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Dedication

For people who love pirates.

And for people who love mermaids.

But mostly, for people who love books.





Epigraph

She laughed and danced with 

the thought of death in her heart.

—Hans Christian Andersen, The Little Mermaid
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Author Note

Ahoy there, reader!

Before we get started, we think it’s important to remind you that sometimes (okay, all the time), we’re taking real history and softening some of the sharper edges in order to tell a funny, lighthearted story. This book is no exception.

Pirates of the historical variety were not very nice people, what with the actual murder and pillaging and real-live keelhauling they did on a regular basis.

Also, this period of history sucked for Black and Indigenous peoples, who were being kidnapped, colonized, and enslaved.

In the interests of telling an enjoyable story, we’ve softened—but not erased—these aspects. Our Caribbean is a different version of the Caribbean you’d find if you had a time machine: less murdery and racist.

Therefore, we encourage you to take the story of My Salty Mary with a grain of salt.
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Prologue

You definitely know this story. A mermaid saves a handsome prince from drowning and, in the process, falls madly in love with him. An evil sea witch magics her into becoming human—all for the low, low price of one beautiful singing voice—and it seems (for a minute there) like the mermaid is going to get her much-deserved happily ever after. But then the prince decides he’s madly in love with another girl.

As for what happens next? Well, there are a few versions. In one, the mermaid battles the sea witch, triumphs, and marries the handsome prince—the story is sweet and satisfying (with maybe a few catchy musical numbers) and everything turns out just how it should. But in the older, original version of the story (the one that probably shouldn’t be told to children), our heroine loses everything. The prince marries the other girl. The little mermaid dies of a broken heart and turns into sea foam.

That’s right: she dies.

But there’s another version. A better one. Ours.

Yes, our story is about the little mermaid. But it’s also about treasure. And true love. And pirates.

A little history on pirates. Piracy has pretty much always been a thing since boats were invented, but 1719, when our story takes place, was part of what’s known as the “Golden Age of Piracy.” It had all started with a war: England versus Spain, with a little France thrown in. Spain was winning, so the queen of England gave a bunch of guys with ships permission to attack Spanish ships and steal the gold and supplies the Spanish were stealing from the Indigenous peoples of the Americas. These crown-approved guys with ships—aka privateers—thought of themselves as the Robin Hoods of the sea (if Robin Hood had kept all the money for himself). It was a pretty sweet gig if you liked to sail and didn’t mind risking your life.

Then—as all good things must come to an end—England and Spain made peace with each other.

Overnight, the permission to plunder those shiny Spanish ships was revoked. And, overnight, a bunch of guys with a very specific set of skills no longer had jobs.

So, what’s a bunch of out-of-work privateers to do?

Piracy.

But they decided to be civilized about it. They founded a brotherhood in which they supported and treated one another as equals. They set up a code of honor—specific rules for how they would operate—as they continued to relieve the Spanish of their (stolen) gold. (They also took it upon themselves to liberate the gold of the English and French.) And if they happened to come across a ship that was stealing people from, let’s say Africa, the pirates might take the ship, welcome the formerly enslaved men as new recruits, and make a stop at a nearby island to let off everyone who didn’t want to be a pirate.

This didn’t go over well with those who were trying to build an economy on human trafficking, so the rulers of Europe collectively decided that seriously, piracy should stop being a thing. England hired a ruthless captain named Jonathan Barnet to hunt down all the most infamous pirates. To set an example, you see.

You may have heard of some of these pirates, like Captain Blackbeard, the most notorious swashbuckler to sail the seven seas. (Our version of Blackbeard is actually a combination of Blackbeard, Black Sam Bellamy, and a few other pirate-y guys who had “black” in their names.) Then there are some buccaneers you probably haven’t heard of, like Mary Read and Anne Bonny, the most notorious women pirates in the Caribbean. Being a lady pirate wasn’t half-bad. On a pirate ship, you didn’t have to wear a corset. Your worth wasn’t decided by who you married or how many babies you birthed. You could be free.

But it wasn’t all sunshine and rainbows, of course. A woman on a ship was considered bad luck, so you had to dress as a man if you didn’t want to get thrown overboard. It was difficult to find good shampoo. And oh yeah, you occasionally got chased by Jonathan Barnet. And if he caught you, well, that was it. You died.

That’s what the historians say happened to Mary Read: she was captured, tried, and found guilty of piracy, but died in jail before she could hang.

But—bah!—what do historians know?

They certainly don’t know that Mary Read and the little mermaid were the very same person. A girl who loved books so much she gave herself the last name Read. A girl who learned the hard way that romance isn’t a fairy tale. A girl who’s going to start out our story feeling pretty darn salty about love.

But don’t worry. She’ll come around.





How It Started

our version





“I’m getting married!” the prince said again.

Mary sank down onto the edge of her bed, stunned. When he’d said it the first time she’d assumed he meant they—he and she—were getting married, and she’d been confused because she was pretty sure that the proposal was supposed to come before the wedding. But then he kept talking—about something called a dowry, which was apparently a negotiation with the bride’s family—and Mary slowly came to understand he wasn’t talking about her. Which meant that Charles—aka the prince, aka the love of her life—was getting married.

To someone else.

“You’ll be there, of course,” Charles went on. “Even if Lavinia didn’t want to invite you, I insisted.”

Mary stared at him.

“Oh, right.” Charles gave a sheepish smile. “I should have mentioned: I’m marrying Lavinia. Oh, and the wedding is tomorrow,” he added.

Mary’s mouth dropped open.

“I know, I know,” said Charles. “I should have told you earlier.” He took in her expression and gave a pitying laugh. “You’re shocked, of course. This must be most unexpected news.”

Or it was the sort of blindsiding news that could kill a person.

Thankfully, she didn’t turn into sea foam.

Yet.

Where Mary came from, it was a well-known fact that getting one’s heart broken was fatal. And where she came from, that was what happened when a person died: they burst into a mass of fluffy white sea foam and floated away on the next tide. Yes, it sounds drastic, but where Mary came from, people lived for three hundred years. Why, Mary had a grandmother who was two hundred and ninety-two years old. But Mary herself was only sixteen. The last thing she wanted was to die of a broken heart.

She pressed her hand to her chest and found the organ in question still stubbornly beating. It hurt, yes—there was an unpleasant squeezing sensation—but it hadn’t killed her.

Yet.

“You’re disappointed.” Charles gave a dramatic pout. “Please try to understand. I’m so fond of you, truly.”

She gasped. He was fond of her! She knew it!

Charles pressed on. “But you’ve seen Lavinia. She’s undeniably beautiful. And you’re so tall—you’re nearly taller than I am—and you’re—” He grimaced, as though struggling with how to explain it. Finally, he held his hands person-width apart, palms facing each other, and made a straight line down.

Like a box. Like the shape of her.

Her heart gave a painful twist. She wasn’t beautiful, she knew, not by human standards. Not like Lavinia, whose perfectly symmetrical face actually was in the dictionary next to the word beautiful. (Mary had been there the day the dictionary people came to take Lavinia’s sketch.) But so what?

She loved him.

The first time she’d laid eyes on Charles, on the fine ship where he’d been celebrating his birthday, she’d known that they were meant to be together. She’d seen fireworks that night—literal fireworks, exploding in the sky over their heads—and what she’d felt for Charles was like the fireworks, so bright and loud in her heart.

She loved him. Like Juliet loved Romeo in her favorite story.

He had to love her back.

“You understand, don’t you?” He cleared his throat uncomfortably. “The truth of the matter is, I’m a prince. You know how everyone here calls me ‘the prince of Charles Town.’ And as a prince, I must marry a . . . princess, of sorts. It’s a rule—well, an unspoken rule, but a rule nonetheless. And Lavinia’s a princess.”

Mary opened her mouth to tell him that she was a princess. A real one. Unlike Lavinia, Mary was the daughter of an actual king. She had a crown and everything. But the words didn’t come, not because she couldn’t speak—she could; she’d spent months learning how to speak English—but because even now, at this crucial moment, she couldn’t tell him the truth about who she really was. He wouldn’t believe her. And she was always tongue-tied around Charles, like she was so dazzled by him that it was as if he reached into her throat and stole her voice away.

Mary hurried to the trunk at the foot of her bed and rifled through her belongings.

Charles watched her warily as she found what she wanted. “What’s this?”

Proof, she wanted to say. But instead she just held up the crown.

It was crafted from a single piece of coral, which shifted from orange to pink depending on the light, and gave off a kind of ethereal glow. Pearls, white and black and every shade in between, had been set in intricate designs along the front. The crown had belonged to Mary’s mother, passed down upon her death. It was the only thing Mary had taken with her when she’d come Above.

It proved, beyond a doubt, that she was a princess.

Gently, Charles took the crown and inspected it. “This is beautiful,” he breathed.

A lump formed in Mary’s throat. She nodded. “I—”

“It’s perfect,” Charles said, still gazing at the crown. “This will look exquisite on Lavinia tomorrow. She’s been desperate to find a tiara to match her veil.” He began to prattle on about the details of the wedding. “It’s to be held aboard my father’s finest ship: the Fancy. Won’t that be nice? I know how you love the water. Come, you must help me with the preparations. There’s much to do before tomorrow.”

The stabbing pain returned to Mary’s chest. This is it, she thought. Sea foam. But she remained very much alive, red-faced and speechless, when Charles smiled his heart-melting-est smile and held out his hand to her.

“Please, my little foundling?” he pleaded.

She took his hand. She’d taught herself how to speak English, but she’d never learned how to say no to him.

His little foundling, Mary fumed the next day as she stood aboard the Fancy and watched Charles say his wedding vows. He never called her by her name, she realized suddenly. Not the name she’d been given at birth nor the human name she’d chosen. She’d picked Mary because she’d often seen it in books, and it was a name humans seemed to revere. She loved that name—it just fit her somehow.

But Charles always called her his little foundling.

Little. What a joke.

“I do,” Charles was saying now.

Mary’s jaw clenched. How could he do this to her? She’d given up everything for him.

“I do,” Lavinia cooed back to Charles.

That codfish.

The priest announced that Charles could kiss the bride.

Mary glared down at the deck. Humiliation burned through her. She was sure everyone was looking at her, laughing at her, because everyone had known she and Charles were together. But now he’d cast her off. How did this happen? she asked herself. She loved Charles. And he loved her.

Didn’t he?

Wait, didn’t he?

She was beginning to have her doubts.

Everyone clapped, and Mary looked up to find Charles and Lavinia facing the crowd, smiling bashfully, holding hands.

It was done. He was married.

Her heart gave a great squeeze. She pressed her palm against it as she blinked back tears and somehow didn’t become sea foam right there in front of everyone.

What a scene that would cause. The onlookers would be shocked. There’d be screaming, perhaps even some fainting. The wedding would be spoiled.

It was a petty but comforting thought.

That night, after the food and cake, the dancing and toasting, after the newlyweds retired to their room belowdecks and everything had gone quiet, Mary stole a bottle of rum and sat on the bow of the ship. She liked rum, she discovered as she watched the moon gleam on the black, rolling ocean. The liquid burned its way down her throat, warming her stomach. It reminded her that she wasn’t foam.

Yet.

Just then, a head breached the surface of the water, followed by a set of pale arms, a torso, and a long, shining green fish tail. Effortlessly, the creature climbed up the ship and hoisted itself to sit on the rail.

It was a mermaid, obviously.

It also happened to be Mary’s sister, Big Deal, who—when she’d been giving everyone secret human names—Mary had dubbed Karen.

Mary rushed to the rail to help her onto the deck. “How did you find me?” she cried in Merish.

(A note, dear reader, about Merish: when Merfolk speak to one another, they’re directing their thoughts-as-words like a type of targeted telepathy. The range of Merish is similar to that of out-loud speech—one can whisper or yell or anything in between. To us humans, however, Merish would sound totally silent, as we don’t have the part of the brain that can detect it. So Mary’s cry wasn’t really a cry, but you get the idea.)

“Oh, you know. Magic.” Karen fixed her gaze on Mary’s feet. “Seriously? All that fuss over those things? And what are those nubby stumps on the ends?”

Mary resisted the urge to tuck her feet under her, out of sight. They were blistered and red. The fancy wedding shoes she’d borrowed had made her feel like she was stepping on knives whenever she walked. She’d tossed the heels overboard right after the wedding. “There’s more to being human than just feet,” she said stiffly.

Karen scoffed. “So you’re happy? Is being human everything you thought it would be?”

There was a knowing glint in her eyes. Somehow—Mary didn’t know how, but somehow—her sister knew about her predicament.

“Does everyone know?” she asked. Everyone, meaning the other Mers.

Karen nodded grimly. “So it didn’t work out with the human. Gee, who could have predicted that?”

“I’m fine,” Mary insisted, her face burning. “It’s true that I didn’t marry the prince, but I’ll figure out something else. I can take care of myself.”

This wasn’t true, and Karen could tell. (It is supremely difficult to lie while using telepathy.) Mary didn’t honestly know how she could live in the human world without Charles. She had no way to provide for herself.

“I’m fine,” she lied again.

“You’re remarkably calm, considering,” Karen said. “I mean, you have, what, half an hour left to live? It’s nearly dawn.”

“Um,” Mary said. “What do you mean?”

Karen put a hand to her scaly hip. “Everyone knows the rules: ‘The day after your one true love has wed another, when morning breaks, so shall your heart.’ And then . . .” She pursed her lips and blew a frothy raspberry.

Sea foam.

Right.

“Oh.” That seemed awfully specific to Mary’s particular situation. Had the Sea Witch (aka Aunt Witch, to Mary, since the Sea Witch was her father’s sister and therefore her aunt) said anything about that? Mary hadn’t been paying the best of attention that night; she’d been in such a hurry to be reunited with her darling prince. What a fool she was!

An improbable laugh escaped her, along with a rum-tasting burp, which just made her laugh and sob harder.

Great Waters, she’d given up everything for Charles. And now . . . And now . . .

The sky was lightening on the horizon. It was almost morning.

“We can fix it,” Karen said. “Aunt Witch sent me to give you this.” She began digging through her bag.

Hopefully she’d brought Mary a potion that would magically solve all her problems.

Instead, Karen pulled out a long, sharp knife.

Mary reared back. “Aunt Witch wants me dead? But aren’t I about to die anyway?”

Karen snorted. “No, stupid. It’s a magic knife. Obviously. I traded my hair to Aunt Witch to get it for you.”

Mary gasped, just now noticing how her sister’s hair was cropped up to her ears. What an enormous sacrifice! A mermaid’s hair was considered her pride and joy; it had magical powers, in fact, like the ability to stay shiny and untangled while submerged in saltwater twenty-four hours a day.

Karen gave the knife to Mary. “Aunt Witch says to plunge this into the heart of the human who hurt you. Let his blood spill over your weird, disgusting legs, and they will become a proper tail again. Then you’ll come home and we’ll all pretend this humiliating incident never happened.”

“Stab him?” Mary’s mouth dropped open. “I can’t do that!”

Karen rolled her eyes. “You can if you want to live to see tomorrow.”

There was a sudden phlegmy cough from somewhere down the ship. Karen dropped into the water with hardly a splash.

“You’d better do it quick,” she called up when she surfaced again. “I’d estimate that you have about ten minutes. Maybe fifteen.”

Mary shivered. “I don’t know if I can.”

“Don’t be a baby,” Karen snapped. “Just do it. And don’t forget to bring Mother’s crown back with you. One day, when I’m the Sea Queen, I’ll need that crown for my coronation. You can’t just take things that belong to both of us.”

Mary’s mouth opened and closed. “All right. I—All right.”

Then Karen was gone, back down to their watery home, aka Underwhere (yep, you heard that right: Underwhere, as in W-H-E-R-E), aka the Kingdom of the Sea.

Five minutes later, Mary was standing at the foot of Charles’s bed, glaring down at him and Lavinia. They were spooning.

Mary’s palms were sweating. The knife felt slippery in her grip.

She really, really didn’t want to die in five minutes.

But could she actually do it?

Just then, Charles turned over onto his back, perfectly positioning himself to be stabbed in the heart.

Mary lifted the knife, trembling. Her thoughts were muddled—thanks largely to the rum. She tried to work up the rage she’d felt earlier.

She loved him. But he didn’t love her—and never had. It was so obvious now.

Her fist tightened around the knife handle.

Charles gave a sudden snort. His chest, with its very stabbable heart, rose and fell as he began to snore like a chain saw (although chain saws hadn’t been invented yet).

The trembling in her hand grew worse.

If she did this, she could go home. She could live the rest of her three hundred years trying to forget him. But no one else would forget it. She’d always be the littlest princess. The silly one, who tried to be special and ended up getting dumped. She’d never live it down.

She couldn’t go back.

But the alternative was not living at all.

And time was running short.

It was now or never.

It’s him or me, she thought. I have to do it. I must.

No.

She couldn’t.

She lowered the knife to her side. In the mirror over the armoire, she caught sight of herself, a wild and desperate girl, her blue eyes red-rimmed and sorrowful. The fancy updo she’d fixed herself for the wedding had half fallen down now, framing her face in lank strands. Her gown didn’t suit her, either. It was a pale blue satin number that was too tight in the shoulders, and too loose in the hips and chest. It would have been beautiful on someone with Lavinia-like curves, a proper woman, the kind Charles would have wanted to marry.

Suddenly Mary couldn’t stand to be wearing the dress for a moment longer. She tore at the laces.

The dress didn’t budge.

She tried to wriggle out of it.

It stuck fast.

Then she remembered she had a knife in her hand. She hacked her way out of the dress and hurled it onto the foot of Charles’s enormous bed, where he and Lavinia still slept obliviously.

Calmer now, Mary stole a shirt and breeches from the armoire and put them on. Then, because she’d said she would, she glanced around the cabin for the crown. Not on Lavinia’s head, not on the chest of drawers, and not on the heap of clothing.

Oh well. Mary couldn’t spend any more time looking for it, since she had a, uh, deadline.

She returned to the bow of the ship and used the magic knife to saw off her hair, as a show of solidarity with Karen. She hoped her family would understand. She hoped her father would stop being mad at her and maybe feel a teensy bit sorry for her instead. (But he’d probably stay mad. The last time she’d seen her father, they’d been screaming at each other—silently, that is—and she’d said she hated him.)

She couldn’t go back.

Before she could change her mind, Mary flung the knife into the sea.

It was dawn. The sky was washed with shades of pinks and peaches. The sun breached the horizon in an orange flare. Mary closed her eyes, savoring the feel of the wind tugging at her, the salty sea air, the warmth of morning on her face. . . .

The pain hit her again, this time in her stomach. (Reader, this could have been the rum.) She squeezed her eyes shut, waiting to become foam.

It didn’t happen.

Perhaps it was going to take a moment?

But the ship was beginning to wake. Mary couldn’t stay here and burst into foam in front of everyone. That now seemed downright undignified. So she did the only thing she could think to do: she ran to the starboard side and hurled herself, unceremoniously, over the rail.

She expected to explode into foam the instant she struck the water, but no. The only thing that happened was that she bounced painfully against the hull a few times. Then the ship kept sailing away, and Mary discovered something significant:

She couldn’t swim.

She was momentarily drowning until she figured out how to doggy paddle. But even then, she quickly tired. I could really use some help, she thought, and thankfully, just then, a helpful sea turtle came along and let her rest upon its shell.

An hour passed. Two. And still she had not turned into sea foam.

“All right. What am I to do now?” she asked the sea turtle.

The turtle didn’t answer. It did, however, abruptly decide that it had somewhere better to be, and Mary was back to treading water.

She wondered if Charles had found her dress yet. She imagined him standing on the deck, clutching the blue satin to his chest, gazing out at the water with deep sorrow. He would regret everything. He’d weep for her. Wouldn’t he?

No, she thought bitterly. Probably not.

She was so tired of treading water. How easy it had been to navigate the world as a mermaid, slipping through the depths with a flick of her strong tail. Karen was right. These weird damn legs weren’t getting it done. She couldn’t go on.

So it’s to be sea foam after all, she thought as she slipped under the waves. Broken heart no longer required.

“Man overboard!” someone yelled.

Mary startled, her head breaching the surface. Had Charles come back for her?

A hulking shadow fell over her: a ship. There was a splash—someone jumping into the water—and then strong hands around her middle. They hauled her into a net, which hoisted her up and onto the deck, where she was dumped out, coughing and sputtering.

Another shadow fell over her.

Mary brushed water out of her eyes and squinted up to see, not Charles, but a man dressed all in black. He wore a faded black shirt with a black leather vest atop it, a very shiny and fancy pistol tucked into his belt alongside a wicked-looking cutlass. He had a short scruffy beard and wore the top part of his hair tied back, revealing several piercings along the outer edges of his ears, the rest of his hair loose about his shoulders. His skin was weathered and tanned (because sunscreen hadn’t been invented yet), and his eyes seemed permanently squinted. Mary noticed that his knuckles were scabbed over, as if the man had recently been in a fistfight. He grinned down at her, a glint of gold in his teeth.

“What a strange catch we have today,” he said in the lowest, raspiest voice she’d ever heard. “What say you?”

Mary gaped up at him, speechless.

The man who’d jumped in after her—not the one with the deep voice, we should clarify—turned out to be a young man about her age with brown skin and dark eyes. He smiled kindly. “Can you stand?”

With his help, Mary rose unsteadily to her feet. Her head was woozy. Her stomach hurt. She was really starting to regret that rum.

“Here, have some rum,” said the man in black, thrusting a bottle under her nose.

Mary took a swig. Then she ran to the side of the ship and spilled her guts over the rail.

“Ha! A lightweight,” scoffed the man as Mary stumbled back, wiping her mouth on her sleeve. “Where did you come from, boy?”

Boy?

It hit her instantly, that now-familiar rub of not being slim enough or curvy enough to be considered a real woman. Yes, she was wearing men’s clothes, and she’d cut her hair, but even so, if she’d ever been girl enough there would have been no question.

But just as she was about to blurt out that she was a girl—a woman, thank you very much—she noticed that there were an awful lot of men on this ship. Only men. She didn’t see a single woman, in fact. So given the circumstances, perhaps it was in her best interest to be viewed as a boy. “I came from a—a ship. I fell off.”

“Well, that makes it simple enough!”

Did it? She glanced around again. All the men were grinning like they knew something she didn’t. She noticed then that the men weren’t all what humans referred to as “white,” like the sailors from the Fancy had been. Many of them had brown skin—like the young man who’d saved her—and black skin. The range of skin tones was more like Mary was used to in Underwhere. And some of these men had eye patches. One had a peg leg. And another had a parrot perched on his shoulder. “Is this a merchant vessel of some kind?”

The man in black laughed huskily, which the rest of the men copied. “This is a pirate ship, lad! I am Captain Vane. And you, my young friend, have the good fortune of being the newest member of our crew.”

Mary straightened, her heart (which was obviously functioning just fine, in spite of everything) picking up its pace.

Pirates.

In her time as a human, Mary had come to understand two things about pirates: they were scary and bad. Scary as in the mere mention of pirates made grown men shiver. And bad as in they were criminals, although she wasn’t sure what kind of crime they were involved in. As Mary had been rather focused on Charles, any other details about pirates had escaped her.

“It’s not so terrible,” the kind young man whispered. “You’ll see. You can start as a cabin boy and work your way up the ranks. Maybe you’ll even like it. We go where we please and take what we want. It’s not a bad life.”

“It’s better than being sea foam, I suppose,” Mary said.

“Aye, it is that,” he said with a good-natured laugh. “I’m Tobias, by the way. Tobias Teach. I’m glad to meet you.” He stuck out a hand.

Mary shook it. “I’m Mar—Mark.” That was a boy’s name, right? And there should be a surname. One that wasn’t Foundling.

She wasn’t sure how surnames worked, exactly. During her time in Charles Town, she’d met a Mr. Baker (he’d cut Charles’s hair) and a Mr. King (he’d looked after Charles’s horses). Charles’s last name was Worthington. That codfish! She was doing entirely too much thinking about Charles. She was going to stop thinking about him. She was never going to think about him again. Starting . . . now.

What had they been talking about? Oh yes. A surname.

Perhaps she could simply name herself after something she liked.

“Reading,” she blurted out. When she’d lived in Underwhere, she and her best friend had sometimes found human books amid the wreckage of ships. They’d spent hours poring over them together, reading and discussing the stories. “Mark, uh, Read,” she amended quickly. “That’s my name.”

Captain Vane snapped his fingers at a bespectacled man standing nearby. “You, Quint. Get this down.”

“How do you spell it?” The man whipped out a small ledger and a quill. “M-A-R-K . . .”

“R-E-A-D,” Mary said slowly, and Quint wrote it down.

“Glad to make your acquaintance, Mr. Read,” growled Captain Vane, clapping her on the shoulder so hard her teeth clattered together. “Welcome aboard the Ranger.”

Then he waved all the men back to work.

Tobias gestured for her to follow him away from the captain and the multitude of rowdy men. “You’re not from around here, are you?” he asked when they were out of earshot of the others.

Mary actually was from around here, as they were surrounded by ocean. But of course she couldn’t say so. “I came from . . . Charles Town.” Her jaw tightened.

The prince of Charles Town. What a joke.

She hoped Charles got sunburned on his honeymoon.

She was going to stop thinking about Charles. Starting . . . now.

“Ah, Charles Town,” said Tobias. “I’ve never been there myself, as I quite enjoy my freedom, but we sail up that way sometimes. If you wish to return, I can help you, miss.”

She almost didn’t catch it; he said the word miss so softly.

He knew.

“My name is really Mary,” she confessed, lowering her voice to match his.

He shook his head. “You should stick with Mark. At least until we can get you back to Charles Town.”

“No! I won’t go back there!” she declared.

Wow, she’d almost yelled. She’d used her voice. It felt rather good.

Tobias gave her a crooked smile. “All right. No one will make you.”

“What I mean is, I’d rather be a pirate,” she said. After all, being a little mermaid hadn’t worked out, and being a little foundling had worked out even worse. She’d do better as a pirate, she thought, even if she’d have to pretend to be a boy. She’d go where she wanted. Take what she pleased. It sounded like a fine life, indeed.

So Mary decided right then and there that she was going to be more than just a competent pirate. She was going to be a great pirate, whatever that entailed. She’d be the strongest. The richest. The most fearsome. The scariest and baddest of them all.

I’ll be the best pirate who ever sailed, she promised herself fiercely, staring out at the rolling blue of the ocean, which already seemed different, like an opportunity there for the taking, brimming with treasure and fun.

And she promised herself something else, too: she would never give anyone the power to make her feel so small as Charles had—she was going to stop thinking about him now, seriously. She would never fall in love. Ever, ever again.





How It’s Going

one year later . . .





One

Mary

A sharp whistle pierced the air. “Sails!” cried the lookout from the crow’s nest. “Sails, to the port side!”

Mary took the stairs to the quarterdeck two at a time. She turned toward her left and lifted a spyglass to her eye. Sure enough, against the bright horizon was a three-masted ship with red crosses on its sails. A Spanish galleon. Down from Port Royal, probably. Ripe for the taking.

The entire crew buzzed with excitement.

“She’s riding low,” said Quint at Mary’s side. “She’s sure to be hauling a heavy cargo.”

Mary peered across the water until the ship’s name came into focus: El Chango. Translated from Spanish, it meant: The Monkey.

“She’s carrying rum, do you think?” guessed Diesel, the ship’s gunner. “Molasses? Tobacco?”

“Could be anything,” said Quint, rubbing his hands together. “I hope it’s Spanish gold.”

Mary lowered the spyglass. “Whatever it is, it’s about to be ours.” Then she noted the conspicuous absence of their fearless leader. “Where’s the captain?”

“Haven’t seen him all day,” said Diesel with a shrug.

Nor had she, but she wasn’t about to let this prize get away. “I’ll find Vane,” she told Quint. “Keep on them, DuPaul,” she ordered the helmsman.

“Aye, Mr. Read.” The man nudged the wheel.

She turned to the assembled crew. “Are you up for a little hunting?”

“Aye!” called the crew in unison.

A thrill shot through her, adrenaline flooding her veins. Her heart was already drumming sweetly, her breath quickening, even her skin atingle with the anticipation of the chase.

It turns out, dear reader, that Mary had broken her promise.

She’d fallen in love again, almost immediately.

With being a pirate.

She hurried to the captain’s cabin and put her fist to the door.

Tobias opened it. “Ah, Mr. Read.” He stepped aside to let her in, revealing Captain Vane sitting on the edge of the four-poster bed in the back, a bottle of rum dangling from his fingers.

“What’s all the noise about?” Vane peered up through bloodshot eyes. “What all-important news do you bear, Mr. Read, that you would interrupt my heartsore seclusion?”

Mary exchanged glances with Tobias. He gave the smallest of eye rolls, which Mary interpreted easily enough: Captain Vane was (still) feeling wounded over Bess, the pretty lady who’d broken things off with him during their last visit to Nassau, and he was (still/again) attempting to drown his sorrows in rum. Which Mary knew from experience wouldn’t work.

She cleared her throat. “A ship, sir. A fat Spanish galleon. Shall we pursue?”

Vane heaved a sigh. “I pursued Bess, you know. Really gave it me best effort. Flowers. Fancy dresses. Jewels. And she just took me heart and—” He opened his hand, palm up, and pantomimed crushing.

This was exactly why Mary had sworn off love. The Ranger was one of the most profitable ships in the business, and Vane one of the most feared and well-respected of pirate captains, and yet here he was, brought low by an ill-fated romance. She fought the urge to grab Vane by the shirt collar and tell him to pull himself together. “Yes, so tragic,” she said instead. “But about this ship. We’ve got the wind on her, sir, but who knows for how long.”

Vane took a deep swig from his bottle, groaned, then finally nodded. “Fine.” He got to his feet, staggered, clutched at his head, and fell back again. “You handle it, Mr. Read. I’ll come out for the fighting.”

A second glance with Tobias. This was the third time this week the captain had been too heartsore/drunk to do his job.

Tobias’s look said, Save me from this nightmare.

Mary’s responding look said, Sorry. Sucks to be you. Then, out loud to Vane, she said, “Very good, sir.” With another nod at Tobias, Mary jogged back to the main deck. “He’ll come for the fighting,” she reported to Quint.

Quint’s expression went carefully blank. “Again? That’s the third time this week.”

Mary shrugged, then cupped her hands around her mouth as she called out, “Make ready! We’re going after her! Raise the canvas!”

The crew cheered again and hurried to their stations. Mary returned to the helm.

And just like that, the chase was on.

Wind caught the sails and the ship surged forward, quickly closing the distance between itself and the Chango. By now the other crew would have noticed they were being pursued. They, too, had fully unfurled their sails and were moving away as fast as they could, but their ship was large, heavily laden, and couldn’t possibly outrun their attackers. The men on the Chango would know that. The fear would be building. The gravity of their situation would be sinking in.

Mary smiled. This next part was delicate.

“Fifty more yards, and we’re in range,” yelled Diesel.

She nodded. She waited until they were quite close—almost on top of the other ship—and then rolled up her sleeves. It was time. “Hoist the black!” she yelled, and soon, Vane’s personal pirate flag—three red symbols on a black field: a dagger, a skull’s profile, and an oddly shaped heart—was flapping in the wind. Mary had always thought the flag looked silly (the heart, she thought, was a bit much) but it got the job done.

Immediately, the Chango’s crew began to panic.

“¡Piratas!” The shouts could be heard across the water. They were speaking in Spanish, but everyone basically knew what they were saying: Pirates! (The tone of “Let’s get out of here!” is universal, dear reader, as is “We’re all going to die!”)

Mary knew the captain of the Chango must be giving up now on the idea of getting away.

“There she goes!” bellowed Quint, and, as expected, the merchant vessel slowed and began to turn. Fifteen cannons slid from the gunports, compared to the mere six the Ranger boasted. But Mary wasn’t worried. Much.

At her command, the Ranger, too, came about. “Fire a warning!” she shouted.

A great BOOM rocked the ship. A cannonball flew across the water, just missing the galleon’s bowsprit.

Now she was giving the captain of the Chango a choice: surrender, or fight.

Plenty of captains surrendered. That gave them a chance of survival, after all. Their crew might be spared. Sometimes, even the captains were spared and left to sail away, their holds empty of everything valuable. But they got to live . . . as long as they found somewhere to make port before they died of hunger or thirst.

Mary preferred the ones who chose to fight. She liked the challenge, the thrill of battle. The danger. She lived for it, actually.

“Come on,” she whispered, peering through the spyglass. At the helm of the other ship, the captain, a tall white man with a powdered wig and fancy coat, was looking back at her through his own spyglass.

She gave a playful wave.

The man dropped his spyglass, sending it spinning across the deck as he shouted orders. He raised his arm as though to make a chopping motion.

“Guns!” Mary grinned. “On my mark!”

At the rails of the Ranger, the men who were crouched there cocked their various muskets.

“Fire!” Mary shouted.

The men stood and fired. A flurry of iron musket balls screamed across the water. Some hit the Chango’s crew above decks, but most were aimed toward the gunports. The idea was to take out the men on the gun deck so they couldn’t fire on the Ranger. But muskets weren’t terribly accurate, so most of the bullets just bounced harmlessly off the galleon’s sturdy hull.

And then the Chango fired back. With cannons.

(Reader, this is one of the more unbelievable parts of the age of sail. When two ships got into a fight, they really did come parallel to each other, giving the enemy the biggest target possible. The goal was to hit the other ship with more cannonballs than they could hit you with. But put too many cannonballs in another ship and you’d sink it, which was undesirable when you were a pirate and you wanted to loot the other ship before all that treasure sank to the bottom of the ocean. Hence the Ranger firing at the cannon people. And why the Chango had no problem opening with cannon fire—they would have liked nothing more than to sink the Ranger and sail away safely.)

The cannonballs from the Chango slammed into the side of the Ranger, sending splinters of wood flying everywhere. Thankfully, nothing tore through—yet. She was a good and sturdy ship.

“Fire!” Mary shouted again. More muskets. A few faces from the opposite gun deck vanished, but were quickly replaced. They weren’t leaving Mary much of a choice. “Cannons, Mr. Diesel!” she cried. “Fire! Fire at will!”

The fuses were lit. Within seconds, nine-pound iron balls hurtled across the water, some striking their marks, some falling short. Both ships rocked on the water, waves cresting the side of the decks.

After a bit of back-and-forth with this, Mary’s men (ahem, Captain Vane’s men) managed to slow the barrage of cannon fire from the other ship.

Now it was time for the fun part.

“Board!” she yelled. Pirates echoed the order along the ship until, on the gunner’s count, half a dozen men threw grappling hooks at the Chango, grabbing the side of the ship so they could maneuver themselves closer.

“Heave ho!” they cried, pulling the lines. “Heave! Ho!”

Slowly—so slowly—the ships came together until their hulls nearly touched.

At once, men high in the rigging swung out toward the other ship. Of course, that meant the Chango’s musket men started firing on the Ranger’s men. But Mary’s musket men (er, Captain Vane’s musket men) fired back. For several minutes there was utter chaos—until Mr. Quint gave a sharp whistle, signaling for the rest of the men to come aboard.

“On the rails! Come with me, lads!” Mary said, throwing her body over the top of the rail and onto the nets they’d thrown below. “Let’s show them what we’re made of.”

Tobias landed beside her. “I know you weren’t trying to leave me behind, Read.”

Mary pulled herself onto the deck of the Chango and drew her cutlass. “Well, I wasn’t about to go back into Vane’s cabin and risk getting trapped there.”

A huge orange-bearded man ran at them, bellowing, but they easily slipped out of his way and pushed him over the side.

“That’s fair.” Tobias blocked as another man lunged at them, his sword swinging. “If I didn’t have to be there, I wouldn’t. I’d rather swab the deck than listen to his moaning about.”

Mary thumped the newest opponent on the head and tossed him overboard, too, to join his friend. “What do you say we play cards after our shifts? That’ll give you some time away from Vane. And I wouldn’t mind winning some money off the other officers. They’re sure to be feeling rich and foolish after this raid.”

“Aye,” Tobias said, fighting another man from the Chango. “That’d be good.”

Mary swung her sword at a different sailor, their blades meeting with a bone-jarring clang. The other man was stronger, but she was faster, lighter on her feet. She spun and dodged and ducked, then kicked him over the side to join the others. Then she turned to meet her next foe.

“I was thinking”—Tobias ducked a blow—“that we should get a better table for the shack.”

“What’s wrong with the one we have?” Mary knocked her opponent to the deck; he didn’t get up.

“It’s got three peg legs and the top gives you a splinter every time you touch it.”

“Oh yeah.” Now that he mentioned it, she hated that table.

“I’d like something better for drawing.”

Mary grinned. Maps—that’s what Tobias loved to draw. He was good at it, too, which was part of why he was the ship’s navigator. “Fine,” Mary said, pulling on a rope; the boom swung around and smacked several of the Chango’s sailors. “We’ll get you a new table. An extravagant one with four original legs and a smooth top.”

Tobias laughed as they came back-to-back to fight off the next guy, and the next.

Sometimes it was hard to believe this was her life. Every day since she’d jumped off the Fancy with no plan except sea foam, she’d discovered a new kind of strength in herself, and a new sense of purpose. At first, that purpose had been simply to take Captain Vane’s messages to and fro, as she’d been a mere cabin boy. Then her purpose had been to mind the rigging and learn how to go aloft, trim the sails, and not get splattered across the deck for poor Nine Toes to clean up. And now she bested men and captured ships, alongside her best mate, Tobias.

They made a fine pair, she thought. She felt comfortable with him in a way she hadn’t felt with anyone in a long time. But Tobias didn’t know about the mermaid thing. Or the princess thing. She didn’t know how she would even begin to bring that up.

The fighting was over quickly, after that. Her men were fierce and seasoned pirates, and the young sailors of the Chango were no match for them.

“Mr. Read,” Tobias said quietly. “Your hair.”

Mary felt around the back of her head, where, indeed, her hair had come loose from its tie. Well, she couldn’t threaten the Chango’s sailors like this. “Check on the cargo, Mr. Teach,” she said to Tobias. “I’ll join you in a minute. Also,” she added more quietly, “thanks for the warning.”

“Glad to be of service.” He grinned, tipped his hat, and turned to see about the cargo. Mary’s gaze may have lingered on his backside a bit too long, but then she spun and strode quickly into the captain’s cabin where she could fix her hair situation.

The room looked empty. But if Mary’s experience told her anything, it was that on a pirate ship, looks can be deceiving.

“Come out from there!” Mary barked. “I’m going to count to five. One, two—”

“Don’t kill me!” A man slid out from under the bed.

“Get out!” Mary ordered.

The man didn’t have to be told twice.

When the door slammed shut after him, Mary took a moment to root around the chest of drawers and wardrobe until she discovered a brilliant yellow ribbon. She stuffed her hat into her pocket and, finger combing her hair, moved to stand in front of the mirror.

At the sight of herself in the tarnishing silver, she went still. In the year since joining the crew of the Ranger, she’d grown tanned and strong. Her face (which, according to some people, had suffered from RBF, aka Resting Bossy Face) looked right under the cap she always wore, with a strong jaw and high cheekbones.

This was the life she wanted, one of high seas and adventure. And if the price for having this life was needing to keep her hair tied back every day, bind her chest, schedule bathroom breaks for when she could be alone, pretend to shave, deepen her voice, and act like she thought the men were actually funny—well, then so be it.

The door flew open just as she finished pulling her cap back down.

“You’d better come,” Tobias said urgently. “There’s a problem with the cargo.”

“What problem?” Mary frowned.

“It’s bananas,” Tobias said.

“Bananas? How so?” Mary followed him out of the captain’s cabin.

“As in, the cargo of the ship consists entirely of bananas.” He gestured to a huge stack of the bright yellow fruit on the deck.

“No,” Mary said in dismay.

Tobias then took her down to the cargo hold, where there were boxes and crates stacked everywhere—all full of bananas.

“No,” Mary groaned.

Tobias led her to the next room. More bananas. Bananas from floor to ceiling.

“Has Captain Vane seen this?” Mary asked.

“Nope.” Tobias popped the p on the word. “Which is a good thing, because the only items of value on this entire ship that aren’t bananas are a bottle of banana rum and . . . this.” He held out a worn-looking book. Mary snatched it and flipped through it.

Banana recipes. Every single page held banana recipes.

“Ugh! This is a nightmare.” She shoved the book back at Tobias.

They returned to the main deck, where the crew of the Ranger was in an uproar, apparently having discovered the banana situation.

Mary climbed to the quarterdeck to address them.

“WHERE’S OUR TREASURE?” bellowed the pirates, seemingly in one voice.

Mary held up her hand, nodding, and the men quieted down to listen.

“We all know that treasure’s a relative term,” she yelled. “We’re pirates, aren’t we, lads? Which means we make the best of what we find. When life gives you bananas, you make . . .”

“You make what?” asked one of the surlier men.

Tobias flipped through the banana cookbook. “You make banana cream pie?” he offered.

“You make banana cream pie!” Mary agreed.

“I do like banana cream pie,” mused the man, apparently mollified.

“So let’s gather up the fruit and get back to our own ship,” said Mary, and the pirates set to work.

“Thank you,” she said to Tobias as she stepped down from the quarterdeck. “Now, we must see to the Chango’s crew.”

They were all bound and lined up on the deck, awaiting their fates.

The Chango’s captain was tied to the mainmast, looking miserable in his powdered wig. Mary was glad Captain Vane hadn’t showed yet. He would likely want the other captain dead as an example to those who would cross him. (He wasn’t one of the most feared pirates for nothing.)

She drew her cutlass again and stepped toward the line of men. “So you’ve been captured by pirates. Now what?” She looked down the line. All the men looked nervous. And rightfully so.

“Are you . . . Captain Vane?” asked one of the men, literally shaking in his boots.

“My name’s Mark Read,” she answered. “I’m the quartermaster of the Ranger. Captain Vane is currently occupied with far more important things than you lot, so I’ll be the one taking care of you today. Know that you’ll come to no more harm, so long as no one decides to be foolish. I’m what you’d call a gentle pirate—I’ve no heart to injure you, but that doesn’t mean I won’t disembowel you if provoked. Now, I’m sure you already know your options, but for any of you who might be new to this business: you can either join the crew of the Ranger and live—or you can walk the plank and brave the drink. There is no third option.”

How easy she found it to talk now. Even if she had to slightly alter her voice so they’d believe her a man. The words just flowed.

One of the Chango’s crew raised his hand.

Mary used her cutlass to point at him. “Yes? You in the back?”

He lowered his hand. “Can we have a few minutes to think about it?”

Mary considered. “I’d like to give you the time. Honestly, I would. But this is one of those decisions you’re going to have to make right now. Either line up there, over by the plank”—she pointed—“or be ready to sign on as a pirate. I recommend the pirate life. If you find it disagrees with you, you can always walk the plank some other time.”

“Aye, that’s a good point,” said the man. “I’ll be a pirate.”

“Me too,” said another.

“But if you’re a pirate, you’ll be marked for death anyway,” the captain of the Chango burst out suddenly.

“Wait, how’s that?” said the man who’d just decided to be a pirate.

“Haven’t you heard of the great pirate hunter, Jonathan Barnet?” the captain asked dramatically. “He roams the sea, looking for pirates, and when he finds them, he always bests them. If you become a pirate, he’ll hunt every last one of you down, and you’ll die on the end of his sword, or he’ll take you back to hang for your crimes.”

“Could somebody get this guy a gag?” Mary asked.

“Better to jump ship now than meet your demise at the end of a rope!” the captain cried. “Beware! Bewaaaaaaaaaare!” Then Quint stuffed a rag into his mouth.

The men of the Chango looked a lot less certain than they had moments before.

“Oh, please,” Mary laughed. “It’s a simple choice here, lads. Live as a pirate. Or worry about some Barnet boogeyman and take your chances with very real sharks.”

Every single man on the Chango chose piracy (spoiler alert: no one ever chose the plank), which meant they formed a new line where they’d march up to Mary and Tobias, who would record their names and jobs, and swear to work hard and serve faithfully on the Ranger. There had only been one casualty from her crew (poor Judd was dead). Her ship was largely undamaged, except for a cannonball hole here and there. And they’d gained thirty-six men, among them a new cooper, which was great because they’d really been scraping the bottom of the barrel when they’d hired the old one. In spite of the unfortunate situation with the bananas, Mary felt the day had been a success.

“Stop everything!” Captain Vane’s raspy voice came from the rail where he was crossing over onto the Chango. “I see a woman! There’s a woman on my ship!”

Mary’s heart jumped into her throat. Tobias took a step toward her, panic written on his face.

She’d known this time would come, hadn’t she? Something would give her away, some stray lock of hair, a loose piece of clothing. She had to do something. Now.

Wait, Tobias mouthed. His gaze cut to Captain Vane.

And just like that, Mary became aware that everyone was looking at Captain Vane, who was pointing. Not at Mary.

Everyone swiveled to look at a young Black sailor from the Chango, her hair tightly braided and shoved down the back of her shirt. She was small but strong-looking, with cords of muscles running up her forearms.

“Aye,” she admitted. “I am a woman. What’s it to you?”

There was a single collective gasp from both crews. Someone dropped a banana.

Mary’s panic for herself sank into dread. This was going to get bad. She just knew it.

“A woman,” Diesel muttered. “Haven’t seen one of those in . . . a while.”

“Ye think she knows the rules?” Mr. Swift (the Ranger’s musician) asked.

“She must, or she wouldn’t have been hiding, you dolt.”

“When you say rules,” the woman asked almost primly, “are you referring to guidelines?”

“There are rules on my ship.” Vane snapped his fingers at Tobias. “Mr. Teach, the rules, if you please.”

“Yes, Captain.” Tobias drew a small leather book titled Captain Vane’s Definitive Guide to Piracy and Mayhem from his inner pocket.

“Read the rule about women,” Vane commanded.

“Yes, Captain.” Tobias scanned through the book. “Let’s see. Every man has a vote, every man gets his fair share of the booty, lights out at eight o’clock, keep your piece, pistols, and cutlass clean and fit for service, ah yes. Here it is: no woman is to be allowed among us.”

“That rule makes no sense,” said the woman. “I’m as good a sailor as any man here. I dare you to prove otherwise.”

It was a sound argument, one that Mary would have made herself if she had ever been found out. She was a good pirate—a great one, even. But she also knew that Vane would not be won over by reason.

He drew his cutlass. “Women at sea are bad luck. Very bad luck, I say! I knew the moment I came aboard that there was something off here.” He kicked at the pile of bananas. “No treasure—bah! I want her off this ship immediately.”

There was only the rolling blue ocean on every side of them.

“Mr. Read,” Vane directed. “Fetch the plank.”

“It’s already fetched,” Mary said hoarsely. She’d had it set up during her “join us or die” speech earlier.

The woman’s eyes widened slightly. Then her expression went carefully blank.

“Not so bold now, are you, honey?” Vane sneered. “Go on, then. Walk the plank.”

“No,” the woman said.

Vane nodded to Nine Toes and Squinty. “Help her, lads.”

Each of the pirates took one of the woman’s arms and began to drag her toward the plank.

Mary had to do something. She had to stop this.

“Wait!” She stepped forward. “We can’t go throwing people off the ship. That’s murder. It’s immoral.”

Vane sighed. “Mr. Read, we’ve had this discussion before. We’re pirates. We have no moral code but the one we make for ourselves. We force people to walk the plank all the time. They need to fear us.”

But at the plank, Nine Toes and Squinty had stopped, waiting for their captain and quartermaster to finish arguing.

“Wait,” Mary said again. “Doesn’t she look familiar to you?”

Tobias shifted his weight. “She looks familiar to me. What’s your name, miss?” he asked the woman.

“Effie.” She lifted her chin. “Effie Ham.”

A groan spread across the deck of the ship and Captain Vane said, “Effie Ham as in John Ham’s sister?”

“That’s right. John’s my big brother.” She wrested her arms free and crossed them over her chest, staring coldly at Vane. “I was making my way to Nassau to meet him. Won’t he be angry when he finds out you fed me to the sharks?”

“Captain,” Mary said, keeping her voice low. “You can’t throw John Ham’s sister off the ship. It’d be like a declaration of war.”

Vane scoffed. “John Ham doesn’t scare me. He has one little ship—a pink, no less.”

“But he’s a fierce one, Captain.

OEBPS/text/nav.xhtml


Contents







		Cover



		Title Page





		Dedication



		Epigraph



		Contents



    

    		Author Note



		Prologue



		How It Started



		How It’s Going



		One



		Two



		Three



		Four



		Five



		Six



		Seven



		Eight



		Nine



		Ten



		Eleven



		Twelve



		Thirteen



		Fourteen



		Fifteen



		Sixteen



		Seventeen



		Eighteen



		Nineteen



		Twenty



		Twenty-One



		Twenty-Two



		Twenty-Three



		Twenty-Four



		Twenty-Five



		Twenty-Six



		Epilogue





		Acknowledgments



		About the Authors



    		Books by the Lady Janies



		Back Ad





		Copyright



		About the Publisher













Guide





		Cover



		Contents



    		Author Note


















		iii



		vi



		v



		x



		ix



		viii



    		vii



    		xi



    		xii



		xiii



		xiv



		xv



		xvi



		xvii



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		21



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41


















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































OEBPS/images/Fm.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780062930125_Cover.jpg





OEBPS/images/Titlepage.jpg
NNNNNNNNNNN

OOOOOOOOOOO

OOOOOOOOOOO





