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		Lavish Praise for
the Novels of Sara Donati:

DAWN ON A DISTANT SHORE

		
			“The likable protagonists, a multitude of amusing secondary characters and exciting escapades make this a compelling read.”

			—Publishers Weekly

		

		
			“Donati’s skillfully told and captivating romantic historical saga brings a tumultuous era and dashing characters to life in what promises to be a very popular and rewarding series.”

			—Booklist

		

		
			“Donati masterfully weaves the evocative history of the founding of America with the powerful challenges faced by those, like the Bonners, who settled this new world. The strengths they find in themselves provide a timely reminder that this melting pot nation is a rich fabric, woven by the lives of ordinary people who rise to extraordinary challenges.”

			—Book Page

		

		
			“Like Into the Wilderness, Dawn on a Distant Shore will keep readers up into the wee hours. We can only hope Donati has her own supply of midnight oil that she is using to write the third installment of this worthy and satisfying series.”

			—The Orlando Sentinel

		

		
			“Set in the wilderness of 1794 New-York … [Dawn on a Distant Shore] features an imaginative plot that interconnects characters without straining credibility or leaving loose ends. It’s a balanced blend of bravery, treachery, romance, suffering and hope.”

			—The Tampa Tribune Times

		

		
			“This novel is a sequel to the earlier epic, Into the Wilderness, but although there’s a strong sense of the characters’ past, it’s perfectly enjoyable on its own terms. If you haven’t read the earlier book, however, you’re likely to make immediate tracks in your own quest to aquire it.”

			—The Seattle Times

		

		
			“Sara Donati has created a worthy historical epic here, enriched by solid intrigues and a compelling cast of characters.”

			—The Bellingham Herald

		

		
			“Remarkably written. Outstanding.”

			—Rendezvous

		

		
			“The story line is impressive as the plot fully entertains the audience. Sara Donati creates an Americana epic that will receive much acclaim from fans and critics.”

			—The Midwest Book Review

		

		INTO THE WILDERNESS

		
			“My favorite kind of book is the sort you live in, rather than read. Into the Wilderness is one of those rare stories that let you breathe the air of another time, and leave your footprints on the snow of a wild, strange place. I can think of no better adventure than to explore the wilderness in the company of such engaging and independent lovers as Elizabeth and her Nathaniel.”

			—Diana Gabaldon

		

		
			“The author builds a powerful adventure story, animating everyone—German villagers, slaves, and Scottish trappers alike—in a gorgeous, vividly described American landscape. The erotic passages aren’t bad either.”

			—People

		

		
			“Donati’s captivating saga is much like the books in Diana Gabaldon’s bestselling Outlander series, and it is definitely the romance of the year when it comes to transcending genre boundaries and appealing to readers who love lush historical epics or thrilling backwoods adventures.”

			—Booklist

		

		
			“A lushly written novel … Donati, a skillful storyteller, easily weaves historical fact with romantic ambience to create a dense, complex design…. Exemplary historical fiction, boasting a heroine with a real and tangible presense.”

			—Kirkus Reviews

		

		
			“Remarkable … a vibrant tapestry … Sara Donati is a skilled storyteller who weaves historical facts into a grand adventure of love, mystery, and intrigue. She takes us to an unfamiliar place and allows us to breathe in the air of another time. This is exemplary historical fiction…From page one, the action is nonstop. The more you read, the better it gets.”

			—Tulsa World

		

		
			“An elegant, eloquent word journey … The author has [a] gift for capturing the history and the lives of the people of that time and place.”

			—The Tampa Tribune

		

		
			“Epic in scope, emotionally intense…an enrapturing, grand adventure.”

			—BookPage

		

		
			“Memorable … draws the reader into the story from page one … a powerfully good read.”

			—Toronto Sun

		

		
			“A splendid read…Wonderful reading, suited for a cold winter’s night.”

			—Rocky Mountain News

		

		
			“Better buy some midnight oil, for this hugely satisfying novel is a page-turner.”

			—The Orlando Sentinel

		

		
			“A rich, involving, fully textured tale. Each time you open a book, you hope to discover a story that will make your spirit of adventure and romance sing. This book delivers on that promise.”

			—Amanda Quick

		

		
			“A beautiful tale of both romance and survival … Here is the beauty as well as the savagery of the wilderness and, at the core of it all, the compelling story of the love of a man and a woman, both for the untamed land and for one another.”

			—Allan W. Eckert
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			Chief Characters
Where they are first encountered

			PARADISE, ON THE EDGE OF THE NEW-YORK WILDERNESS

			Judge Alfred Middleton, landowner

			Curiosity Freeman, a freed slave, his house-keeper

			Galileo Freeman, a freed slave, the manager of his farm and holdings, and Curiosity’s husband

			Axel Metzler, owner of the tavern

			LAKE IN THE CLOUDS

			Nathaniel Bonner (also known as Wolf-Running-Fast or Between-Two-Lives), a hunter and trapper

			Elizabeth Middleton Bonner (also known as Bone-in-Her-Back), a schoolteacher and Nathaniel’s wife

			Hannah (also known as Squirrel), Nathaniel’s daughter by his first wife

			Mathilde (Lily) and Daniel Bonner, Elizabeth and Nathaniel’s children

			Liam Kirby, an orphan living with the Bonners

			Falling-Day, of the Kahnyen’kehàka (Mohawk) Wolf clan, Nathaniel’s former mother-in-law

			Many-Doves, Falling-Day’s daughter and the wife of Runs-from-Bears

			Runs-from-Bears, of the Kahnyen’kehàka Turtle clan

			Blue-Jay, infant son of Many-Doves and Runs-from-Bears

			ALBANY

			General Major Phillip Schuyler and his wife, Catherine; some of their children and grandchildren

			Augusta Merriweather, Lady Crofton, Elizabeth Bonner’s aunt, visiting from England along with her daughter,

			Amanda Spencer, Lady Durbeyfield, with her husband, William Spencer, Viscount Durbeyfield

			Grievous Mudge, ship’s captain

			CANADA

			Dan’l Bonner (known also as Hawkeye), Nathaniel’s father

			Robbie MacLachlan, Scot, hunter and trapper

			Iona Fraser, a Scottish immigrant to Canada and

			Luke, her grandson

			Otter, son of Falling-Day

			Pépin, a pig farmer

			Denier, a butcher

			Ron Jones, a sergeant of the dragoons

			Angus Moncrieff, secretary and factor to the Earl of Carryck

			George Somerville, Lord Bainbridge, lieutenant governor of Lower Canada, also called Pink George

			Giselle Somerville, daughter of Lord Bainbridge

			Sir Guy Carleton, Lord Dorchester, governor of Lower Canada

			Maria Carleton, Lady Dorchester, the governor’s wife

			Mac Stoker, Irish by birth, captain and owner of the Jackdaw

			Horace Pickering, captain of the Isis, a merchantman

			AT SEA

			Aboard the Jackdaw

			Anne Bonney Stoker (Granny), Mac Stoker’s grandmother

			Connor, his first mate

			Captain Christian Fane of the Leopard

			Aboard the Isis
(The Lass in Green)

			Hakim Ibrahim Dehlavi ibn Abdul Rahman Balkhi, ship’s surgeon

			Charlie, the Hakim’s cabin boy and servant

			Mungo, another cabin boy and Charlie’s brother

			Margreit MacKay, wife of the first officer

			Adam MacKay and Jonathan Smythe, first and second officers

			SCOTLAND

			Solway Firth and Dumfries

			Robert Burns, exciseman

			Dandie Mump, innkeeper at Mump’s Hall

			At Carryck and Carryckcastle

			Alasdair Scott, 9th Lord Scott of Carryckcastle, 4th Earl of Carryck

			Jean Hope, housekeeper; Jennet, her daughter

			MacQuiddy, house steward

			Monsieur Dupuis, a permanent houseguest

			Some of the earl’s men: Richard Odlyn; Dugald and Ewen Huntar; Thomas, Lucas, and Ronald Ballentyne; Jamie Dalgleish; Ebenezer Lun

			Monsieur Contrecoeur, a visiting French wine merchant

			Madame Marie Vigée and Mademoiselle Julie LeBrun, cousins and traveling companions to Contrecoeur

			Leezie Laidlaw, a widow

			Gelleys Smaill, a retired washerwoman

			Minister Willie Fisher

			At Moffat

			Flora, Countess of Loudoun, an orphan

			John Campbell, 4th Earl of Breadalbane, chief of the Glenorchy line, and Flora’s guardian

			Walter Campbell, illegitimate son of Breadalbane by an unknown lady, appointed by his father as the curator of the Loudoun holdings

			Isabel Campbell, née Scott, his wife

		

	
		
			The Family Tree for the Carryck Line

			ROBERT, 5TH LORD SCOTT, WAS KILLED IN THE SERVICE OF CHARLES II;
by Beatrix Scott of Pykeston had an only child, Robert, 6th Lord Scott, who was created Earl of Carryck and Viscount Moffat by his grateful sovereign in 1660

			|

			ROBERT SCOTT, 6TH LORD SCOTT OF CARRYCKCASTLE, 1ST EARL OF CARRYK;

			married Frances, illegitimate daughter of *Francis Scott, 2nd Earl of Buccleuch (a prominent Royalist)

			|

			ROBERT, 7TH LORD SCOTT OF CARRYCKCASTLE, 2ND EARL OF CARRYCK;

			married Margaret, illegitimate daughter of *James Morton, 11th Earl of Morton; died 1755
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			RODERICK SCOTT, 8TH LORD SCOTT OF CARRYCKCASTLE, 3rd Earl of Carryck; born 1690 (elder twin);

			married Appalina Forbes, heiress daughter of William Forbes of Agardston, a retired merchant of Danzig who restored Agardston Tower, extended its lands, and established a shipping fleet at the port of Aberdeen, and heiress sister to her two unmarried half brothers, who created a huge fortune trading in the American colonies in sugar, tobacco, and slaves; died 1775

			|

			ALASDAIR SCOTT,
9th Lord Scott of Carryckcastle, 4th Earl of Carryck, born 1721;

			married Marietta, daughter by an unknown French lady of *Arthur Elphinstone, 6th Lord Balmerinoch (executed 1746 as a Jacobite); Marietta is a cousin to Flora, Countess of Loudoun

			|

			ISABEL,
born 1764;

			eloped in 1790 to marry Walter Campbell, the illegitimate son of *John Campbell, 4th Earl of Breadalbane; Walter serves Flora, Countess of Loudoun, as her curator
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			JAMES SCOTT,
born 1690 (younger twin); disappeared 1718;

			married Margaret Montgomerie of Edinburgh in Albany, NY, 1722; died 1728

			|

			DAN’L [BONNER] AKA HAWKEYE,
born 1725 on the NY frontier;

			married Cora Munro, daughter of a Munro cadet of Foulis, an officer of His Majesty’s Forces in the North American Colonies, in 1756

			NATHANIEL BONNER,
born 1757;

			first wife: Sings-from-Books, granddaughter of the clan mother of the Wolf Longhouse of the Kahnyen’ kehàka people;

			second wife: Elizabeth Middleton, originally of Oakmere, Devon, in 1793
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			* indicates nonfictional character

		

	
		Prologue

		To the Earl of Carryck
Carryckcastle
Annandale
Scotland

		My Lord,

		Allow me to report success: at long last I have located the man I believe to be your cousin. He is known as Dan’l Bonner, called Hawkeye by his associates, Indian and White. Even if there were not plentiful documentary evidence that he is your uncle Jamie Scott’s son by Margaret Montgomerie, the sight of him alone would convince anyone that he is indeed a Scott of Carryck.

		Bonner resides on the northernmost frontier of the State of New-York, where he was raised—as you always believed—by Natives. I trust you will be pleased to learn that he took as guidwife a Scotswoman (now deceased), whose father was, by fortunate circumstance, a Munro cadet of Foulis. She bore a son, called Nathaniel, now some thirty-six years of age, in robust health and with a new guidwife in hopeful expectation. Both father and son have made their living as hunters and trappers in the wilderness that the Natives call the endless forests, between this place and the Mohawk Valley. That is where I found Nathaniel, who then directed me here to Montréal. He is a likely young man, and I believe you will be well pleased with him.

		Before I can carry out the task entrusted to me and convey Bonner and his son home to Carryck, Dan’l must first be disengaged from the military garrison where he is currently being held for questioning, in the matter of a large shipment of the King’s gold, missing for some forty years.

		You see that the family resemblance is more than simple physiognomy.

		I have had word from Pickering, who has docked the Isis at Halifax, but first getting to Bonner is a very complicated undertaking, and one which may require some drastic steps. The whole venture is made even more complex by the interference of the Lieutenant Governor, Lord Bainbridge. My Lord will remember Pink George from the unfortunate incident with the pig, I trust. He, at any rate, has not forgot it.

		Yours at command, My Lord
Angus Moncrieff
Montréal, this third day of January, 1794



		To Mr. Nathaniel Bonner
Paradise, on the West Branch of the Sacandaga
State of New-York

		Sir—

		With the prodigious help of Rab MacLachlan and your excellent directions, I have found your father. Unfortunately, the Lieutenant Governor had found him first and he paces a cell in the garrison gaol while being questioned on a matter referred to only as the “Tory gold,” details of which MacLachlan scruples to share with me. While I have seen your father for only a moment I can report that he seems to be in good health. A message in two parts:

		First, a young man called Otter, of the Mohawk (or Kahnyen’kehàka as I understand they call themselves), was arrested with him, but is unharmed. Second, your father believes that a “visit to the pomkin patch” is the only way to resolve his current difficulties.

		If, as I suspect, this means that you will be coming to Montréal, I beg you to call on me in my rooms in the rue St. Gabriel. You will find me to be an experienced and willing assistant in the garden. I ask only for your father’s ear for an hour to present my lordship’s case.

		I believe your lady’s time must be close at hand. Please allow me to send my very best wishes for her safe delivery, and for the continuing health of your entire family.

		Your Willing Servant
Angus Moncrieff
Secretary and Factor to the Earl of Carryck
Montréal, this third day of January, 1794

	
		
			PART I
___________
North to Canada

		

	
		1
February, 1794
On the edge of the New-York wilderness

		In the middle of a blizzard in the second half of the hardest, snowiest winter anyone in Paradise could remember, Elizabeth Middleton Bonner, sweat soaked, naked, and adrift in burning pain, wondered if she might just die of the heat.

		Once again she grabbed the leather straps tied to the bed frame to haul herself forward, and bore down with all her considerable strength.

		“Come, little one,” sang the girl who crouched, waiting, at the foot of the bed. Her ten-year-old face was alight with excitement and fierce concentration, her bloodied hands outstretched, beckoning.

		From a basket before the warmth of the hearth came the high, keen wail of Elizabeth’s firstborn: a daughter, just twenty minutes old.

		“Come, child,” crooned Hannah. “We are waiting for you.”

		We are all waiting for you.

		In the grip of a contraction that threatened to set her on fire, Elizabeth bore down again and was rewarded with the blessed sight of a crowning head. With shaking fingers she touched the slick, wet curls and her own flesh, stretched drumtight: her body on the brink of splitting itself in two.

		One last time, one last time, one last time. She strained, feeling the child flex and turn, feeling its will, as strong as her own. Elizabeth blinked the sweat from her eyes and looked up to find Hannah’s gaze fixed on her.

		“Let him come,” the girl said in Kahnyen’kehàka. “It is his time.”

		Elizabeth pushed. In a rush of fluid her son, blue-white and already howling, slid out into her stepdaughter’s waiting hands. With a groan of relief and thanksgiving, Elizabeth collapsed backward.

		For one sweet moment, the wailing of the newborns was louder than the scream of the blizzard rampaging through the endless forests. Their father was out there, trying to make his way home to them. With her arms crossed over the warm, squirming bundles Hannah laid against her skin, Elizabeth muttered a prayer for Nathaniel Bonner’s safe delivery from the storm.

		As Elizabeth labored, the small handful of farmers and trappers with the good sense to be stranded by the blizzard in Paradise’s only tavern sat huddled over cards and ale, waiting out the weather. While the winds worked the rafters like starving wolves at a carcass, they told stories in easy, slurred voices, but they watched their cards and tankards and the long, straight back of the man who stood, motionless, at the window.

		“Strung as tight as my fiddle,” muttered one of the card players. “Say something to him, Axel.”

		Axel Metzler shrugged a shoulder in frustration, but he turned toward the window. “Set down, Nathaniel, and have a drink. I broke out my best ale, here. And the storm won’t be letting up for you staring at it.”

		“Women will have babies at the worst times,” announced the youngest of the men solemnly.

		“Now, what would you know about it, Charlie? You got a wife hid away somewhere?”

		“A man don’t need a wife of his own to see that it’s damn hard luck to have run into this weather.”

		The storm raised its voice as if to argue. The roof groaned in response, and a fine sifting of dust settled over the room and the uncovered tankards.

		Axel plucked the pipe from his mouth in disgust and pointed his tattered white beard toward the heavens, exposing a long neck much like that of a plucked turkey. “Shut up, you old Teufel! Quiet!”

		The winds howled once more, let out a longish whine, and fell silent. For a moment the men stared at each other and then Axel tucked his pipe back in the corner of his mouth with a satisfied grunt.

		A woman appeared at the door from the living quarters just as the man at the window turned. The light of the fire threw his face into relief: half shadow, all worry, his high brow furrowed and his mouth pressed hard. In his hand was a crumpled sheet of paper, which he tucked into his shirt with one hand while he reached for his mantle with the other.

		“Curiosity?” he asked, his voice hoarse with disuse.

		“I’m right here, Nathaniel.” Long and wiry, straight backed in spite of her near sixty years, Curiosity Freeman moved briskly through the room, her skirts snapping and swirling. The hands adjusting the turban that towered above her head were deep brown against the sprigged fabric. She turned to a boy who sat near the fire, big boned, ginger haired, and pale with sleeplessness. “You there, Liam Kirby. Look lively, now. You fetch me my snowshoes, will you?”

		He sprang up, rubbing his eyes. “Yes’m.”

		Axel stood and stretched. “Good luck, Nathaniel! Give Miz Elizabeth our best!”

		Nathaniel raised a hand in acknowledgment. “Thank you, Axel. Jed, I was supposed to send Martha Southern word, would you take care of that for me?”

		“I will. Tomorrow we’ll wet the child’s head, proper like.”

		“We’ll do that, God willing.”

		Liam had gone out onto the porch, but the older woman hung back to put a hand on Nathaniel’s arm. “Elizabeth’s strong, and Hannah’s with her. That girl of yours has got the touch, you know that.”

		She’s only ten years old.

		Nathaniel could see that thought sitting there in the troubled lines that bracketed Curiosity’s mouth. “Elizabeth asked for you. She wanted you.” And me. I should be there.

		Curiosity squinted at him. Never the kind to offer false comfort, she nodded, and followed him outside.

		Strung out in single file with Nathaniel leading and Liam bringing up the rear, they left the village on snowshoes. They carried tin lanterns that cast dancing pinpricks of light over the new snow: a scattering of golden stars to match the fiery ones overhead. The night sky had been scrubbed clean; the moon was knife edged and cold, as cold as the air that stung the throat and nose.

		Nathaniel glanced over his shoulder now and then to gauge Curiosity’s pace. Thus far she showed no signs of tiring, in spite of the late hour and interrupted sleep. Frontier women, his father often said. When one of their own is in need, they can set creation on its ear.

		He had set out to fetch her almost twenty-four hours ago. She was his father-in-law’s housekeeper, but Curiosity Freeman was more than that: Elizabeth’s friend, and his own, the clearest head in the village and the closest thing Paradise had to a doctor since Richard Todd had decided to spend the winter in Johnstown; she had always been a better midwife, anyway. With a midwife’s sense of timing, she had been ready for him, her basket packed. She wiped the flour from her hands and arms and passed the kneading over to her daughter, calling out to her husband, Galileo, that she was on her way. Judge Middleton was still abed, and they left without disturbing him.

		“Let him sleep,” she had said, strapping on her snowshoes. “Ain’t nothing a man can do to ease a daughter in labor anyways, and my Polly will see to his breakfast. Did you send Anna word? I’d be glad of her help, with the rest of your womenfolk away.”

		“Liam’s gone to fetch her.”

		“Let’s get moving, then. First children ain’t usually in a hurry, but you never know.”

		But the whiteout had come down on them just outside the village, turning the world he knew tree by tree into a flickering mirror of silver and white, impossible to navigate. That they had found the trading post was a miracle in itself; that he had been able to wait there hour after hour without losing his mind was another. Nathaniel could not put the picture out of his head: Elizabeth in labor with only Hannah beside her. He had lost his first wife—Hannah’s mother—in childbirth on a warm summer night that felt nothing and everything like this one.

		He wiped the freezing sweat from his brow, and increased his pace.

		The mountain was called Hidden Wolf, and the high vale where his father had built a homestead forty years ago, Lake in the Clouds. This was a translation of the Kahnyen’kehàka name, but the whites had never found anything better to call the place where the mountain folded inward on itself. Triangular in shape, the valley was big enough for two L-shaped cabins, a barn, kitchen gardens, and a sizable cornfield on its outer edge, where the shoulder gave way to the precipice. At the opposite end, a waterfall dropped into a shallow gorge in a series of glittering, frozen arches. Below it a small lake was ringed with concentric collars of ice.

		When he was within earshot of the falls, Nathaniel broke away and left the others to struggle on without him. Past the first cabin where he had been raised, dark now with his father gone to Montréal and the rest of the family at Good Pasture. On through the small grove of beech, pine, and blue spruce to the far cabin, built less than a year ago for his new bride, Elizabeth Middleton. She had come from England to join her father. Well educated, able to speak her mind and willing to listen, with money and land of her own, and plans to teach. She had called herself a spinster without flinching, showing him sharp edges and soft ones, bone-deep curiosity and a well of raw strength and courage. From Chingachgook, his Mahican grandfather, Elizabeth had earned the name Bone-in-Her-Back.

		On the porch Nathaniel kicked off his snowshoes and threw open the door to fading firelight and warmth. The cabin smelled as it always did: of woodsmoke, pine sap, lye soap and tallow, curing meat, corn bread baking, dried apples and herbs, of the dogs and of pelts newly stretched and scraped, and of her smells, for which he had no names but a hundred images. And there was the smell of blood recently shed: copper and hot salt.

		Nathaniel put down his weapons and dropped his overcoat and mitts as he strode across the room, scattering ice and clots of snow. He paused before the open door of the small bedroom to breathe in. To force himself to breathe. His own blood hammered in his ears so that he could hear nothing else.

		They were there, asleep. The banked fire showed him his Hannah, curled at the foot of the bed, one arm across the long line of Elizabeth’s legs. Her face was hidden in the shadows.

		He crossed the room without a sound and went down on his knees. Elizabeth was breathing, her mouth slightly open, her lips cracked and beaded with blood. There was no fever flush—she was pale, her skin cool to the touch. The fist in his gut began to loosen, finger by finger, to be replaced by a warm wash of relief.

		Nathaniel pulled his gaze away from Elizabeth’s face to the bundle at her side. And blinked.

		Two infants, swaddled in the Kahnyen’kehàka way. Dark hair, rounded cheeks, white and pink faces smaller than the palm of his hand. One pair of eyes flickered open, unfocused. A tiny red mouth contorted, the cheeks working, and then relaxed.

		Twins. Nathaniel put his forehead on the bed, drew in a long breath, and felt his heart take up an extra beat.

	
		2

		The winter morning came with a pure, cold light, setting the ice and snow aflame with color and casting a rainbow across Hannah’s face to wake her. She lay for a moment, listening to the morning sounds: Liam was feeding the fire, humming to himself. The dogs whined at the door, and then a woman’s voice: familiar and welcome, but unusual here, so early in the day.

		The events of the previous night came to her in a rush and she stumbled out of her loft bed and down the ladder, pulling her quilt with her.

		Liam held out a bowl. “Porridge,” he said, without the least bit of enthusiasm. Since he had come to live with them Hannah had learned that Liam’s first allegiance was always to his stomach, but she could not keep her gaze from moving toward the bedroom door. It stood slightly ajar.

		Curiosity appeared as if Hannah had called for her.

		“Miz Hannah,” she said formally. “Let me shake your hand, child. Are we proud of you? I should say so.”

		Hannah found her voice. “She’s all right?”

		“She is. And those babies, too.” Curiosity laughed out loud. “If the Lord had made anything prettier he would have kept it for hisself.”

		There was a feeble cry from the next room. Hannah stepped in that direction, only to be caught up by Curiosity, who took her by the elbow and steered her back toward the table.

		“Just set and eat, first. Pass some of that porridge over here, Liam, and stop pulling faces. It’s honest food, after all.”

		“They are awful small,” Hannah said, accepting the bowl and spoon automatically. “I was worried.”

		“Twins tend to be small,” said Curiosity. “You were, when you come along. Nathaniel could just about hold you in one hand, and he did, too. Carried you around tucked into his shirt for the longest time.”

		“He carried you up to bed last night, too. Guess you didn’t even notice,” said Liam.

		“Well, he’s feeling perky, is Nathaniel.” Curiosity put a cup of cider on the table in front of Hannah.

		“A boy,” said Liam. “Chingachgook was right. Nathaniel’s got a son.”

		“So he does. And two fine daughters,” added Curiosity. “Never can have enough daughters, is how I look at it.”

		Hannah’s smile faded. “My grandfather should be here. He should know. I wish we had some word of him.”

		Curiosity sat down with a bowl of her own, and leaned toward the girl to pat her hand. “It looks like the good Lord is smiling on you today, missy. Jan Kaes brought a letter in from Johnstown just before the storm broke. Came all the way from Montréal.”

		“From my grandfather?” Hannah sat up straighter.

		Curiosity pursed her mouth thoughtfully. “Don’t think so. It was writ with a fancy hand, so I’d guess it was from that Scot—Moncrieff was his name, wasn’t it? The one that come through here at Christmas. I’ll wager he had some word of Hawkeye, though.”

		Outside, the dogs began barking and Liam got up to see to them.

		“That’ll be the judge,” said Curiosity. “And half the village with him, by the sound of it. Ain’t good news louder than Joshua’s horn?”

		“It is,” said Nathaniel from the doorway. He looked tired, but there was an easiness to the line of his back that Hannah hadn’t seen in a long time. She launched herself at her father; he caught her neatly, and bent over to whisper in her ear.

		“Squirrel,” he said in Kahnyen’kehàka, hugging her so hard that her ribs creaked. “I am mighty proud of you. Thank you.”

		“Is there word of Grandfather?” she whispered back.

		A sudden wave of cold air and an eruption of voices at the door pulled Nathaniel’s attention away. He patted her back as she let him go, but not before she saw the flash of worry move across his face, only to be carefully masked as he turned to greet his father-in-law.

		Elizabeth Bonner believed herself to be a rational being, capable of logical thought and reasonable behavior, even in extreme circumstances. In the past year she had had opportunity enough to prove this to herself and to the world. But next to her, soundly asleep in the cradle beside the bed, were two tiny human beings: her children. She could not quite grasp it, in spite of all the evidence to hand.

		Look, Curiosity had called, holding up first one and then the other to examine by the light of the rising sun. Look what you made!

		The day had been filled with visitors and good wishes, the demands of her own body, the simple needs of the infants. She was tired to the bone, but still Elizabeth looked. She lay on her side, watching the babies sleep. Her children, and Nathaniel’s.

		“Boots,” Nathaniel said from the chair before the fire. “You think too hard.”

		“I can’t help it,” she said, stretching carefully. “Look at them.”

		He put down the knife he had been sharpening and came to her. She had seldom seen him look more weary, or more content. Crouched by the side of the cradle with his hands dangling over his knees, he studied the small forms.

		“You did good, Boots, but you need your sleep. They’ll be looking for you again before you know it.”

		She nodded, sliding down into the covers. “Yes, all right. But you’re tired, too. Come to bed.”

		Now Elizabeth’s attention shifted to Nathaniel. She watched as he shed his buckskins, thinking what she must always think, and always keep to herself: that he was as beautiful to her as these perfect children. The line of his back, the way his hair swung low over the wide span of his shoulders, the long tensed muscles in his thighs, even his scars, because they told his stories. When he lay down beside her she moved closer to his warmth instinctively. But instead of drifting to sleep, she was caught up in his wakefulness.

		In the year they had been together she had at first been amazed and then slightly resentful of Nathaniel’s ability to fall instantly to sleep—it was a hunter’s trick, a warrior’s skill as important as the ability to handle a gun. But not tonight.

		“Now you are thinking too hard,” she said to him finally. “I can almost hear you.”

		He sought out her hand. “You knew about the twins. Why didn’t you tell me?”

		She hesitated. “Falling-Day thought you would worry overmuch. So did I. After what happened to Sarah—” Elizabeth looked into the cradle. Hannah’s twin brother had died in Nathaniel’s hands. Sarah had borne him one more son, and he had buried that child, too, in his mother’s arms. It was inevitable that he would think of those losses, even on this joyful day.

		He said, “I should have been here.”

		“Nathaniel—”

		“You must have been scared, when the storm came down.”

		He was determined to hear it, and so she told him.

		“Yes,” she said. “But soon after the pain started in earnest and I had little energy for anything else. And no choice, as you had no choice. But we managed, did we not?”

		He made a sound in his throat that was less than total agreement. Elizabeth brought his hand up to rub against her cheek.

		“Shall we name them for your father, and my grandmother? Daniel and Mathilde. Would that please you?”

		“Aye, it would. And it will please Hawkeye.” He turned to her, but his thoughts were far away. Gently, he fit his face to the curve of her neck and shoulder. He smelled of himself: honest sweat, leather and gunpowder, woodsmoke and the dried mint he liked to chew.

		“You’ve been thinking of Hawkeye a lot today.”

		She felt the tension rise in him, coming to the surface of his skin like sweat.

		“What is it? Tell me.”

		“There was a letter down at the tavern for me,” he said, his voice muffled. “From Moncrieff. He’s in Montréal.”

		She waited, slightly tensed now. “Moncrieff found your father?”

		“Aye. In the garrison, under arrest.”

		Suddenly very much awake, Elizabeth sat up and winced as her sore muscles protested.

		“Somerville’s men took him for questioning,” Nathaniel continued. “There’s rumors about the Tory gold.”

		“Oh, Lord.” With a glance toward the cradle, Elizabeth folded her hands before her. “Tell me all of it.”

		Nathaniel recited the letter; he had had nothing to do in the long hours of the whiteout but to read it again and again, and the words came to him easily.

		When he had finished, she lay back down. “You’ll have to go.”

		“You believe Moncrieff, then?”

		She raised a brow. “I doubt he would make up such a thing. To what end, after all. It is true that we do not know him well, Nathaniel, but in this much I think he can be trusted.” She paused. “We both know that you cannot leave Hawkeye locked up.”

		Nathaniel let out a hoarse laugh, but his look was troubled. “I can’t leave him in gaol, and I can’t leave you here alone. And you can’t travel.”

		Elizabeth shifted to a more comfortable position. “It’s true that I don’t like the idea of your going so far, right now. But I don’t see you have any choice.”

		In spite of the seriousness of their situation, Nathaniel grinned. He caught the plait that fell over her shoulder to her waist and gave it a good tug. “You’re the one with the talent for breaking men out of gaol.”

		She flicked her fingers at him, but color rose on her cheeks. “Do you have any idea how we could possibly get Hawkeye out of a military garrison?”

		“I’m sure something would come up,” he said. “There’s money enough, and money opens more locks than keys ever will. But I’m not about to leave you here alone with two new babies.”

		“Of course you must go. Moncrieff and Robbie cannot do it without you. Your father needs you.”

		“Boots,” Nathaniel said wearily. “My ma always told me never to cross a woman in childbed, but—”

		“A wise woman,” interrupted Elizabeth. “Most excellent advice.”

		Deep in the night, Nathaniel brought first the girl child and then the boy to her for nursing as she could not yet manage them both at once. Curiosity had come to the door at the first hungry cries, but seeing that Nathaniel was attending to Elizabeth’s needs, she nodded and slipped back to the bed she was sharing with Hannah in the sleeping loft.

		Yawning widely, Elizabeth sat up against the bolsters and watched her son’s small face. He tugged so enthusiastically that she had to bite back a small cry. Nathaniel sat beside her, his gaze fixed on the boy. Mathilde was on his lap, newly wound and already asleep.

		Elizabeth said, “I wish that you did not have to go, Nathaniel. But I cannot be so selfish. You will never rest easy here, knowing that your father needs your help. Someday you may call Daniel to you the same way, and I expect that he will do what he must to come. I trust that he will.”

		The candlelight lay like gold on the baby’s cheek. Nathaniel touched the tender skin with one finger. “You need me, too,” he said hoarsely. “It ain’t right to leave you, Boots.”

		“You will come back to me, will you not? To us?”

		“Aye,” he said, his breath warm on her skin. “Never doubt it.”

		News traveled fast in Paradise. The next morning Judge Middleton stood at the foot of his daughter’s bed and demanded the whole story while he kneaded his tricorn between his hands; he reminded her of nothing so much as one of her students with a guilty conscience. Looking at him now, she could not help marking the likeness to her brother. Julian had had the same high coloring and handsome features, and the same propensity for self-indulgence.

		The judge cleared his throat repeatedly. “I am sorry to hear of Hawkeye’s troubles, but I can see no reason for you to be alone on this mountain in the middle of winter. Come home with me. There’s room for all of you.” But he could not quite meet Elizabeth’s eye.

		She concentrated on the child in her lap, and at length her silence forced him to the heart of the matter.

		“Curiosity can look after you there as well as here,” he said gruffly. “Better.”

		The simple truth was, the judge feared that Nathaniel’s journey would cost him his housekeeper. Elizabeth was disappointed, but she knew that to argue this with her father would not be worth the effort. She said, “I will not leave Lake in the Clouds, but I will talk to Curiosity.”

		Greatly relieved to have this conversation over, the judge spent a few minutes admiring his grandchildren.

		“I think both of them will have your mother’s coloring.” Carefully the judge picked up Mathilde and examined her face. “She has your mother’s chin, too, but then, so do you. You do resemble your mother so, Elizabeth.” He narrowed his eyes at her, as if he were seeing her for the first time. “Both of you so independent. It is your curse, and your blessing. I fear this little girl will carry on in the same vein.”

		“I hope that she will,” Elizabeth said, somewhat taken aback by this uncharacteristic thoughtful turn in her father.

		He passed the baby over. “Life might be easier, if you would allow it.”

		“Life would have been easier for you, too, if you had stayed in Norfolk.”

		He smiled at that, and suddenly they were easier together than they had been in some time. Then Curiosity’s voice came to them from the other room, and the judge grew flustered. In no time at all, he had rushed out with the excuse of a meeting in the village.

		“That man,” Curiosity muttered when Elizabeth recounted her conversation with the judge. “Botherin’ a woman in childbed with his little man-pains. It’s a good thirty years me and my Galileo been free, and I ain’t about to start jumpin’ when he snap his fingers. Ain’t my girls as good at housekeepin’ as me?”

		Elizabeth agreed that they were.

		“Polly right there with nothing to do but feed the man, and Daisy not far off, either. I’ll tell you plain: he can just eat their cooking a while longer. Askin’ me to walk away from his only daughter new delivered ’cause he bored. No wonder he run off before I could have a word with him.”

		Elizabeth buried her smile in Mathilde’s fragrant neck, but Curiosity’s fury was not yet spent. She had brought in a bucket of hot water for the hip bath, and she tapped an impatient melody on the tin as she muttered to herself. Then her head snapped up and she grinned at Elizabeth. “We’ll send Martha up to the house to look after him. That’ll do the trick.”

		Martha Southern was a widow with three young children, and Curiosity had recently had the idea that the judge watched her with an oversolicitous eye.

		“You make me laugh, Curiosity. You will find an opportunity to matchmake even in this.”

		“You begrudge the judge a young wife?”

		“Of course not.” And then in response to Curiosity’s raised eyebrow: “If I were to worry about this at all, it would be that Martha might deserve a better sort of husband, after Moses.”

		Curiosity put her fists on her hips. “The judge might be a good enough husband, with the right kind of wife. And Martha alone, with three little ones. If it ain’t the judge, it may well be Charlie LeBlanc, and he ain’t got a hiccup to call his own.”

		She poured the second bucket of hot water into the tub and then produced a cake of soap from her apron pocket. “Come on now, let’s set you to soaking some of them sore spots away. Got some of the soap that Merriweather woman left behind. You’ll smell like a tavern maid lookin’ for a cosy man, but I suppose that don’t matter none. Quick, now, afore the men come back and let the cold air in.”

		“Where’s Nathaniel?” Elizabeth asked, climbing carefully out of bed.

		“Out in the barn with Liam,” Curiosity said. “Talking man talk.”

		Once, Nathaniel could have been ready for this trip north in an hour. With the buckskins on his back, a supply of no-cake and dried venison, all the powder and ammunition he could carry, he would have simply started walking. But these days he and Liam were the only men at Lake in the Clouds, and that made leaving even harder.

		“Firewood alone will keep you busy,” Nathaniel said, repeating something he had said before and that Liam knew anyway. But the boy didn’t seem to mind hearing it all again: Liam was a good worker: dogged, and thorough. Book learning was a chore for him, but he could track a buck all day and never lose the trail, and Nathaniel had never heard him complain, or seen him walk away from a task, no matter how dirty. They had taken Liam in last fall when his brother Billy died, and the boy worked hard to earn his place at Lake in the Clouds.

		“You call on Galileo or Jed to help out if things get too much for you,” Nathaniel said. “I already had a word with them about it.”

		“I can manage,” Liam said. He squinted out into the snowdrifts beyond the barn door. “How long do you think you’ll be?”

		There was the question that gnawed. Nathaniel pushed out his breath in a cloud.

		“If the rivers don’t break up before time, four weeks. If they do, and the rains come early, six. I’ll stop at Kayenti’ho on my way north, let Falling-Day and Many-Doves know what’s happened. They may send Runs-from-Bears this way, once they hear.”

		A small flickering in Liam’s pale eyes. “I can manage the work,” he said, his voice cracking.

		“I know you can,” Nathaniel said, remembering what it was like to be fourteen: raw and untried and dead curious about the world, resentful of being led; afraid to move on alone. “Listen to me now, Liam. If Bears comes this way, that don’t mean I don’t trust you. I do. I wouldn’t leave Elizabeth now if I didn’t.”

		The boy looked down at his oversized boots. When he raised his head again, there was a shimmer in his eyes.

		“Don’t know why you should.”

		Nathaniel put a hand on the bony shoulder. “You look in the mirror and you see your brother. But I’m here to tell you that I knew him better than you did, and you ain’t nothing like Billy.” For a moment Nathaniel struggled with a set of memories he could not share: the brother that Liam had only suspected, but would never know, if it could be helped.

		He said, “Would I leave my wife and children in your care otherwise?”

		Then he walked away, letting the boy sit with that for a while. Nathaniel busied himself hanging the deer he had shot and cleaned this morning; when he looked up, Liam’s face was splotched, but dry.

		“I’ll do my best by them.”

		“I know you will.” Nathaniel wiped his hands on a piece of sacking. “I’ll be leaving at sunrise, but there’s something to do this afternoon first, and I’ll need your help.”

		In winter, Hidden Wolf was mean-spirited: quick to punish any misstep, and unforgiving. Nathaniel focused on the wind, feeling the mountain talking to him through the web of his snowshoes. Liam followed closely. They had things to discuss but it wasn’t wise in such a wet cold, the kind that would settle in the chest if you gave it the chance.

		They walked uphill through stands of beech and maple and birch. All around them pine and hemlock were heavy armed and dragging with snow. Grouse startled and fussed as they passed; overhead the squirrels whirred and screeched at them, flinging beechnut shells. There was plentiful evidence of the wolf pack that roamed the mountain. They didn’t hide the remains of their prey: small game, mostly, but they had feasted recently on a young buck, leaving nothing behind but gnawed bone, a sprouting two-point rack, and a tattered hide.

		Nathaniel made a wide berth around a hump that another man might have climbed right over, an elevation that looked like nothing more than a downed tree covered with snow. He pointed out the vent hole and the faint mist of rising breath to Liam.

		“It’s there for the taking if things get lean.”

		Liam looked around himself, taking his bearings. Later in the season he would almost certainly come back here to brush away the snow and put a bullet through the bear’s eye. The hard part would be getting the carcass back to the cabin.

		On the backbone of the mountain they were met by a merciless wind that wanted nothing more than to send them flying out over the forests. Moving carefully on the exposed ridge, they made their way to a small plateau where a few boulders provided a windbreak. There they stopped to take off snowshoes and strap them to their backs, and then they started down a cliff face. Liam grabbed at stunted juniper to steady himself on the way down, catching himself easily when he began to slide. Nathaniel saw him taking his bearings again; the boy wasn’t lost, and could find his way back to Lake in the Clouds alone if need be.

		When he had Liam’s attention, Nathaniel pointed out a spalt in the cliff face that might have been nothing more than shadow. Without any explanation, he reached up and pulled himself into the mountainside.

		The rushing wall of water that formed the outer boundary of the cave sent a wave of cold right to the bone. From a store of wood stacked against the far wall they lit a fire, and then a torch.

		“I didn’t imagine it like this,” Liam said as he warmed his hands. “I thought it would be bigger.” His eyes kept moving to the long line of wolf skulls wedged into a crack in the far wall.

		Nathaniel disappeared into the shadows at the back of the cave. There was a dragging sound, and a thump, and he appeared again, wiping his hands on his leggings.

		“It is bigger,” he said. “Come have a look.”

		He had rolled away a good-sized boulder to reveal the next cavern. The torchlight danced on barrels and baskets and neatly bundled pelts. Hung from pegs driven into fissures were long ropes of dried corn and squash: provisions enough to take seven or more people through the winter. It was dry and quieter here, but cold.

		“This is how you managed, last winter,” Liam said, mostly to himself. Some of the men in the village had been set on driving the Bonners and their Kahnyen’kehàka family members off the mountain, resorting to thievery when intimidation got them nowhere. They had raided the cabin in the fall, finding less than they expected in the way of winter stores. Billy had been at the heart of that trouble, and where Billy went, Liam had gone, too.

		Nathaniel saw all this moving on the boy’s face, anger and shame and the regret for his part of what had happened. But it was Liam’s battle and he could not fight it for him, so Nathaniel went to work.

		“Lend me a hand with this.” He gestured with his chin to the largest of three old chests, squat and battered. Nathaniel kept his voice easy, but he watched Liam from the corner of his eye, saw the flicker of interest and surprise.

		The chest was heavy, and they put it down with a grunt near the fire in the front cavern.

		“The Tory gold?” Liam asked. His tone had a studied evenness, his voice cracking slightly.

		Nathaniel snorted. “You’ve been listening to Axel’s tall tales again,” he said, hunkering down. He gave the lock a twist and the lid opened smoothly.

		On the top was a bundle of papers rolled in oilskin and tied: the Deed of Gift that had transferred the land patent to Elizabeth, their marriage lines, a sales agreement for the schoolhouse Nathaniel had built and then sold to her at her insistence, other papers that would argue louder and longer in a court of law if they had to fight again to keep Hidden Wolf. There was a wooden box of his mother’s things, which he put to the side. Underneath, a faint shimmering, and Liam drew in his breath.

		“Silver,” he breathed. “Pure?”

		“Not exactly.” Nathaniel reached for the empty pack he had brought with him. “It’s hard to work it here, but we do the best we can.”

		Liam’s blue eyes blinked. “There is a mine on Hidden Wolf, after all.”

		“Aye,” said Nathaniel. “There is.”

		“The north face?”

		Nathaniel nodded.

		“Does the judge know?”

		“No. Guess he never went looking for it.”

		Liam was silent. At his sides his hands clenched and unclenched convulsively.

		Nathaniel said, “I’m only bothering with this now because I may need it in Montréal. The silver ain’t mine, though.”

		The boy’s head snapped up. “It ain’t? Whose is it, Elizabeth’s?”

		“The mine belongs to the Kahnyen’kehàka,” said Nathaniel. “So does the silver. But they won’t mind me using what I need to get Otter and Hawkeye out of trouble.”

		Liam crouched down, his eyes fixed on Nathaniel. “But the mountain sits on land that used to belong to the judge. He bought the patent at auction.”

		“True.” Nathaniel continued working, but he watched Liam’s face from the corner of his eye.

		“And he passed it on to Elizabeth, and then you married her.”

		“That’s true, too,” Nathaniel agreed. “Although it didn’t seem nearly so simple as that at the time. What’s your point?”

		Liam stopped and studied his hands. It was a habit he had that made him seem older than his years: thinking through what he had to say before he let it go. Another thing that distinguished him from his brother Billy.

		“Hidden Wolf belongs to you, and so does the mine. You have legal claim and the silver is yours—” Liam faltered, seeing the expression on Nathaniel’s face.

		“There’s more than one kind of law,” Nathaniel said. “The way I see it is, if anybody has a claim to the mine, it’s the Kahnyen’kehàka.”

		Liam stared through the waterfall toward the place where the cabins stood. “Does Elizabeth see it that way, too?”

		“She does. We’d sign the mountain over tomorrow, if the court would allow it.”

		The boy swallowed so that the muscles in his throat rose and fell in a wave. “My brother would get out of his grave to stop you from giving Hidden Wolf back to the Mohawk.”

		Nathaniel shifted his weight back on his heels. He could almost see Billy in Liam’s face. He had the same low, broad forehead, high cheekbones, and narrow-bridged nose. On his upper lip and the backs of his hands was the red-gold down that marked all the Kirbys. One day soon Liam would be as big as Billy had been, and as strong. But there was something in Liam’s eyes that his older brother had been lacking. Nathaniel said, “And you? What would you do?”

		“It ain’t none of my business,” Liam said.

		“Ah, but it is,” Nathaniel said. “If you’re one of us, it’s your business. This—” He looked at the chest, and then out through the falling wall of water, his gaze taking it all in: Lake in the Clouds, Hidden Wolf. “This is Hannah’s birthright, and Many-Doves, and their children’s. It’s my business to keep it safe for them, and it’s your business, too. If you’re one of us.”

		The boy flushed, color moving up his throat. He stared at Nathaniel, and then at the silver.

		“I’m one of you,” he said hoarsely.

		“Then let’s get to work,” Nathaniel said, handing him a pack. “It’s too damn cold to talk.”

		Not quite sunrise, and Elizabeth was wide awake. The babies had nursed just an hour earlier and were resting easily, but she lay unwilling to sleep. She had lit a candle, willfully putting away the small voice that chided her for this extravagance, and she lay on her side watching the first colors of the dawn through the ice-crusted panes of the single small window. The window was another luxury, and at the moment it was one she regretted. Soon the sun would come over the crest and Nathaniel would wake, and then he would get up and be gone.

		She had encouraged him to go; she had insisted on it. And still the idea of his going was suddenly overwhelming. Elizabeth was filled with dread, with vague worries about Montréal and the troubles there, with more detailed imaginings of the things that might come to pass—that often came to pass—in the endless forests, and with irritation at herself. She would not make this leave-taking harder on him.

		But she must study his face now. This face she knew so well. He would be thirty-six years old in the spring and already there was a single strand of white at his hairline. Straight brows, a scar beneath his left eye. The strong lines of nose and jaw. His mouth, the curve of it. The groove in his chin where the shadow of his beard was darkest.

		The sun had not yet risen, but she sensed a change in the rhythm of his breathing. There was a small tremor in the muscle of his cheek. She held her breath, hoping that he would settle again, hoping he would sleep until noon if it would keep him here one more day.

		His arm came up and around her, and pulled her down to him.

		“You’re so edgy, Boots,” he said softly. “Come, rest with me.”

		Elizabeth put her face against his neck and said what she had been determined not to say. “I wish you did not need to go.”

		His arm tightened around her shoulders.

		They were quiet together for a moment like that, the only movement between them his fingers on her temple, gently stroking. Under her hands his chest was as hard as oak. She drew in his smells and felt her pores opening, her nerves waking.

		“I wish—” she said finally. And stopped. She felt him waiting. When she turned up her face to his, Elizabeth found his eyes open and calm with knowing. He knew, he always knew. Nathaniel kissed her, and then she did cry. Just a little, enough to flavor the kiss with salt and regret and longing. He made a comforting sound against her mouth, his hands cradling her face.

		She held him to her, and kissed him back. It was all they could have now, in this little bit of time left, and with her body still so raw. But it was good to hold him, to feel that he wanted her, and to know that she could still want him back. In spite of the astonishing range of aches her body presented to her, still Nathaniel’s kiss made her breasts pulse and tingle, and in the pit of her belly there was the blossoming of nerves she had discovered on that winter morning when she had first learned the feel of him.

		There was a tightening and then a trickle of milk. She broke away with a sob of surprise.

		“Shhh.” He caught her up again, pulled her back to him. “Never mind, never mind. That happens. Never mind.” With one hand he raised her chin. He was smiling, a small smile. “I’m just sorry I can’t take you up on the offer.”

		She pushed against his shoulder with the palm of her hand, but he wouldn’t let go. With his mouth against her temple, he whispered to her.

		“I’ll come back to you, Boots, and you’ll be healed and we’ll be together. It’ll be warm enough then in the cave. We’ll get to know each other again where we started, you and me. How does that sound?”

		Elizabeth brushed the hair away from his face. “It sounds as if you should be up and away, so that you can come home again. ‘Journeys end in lovers meeting,’ after all.”

		“That’s one quote I’ll remember.” Nathaniel laughed. “It’ll serve me well on the long road home.”
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		The March winds came off the St. Lawrence in a rush, nosing up Montreal’s narrow lanes to seek out Nathaniel where he stood in the shadows of the Auberge St. Gabriel. Most of the city’s residents had retreated over slick cobblestones to their dinners by the time the seminary clock chimed four, but Nathaniel stood motionless and attentive, oblivious to the icy snow that rattled on roofs of tin and slate.

		The door of the tavern opened and a servant clattered out, bent to one side by the weight of her basket. Behind her followed two redcoats, shoulders hunched. Nathaniel pressed himself harder against the wall, relaxing even as they went past. Their eyes were fixed on their boots, and their minds on the duty that had drawn them away from hearth and ale. He was invisible to them.

		Nathaniel continued scanning the darkening street. Between the houses opposite there was a small flash of movement. A child, underdressed, searching the gutter as he slipped along in the shadows. For a moment Nathaniel watched, and then he stepped into the lantern light and held up a coin. The boy’s gaze snapped toward the faint shimmer and he angled across the lane in three bounds, to follow Nathaniel into the shadows.

		Perhaps ten years old, Nathaniel guessed, and small for his age. Eyes wary, one crusted red; his skin covered with filth and bruises. But he grinned. “Monsieur?”

		Nathaniel held out the shilling and it disappeared between quick fingers.

		“What’s your name?”

		“They call me Claude,” said the boy. “For another coin I will tell you my family name.”

		Nathaniel exhaled sharply through his nose. “There’s another coin if you get a message to the big Scot inside.” It was a long time since Nathaniel had used his French, but the boy’s nod was encouraging. “Tell him to meet Wolf-Running-Fast at Iona’s, and make sure nobody hears you,” he finished.

		“The auberge is full of Scots,” the boy said. “All Montréal is full of them. Will any Scot serve, Monsieur Wolf-Running-Fast?”

		“The tallest one in the room,” said Nathaniel. “White haired, answers to Rab MacLachlan. With a red dog, almost as big as you.”

		There was a flicker of interest in the boy’s eyes. “A coin for each of them, the man and dog?”

		“If they show up alone, you’ll get a coin for each of them.”

		“And one for showing them the way.”

		Nathaniel laughed softly at the idea; Robbie could find his way to Iona’s purblind. “You’ll get your coins if you do your job. And a plate of mutton stew, too, I’ll wager.”

		“Wolf-Running-Fast,” repeated the boy. “Iona.” And at Nathaniel’s nod, he disappeared into the darkened alleyway.

		Nathaniel had been trained too well to take anything for granted, and so he waited patiently in the shadows opposite Iona’s cottage, in spite of the wind and the rumbling in his gut. Now that he was here, finally, he remembered why he had stayed away all these years. At seventeen he had given up both his innocence and his virginity in Montréal. The first had been lost watching merchants and priests angle for the peltry and the souls of the Huron and Cree, Abenaki and Hodenosaunee. The second he had surrendered with less of a struggle to the lieutenant governor’s daughter. The thought of Giselle Somerville left a strange taste in his mouth, as if he had bit into an apple that looked sound but was inwardly foul. He had thought she could not touch him anymore, but it was her at the bottom of this trouble: twenty years, and she had still managed to reach out and put a cold finger on his cheek.

		The snow picked up, whipping into his eyes. He pulled his hood down farther and sought the warm center of himself, as he had been trained to do as a boy. At home both hearths would be blazing. There might be venison and corn bread and dried cranberry grunt. Finished with her work, Hannah would be bent over sewing, or a book if she had her way. Nathaniel imagined Elizabeth close by with a child at her breast. He could see her quite clearly; the heart-shaped face, the first worry lines at the corners of her eyes, her mouth the deep red of wild strawberries. By evening time her hair had worked itself free to curl damp against her temple, falling over the angle of her neck and shoulders bent protectively around the child in her arms.

		He had no clear pictures of the babies to call on. It had been too short a time.

		Nathaniel shook himself slightly. If he could concentrate, if he could get the job done here, he could be on his way home to them in no time at all, traveling with his father and Otter and Rab. The ice roads were frozen solid; they could make good time. At night they would sleep in snow caves and cook whatever they could shoot over a fire of their own making while Otter told his story: how he had landed here in Montréal when he was supposedly headed west, and how he had got mixed up with the Somervilles. The last word they had had of Otter was in December, when Rab MacLachlan came to Lake in the Clouds and brought the news that the boy was wound up with Giselle. Worse still was Rab’s report that Hawkeye was on his way to Montréal to untangle Otter from the mess.

		Moncrieff’s letter and the news that they were both in gaol hadn’t really come as too much of a shock: Canada wasn’t a good place for the Bonner men; never had been. Especially not when Giselle Somerville was involved. In the deep cold of the night shadows two things were clear to Nathaniel: they had to get his father and Otter out of the gaol as quickly as it could be managed, and they had to avoid the Somervilles. Once they were safe at home again there would be time enough to deal with Otter. He might be Hannah’s favorite uncle, but he was also a seventeen-year-old who had dragged four grown men into a dangerous situation.

		A muffled whoof! and the red dog appeared in the lane. At the side of Iona’s cottage there was a glimmer of white hair and a raised hand, and a door opened and closed. Nathaniel waited five more minutes. When there was no movement, he followed Robbie MacLachlan inside.

		It was a small room, lit only by the fire in the hearth and a betty lamp. The house smelled of woodsmoke, roast mutton, tallow, the wet dog who lay like a twitching log in front of the hearth and the unwashed boy who crouched next to her, shoveling stew into his mouth with his fingers. Claude shrugged a hello in Nathaniel’s direction, but Robbie had him by the shoulders before he could get out one word in greeting to either of them.

		“Nathaniel,” said the big man, bent over so as not to knock his head on the low-beamed ceiling, his broad, high-colored face creased in both pleasure and concern. “What are ye doin’ here? Shouldna ye be at hame wi’ Elizabeth? Is she well? Is the bairn come?”

		“She’s well, she’s very well,” Nathaniel reassured him. “And she’s given me healthy twins, a boy and a girl.”

		Robbie’s open expression clouded. “But then, why are ye here? What’s taken ye fra’ yer guidwife’s side?”

		“I came because I was sent for,” Nathaniel said. “Moncrieff wrote to say my father wanted me here. Isn’t he with Otter in the garrison gaol?”

		Robbie ran a hand over the white bristle on his jowls. “Aye, that’s true. But Hawkeye nivver asked that we send for ye. In fact, lad, he was glad tae ken ye safe at hame. I canna think why Moncrieff wad write and tell ye sic a thing.”

		“But I can,” said a calm voice at the low threshold to the other room. A woman appeared there: of small size and uncertain age, the kind who didn’t draw attention to herself, unless you took note of the animated expression of her eyes.

		“Miss Iona,” said Nathaniel. “It’s been a long time.”

		“Yes, it has,” she said. When she smiled, it was easier to see the young woman she had once been, and to give the stories credence. Almost twenty years ago Nathaniel had first made her acquaintance: Wee Iona, men in the bush called her, or Sister Iona, for she had once worn the veil and that was a fact few could overlook, or forget. How she had left the convent, and why, was the stuff of legend and rumor.

		Now she moved around her small home, offering him her hospitality. “Time has treated you well, Nathaniel Bonner. Take those wet things off now, come along. There’s stew, if young Claude here hasn’t yet eaten his way to the bottom of the pot.” The Gaelic hovered there just beneath the surface, all her s sounds soft and slurred. But her mind was as sharp as her voice was soft, and he felt her taking his measure.

		Nathaniel accepted a piece of sacking from her to towel his head. “Do you have reason not to trust Moncrieff?”

		She crouched down before the cooking hearth as nimbly as a girl of twenty. “He’s a Scot, is he not?”

		Claude shot a broken-toothed grin toward Robbie, who blushed and sputtered with indignation.

		Nathaniel pulled a few coins from his pocket, and held them out to the boy. He sprang up, wiping his mouth with the back of one grimy hand. At Iona’s suggestion of a warm sleeping place in the barn, he shot out the door, pausing only to glance back at Nathaniel.

		“If you should have need of me again, you can find me near the auberge at sunset.”

		“I’ll remember that,” Nathaniel said.

		When Claude was well away, Robbie returned immediately to the topic at hand. “Iona, I’m surprised at ye. A Hieland lass born and raised and still ye stan’ there and curse every Scot on the continent tae the de’il. It isna fair, lass.”

		“Perhaps not,” she conceded with a raised shoulder. “But you Lowlanders are a troublesome lot, and Moncrieff is worse than most. He wants what he wants.”

		“And that is?” asked Nathaniel, flexing his fingers in the warmth.

		“Is it not clear? He wants you and your father on a ship for Scotland. Which is why you sit here in front of my fire, Nathaniel, instead of with your wife and children at home. Of course, you must first get Hawkeye out of the garrison to bring about that end; Moncrieff is counting on that.” There was no anger in her voice, nothing of resentment in her tone: she laid out what she knew for his appreciation, or rejection. Nathaniel’s first impulse was to believe her.

		“How do you know him so well?”

		Robbie cleared his throat. “Moncrieff and I spend a fair amount o’ time here, talkin’.”

		“Did you happen to tell him the story of how Elizabeth broke my father out of Anna’s pantry?”

		“Aye,” said Robbie sheepishly. “That I did. It’s too guid a tale tae keep tae masel’, laddie. And in aa the time I’ve spent wi’ Moncrieff and aa the tales tolt, I’ve no’ heard him say a solitary word o’ ships tae Scotland.”

		Iona pursed her lips. “Then you were not listening carefully, Robbie MacLachlan. But I suppose that is not a surprise. I recall Isaac Putnam telling you more than once to clean out your ears.”

		The beginnings of an old argument flashed across Robbie’s normally agreeable expression. It might be a score of years since he had last been in Montréal, but there was still a spark between him and Iona.

		Nathaniel said, “Maybe my father was hoping to get out of gaol without getting me involved, but here I am and I can’t leave him sitting there. If Moncrieff’s got more than setting him free in mind, we’ll find out soon enough.” He paused to peel off a wet winter moccasin. “Once my father is free we’ll be headed home, and the whole of Scotland couldn’t stop us.”

		Iona pushed a stray hair away from her cheek, and Nathaniel saw that her white hair had gone very thin. “Don’t underestimate him.”

		Robbie put down his bowl with a thump. “Ye’re a distrustfu’ lass, Iona, but it’s served ye well these muny years. Perhaps I’ve been a wee owerfriendly wi’ Moncrieff.”

		“Do you know where he is now?” Nathaniel asked.

		“Och, aye,” Robbie said, throwing him a sidelong glance. “He’s dinin’ wi’ the bonnie Giselle. As he does muny an evenin’.”

		“I take it her father is out of town,” Nathaniel said.

		“Somerville is in Québec,” confirmed Robbie. “I dinna ken for how lang.”

		They looked at Iona, who inclined her head to one side thoughtfully. “Governor Carleton will keep him there for another week, I should imagine.”

		Iona was, for all her simplicity of self and home, the best source of information in Montréal. As a young woman she had moved among the armies of three nations while they battled each other for possession of the land; she had known the men who decided the fate of Canada, and she knew them still. These days they came to sit before her fire and talk, and she welcomed any friend of a friend who did not wear a Roman collar: the Scots who ran the fur trade; the English who commanded the colony; the French who lived in the shadow of the English and controlled the city’s goods and food supply. McTavish, McGill, Guy, Latour, Després, Cruikshank, Gibb, Carleton, Monk: they came singly or together to talk, and she gave them strong ale and good food, and she listened.

		“Has Moncrieff met Somerville?”

		Robbie let out a soft laugh. “Aye, he has. But our Angus Moncrieff is no’ on verra guid terms wi’ Pink George.”

		Nathaniel had to grin at Somerville’s old nickname, but he did not want to be distracted by a discussion of the man, his oddities or his faults, and so he turned the topic to more practical matters. In a few minutes he had extracted from Robbie the whole story of what had happened here, and it was as brief as he had expected: Hawkeye had come to take Otter home, and they had both been arrested. The authorities said they wanted Hawkeye for questioning about the Tory gold, but it was clear to Robbie and Iona both that something else was at the bottom of it all.

		“What is it that Somerville wants from them, then?” Nathaniel asked. “Do you have any sense of it? Did he find out about Otter and Giselle, is that it?”

		Iona was sitting on a small stool near the hearth with knitting in her lap, and she did not look up. “He may suspect, but he only knows of his daughter what he chooses to see. Which is very little.”

		“Then why are my father and Otter still in gaol?”

		Robbie spread out his hands. “It’s verra simple. Somerville canna risk Otter leavin’ Montréal. The governor wants the boy here, ye ken. Otter’s the only road they’ve got to Stone-Splitter.”

		Nathaniel sat back and rubbed his burning eyes with one hand, trying to make sense of it.

		Stone-Splitter was a Kahnyen’kehàka sachem who had never given in to O’seronni ways, and for that reason alone the English feared him above all others: he had a keen understanding of their weaknesses, no need of their gifts, and no taste for their whisky, and thus they had no way to control him. He was a warrior in the ancient tradition, the kind they still told stories about, the kind whose furiosity on the battlefield kept old soldiers jerking and muttering in their uneasy sleep. And the young men of his village were trained in the same manner.

		Of all the Kahnyen’kehàka sachem, Stone-Splitter was the only one who had refused to take sides in the war for independence and as a result his people had survived where others struggled. If the governor wanted Stone-Splitter’s attention, it had to be because he was arming himself for another war and hoped to have the sachem’s support and his warriors. Stone-Splitter was blood kin to Otter.

		Nathaniel turned to Iona, and he saw that she had been watching him, and probably knew exactly what was in his thoughts.

		“The smell of war is in the air,” she said. “But perhaps not for a few years yet.”

		Another war. Men had talked of it uneasily ever since the last one, for nobody quite believed they had heard the last of the English king. And now here it was, within reach. The urge to be away was stronger than ever.

		He said, “Once we get Otter out of gaol, will it be hard to get him out of Montréal?” Nathaniel was slow to meet Robbie’s gaze, but he found no reproach there.

		“If ye’re askin’ aboot Giselle, ye’d ken the answer better than I, laddie. Ye walked awa’ frae her once, wi’ your faither pushin’ frae behind.”

		Nathaniel wasn’t easily embarrassed, but he didn’t especially like being reminded of the hours he had spent with Giselle Somerville. He had been young, and healthy and ready to learn; she had been just as young, anything but innocent, and she had enjoyed teaching him. It was almost twenty years ago, but Nathaniel recalled certain moments with perfect clarity, when he let himself. Hawkeye had shown up and asked him straight-out if he wanted the girl to wife, and if she would come home with them to Lake in the Clouds.

		And that had been the end of it. Enough to wake him up to the truth: he could not live in Montréal, and she would have laughed at the idea of a life on the edge of the wilderness. And so he left Montréal with his father, and ended up spending the hunting season with Stone-Splitter’s people. That was when he had taken note of the oldest granddaughter of the clan mother of the Wolf, Sings-from-Books, who had become his first wife. Out of the pan and into the fire.

		He shook his head to clear it of the past. “Giselle will try to hold on to Otter, if she’s given the chance,” Nathaniel said. “She collects men like other women collect jewels.”

		Iona’s head was lowered over her knitting, but Nathaniel saw a tightening of her mouth, and then she spoke up: “That’s not very charitable of you, considering what you once were to each other.”

		It was a well-deserved rebuke, and Nathaniel accepted it with an inclined head. “You’re right. I shouldn’t pass judgment. But my worry now is for Otter.”

		“He’s a bonnie lad, and gey canny,” Rab said. “But he’s young, forbye, and—curious. It’s a guid thing he’s wi’ yer faither.”

		“We need to get him out of here. And us, too.”

		“Tomorrow, if possible,” Iona agreed.

		“Aye,” said Robbie. “Ye’ll get nae argument frae me.”

		“Have you got any ideas?” Nathaniel asked.

		Robbie grinned. “Have ye got iny money?”

		When they had talked for another hour, Robbie returned to the lodgings in the rue St. Gabriel, so as to keep Nathaniel’s presence a secret for the time being. In two days’ time, if all went well, they would be out of Montréal, and Moncrieff would never know he had been there. For a moment Nathaniel could almost feel sorry for the man, who wanted nothing more than to fulfill an obligation to his employer, an old man with no heir and no hopes. But stronger than that was the need to protect his own, and Nathaniel would turn his back on Montréal and Moncrieff without a moment’s hesitation.

		He slept deeply, and dreamed of the caves under the falls.
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		In his life Nathaniel had spent time in a few cities, but he would never be truly at ease in a crowd. And still he knew that in Montréal the commotion of the pig market was the best kind of camouflage to be had, and so he and Robbie headed there at sunrise. According to Iona, it was where they were most likely to find the sergeant in charge of the night watch at the garrison gaol, a dragoon called Ronald Jones.

		The cold was fierce enough to turn breath to ice, but still the sun managed to find purchase here and there, flashing off a tin roof, a cleaver hung on the side of a stall, an unshuttered window, a young River Indian’s silver earbob. A man couldn’t walk without being stepped on, pushed, touched: overweight merchants, half-drunk foot soldiers, butchers herding sows, maids pulling loaded sledges, beggars, dogs and oxen and horses and pigs everywhere. Despite the extreme cold the air was dense with the stink of swine slurry and curing meat, and it swirled with ashes and cinders from the bonfires that gave the butchers and their customers a place to warm themselves.

		Even in this crowd, Nathaniel felt eyes fix on him. Perhaps because he stood head and shoulders over most; perhaps because he was with Robbie, who stood even taller. They saw him, and forgot him: he was just another backwoodsman wanting liquor or a woman or a good price on his furs. Nathaniel reminded himself it was only for today, maybe for tomorrow. If they could find this man Jones; if he could be bought. He was aware of the weight of the double-sewn leather bags he wore strapped across his chest, some twenty pounds of near-pure silver.

		So focused was he on the idea of the Welshman that Nathaniel missed the first signs of the scuffle. From just to the left among the stalls came a guttural scream—crisse de tête à faux!—and a fist swung close enough to make him sidestep. Before Nathaniel could even be sure what was happening, the crowd rushed in, their errands and the cold forgotten with the promise of some entertainment.

		A butcher and a farmer sputtered and spat at each other across the carcass of a huge pig. The butcher had a head like a cannonball: heavy jowled, with a skull as pink and bristled as the mountainside of unmoving flesh at his feet. The farmer was black haired, twenty years younger, twenty pounds lighter, angrier. There was a fresh cut on his cheek. It made Nathaniel aware of the familiar weight of his rifle across his back, the comforting heft of the tomahawk tucked into his belt to lie flat next to his spine.

		All around the crowd heaved like a wasp-stung mule. Robbie swore, and swore again. He loved crowds even less than Nathaniel did.

		A man jumped up on a barrel. “Moe, j’prends pour Pépin, moe, p’is j’y mets dix shillings, là!” he shouted, waving a coin over his head.

		The farmer grinned at that and lunged, fists flying briefly. He fell back before the bigger man could get a lock on him, and new bets were shouted in English, Scots, French, and other languages Nathaniel didn’t recognize.

		Next to him Robbie grunted as a young boy tried to climb his back for a better view. A ripple and jostling, muttered complaints, and a redcoat pushed his way to the forefront, stopping just opposite Nathaniel. Slope shouldered and soft bellied, frizzled red hair, a mouth full of tiny teeth the color of cheap tobacco. He had the pinched expression of a little man with less authority than he wanted and more than was good for him.

		“Jesus wept,” muttered Robbie at Nathaniel’s ear. “There he is, that’s Jones. Ach, will ye look at him strut, the wee Welsh half-a-cockerl.”

		“Here, here! What goes on, what’s this?” With his chest pumped up, Jones’s bellow was astoundingly loud, but the men ignored him, locked in a tussle that sent them rolling over the dead pig to crash into the stall. For a moment they were lost in a landslide of smoked ham hocks.

		Next to Nathaniel, an old woman in a mangy blanket coat pulled on Jones’s sleeve. “Denier has been fooling with the scales again,” she hollered above the noise. “Young Pépin decided to teach him a lesson. And high time, too.”

		The two had rolled apart. The butcher hauled himself up on the ledge of the half-collapsed stall, his fist closing over a meat cleaver as he began a slow turn.

		“Pépin!” shouted the man who still perched on the barrel. “Faites attention! Il a un poignard!”

		Nathaniel saw the first flicker of real rage in the young farmer in the way his shoulders loosened and his face drained of color, all in a split second. Crouched in the chaos of the destroyed stall, he grabbed a long boning knife and snapped to his full height, his arm coming up to meet the butcher as he turned. In one smooth motion an acre of canvas apron fell open from neck to hipbone, the flap gaping to expose a hairy fish-white barrel of belly.

		Not even Jones could yell over the shouts of surprise and shocked appreciation.

		Barking like an enraged boar, the butcher dropped the cleaver to grab at his clothing, the huge head rearing up just in time to catch the knife, in earnest now. An almost careless flick of the younger man’s wrist and the vast pink cheek split open. A rainbow of blood in a shower, and Nathaniel flinched the warm drops out of his eyelashes as Denier threw himself forward, only to go sprawling over the pig and strike his head on the corner of the stall.

		The crowd fell silent, in surprise or horror, Nathaniel could not tell. Young Pépin’s rage was suddenly gone: he shook himself as if he could not quite believe what he saw.

		Jones was prodding the butcher with his toe. When he got a groan in response, he nodded.

		“Right,” he bellowed, hooking his thumbs in his wide leather belt. “It’s the magistrate for you both, innit?”

		But the young farmer seemed not to hear him at all, or not to care. A bottle was making the rounds, and he took a long swallow, staring fixedly at Denier’s heaving form.

		Jones cleared his throat loudly and flushed the color of his uniform. A vein began to throb in his forehead.

		“High time to be away,” Nathaniel said, and heard Robbie’s grunt of approval. But it was too late; Jones rounded on them and pointed to Robbie, easily the biggest man in the crowd, twice his own size. “You haul the carcass to my sledge over there.”

		“The pig?” The old woman grinned, her gums showing dull red. “Or Denier?”

		Jones’s eyes moved over the massive back of the dead animal, and Nathaniel could see him calculating. “Both. The pig comes along as evidence.”

		“And dinner, forbye,” muttered Robbie.

		The young farmer’s attention shifted from the pig to Jones, and his brow creased in understanding and the first glimmerings of new rebellion.

		“What are you staring at, boyo?” Jones stepped toward him. “It’s the magistrate for all of youse, a pig and two frogs—”

		“And a Welsh horse’s ass,” added Robbie in French. There was a single loud guffaw followed by a wave of uneasy laughter.

		“What was that?” Jones roared. “What was that?”

		Robbie raised a brow. “I said, the lad’s got nae English.”

		“Then bloody tell him in French,” snapped Jones. His gaze fixed on Nathaniel. “You there, Jacques. You look a right enough frog to me. You tell him.”

		Nathaniel considered. He could do what this little man was commanding him to do, or he could do what he wanted to do, and show him his back and his contempt. There was no chance now that Jones would be of any use to them in getting Hawkeye and Otter out of gaol; the question was, how badly could he get in their way.

		“Permit me,” said a familiar voice. Nathaniel sighed inwardly, not especially surprised to see Angus Moncrieff pushing through the crowd. Well dressed, straight of back, he nodded to Jones and in swift, Scots-accented French he explained to the farmer what he needed to know. When he was finished, he turned to Nathaniel and Robbie.

		“Moncrieff,” said Nathaniel.

		A brief smile in response. “Nathaniel. I’m pleased to see ye here at last.”

		Moncrieff suggested a place near the docks that would be close to empty early on a workday morning. Because it was cold and there was no way to avoid the conversation, Nathaniel and Robbie went with him to the small tavern in the shadows of Notre Dame de Bonsecours.

		It was a clean tavern, warm, and the smells of fresh bread and mutton roasting over a slow fire were inviting. There were only two other customers: a middle-aged man crouched over his ale, and a young sailor with a heavily bandaged leg. The first seemed to have no interest in anything but what he found at the bottom of his tankard; the second snored loudly, his tar-stained hands crossed over his chest and his head thrown back against the wall.

		The serving woman greeted Moncrieff by name, and showed them to the best place near the hearth.

		Before they were settled, Moncrieff said, “So tell me, man. Have ye guid tidings from Paradise?”

		A broad smile broke out on his face when he had heard Nathaniel’s news. He was all curiosity and good wishes, asking for details that would interest few men.

		“We must drink to your guid fortune, and your lady’s health,” he announced finally.

		The serving woman brought them tankards, kicking up her skirts to flaunt her ankles as she crossed the room. Moncrieff watched her go, tucking his pipe into the corner of his mouth with a thoughtful expression.

		“A friend of yours?” Nathaniel asked.

		Moncrieff lifted one shoulder in a gesture that spoke more of France than Scotland. But there was no mistaking him for anything but a Lowland Scot: he had the face, long and lean, large eared and strong of nose and chin. Nathaniel had seen faces much like his in his mother’s drawings of the family she had left behind: uncles and cousins he had never met, would never know except by the set of their eyes and the angle of jaw. Moncrieff must be in his mid-fifties at least; there were deep wrinkles around his eyes and the beginning of dewlaps at his jawline. But he still had a full head of lank dark hair tied in a neat queue, and an energy that many younger men lacked. The truth was, Nathaniel was inclined to like the man, wanted to believe him, but there was something just below the surface that he could not be sure of. Trust was a luxury he could not afford, not right now.

		“That’s Adele,” said Robbie, one corner of his mouth twitching upward as they watched the woman move about the room, hips swinging. “A widow woman, is she no’? One o’ Angus’s muny special friends.”

		Moncrieff smiled over the edge of his tankard. “Aye, I’ve a few friends in Montréal. Until today I counted Jones among the useful if less pleasant o’ them.”

		Nathaniel said, “We weren’t there to start a fight with the man.”

		“That I can weel believe. But it’s uncommon easy to quarrel wi’ Jones. ‘Big heid and wee wit, never gaed tegither yet.’ Or so it’s said.”

		Robbie snorted in appreciation.

		Moncrieff chewed on the stem of his pipe and stared at Nathaniel for a moment. “You were planning to pay Jones to slip Hawkeye and Otter out o’ the garrison gaol.”

		Nathaniel shifted, trying to find a more comfortable spot on the settle. “And if we were?”

		Another Gallic shrug. “It isna an especially guid plan to put faith or your money on a man like Jones. He’d sell his mither to the de’il, and were there profit in it.” Moncrieff met Nathaniel’s eye. “And o’ course, he’s heard tell o’ this Tory gold. He’d be thinking you’ve got it wi’ ye, and wondering how to get his hands on it.”

		Carefully, Nathaniel put down his tankard as he looked Moncrieff in the eye. “He ain’t the first, nor the last, I imagine. But I’ve got no gold on me, since you seem to be wondering.”

		It was almost a relief to see the man flush. He put his pipe aside, laid both hands flat on the table, and rocked forward, as if to push it to the floor with his weight.

		“I care naething for gold, and had ye a pure ton o’ it. It’s your faither’s fate that concerns me, and getting him out o’ gaol. Had I thought it could be done wi’ coin alone, I should ha’ seen it done lang syne. My purse isna empty, man.”

		After a long moment, Nathaniel nodded. “Fair enough.”

		Robbie cleared his throat. “I suppose ye’ve got a better plan, Angus?”

		“Aye, Rab, perhaps I do. If you care to hear it told.”

		The serving woman came to refill their tankards, and they were quiet while they waited for her to finish. She took her time, leaning over the table to display her ample bosom to Moncrieff. He patted her hand and murmured something Nathaniel did not quite hear, but understood anyway. Adele left them with a smile.

		Nathaniel held up a hand to keep Robbie from answering the question that still hung in the air. “Before this goes any further—”

		Moncrieff sighed. “You want an explanation for my letter. Aye, and I’ve earned some harsh words. Go on, then.”

		“You admit it?”

		“Admit that I lied in my letter, and that it wasna your faither’s idea to send for ye? Aye, I admit it. And tell me this: wad ye rather be hame the noo, and him in gaol? I havena kennt ye verra lang, Nathaniel Bonner, but I didna think that wad sit weel wi’ ye.”

		With every swallow of ale Moncrieff’s English was giving way to Scots. Whether it meant the man was telling the truth or moving farther afield of it, of that much Nathaniel could not be sure. He said, “I would rather have had the whole story, and made up my own mind.”

		With one fingertip, Moncrieff traced the gouges on the table as if they were an alphabet he alone could read. He had the hands of a man who earned his living with books and paper and ink: fine fingered and un-scarred. Nathaniel wished for five minutes of his father’s counsel, for he truly did not know what to make of Angus Moncrieff.

		On the other side of the room, the sailor roused and hobbled out, tossing a coin to Adele. The man in the corner called for more ale and began to sing softly to himself: a German lullaby or maybe a love song, slow and melancholy. Outside, a girl scolded a herd of goats as she hurried them along, the sound of the bells clear and true in the cold air.

		When Moncrieff looked up again, his color had settled and his tone was calmer. “Aye,” he said. “You’re right. I overstepped my bounds, and I apologize. But now ye’re here. You can ha’ my help, or leave it. Which will it be?”

		Nathaniel sat back to consider.

		Robbie had taken to Moncrieff, and after thirty years in the bush Robbie was wary of strangers and slow to give his friendship. He could make a mistake, certainly. But maybe he had not. Elizabeth, who had a keen ear for things left unstated and no patience with half-truths, had not been terribly worried by Moncrieff. She had put the case before Nathaniel with her usual simplicity and clarity: If Hawkeye decides he needs to go to Scotland, then he will go. However unlikely it seems to us that he might want to do such a thing, he has the right to decide for himself. And it was the truth; Nathaniel could admit it to her and to himself, but he could not allow Moncrieff to see it in his face.

		There were other truths that couldn’t be overlooked: they had made an enemy of the man who was their only link to the gaol, whereas Moncrieff had connections, and an idea.

		“First things first,” Nathaniel said. “Tell me what it is you want with my father once he’s free.”

		“It’s verra simple,” Moncrieff said softly. “The Earl o’ Carryck would like to find his heir before he dies. The laird’s wish is that the land and holdings …” He paused, and then went on. “And the title stay in the family. Nae mair, nae less than that. What I want from your faither is an hour o’ his time, to tell him o’ his kin, and his birthright.”

		Nathaniel nodded. “You’ll have your hour. But listen first, and I’ll tell you now what I know in my gut to be true. Maybe my father was born a Scott of Carryck—you seem to be sure of that, and I can’t say you’re wrong—but he was raised in the wilderness and in his heart he’s more Mahican than white.”

		“And yet he married a Scotswoman,” Moncrieff said.

		“Who turned her back on Scotland.” Nathaniel leaned closer. “Listen to me. Even if that earldom is rightfully his, he’ll want nothing to do with it. He’ll never get on a ship for Scotland of his own free will. If he tells you that to your face, will you leave here, and go home?”

		A flicker in the deep brown eyes: anger or disbelief or perhaps just stubbornness. But Moncrieff inclined his head. “Aye, if your faither tells me sae, I’ll be awa’ hame to Scotland.”

		“I’m not coming, either,” added Nathaniel. “I’ll have no part of it. Are we clear on that?”

		“Aye,” said Moncrieff. “Verra clear.”

		Robbie clapped Nathaniel on the back, laughing. “By God, laddie, ye should o’ been a lawyer. Angus, tell us wha’ ye’ve got in mind.”

		Moncrieff took a long swallow and then pulled a kerchief from his sleeve to wipe his brow. “The cook,” he said finally, and in response to the blank look he got from both of them, he produced a slanted grin. “Martin Fink, the Somervilles’ cook. He has a weakness for cards and whisky, a verra bad combination for a man o’ limited resources.”

		Nathaniel frowned. “Can a cook get us into the gaol, or our people out of it?”

		“Ach, nothing so simple as that,” said Moncrieff. “But he can let ye bide in Pink George’s kitchen, and that’s where ye need to be, this evening. Giselle’s invited me tae one o’ her parties, and she intends to have Otter and Hawkeye there.”

		Nathaniel remembered Giselle’s parties very well. She gathered men around her for the evening when her father was away, more concerned with amusement than reputation. He had never enjoyed them, and liked the idea even less now. “You’re thinking we’ll just walk them out of the lieutenant governor’s mansion?”

		“At the right moment, aye. And why not?”

		Why not. Nathaniel hid his grin in his tankard. It was a beautifully simple plan. At the most it would require that they waylay the redcoats assigned to guard the prisoners. With the right management, they would be drunk, too.

		But Robbie was blinking at Moncrieff in disbelief, his color rising fast.

		“Are ye saying that Giselle has summoned Otter and Hawkeye tae entertain the lairds and officers, like trained monkeys? Hawkeye will ha’ nane o’ that, and should she stand him at the end of a musket.”

		“That may be true,” Moncrieff said, lowering his voice. “But think on it, Rab. They’ll aa be fu’ o’ drink by midnight. By morning they’ll be sober, and we’ll be lang awa’.”

		“My father will see the beauty of that, if we can get word to him.” Nathaniel put a hand on Robbie’s shoulder. “He’d go a far sight further to get out of gaol than sit next to Giselle Somerville at a dinner table.”

		Robbie frowned. “Pink George will be in a puir temper when he comes hame and hears o’ it. It wadna be the first time he’s raised a hand tae his dauchter.”

		“She’ll have to handle that on her own,” said Nathaniel, more loudly than he intended. “She’s had to deal with him angry, she knows what she’s about.”

		“Ye’re an unco’ hard man betimes, Nathaniel Bonner.” Robbie sighed, rubbing the bridge of his nose with one broad thumb. “Wha’s first then in this plan o’ yours, Angus?”

		“The gaol. We’ve got to get word to Hawkeye. Wee Iona would be willing to pay a call, perhaps.”

		“No’ Iona,” Robbie said in a tone that brooked no discussion.

		Nathaniel nodded in agreement. “She’s too well known to get involved in this.”

		Moncrieff studied the tabletop. After a moment, he turned to look over his shoulder at Adele, who was sitting on a stool by the hearth and tending a kettle of beans. She was up before he could even wink at her, soft curves and a warm smile.

		“Perhaps a friend, then, wi’ a bit o’ beef, and a message tucked away in a safe place.” He rose with his tankard in hand, tipping back his head to get the last swallow. “I need a private word wi’ Adele. Tell me, man. How are ye at cards?”

		“I’m better with a rifle,” said Nathaniel.

		“He’s better wi’ a bluidy sewin’ needle.” Robbie grinned.

		Nathaniel shrugged. “I expect that’s true,” he said. “There ain’t much I like less than cards.”

		“You won’t have to pretend to lose, then.” Angus nodded, satisfied. “Perhaps you and Robbie would care to see if there’s any interest in a game.” He raised one brow in the direction of the man singing into his ale, and then headed toward the back room where Adele had disappeared.

		Robbie straightened, his face creased in confusion. “Why wad we want tae play cards wi’ a whey-faced sot like that?” he asked, sending a fierce look toward the corner.

		“Because that’s Martin Fink,” Nathaniel said. “Did you think Moncrieff steered us here by accident?”

		Robbie started. “The Somervilles’ cook, d’ye mean? Mary bless me, and sae it must be.” He rubbed a hand over his face. “I wadna ha’ guessed Angus tae be sae verra sly.”

		Nathaniel picked up his tankard to swallow the last of his ale, and along with it the worst of his doubts about Angus Moncrieff. They were started down this road now and they would see where it took them, but he would be on guard. He clapped Robbie on the back and leaned over to whisper in the great shell-like ear. “You watch my back, Rab, and I’ll watch yours.”

		A forest away, Elizabeth was half asleep in front of the hearth with both infants at her breast, when faint laughter startled her into full wakefulness.

		“What was that?”

		Hannah looked up from grinding corn, and wiped a strand of hair away from her face with the back of her hand. “What was what?”

		Confused, Elizabeth settled back into the rocker. “I heard something. Perhaps I was dreaming.”

		“About my father,” Hannah concluded.

		With a yawn she could barely hold back, Elizabeth pulled the pillows that supported the twins closer to her. There were longer pauses now between gulps, and soon they would be asleep. Elizabeth thought of the cradle and her own bed in the other room, but she was simply too weary to move, and she let herself drift back toward sleep just where she was. For three weeks now she had never had as much as three hours of continuous rest; it was no surprise if she was beginning to confuse waking and sleeping dreams.

		Hannah looked worn down, too. All day long she worked, she and Liam with Curiosity’s help, to keep the household running, food on the table, the firewood stacked, the hearth cleaned. Seldom did Elizabeth miss her girlhood home, but she found herself thinking more and more these days of Aunt Merriweather’s legions of servants. At Oakmere, little girls had been free to be little girls.

		As long as they weren’t overly interested in the contents of the library, she reminded herself.

		Voices outside, coming closer. Liam and Curiosity, and perhaps one of Curiosity’s daughters or Martha Southern, up from the village to bring a covered dish or a pound of butter, for they kept no cow here on the mountain. She had good neighbors; they did what they could to help. Elizabeth knew that she should rouse herself, put the babies in their cradle, her clothing to rights, comb out her hair, wash her face, make tea, help with the corn bread, the endless laundering of swaddling clothes, the mending. The ash barrel, the candle box, the spindle, the mortar and pestle—they all called out to her. But the fire crackled peaceably and the babies were so heavy, pinning her down to her chair, to the earth itself: it felt as if she would never be able to stand on her own two feet, to move unencumbered, ever again.

		And still, and still. She could not look at them without having her throat close with tears that were equal parts exhaustion and joy: Mathilde’s round cheeks working rhythmically even in her sleep; Daniel’s small hand spread out on the white skin of her breast.

		Voices closer still; Hannah listening now, too, her head cocked to one side, plaits swinging free to her waist. Curiosity must be in the middle of a story. She had so many of them, but the children were always asking for more. They were all storytellers, these people who carved out lives for themselves on the edge of the frontier. It would be years before she had heard all of Nathaniel’s.

		With her husband’s image foremost in her mind, Elizabeth finally let sleep claim her, thinking of the stories he might bring back with him from Montréal, and wondering how much longer it would be before she would hear his voice again.

		Deeply asleep, she did not see the flush of excitement and pleasure on Hannah’s face at the sound of steps on the porch. Her chores forgotten, Elizabeth and the babies forgotten, Hannah flew across the room as the door opened for the travelers: her aunt Many-Doves with a wide smile and a cradleboard peeking over her shoulder; Doves’ husband, Runs-from-Bears, grinning at her as he swung a willow carry-frame to the floor; and Falling-Day, wrapped in a mantle of fisher pelts the same deep color as her eyes and hair, so much like Hannah’s own. With small sounds of welcome, of relief, of joy beyond bearing, Hannah flung herself into her grandmother’s open arms.

	
		5

		The Somervilles’ basement kitchen was as deep and dim as a cave, but there was nothing cool about it: the combined heat of hearth and ovens had set even the walls to sweating. From a remote corner where they were supposed to be waiting to resume their day-long card game with Martin Fink, Nathaniel and Robbie watched the man scramble to send course after course up to Giselle and her guests.

		She hadn’t lost her appetite for the unusual. In addition to platters of fancy meat pastries, tureens of soup and ragout, a suckling pig, roast mutton, a haunch of venison, three kinds of fish, every manner of pickled or potted vegetable, and breads and rolls stacked in elaborate patterns, there had been a roast swan shouldered by not two but four serving men. Dressed again in its own white feathers after being stuffed, the long neck held up by hidden skewers, the bird went up the stairs, surrounded by doves baked in nests of puff pastry.

		Now Fink was laboring over a huge meringue, decorating it with candied fruit. It reminded Nathaniel of the powdered wigs that had gone out of fashion not so long ago. The cook circled the platter with one eye squeezed shut and a finger pressed to his mouth. Finally he stood back, looked over at the men in the corner, winked conspiratorially, and burst into noisy song. Dish by dish, his mood improved and his songs became louder.

		“Aye, sing awa’, ye daft bugger,” muttered Robbie. “The man canna wait tae take the rest o’ the silver frae ye, laddie.” He might rarely play cards, but Robbie was having a hard time purposely losing to a half-drunk Alsatian cook with the habit of singing publicly, and off-key. In a burst of winner’s generosity, Fink had offered them the finest his kitchen had to offer, but Robbie had accepted only bread and some cold venison. Now he tore off great chunks, never taking his eyes from the cook.

		Nathaniel swallowed down a yawn. There would be at least another hour of this: the servants were fussing over blue-veined cheeses, fruit compotes, liquors and coffees and drinking chocolate. Things he had never heard of before he came to Montréal, or thought of much since leaving it. Suddenly the wish to be home was strong enough to make him get to his feet. He pulled on his mantle and picked up his rifle by its sling and slipped it over his shoulder. “I think I’ll have a look around upstairs until Fink’s ready to deal the next hand.”

		Robbie gaped up at him. “And how d’ye plan tae do that, wi’ a hoose fu’ o’ redcoats? I suppose Giselle has a secret stair hidden awa’?”

		“Not so secret,” said Nathaniel. “I wouldn’t want to guess how many men know about it, but it’s likely that a few of them are at the dinner table right now.”

		“Gin that’s the case,” said Robbie, tucking the remainder of his bread and cheese into his sack and lumbering to his feet, “I micht as weel come wi’ ye. Yon glaikit lump”—he pointed at Fink with his chin—“will ha’ nae use for us afore the eatin’s done. Tell him we’re goin’ tae empty our bladders.”

		•  •  •

		It was good to be out of the kitchens, away from the accumulated smells of a thousand meals. Nathaniel drew in cold air and paused in the courtyard, listening. There was no sign of the guard; they were probably warming themselves inside, sloppy with Somerville away.

		With Robbie close behind, Nathaniel made his way to a stand of evergreen bushes, and pushing them apart, revealed a small wooden door without a handle. He pressed on two spots simultaneously and it swung silently inward to disclose a narrow stone stair. It smelled of damp and tobacco smoke and of Giselle, too—slightly musky, the scent of her hair when it was uncoiled and free. It was strange and still immediately familiar, and it made his own hair rise on the back of his neck, as if he were being stalked by an enemy just out of sight.

		Nathaniel made his way up the short flight with Robbie following silently. They paused on a landing, although the stairs went on into the dark. By touch he found the two stools he remembered, and directed Robbie to one of them in a low voice.

		On the other side of the wall were the muffled sounds of laughter and tinkling glassware. Nathaniel felt for the panel, and with a moment’s hesitation, slid it back to reveal two sets of peepholes. Candlelight came to them in four perfectly round streams, and the interwoven voices separated themselves into five or six distinct conversations.

		His father and Otter were there, to either side of Giselle. Before Hawkeye was a plate of sweets and a full wine glass. Moncrieff was farther down the table, involved in a conversation with a well-dressed man Nathaniel didn’t recognize.

		“Panthers among peacocks,” whispered Robbie. Hawkeye and Otter stood out in their worn buckskin hunting shirts and leggings, flanked by army and cavalry officers in scarlets and blues, green plaids, flowing ribbons, brass buttons, gold braid, silk sashes, swords with ornate baskets.

		“Hawkeye looks aye crabbit.”

		“Testy, but in good health,” Nathaniel agreed, relieved just to see his father looking himself. He was sixty-nine years old, a man who had spent most of his lifetime out-of-doors, but he sat there as he would sit at his own table, or at a Kahnyen’kehàka council fire, as lean and straight as a man in his prime, his eyes alert and watchful.

		There was only a partial view of Otter’s face, but the tension in the boy’s shoulders was easy enough to read. He was wound up tight and ready to spring. Adele’s visit had primed them well.

		And there was Giselle. Looking down over the room and not ten feet away from her, they were close enough to count the pearl buttons at the nape of her gown. She sat with her back to them; a good thing, for she had sharp eyes. Nathaniel let himself study her, the dark blond hair pinned up to reveal the long neck, the white skin of her shoulders against deep green silk, the curve of her cheekbone when she turned her head to speak to the servant.

		Now that he had got this far Nathaniel couldn’t remember why he had dreaded the sight of her so much. She was still beautiful—he could see that even from here—but she wasn’t Elizabeth, and she had no power over him. To his surprise, the most he could feel for her was a vague gratitude and reluctant admiration. Giselle did as she pleased. She could be ruthless; she cared nothing at all for the good opinion of others; and there was an air of casual danger about her. Because it suited her to do so, she surrounded herself with men who were eager to amuse, taking from them what she wanted and leaving the rest. Tonight she had placed a seventeen-year-old Kahnyen’kehàka at her right hand over rich and powerful men, and none of them dared challenge her. She had been having parties like these behind her father’s back since she was sixteen.

		A cavalry officer was holding up his glass toward Giselle, the wine picking up the candlelight and flashing it back again. His own complexion was equally flushed.

		“This Paxareti,” he announced in a voice slurred with drink, but just loud enough to claim everyone’s attention, “is proof that the Portuguese are not total barbarians. It comes from a monastery a few hours’ ride from Jerez, but it is well worth the cost. Well worth it, by God.”

		“And how very thoughtful of you to bring it to me, Captain Quinn,” said Giselle. Her tone was easy, encouraging but not engaging, and her voice was just as Nathaniel had remembered it, deep and slightly rough, as if she had strained it the day—or the night—before. “And how sad that our American friends resist so great a pleasure.” She was looking at Hawkeye, but she leaned slightly toward Otter as she spoke.

		“It is said that two glasses of strong sherry will render a reticent man more communicative without … impairing him,” commented an officer of the dragoons who was staring at Hawkeye. He was well grown and broad of shoulder, but when he grinned he revealed a set of ivory teeth too large for his mouth.

		Hawkeye raised a brow. “When I’ve got something to say worth saying, I’ll speak up, with or without spirits. So far I ain’t heard anything worth the trouble.”

		Robbie’s grunt of approval was lost in the mixture of laughter and protest from below.

		“What of your young friend, then?” The dragoon’s gaze wandered toward Otter. “Or has he no civilized languages?”

		“Major Johnson,” Giselle said evenly, before Hawkeye could reply. The toothy smile shifted in her direction; the tilt of his head said he expected her approval.

		“At your service, Miss Somerville.”

		“You are boring me.”

		He drained of color. “I only meant—”

		Giselle turned her attention to the opposite side of the table, ignoring Johnson’s apologies.

		“Captain Pickering, it has been a very long time indeed since you have come to our cold corner of the world. The navy abandons me at this time of year, but I can always count on you.”

		The man Giselle was addressing had been turned toward Moncrieff and deep in conversation, but he looked up gladly at her request, and Robbie and Nathaniel both drew up in surprise at this first clear sight of his face.

		The bush was a hard place; Nathaniel had grown up in the company of men and women who bore terrible scars with a combination of forbearance and dignity. But Pickering’s face was not the result of a tomahawk blow or a battle with the pox or fire. Nathaniel suspected it was much harder to bear. It looked as if his maker had finished with him, disliked what he had produced, and attempted to rub out the errors, mashing an overlarge nose into a face like a soggy oat cake. Everything on him was lopsided, from the small, upward-slanted eyes to the low-hung shelf of brow.

		“Maria save us, look at the man’s snout,” muttered Robbie. “He’s mair pickerel than Pickering. Nae wonder he went tae sea.”

		“Mademoiselle.” Pickering inclined his head. “I have brought you more than seafaring tales. If you’ll permit—” he half rose, and gestured to someone out of sight in the next room.

		Giselle laughed. “Horace. I knew I could count on you. A surprise. I do love surprises. Shall I try to guess?”

		“Ha!” called Quinn. “It’s anyone’s guess what Pickering’s got tucked away in that merchantman of his. Could have an elephant or two crashing about in the hold.”

		A servant appeared at the door, carrying a small lidded basket. There was a great scramble of serving men as plates and platters were cleared to make room for it just in front of Giselle.

		“You brought me such a lovely set of ivory carvings from India when last you were here,” she said, eyeing the basket. She had turned so that Nathaniel could see her face. Time had not left her untouched, but there was the same spark in her eye and high color in her cheeks, and he didn’t wonder that Otter had got caught up, despite the difference in their ages. Stronger and more experienced men had floundered in the good fortune of attracting this woman’s favor. There were some prime examples around the table.

		Pickering was drawing out the suspense. “We were on our way to Halifax from Martinique …”

		Quinn put down his glass with a rattle. “Pickering, you sly dog, were you there when Jervis and Grey took Martinique?” They were no sailors, but the promise of direct news of a victory over France would have been very welcome to the army officers.

		Pickering smiled politely but did nothing to satisfy their curiosity. Instead he put one hand on the basket, as if to quiet whatever was inside.

		“I took these on board not knowing if they would survive the journey, but I had some luck. And my most excellent surgeon, of course, nursed them all the way.” With a graceful flourish he flipped back the wooden lid of the basket and reached inside.

		“You will note by the sweet smell that they are quite perfectly ripe.” And he drew from the basket a pair of swollen and discolored human hands, no larger than those of a child of ten, with lightly curled fingers.

		There was a moment of shocked silence as he held them up. Even Giselle’s voice seemed to fail her.

		A sandy-haired major of the Royal Highlanders leaped to his feet. “By God, man, have you been consortin’ with cannibals?”

		The room was suddenly in chaotic movement as all the men surged forward. Nathaniel’s view was blocked by Otter, who stood with the rest of them. Robbie stood, too, and then, having lost his peepholes, sat again.

		“Let me put your mind at rest, MacDermott. These grow on the islands,” came Pickering’s calming voice from the center of the crowd. “They are called ti-nains by the natives.”

		“That’s a bluidy fruit?” demanded one of the merchants.

		“Ah,” said another, more composed voice. “Bananas. But not of the sort I et in India. These are much smaller. Damned difficult to transport, in any case.”

		“Ha!” cried Captain Quinn, heading back toward his wine glass.
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