln. She, along with other conspirators, suffered execution after a military court-martial. A belief exists that perjured testimony on the part of prosecution witnesses led to Mrs Surratt’s conviction. Many historians maintain that Secretary of War Edwin Stanton with the complicity of Judge Advocate General Joseph Holt, intentionally misled President Johnson about the military tribunal’s recommendation of clemency for Mrs Surratt. She became the first woman executed in the United States and the only one of several suspected female Confederate operatives captured during the war who met that fate.

	The failure to arrest Letitia Barr in the story did not contravene the custom at the time for officials to look the other way and allow women greater leeway to avoid prosecution. Many female Southern operatives obtained the benefit of lenient treatment by cultivating personal relationships with Union officers. 

	The government in Richmond often used women volunteers as couriers to transport money and documents to assist the gang of Confederate agents facing Canadian courts in extradition hearings. Canada preferred not to become involved in the conflict directly and sought any excuse not to repatriate the men seized after an abortive raid on the town of St. Albans, Vermont, and who faced certain execution upon return to the United States. Documents brought from Richmond by a woman named Sarah Slater recruited for the purpose and arriving at the court in Montreal in a timely manner certified that the men facing extradition to the United States were bona fide Confederate Army officers. The Canadian court released them.

	The high ranking officials named in this story were all real people who held important positions in the gathering and dissemination of military information and the efforts to apprehend each other’s spies. Lafayette Baker became chief of the National Detective Service when Alan Pinkerton returned to his own private investigation business. General Marsena Patrick held the title of Chief Provost, in command of all security operations and military espionage. General Grenville Dodge, who doesn’t play a role in the book, led Grant’s spy service in the Western Theater and General George Sharpe, who does appear, commanded a similar military information gathering organization in the East. Both men became adept at the nascent craft of espionage. They used hundreds of volunteer operatives, freed and runaway slaves and soldiers disguised in Confederate uniforms operating behind enemy lines, to gather intelligence on the disposition and intentions of Confederate forces. The information supplied by slaves and former slaves became an important source to the Union of Southern troop movements and strength. Employed as menials by Rebel forces, they could move freely in enemy encampments. 

	Confederate Brigadier General John Winder, mentioned briefly, served as Chief Provost of Henrico County, Virginia which includes Richmond and as such functioned as head of Confederate counter-espionage.

	The word intelligence to describe the activity and product of covert agents did not enter into wide use during the Civil War era. The collection of data about enemy strength and the interdiction of hostile agents came generally under the heading of ‘secret service’.

	It wasn’t until after the war and the calamitous assassination of President Lincoln that the government formed an agency initially charged with enforcing the laws against counterfeiting and currency fraud and given the official title ‘United States Secret Service’. In 1901, after the assassination of President McKinley, they assumed the function of presidential protective detail in addition to their other investigative duties. 

	The one-stripe rank of Private First Class in the Union Army applied only to musicians and engineers. A private first class in the engineers had the title Artisan. The rank of Corporal became the initial promotion for soldiers in the combat arms, infantry, artillery and cavalry. Thus Johnny Madigan earned a meritorious promotion and lives to fight another day.

	 

	 

	If you enjoyed Home Front, please share your thoughts by leaving a review on Amazon. 
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